
        
            
                
            
        

    Table of Contents


Introduction
 

 A
 

Advertising bills


[illustration] [advertising boards, vans: Punch, 1850]

Advertising boards

Advertising vans

The Arethusa Training Ship
'At Homes'

B
 

A 'B' Meeting

A Baby Show

A Balloon Ride

Bar-Maids


[illustration] [Niagara Rocking Bath, advertisement: Pick Me Up, 1891]

Bathing

Bazaars

Bed Bugs

Beggars

Bicycle Races

Billingsgate Market

Black Eyes

Blackmail

The Blind School


[illustration] [Bloomerism cartoon: Punch, 1851]

Bloomerism


[illustration] [Bloomerism cartoon: Punch, 1851]

Burglars

 C
 

Cabs

Candles

Casual Labour

The Can-Can

Cars

Childhood Discipline

Christmas


[illustration] [crinoline cartoon: Punch, 1856]

Clothing of the 1850s. and 1860s.
Coffee Houses

The Colosseum

Coffee Public-Houses

Consumption

 A Convict Hulk
Corsets, offering protection
Cremorne Gardens

Cross-Dressing

The Crystal Palace

Curry


[illustration] [cycling cartoon:  Punch, 1882]

Cycling in London

 D
 

Dancing-Rooms

Dancing Bears

Department Stores

Destitution

Detectives

Dinner


[illustration] [one-legged sweeper: London Labour and the London Poor, 1851]

Disability

Districts

Dockland

 E
 

An East End Flower Show
Electric Light

Employment

English Cuisine

Enon Chapel

Etiquette

 F
 


[illustration] [baked potato man: London Labour and the London Poor, 1851]
 

Fast Food

The Field Lane Refuge

Flats

Flogging

Fog

Forfeits

Freaks

Funerals

Fur-Pullers

Furious Driving

 G
 

Gambling Clubs


[illustration] [early cigarette lighter, advertisement: Pick Me Up, 1891]

Gaslight


[illustration] [gin palace:  Punch, 1860]

A Gin Palace

Graffiti

The Great Wheel

Grotto Day

Guerilla advertising

 H
 

Hanging

Highbury Barn

Hints for Husbands and Wives
Homeless Children

Hooligans

The House Telegraph

 I
 

Immigrants

Importing Ice

Industrial Illness

 J
 

Jacob's Island


[illustration] [gory posters:  Punch, 1888]

The Jack the Ripper Show
Jamrach's

A Japanese Village

A Juvenile Party

 K
 

Kensal Green Cemetery

Knockers Up

 L
 

Lambeth Floods

Laundry 

[illustration] [crowded lodgings, during Great Exhibition: Punch, 1851]


Lodgings

London Gin

A London House

Londoners 

The Lowther Arcade

 M
 


[illustration] [servant-mistress relations: Punch, 1853]
 

The Maid of All Work

Make-Up

Marriage, Pro Forma

The Match-Girl

The Mesmeric Infirmary

Miasma


[illustration] [London water:  Punch, 1850]

A Microscopical Society

Midland Grand Hotel

Milk Women

Mistaken Identity

Monday Pops

Mourning

Mud Larks

Music Hall

 N
 


[illustration] [female convicts, Brixton gaol: Criminal Prisons of London, 1862]
 

Newgate Gaol

Night Houses

Nuisances

A Nursery

 O
 

The Old Bailey


[illustration] [a bus stop:  Punch, 1876]

Omnibuses

Opium

Outings

 P
 

A Packed Lunch

Paving

Pawnbrokers

Pedestrianism

Penny Dreadfuls

Penny Gaffs

Piccadilly

Photography

Policemen

The Polytechnic

Pornographic Objects

Postal deliveries

The Potato Thrower

Prams


[illustration] ['gay' women, ie. prostitutes: Punch, 1857]

Prostitution

Privies

Public Bathing

Public Toilets

 Q
 

Quackery

 R
 

Raffles amongst the poor
Rail Journeys

Ratcliffe Highway

Rats

Reading

Recycling


[illustration] [rollerskating:  Punch, 1876]

 Rollerskating
 Rotten Row, Hyde Park

S
 
 St. James's Park
 Samuel Scott, The American Diver

 Sea Water Baths
 Secret Vice
Seven Dials

Shooting Galleries

Shopkeepers' Greek

Shop Work

Slang

Slops

Smithfield Market


[illustration] [ballet girls, smoking: Pick Me Up, 1891]

Smoking

The Snail Telegraph

Snow

Somaliland in London

Song Writing

 Spiritualism
Spring-Heeled Jack

Squirrels


[illustration] [street conjurer: London Labour and the London Poor, 1851]

Street Acrobats

Suburbs

Suicide

Surrey Zoological Gardens

 Sweatshops

 T
 
 The Tea-Leafer
Telegraphic Paralysis

Telegraphists and Telephonists

Terrorism

The Thames

The Thames Tunnel

Till-Lifting

Toll Gates

The Tooley Street Fire
Tooth Powder

Toys

Traffic

The Travelling Cad

 U
 

Underclothing

Underground

Unwanted Pregnancy

V
 

Vitriol Throwing

 W
 

Warnings to Travellers

Wet Nursing

Workhouses

 X
 

 X-Ray

 Z
 
 Zuleilah
 
   Appendix I - Picture Postcards

Appendix II - A Note on Sources



 
Introduction
 
  This anthology has one simple goal: to give the reader a flavour of 'how life was lived' in Victorian London, through the words of the Victorians themselves. It is not a comprehensive study; but I have revisited an archive of ten years' reading and research — nineteenth century diaries, newspapers, magazines, memoirs, guidebooks — in an attempt to include as many diverse aspects of Victorian life as possible. There is, I must admit, a certain bias in my choice of material: I concentrate on the poor and middle-class. Queen Victoria is glimpsed at a distance, in Hyde Park; MPs and members of the aristocracy appear as the patrons of charities; but this is a book about the everyday. 
Some of these excerpts make for rather grim reading: the graphic account of a botched back-street abortion; the plight of homeless children, abandoned by their parents; the fever-ridden slums of Jacob's Island. Crime is also to the fore: attempts at blackmail; the rise of the 'hooligan' in Lambeth; the vicious malice of the 'vitriol thrower'. Likewise, it is impossible to neglect the scourge of prostitution in the capital, albeit with one rare instance of a 'soiled dove' who 'made good'. I have, therefore, included a few gratuitous doses of quirky Victoriana, to leaven the mix: advice on keeping pet squirrels; the invention of the snail telegraph (the supposed power of 'escargotic vibration'); how to make tooth powder (with the obligatory drop of cocaine). 
I also focus on street life. Hence you will find articles about the giant 'advertising vans' which blocked major thoroughfares; races between rival omnibus companies; the wall painters who engaged in 'guerilla advertising'; the delights of Victorian fast food (sheep's trotters, anyone?). This book, at its best, should provide a vicarious form of time travel. The reader will feel, I hope, that they have walked the streets of Victorian London and, having read the more intimate passages — how to remove bed-bugs; tips on wet-nursing; dire warnings against 'secret vice' — that they have also glimpsed behind closed doors. Some things herein may appear quaint — complaints against the immorality of the 'can-can'; disdain for women practising 'bloomerism' (ie. wearing trousers); the unlikely forfeits demanded by parlour games — but they all throw a revealing light on the distinctive mores of the time. 
I hope, too, that a few things will surprise and astonish, to the extent that they seem almost unbelievable (although, rest assured, this work contains no fabrications). Have you ever heard of the enterprising showman who started his 'Jack the Ripper' chamber of horrors in Whitechapel, within weeks of the 1888 murders?  Or the peculiar safeguards afforded by corsets? Or the bar-maids who worked in Underground stations? Or the first (and last) Mesmeric Hospital established in London?
It may seem presumptuous to call this an extraordinary anthology; yet it is the extraordinary details of daily life in the 'Great Metropolis' that continue to fascinate me. My only wish is that the reader may share my enthusiasm.

Lee Jackson




next ...
 
Advertising bills
 
  In the year 1836 we were living in King Street, St. James's, opposite St. James's Theatre. Trafalgar Square was then being laid out, and the area was surrounded by an immense hoarding, which, notwithstanding minatory notices of "Stick no Bills," and "Bill-Stickers, Beware," was continually plastered over with placards relating to all kinds of things, theatrical and commercial, and at election time with political squibs. There were in those days no bill poster advertising-contractors. The bill-stickers were an independent race, whose main objects in life were first, to get a sufficient number of bills to stick up, and next, to cover over the placards pasted on the hoardings by their rivals. Thus the perpetually superposed bills led to a most amusing confusion of incongruities. If you tried to read, say, six square yards of posters, the information was conveyed to your mind that Madam Malibran was about to appear in the opera of Cockle's Pills; that the leader for Westminster was the only cure for rheumatism; that Mr. Van Amburg and his lions would be present at the ball of the Royal Caledonian Asylum; and that the Sun evening newspaper would contain Rowland's Maccassar Oil, two hundred bricks to be sold at a bargain; and the band of the Second Life Guards would be sure to ask for Dunn's penny chocolate at the Philharmonic Concert, with Mademoiselle Duvernay in the Cachuca. 

 
George Sala, London Up To Date, 1895







next ...
 
Advertising boards
 
  FEW men who earn their living in the streets are better abused and more persistently jeered at than the unfortunate individuals who let themselves out for hire as walking advertisements. The work is so hopelessly simple, that any one who can put one foot before the other can undertake it, and the carrying of boards has therefore become a means of subsistence open to the most stupid and forlorn of individuals. These facts are so self-evident that the smallest street urchin is sensible of the absurd picture presented by a full-grown man carrying an advertisement "back and front" all day long. The boardmen have therefore become a general butt, and it is considered fair play to tease them in every conceivable manner. The old joke, the query as to the whereabouts of the mustard, has now died out, and it is considered better sport to bespatter the "sandwich men" with mud, or to tickle their faces with a straw when the paraphernalia on their backs prevents all attempt at self-defence. While the street boys indulge in these and various other practical jokes, omnibus conductors also relieve their feelings as they pass by kicking at the boards. 

 
John Thomson and Adolphe Smith,

Street Life in London, 1877



Ques. What is the regulation size of boards which are permitted to be carried about the public streets? 
Ans. 20 inches in breadth and 32 inches deep. 
Ques. What is the distance that must be kept between each man carrying advertisement-boards? 
Ans. 30 yards. 
Ques. Where must the boards be carried? 
Ans. In the carriage-way, clear of the kerb. 
 
Police Duty Catechism and Reports, 1903




next ...
 
Advertising vans
 
  Sir — I am a banker. Like most of my profession, I have my town-house in Belgravia, and my villa at Roehampton, and I ride daily to my counting-house in the city. I am a fat man and am recommended horse-exercise.
     The Strand, always a crowded thoroughfare, became disagreeably so when omnibuses were permitted to ply there. The wood pavement next assisted in making it nearly impassable; and now a third plague has arisen which promises to block it up altogether.
     I allude to the advertising-vans. I am always unwilling to obtrude my name before the public (it does a man in business no good, unless, indeed, he appears as president of a charitable meeting or governor of a hospital), but, as I nearly lost my life through them last Friday, and lose my time through them daily, I entreat you to grant publicity to this complaint of mine.
     Leaving Belgrave-square at 11 o'clock, I found the Strand blocked up just beyond Messrs. Coutts's, in consequence of two wretched animals, attached to an immense French diligence, used as a means of making M. Philippe's merits known to the public, having slipped up on the wood pavement. The driver, a sensible phlegmatic man, appeared in no hurry to set them on their legs again, conceiving, with justice, that his employer's object was better attained by remaining where he was.
     It being early, there were no policeman to interfere. I believe they are at that time generally in attendance to give evidence at the police courts; and I therefore spent a very unpleasant half-hour awaiting the resurrection of the conjuror's cattle. Retreat was out of the question, from the incredible influence of omnibuses which had congregated in my rear.
     At length, however, the way was cleared, and I proceeded as far as Temple-bar — an institution of our ancestors which I highly revere, but which, from the inconvenience it occasions, I should almost wish abolished . . .
     Well, at Temple-bar, I found the pass in the procession of two more of these accursed vehicles, which had got locked together — one was devoted to the promulgation of the merits of Holloway's ointment in curing diseased legs, and the other was adorned with sketched of a hideous monster called the "human tripod, or young easel."
     My cob, the most confidential creature that Mr. Z. ever realized two hundred for, could not stand the horrid sight. He tried to turn round, was poled by a "buss" close astern, fell, and deposited me under the wheels of a dray which, fortunately, at the time was motionless, as, indeed, it had been for three-quarters of an hour previously.
     Being active, though corpulent, I escaped unhurt; but I really think, Sir, that when we reflect on the severity with which apple-women are coerced — when the strong arm of the law sternly silences the early sweep, and stills the bell of the dustman, and the tinkle of the muffin-boy — the powers which watch over the lives and interests of Her Majesty's subjects ought to deal promptly and vigorously with such nuisances as these.
     I am, Sir, your obedient servant, JACOB OMNIUM  
 
letter to The
Times, 1846 



next ...
 
The Arethusa Training Ship
 
  From the Refuge, the boys who like the sea are drafted on to ships at Greenhithe. Formerly it was considered inexpedient to extend the benefits of the institution for longer than one year to each person, but this period has recently been doubled, as it was found difficult to obtain employment at sea for boys under fourteen or fifteen years of age. In the two years during which the boys are taken care of they are not only taught cleanliness, godliness, and spelling, but are put through a course of practical seamanship. A few months make a great alteration in their appearance. It is marvellous to those who love to talk of facial angles, high and low types, and the rest of it, to mark the singular change which comes over the starved savage of our streets, with a few months of good food and proper care. The hollow, cunning eyes put on a brighter and franker look, the shifty "round-the-corner" glance having died out, under circumstances which do not require the "tail of the eye" to be always on the look-out for a policeman. The cheekbones no longer project so far beyond the sunken eyes and hollow cheeks. The pointed chin, which once gave a peculiarly "gallows" finish to the whole physiognomy, has disappeared under a generous diet of beef and pudding. It would be absurd to claim for the boys of the Arethusa and Chichester a pre-eminence for beauty over those of other seminaries, but in simple fairness they must be classed a "good average lot." As might be expected, a low receding forehead, or a flat-topped cranium, may be found here and there, but the proportion of disquieting heads  is not very great. Perhaps the chubby, bullet-headed, "cob-like" boy may be taken as the prevailing type of the Arethusan, but there are not wanting among them the lads with as fine and clear-cut features as could be found at any one of our great public schools.
     On regular working-days the boys begin early, for there is much holy-stoning and cleaning of all kinds to be done before breakfast. This meal and prayers over, the boys fall into their several classes and divisions, each under a competent instructor. Seamanship is a pretty comprehensive term, including nearly all the arts of construction. Several smart lads are taking a lesson in "pulling;" and very well they pull together. Others are engaged in a compass class; others again are hard at work, trying to comprehend the use of the lights, which at night enable seamen to observe the rule of the road. Splicing, bending, and knotting are indispensable parts of a seaman's education, and are, it is almost needless to say, very popular among the boys. Sail-making is another study attentively pursued on board of the Arethusa. It is almost unnecessary to mention that the boys are regularly instructed in the various kinds of drill practised on board of her Majesty's ships, and taught to man the yards and perform other duties aloft in shipshape style. The main difficulty experienced by those admirable officers, Captain Walter of the Arethusa, and Captain Boxer of the Chichester, is not to get their boys aloft, but to get them down again. The masts and yards present an invincible attraction, and the tendency to overrate strength and activity is so great, that nets are carefully spread to catch the over venturesome. Mistakes as to distance and miscalculations of strength, rare among the older boys, are common among the recent arrivals, who have not had sufficient time to recover from the effect of months, or perhaps years, of exposure and starvation. At flood-tide there is bathing in a great floating-bath; there are also cooking squads to be told off; there are lamps to be trimmed and brass-work to be polished; and a few boys whose "good conduct" status is very high indeed, are allowed to assist the baker and the carpenter. At dinner-time the boys find the number of their mess easily enough, and, after grace, fall on to an excellent meal — mainly of fresh meat, vegetables, and bread, but varied on two days a week with regular sailors' fare. Thus, on Saturday, Sunday, and Monday, dinner is composed of roast or baked fresh meat, vegetables and bread; Wednesday and Friday are sea-pie days; and on Tuesday and Thursday the good old legitimate pea-soup and salt pork are served up. After dinner a canvas screen is suspended between the upper decks, and a portion of the space is thus cut off for a school-room. Then the minds, which have been pleasantly exercised during the morning in grappling with the mysteries of tackle — the various "hitches" and "bends" with which mariners are acquainted  — are now turned to the more tedious tasks imposed by the schoolmaster, whose task is by no means lightened by the very miscellaneous character of his pupils. A few are not ill-taught; others know very little; but from forty to fifty per cent. can neither read nor write. Very little knowledge of human nature will tell us that the schoolmaster's berth is not the easiest in the ship. The mind of a boy of fourteen, trained only in the hard school of the streets, has developed thoroughly only one faculty — vigilance — the peculiar property of the savage. Hence, if he is told to look out and steer this way or that way, or to make a knot in a peculiar fashion, he does fairly well, for his perceptive powers are called into action, and there is the boat, or the piece of rope, before him. Above all, there is something to be done. But when memory and reflection are required, the vigilant young savage is at a loss. In arithmetic, more especially, is this truth made manifest. It would seem easier to teach many of these boys to make a desk than to add up the cost of the materials for it. The field of study, however, is wide enough to give every boy a chance of passing in several of the nineteen subjects set before him. A record of the actual status of every student is kept upon a "progress board," ruled and divided into hollow squares, each of which is filled up with a cube as he passes in that particular subject. Thus the new chum sees on the "progress board" nineteen hollow spaces, and knows that the sooner he can fill up a proper proportion of them the sooner will he be "passed ready for sea." It is not pretended, that a couple of years on board of the Arethusa will make a London street-boy into an able seaman; but this much is certain, that the agents at the docks, who are entrusted with the care of  finding ships for the youngsters, experience no great difficulty in placing them. It has, by degrees, oozed out that the boys from the training-ships are far smarter and better "in hand" than chance comers, and captains are, therefore, glad to have them. While at the docks awaiting employment, they are housed and taken care of by the agent, to the end that they may be shipped, without meeting any opportunity of relapsing into vagrant habits. 

 
All the Year Round, 1876



next ...
 
'At Homes'
 
  Of late years the fashion of receiving people by means of what are termed "At homes" has become very general. Invitations of this kind are of an elastic nature, and may either signify a formal reception of guests, or a friendly gathering together of intimate acquaintances.
     The best indication of the kind of entertainment proposed will be found to consist in the manner of issuing the invitation. If a large card with broad margins be sent bearing the name of the intending hostess simply inscribed in engraved letters, and the date appointed, a grand reception may be in prospect. Or if the lady's visiting-card only be sent, or left at the future guest's house, with the words "At home" and the date written in the hostess's own hand, in ink or pencil, a less formal meeting maybe anticipated.
     "At home" cards need not be replied to, unless they contain a request for an answer. If more than one day is fixed by the hostess for being at home, invited guests need not go on every occasion. They please themselves in the matter; neither need they stay any particular length of time. In fact, having presented themselves to the hostess, and spoken to particular friends and members of the family with whom they are acquainted, they may retire as soon as convenient.
    The introduction of the French system of receiving friends on a particular day of the week, without issuing any formal invitations whatever, is growing year by year in more general favour in England. It soon becomes known amongst a circle of friends on what day, and at what hour, anybody is mostly to be found disengaged; and those who really wish to maintain a friendly footing an their own sphere of acquaintances endeavour from time to time to present themselves.
     Apart from the formation of valuable acquaintances, of which the present fashion affords the readiest and most simple means, the true economy of time is in itself an important consideration. Maintained as social life now is, busy as people best worth knowing always are, and living, as most people do, at inconvenient distances from what were but a few years ago centres of society, unless some such understanding as alluded to prevails, morning calls and unceremonious visiting must cease to be observed by all who are actively employed. Few persons are able now-a-days to undertake a journey to the distant suburbs of London without serious personal inconvenience and neglect of more pressing affairs. And when at the journey's end the friend is found to be "not at home," regret for lost time is the mildest form such disappointments are apt to take.
     When a hostess determines to receive her friends on a certain day of the week, and circulates intelligence to that effect, she is as much bound to stay at home on that day as though she had formed a business engagement to do so. Her house should be in order, her children prepared for visitors, and her servants freed from any household labour that is of a nature to cause them to appear in disorderly haste or untidy clothes. Household cleanliness and repose are the only arrangements needful for such receptions of visitors. If refreshments are offered at all, tea is simply handed round, or wine and biscuits, as may be preferred. Tea is made out of the room, and poured into cups, leaving the guests to add sugar and milk to taste. The ordinary length of visit is observed in morning calls of the above kind.
     It sometimes happens that servants inadvertently admit visitors when the mistress or master of the house is engaged in a manner that prevents them from receiving strangers. If this should be the case, the person for whom the visit is intended should send word by the servant, that in a few minutes, or a longer time if necessary, the master or mistress will be disengaged; at the same time the visitor should be requested to be seated. It is an affront to dismiss a person who has been admitted, without an interview. No less a breach of good manners is committed when a visitor is kept waiting whilst the lady of the house, for instance, is changing her dress, ornamenting her hair, or similarly engaged. The reason for such delays is generally so obvious, that the excuse, of having been detained in presenting an appearance from any other cause, is of little avail. A lady should always be prepared to receive visitors, if at home, between the hours of three and five o'clock. If not "dressed" by that time, she should give her servant notice not to admit callers. Persons who have the ill taste to present themselves during the hours usually devoted to the duties of housekeeping should either not be offended if refused admittance or should be on a sufficiently friendly footing to be received without any ceremony.
     When making a ceremonious morning call, a gentleman should take his hat with him into the drawing-room, and when there should hold it in his hand in an easy manner. If it should happen that he is obliged to place his hat out of hand, he must not put it on the floor, or under his chair, but on some piece of furniture. It is not now necessary for a gentleman to take off his gloves, if they be particularly well-fitting and of light colour. The right-hand glove of ordinary kinds may be removed whilst the gentleman ascends the staircase, but he should not keep a lady waiting whilst he is ungloving, before taking her hand.
     The rules of etiquette which apply to "shaking hands" are rather complicated to the uninitiated, and may require comment — offence being apt to be taken where none is meant, from want of accurate information on the point. In the first place, the term "shaking hands" is inappropriate; the mode of salutation consisting of gentle pressure and very slight movement from the wrist. In all cases, except of the greatest intimacy, the gentleman is not the first to offer his hand: unless he be the superior of the lady in age and station, he waits till she makes the advance. Unmarried ladies do not offer their hand to gentlemen with whom they are slightly acquainted. A slight curtsey on the one side, and a lifted hat or bow are sufficient signs of personal recognition.
     Foreigners rarely offer their hand, unless they have been a long time in England, and understand the custom as observed in this country.
     On entering a crowded room, a well-mannered man seeks first the hostess. He endeavours to be blind and deaf to all familiar faces and voices until he has presented himself to the lady of the house — he then bows. If on sufficiently intimate terms, the lady offers her hand. Having performed the above duty, the visitor generally makes a few trivial remarks and retires, leaving room for others to advance. A gentleman finds a chair for himself, or walks about, or stands, as he feels disposed, whilst ladies are left to the care of the hostess to provide them with seats; or, at least, she deputes others to do so. At ceremonious receptions, the lady of the house generally takes up her position for receiving her visitors at the head of the staircase leading to the reception-room, or just within the principal entrance of the room. By doing so, she saves herself and guests a great deal of trouble.
     When, in paying morning calls, visitors are announced, the lady of the house need not advance to meet them, unless she wishes to offer a particularly cordial reception. She rises and waits, until the guests have advanced sufficiently near, to offer her hand. Any gentlemen that may be present rise when ladies enter the room, and remain standing till they are seated. On ladies leaving, gentlemen rise, and the most intimate gentleman accompanies them to their carriage. The position of the lady of the house should, in her own drawing-room, be near the bell, in order to give timely notice, by ringing for servants to attend in the hall. A servant should wait at the hall-door whilst visitors are descending the staircase.
     When a visitor has paid a morning call of average duration, and fresh comers are announced, the former visitors should rise to take leave. Unless very urgently pressed to prolong the visit, retirement should instantly follow.

 
Cassells Household Guide, 1880



next ...
 
A 'B' Meeting
 
  A "B" meeting is held under the auspices of the School Board, to hear the reasons parents may have to give why they should not be summoned to appear before a magistrate for neglecting to send their children to school.
     Here is an exact reproduction of the Notice B left with the parents, which brings them to the meeting I am about to describe . . . 


 
[Bye-laws]                                 [Form No.13]

NOTICE — FORM B.

The Elementary Education Acts, 1870, 1873, and 1876.
 SCHOOL BOARD FOR LONDON.
 Notice to attend before Divisional Committee.
 ......................... Division.
May 30, 1883.

To Mr. Bridge, 2, Smith's Court.

Take Notice, that you have been guilty of a breech of the of the law in that your child Robert has not duly attended school, and you are hereby invited to attend at George Street School on Wednesday, the 6th day of June, at 2 o'clock in the afternoon precisely, to state any excuse you may have, and to show cause why you should not be summoned before a magistrate and fined.

Dated this 31st day of May, 1883.

(Signed) .....................................................

Officer of the School Board for London.

(SEAL)



 
Few persons who have not actual experience of the lives of the poorest classes can have any conception of the serious import to them of the Education Act. Compulsory education is a national benefit. I am one of its stoutest defenders, but it is idle to deny that it is an Act which has gravely increased the burthens of the poor earning precarious livelihoods and as self-preservation is the first law of nature, there is small wonder that every dodge that craft and cunning can suggest is practised to evade it.
     In many cases the payment of the fees is a most serious difficulty. Twopence or a penny a week for each of four children is not much, you may say; but where the difference between the weekly income and the rent is only a couple of shillings or so, I assure you the coppers represent so many meals. The Board now allows the members to remit fees in cases of absolute inability to pay them, and the remission of fees is one of the principal items of business at a "B" meeting.
     Again, many of the children who are of school age are of a wage-earning age also, and their enforced "idleness", as their parents call it, means a very serious blow to the family exchequer. Many a lad whose thick skull keeps him from passing the standard which would leave him free to go to work, has a deft hand, strong arms and a broad back — three things which fetch a fair price in the labour market . . . the hardship of making boys and girls stop at school who might be earning good money towards their support, is terrible. Often these children are the sole bread-winners, and then the position is indeed a hard nut for the kind-hearted official to crack. 
 
George R. Sims, How the Poor Live, 1883



next ...
 
A Baby Show
 
  I paid a  visit, and sixpence, at Highbury Barn when the Baby  Show opened. . . . I was solicited to invest extra coppers in a correct card, containing the names, weights, and — not colours; they were all  of one colour, that of the ordinary human lobster — but weights, of the various forms of Wackford Squeers  under twelve months, who were then and there assembled,  like a lot of little fat porkers. It was, in  truth, a sight to whet the appetite of an "annexed"  Fiji Islander, or any other carnivorous animal. My  correct card specified eighty "entries;" but, although the exhibition only opened at two o'clock, and I was  there within an hour after, I found the numbers up  to 100 quite full. The interesting juveniles were  arranged within rails, draped with pink calico, all  arrayed in "gorgeous attire," and most of them partaking  of maternal sustenance. The mammas — all respectable married women of the working class — seemed to consider the exhibition of their offspring  by no means infra dig., and were rather pleased than  otherwise to show you the legs and other points of  their adipose encumbrances. Several proposed that I  should test the weight, which I did tremulously, and  felt relieved when the infant Hercules was restored to  its natural protector. The prizes, which amounted in  the gross to between two and three hundred pounds,  were to be awarded in sums of 10l. and 5l, and sometimes  in the shape of silver cups, on what principle I am not quite clear; but the decision was to rest with  a jury of three medical men and two "matrons." If  simple adiposity, or the approximation of the human  form divine to that of the hippopotamus, be the standard  of excellence, there could be no doubt that a  young gentleman named Thomas Chaloner, numbered 48 in the correct card, aged eight months, and weighing 33 lbs., would be facile princeps, a prognostication  of mine subsequently justified by the event. I must  confess to looking with awe, and returning every now and then to look again on this colossal child. At my  last visit some one asked on what it had been fed.  Shall I own that the demon of mischief prompted me  to supplement the inquiry by adding, "Oil cake, or  Thorley's Food for Cattle?" . . . There was one noteworthy point about this particular exhibition. The mothers, at all events, got a  good four days' feed whilst their infantile furniture  was "on view." I heard, sotto voce, encomiums on the dinner of the day confidingly exchanged between  gushing young matrons, and I myself witnessed  the disappearance of a decidedly comfortable tea, to  say nothing of sundry pints of porter . . . 
 
Charles Maurice Davies, Mystic London, 1875



next ...
 
A Balloon Ride
 
  Anxious to see a view of London, at a great height, he arranged with Mr. Gypson, the aeronaut, for a seat in his car. The night was uncommonly close and sultry, and scarcely a breath of wind was stirring; what there was blew slightly from the south-east, and the lightning was flashing about the skies, preluding a terrific thunderstorm. Besides Mr. Gypson and Mr. Coxwell, Smith was to have another companion, and they met in Vauxhall Gardens about eleven o'clock. The fireworks — the frame of which resembled a very large skeleton drum — were to be hung thirty or forty feet below it, and fired from the car by a fusee; a most dangerous method, by the way, as the neck of the balloon was but a few feet overhead. At last, everything was ready for the start. "We took in," says Smith, "some stores for the trip, as, had it been quite dark, it was the intention of Mr. Gypson to have remained up all night, and, with six or eight bags of sand for ballast, gave the command to 'let go.' The balloon rose with extreme velocity, shooting straight up at once, but turning round as it ascended. The match of the fireworks being lighted, they began to shoot forth cascades of coloured fires, which had a beautiful effect. It is impossible to form the feeblest idea of the appearance of London seen by night from the elevation we had now obtained — as nearly as could be judged from the apparent breadth of the river at the bridges, about 4,000 feet. In the obscurity, all traces of houses and enclosures were lost sight of. I can compare it to nothing else than floating over a dark blue and boundless sea, spangled with hundreds of thousands of stars. The stars were the lamps. We could sea them stretching over the river at the bridges, edging its banks, forming squares and long parallel lines of light in the streets, and solitary sparks — farther and farther apart, until they were altogether lost in the suburbs. The effect was too bewildering — too novel and extraordinary to allow any of us even to speak; we could only gaze on them in rapt and deep attention. The fireworks had commenced at Vauxhall, and we saw the blaze of light above the gardens very distinctly, as well as the exploding rockets; and a flash of lightning now and then illumined the entire panorama, but too transitorily to catch any of its features. Above us the sky was deeply blue, studded with innumerable stars; in fact, above, below, and around, appeared of sailing through a galaxy of twinkling points light, incalculable and interminable. The impression made on my mind in these few minutes will never be effaced; neither will the scene by which at was speedily followed.
     "We were all going up, higher and higher, till we had attained the height of 7,000 feet — namely, a mile and a quarter perpendicular — when Mr. Coxwell, who had charge of the valve-line, and was sitting in the hoop of the netting above us, informed Mr. Gypson that the balloon was getting very tense from the extreme rarefaction of the external air at the elevation we had attained. It may be necessary to explain that the top of a balloon is furnished with a 'butterfly valve,' a circular double-flap trap opening downwards by a cord which passes through the interior of the balloon, and closing again with a spring when sufficient gas has escaped, which it really does by reason of its buoyancy. Mr. Coxwell pulled this line, and immediately afterwards we heard a noise, similar to, but not so loud as, the escape of spare steam in a locomotive; and the lower part of the balloon collapsed rapidly, and appeared to fly up into the upper portion. To a cry of alarm from Mr. Gypson, Mr. Coxwell answered, 'The valve is gone! we are all dead men!' or words to that effect; and that same instant the balloon began to fall with appalling velocity, the immense mash of loose silk surging and rustling frightfully over our heads, as it flapped to and fro, like the sail of a ship when tacking, between the network and cords by which our car was slung, retreating up away from us more and more into the head of the balloon.
     "It was then suggested to throw over everything that might ease the balloon. I had two bags of sand in my lap, which were cast away directly, and Mr. Coxwell lowered himself from the hoop into the car, when we all began to hunt about amongst our feet for whatever we could find. Bags of ballast, and bottles of brandy and wine, were instantaneously thrown away; but no effect was perceptible. The wind still appeared to be rushing up past us at a fearful rate; and to add to the horror of these few moments, the expiring fireworks floated on the air; and hung about the cordage of the balloon. The lightning was playing about us. We must have been then upwards of a mile from the earth. The balloon began to oscillate frightfully, and our descent scarcely occupied two minutes. Our velocity was frightful. The parallelograms of light, too, formed by the squares, got visibly larger and larger, like an image in a phantasmagoria; and the oscillation of the balloon began to subside, although the car was still swinging. I attribute our preservation alone to the fact of the upper netting of the balloon having kept firm, preserving the empty silk in an umbrella shape, which acted as a parachute. We now saw the houses, the roofs of which appeared advancing to meet us; and the next instant, as we dashed on their summits, the words 'Hold hard' burst simultaneously from all the party. We were all directly thrown out of the car, along the ground, amidst the cordage and silk of the balloon, which appeared entirely emptied of gas. Nobody was seriously hurt. Torn clothes, crushed hats, and a few grazes and bruises, were all the evils that resulted from a descent of a mile without gas! — not above a mile from the gardens." Thither the aeronauts hastened, and were there greeted with cheering far more hearty than on their ascent. 

 
The Leisure Hour, 1872



next ...
 
Bar-Maids
 
  THE girls who serve behind the bars of  restaurants and buffets, also behind the bars of theatres, hotels, and railway stations, consider themselves a step above ordinary barmaids namely, the girls who serve in public-houses.
     They are all young ladies of course, but the former are designated "the young ladies at the bar," while the latter are "young ladies in the public line of business."
     A very telling little pamphlet, under the title of "Called to the Bar," was published some time ago by Miss Beale. This deals with first-class barmaids, and especially with those engaged in the Metropolitan Railway bars, or the "subterranean hotels," as Miss Beale calls them. Of all barmaids these girls are most to be pitied. Draughts, bad atmosphere, and sulphurous smoke give them sore throats and heart complaints. Not a few of them stand from seventy-six to eighty-six hours in the week, or about eleven hours a day. They work in shifts, coming on early in the morning, and working with stated intervals until midnight. One Sunday in the month is considered ample time for recreation. Yet the girls prefer this life to domestic service. They think it more "genteel" to be a barmaid than a servant.
     They are seldom allowed to sit down, and they say if they might only have sliding seats to draw back from the bar — rather high, so that they could rest without appearing to sit — they would be less often on the doctor's books. But their employers, with a few exceptions, will not hear of this.
     Some of the Metropolitan Railway bars are upstairs; for instance, the one at High Street, Kensington; but not a few are on the underground platform — small, dark places, without ventilation, full of smoke, reeking with alcohol. Let readers think what it means to stand ten, eleven hours in such places day after day, with no rest except on Sunday; to sleep in rooms below the streets. which must be lighted all the twenty-four hours with gas, and which never get a ray of daylight. But the girls say they would rather sleep four or six in such rooms, and two in a bed, than take the last train to another station, for sometimes they miss the train, and then they must walk home — or run, for they are afraid to go slowly through the empty streets at midnight.
     Things are not managed much better at some of the largest London stations. At one terminus twenty-two barmaids are employed, with salaries of 8s. a week. The manageress receives 17s. 6d., and the sub-manageress 10s. a week. Each girl is allowed to consume 10d. a day in spirits, or 5s.10d. a week. This money must be spent in drink, not food; but if the girl is a teetotaler she is allowed ginger-beer or lemonade. The manageress, or her assistant, serves the 10d. allowances, and the girls are not supposed to help themselves. Nevertheless, they do it.
     It is impossible for any manageress, be she (as the girls say) "ever so much of a cat," to watch all that goes on at the bar of a large station. So the girls cheat the customers if they dare not cheat their employers; and many an innocent customer swallows "waste" while the barmaid drinks his order for spirits. "Waste" is whatever is left in the glasses. This is, by order of the employers, put into the glass measures behind the bar. Each measure has a colour: white for brandy, blue for gin, green for whisky, and red for rum. The "waste" is kept in the measures and served to the customers, for, as the girls say, "We wouldn't touch that muck." So the customers swallow "waste" and the girls drink their orders for spirits.
     Barmaids have other ways of getting more than their legitimate ten-pennyworth; but they dare not water the spirits, for if they did, it would certainly be found out. One excuse for this conduct is that their food is very bad. The meat they receive is generally tough, and the butter rancid, to say nothing of stale vegetables and bread. Their work is exhausting, and their little close sitting-rooms behind the bar or beneath the station are not likely to increase their appetites.
     Most of them spend half of their money on stout, which is sustaining, and not a few take stout for lunch and for dinner. Some prefer a glass of ale for lunch, a glass of wine in the afternoon, and a glass of spirits when they have done work. The manageress takes gin and bitters, and other "nips," to help her on through the long hours of business.
     Board and lodging are provided by the employers. At the terminus we are now speaking about the girls live quite a mile away from their work, and as they must wash up before they go home, it is often midnight before they reach their beds. Some of them complain bitterly of the long walk in winter when the ground is covered with snow, and others say they would not mind so much if the "hangers-on" did not follow them.
     These "hangers-on" are the men who use bars as their clubs, who remain in them two or three hours, drinking. Some of them are "horsey" individuals; not a few are flash mobsmen, who go there to discuss business. These girls could, if they would, tell many secrets; but the bar has its code of honour, and they seldom peach. There is only one sin men never condone in women, and that is peaching.
     Board and lodging, 5s. 10d. a week for spirits, and  8s. for extras, may seem ample to those readers who forget how well barmaids are supposed to dress, and their heavy bills for washing and breakages. The average weekly bill for a first-class barmaid's breakages is from 1s. 6d. to 2s. She not only has to pay for her own breakages, but for those of customers. In some places there is a regular breakage fund, and a certain amount is deducted from each girl's wages to put into it. This is very hard on the girls, for late at night, when customers get intoxicated, many things are broken. They dare not complain of their customers.

 
Toilers in London, 1889







next ...
 

Bathing

 
  There are very few individuals who could not take daily ablution in the way of the sponge bath. It is true that the majority of people are quite unacquainted with such a thing, from childhood to old age, as the morning dip or the cold douche, but this is the reverse of what really should be the case. It is, perhaps, hopeless to expect that any reformation can be effected in the case of those who have up to the mid period of life avoided the bath, but we may be able, perhaps, to persuade mothers of families to train up their children in the way they should go, and the young portion of our readers to adopt a means of promoting health, which will alone do very much, if persistently followed, in even prolonging life. The babe should be subject every morning to a good sponge all over with in the winter time, warmish water; soap being used as well. Those parts in contact with the napkins should be washed carefully at night as well as in the morning The temperature of the room should also be good in winter, and the babe dried rapidly by the use of towels warmed before the fire. In the summer a dip into tepid or nearly cold water itself, or in the case of ruddy children, quite cold, is to be given. When the child comes to be three or four months old, it should have become accustomed to its "tub" regularly in the morning, and in the summer time the water may be even cold, provided the skin feels warm after the child comes out of the bath, and after gentle friction with a warm or dry towel. The head should be washed first of all with soap and flannel. When the child is in the bath the back may be freely douched with the sponge.
     When children are given the bath from an early age, they take it each day with peculiar enjoyment. There need be no difficulty in the way of expense; a wooden bath suitable for infants can be bought in the turners' shops for a few shillings, and the ordinary sponge baths, fitted for youths, girls, and adults, of a common sort, cost something inconsiderable.
     If the cold douche bath is taken at an early age, it should be persevered with throughout life, and only relinquished temporarily in febrile ailments. The best time for every one to take the cold bath is immediately on getting out of bed, before the body becomes chilled. The test whether the bath does good or harm is to be found in the occurrence of shiverings, cold feet, a sense of coldness over the body, and an absence of "glow" over the surface. In such circumstances, the water taken must be tepid, and friction with towels must be freely employed.
     Hot baths should only be taken, as a rule, as a cleansing operation; in fact, for the "Saturday night's wash," so to speak. Those who are taking active exercise, on the one hand, in their occupation, and those, on the other, who lead a sedentary life, are benefited by a good soaping all over and a rinsing in warm water every fortnight, in addition to their cold douche each day.
     So with the Turkish bath. It may be taken as a cleansing operation; it cannot supersede the cold bath in the morning. When the skin gets dry and inactive, and the cuticle feels rough, the forced perspiration and the thorough wash and soaping one gets in the Turkish bath, tend to remove the worn out and dead cuticle which collects on the skin. The Turkish bath should be taken before a meal, not at least until three hours after a meal, and the bather should be perfectly quiescent in the bath, lying down as much as possible. He may drink a little water from time to time, and place a little water on the head if it gets dry and hot. Turkish baths, however, for healthy persons, do not find much favour with us. 
     A good deal has been said with regard to the efficacy of flesh gloves and brushes. These are very good in their way, but there is no better way of promoting the proper circulation of the blood (for flesh brushes and the like act in this way) than by rubbing the skin freely, but moderately and firmly, with a fairly rough towel. If, from long-continued cold weather, or east winds, the perspiration has been retarded, the skin may become harsh to the feel from the plugging up of the little sweat glands by dead cuticle; then a vigorous application of the flesh brush, after a good soaping of the surface, may do very much good.

 
Cassells Household Guide, 1880



next ...
 
Bazaars
 
  LONDON is not so largely supplied as might be supposed with institutions in the nature of Bazaars; the trade is too widely spread in the leading thoroughfares, which are here devoted to trade. What are here called Bazaars and Arcades, have shops for the sale of articles of female and fashionable demand. The shops of the Old Exchange, of the New Exchange, and of Exeter Change, were the predecessors of the present establishments, not one of which is of very old date.
     The Pantheon, in Oxford Street, was originally built for a theatre or concert-room. It now presents a large hall fitted up with stalls for millinery, jewellery, knicknackery, toys, and music, with an upper gallery similarly fitted, and affording a view of the lower area. The attendants of the stalls are young women, and the visitants chiefly women and children. Towards Oxford Street are galleries of pictures for sale. The most remarkable work is a great painting by Haydon, of the Raising of Lazarus. On the ground floor on the Marlborough Street side, by which there is another entrance, is a pretty conservatory, in the oriental style, partly occupied for the sale of florists' flowers and exotic plants, and partly for the sale of parrots, love birds, singing birds, monkeys, loris, white mice, squirrels, and gold fish. This is one of the prettiest parts of the scene.
     The Soho Bazaar, in Soho Square, does not present architectural features, but has fashion in its favour, and its stalls are a favourite female resort. There are no less than 400 saleswomen. The rent of a counter, 4 ft. long, is only a few shillings daily.
     The Bazaar in Baker Street, is best known by Madame Tussaud's Exhibition, and a carriage repository. At Christmas, the Smithfield Club show of fat cattle and agricultural implements is held there. There is a show of ironmongery, stoves, &c.
     The Burlington Arcade, in Piccadilly, is laid out in shops, and is occupied by tradesmen, principally foreigners, of some standing. Here are shops for foreign shoes, flowers, millinery, books and prints, and for hair-dressing.
     The Western Exchange, 10, Old Bond Street, may be considered an accessory of the Burlington Arcade.
     The Lowther Arcade, in the Strand, has less pretensions, but is thronged with children and their attendants, buying toys at the French, German, and Swiss shops.
     The Lowther Bazaar, opposite to it, in the Strand, has stalls for the sale of toys, and there are many objects of interest for the amusement of visitors.
     The Exeter Arcade, in Wellington Street, Strand, is only lately opened, and has as yet neither trade nor visitors.
     The Opera Colonnade runs round the four sides of the Queen's Theatre, in the Haymarket, and is occupied with shops, but is little frequented. In the range, entirely covered in, and parallel with the Haymarket, are several hairdressers' and other shops, where opera glasses and books of the opera can be hired, and great coats, bonnets, &c., left during the opera performances.
     The Piazzas, Covent Garden, formerly a fashionable lounge, have now no peculiar trade feature.
     The Hungerford Arcade is a short range of inconsiderable shops attached to Hungerford Market.
     The Pantechnicon, in Pimlico, is a bazaar for the sale of carriages, pianos, furniture, &c. Furniture and other goods can be warehoused.
     The New Bazaar, about opening in New Oxford Street, promises to be upon a splendid scale; also a new one is now near completion for the use of the good people of Islington, in the Islington Road.

 
The Pictorial Handbook of London, 1854



next ...
 
Bed Bugs
 
  WHEN breakfast is over and cleared away, the duty of sweeping day begins. The beds are to be entirely uncovered, an old sheet thrown over the bedding as it hangs over two chairs. The bed is to be thoroughly well brushed, the tester, the curtains, the valance, and all the edges and corners of the sacking-bottom where dust can lodge. The bed-posts and stock must be well rubbed, till not a particle of soil remains on the duster in the hand. It is so disagreeable to speak of vermin, that no one mentions even the name of a bug when it can be avoided : but bugs must be spoken of here. They are the curse of London houses where there is not a most careful mistress and very clean servants. They may be avoided and got rid of; but only by incessant care. Mary, in her master's house in the country, may have to contend with fleas, especially if fowls are kept, and dogs are allowed to run about the house : but her work with them is easy in comparison with Anne's trouble with bugs. A whole houseful of fleas may be soon got rid of by good scrubbing with lime and sand, mixing one-fourth part of lime with three parts of the sand used in cleaning. The floors, and any woodwork about the walls, being well scoured with this lime, and the beds being kept thoroughly dusted, aired, and rubbed, there will soon be not a flea left. But bugs are very difficult to dislodge, and they will continue to make their appearance in hot weather, if the housemaid neglects her precautions in the least. There is constant danger too of their being brought in with tradesmen's parcels, by visitors coming out of an omnibus or hackney-coach, and even in the clean linen from the wash. In the most orderly families, the clean linen is carefully overlooked in the hall, or in some ground-floor room, every plait of the shirts, every gather of the petticoats, and all the folds of the flannels being examined, before a single article is allowed to go up to the bed-rooms. No trouble in the way of precaution against bugs can be so great as the misery of being subject to them, and the anxiety of getting rid of them. The servants ought not to be offended if the mistress refuses to allow their chests and boxes to go up stairs, as long as she provides drawers or cupboards for their clothes. No rubbing or scouring can make a wooden box a safe piece of furniture in a bed-room, after it has once become infested with bugs on a carrier's premises. But every servant girl is apt to think that her particular box has nothing the matter with it, and to be offended at its being ordered into an outhouse. I remember this being the case with a cook, very clean in her person and habits, in whose bed more than one bug had been found. Her mistress sent for the bug-doctor, who at once condemned cook's chest. She was angry; but she was soon silenced when the doctor borrowed a large pin of her and brought out a bug with every poke he made into the joinings of the wood.
      The housemaid should not complain of the trouble of taking down the whole bed, each time it is found that there is a bug in it. By a careful search into every joint of the wood, and every crease of the hangings, the insect may certainly be found; and the trouble of making this search, and of rubbing and brushing every part of the bed, is far less than would be caused by leaving the creature to breed. The most thorough pains-taking makes the shortest work. After cleanliness, the best method is to put sweet oil with a feather into the joints and crevices : but thorough cleanliness will generally suffice.
      It would be difficult to point out a more loathsome insect than the bug, for its appearance is objectionable and its smell when touched or crushed most sickening and disgusting. Everything has its use throughout the whole range of creation, but it is not an easy matter to determine the precise utility of this filthy insect. It may be, however, that its presence, especially in the crowded houses of large towns and cities, may be with the view to provoke acts and habits of cleanliness which otherwise would not be insisted on, and thus tend to check accumulations of dirt which might lead to outbreaks of disease more frequent and disastrous in their consequences than those which swell the bills of mortality in the present day.

 
The Housemaid and Her Duties and How to Perform Them, 1870



next ...
 
Beggars
 
  Of the beggars there are many distinct species. (1.) The naval and the military beggars; as turnpike sailors and "raw" veterans. (2.) Distressed operative beggars; as pretended starved-out manufacturers, or sham frozen-out gardeners, or tricky hand-loom weavers, &c. (3.) Respectable beggars; as sham broken-down tradesmen, poor ushers or distressed authors, clean family beggars, with children in very white pinafores and their faces cleanly washed, and the ashamed beggars, who pretend to hide their faces with a written petition. (4.) Disaster beggars; as shipwrecked mariners, or blown-up miners, or burnt-out tradesmen, and lucifer droppers. (5.) Bodily afflicted beggars; such as those having real or pretended sores or swollen legs, or being crippled or deformed, maimed, or paralyzed, or else being blind, or deaf, or dumb, or subject to fits, or in a decline and appearing with bandages round the head, or playing the "shallow cove," i.e., appearing half-clad in the streets. (6.) Famished beggars; as those who chalk on the pavement, "I am starving," or else remain stationary, and hold up a piece of paper before their face similarly inscribed. (7.) Foreign beggars, who stop you in the street, and request to know if you can speak French; or destitute Poles, Indians, or Lascars, or Negroes. (8.) Petty trading beggars; as tract sellers, lucifer match sellers, boot lace venders, &c. (9.) Musical beggars; or those who play on some musical instrument, as a cloak for begging — as scraping fiddlers, hurdy-gurdy and clarionet players. (10.) Dependents of beggars; as screevers or the writers of "slums" (letters) and "fakements" (petitions), and referees, or those who give characters to professional beggars.

 
Henry Mayhew, The Criminal Prisons of London, 1862



Sir, — At a time when our sympathies are so strongly excited on behalf of the suffering poor, every attempt at imposture ought to be exposed.
     Yesterday, in walking up Idol-lane, I saw a girl lying on the pavement weeping over and gathering up a quantity of matches which lay scattered beside her. In the hurry of business I passed on, and my heart reproached me afterwards for not having administered to her relief when two or three pence would have repaired the damage. To-day, in Cullum-street, a girl was in the same situation with a pair of common varnished prints in frames, through one of which was a hole, as if her hand had accidentally fallen through. She appeared in the greatest grief, and I gave her 6d.; when in the act of raising her head to return thanks, I discovered the match girl of yesterday. I charged her with it, which she stoutly denied; and my suspicions being strongly raised, I watched her. In Lime-street (so little a distance as that) I saw her deliberately throw herself down with the same pictures, and enact the same scene over again. On threatening to give her in charge of the police, after a good deal of blustering, she admitted the trick and promised if I would let her go this time she would never do so any more; and seeing no policeman at hand, I let her off, first recovering my 6d. I am told this is a stale device, but as it is new to me it may be so to some others of your readers.

I am, Sir, your obedient servant,

11, Mincing-lane, Jan.12. W.C.

 
letter to The Times, 1850



next ...
 
Bicycle Races
 
  BICYCLE RACING AT CREMORNE AND THE OVAL 
 

Mr. Stanton, the well-known bicyclist, engaged to ride fifty miles against Mr. Markham, at Cremorne Gardens, on Saturday, and allowed his opponent fifteen minutes' start. Stanton caught Markham in the forty-third round, and at the thirty-fifth mile the latter gave up. Stanton, however, kept up his speed and completed the distance in 3h. 13min. 30sec. A bicycle-race of 106 miles, between Stanton and Keen, the former receiving half an hour's start, for £50, will take place on Monday next, at Lillie-bridge.
     On the same day there was a numerous attendance at Kennington Oval to witness the handicap races of the Surrey Bicycle Club. The most interesting race was the five-mile handicap contested by R.T.Causton, G.Smith, H.C.Howard, and W.Biddlecomb. From the first this race lay entirely between Causton, a well-known bicycle champion; and Howard, a novice, and the struggle was most animated and full of varying fortune down to almost the penultimate "lap." Causton, whose reputation was well known, was the favourite; but Howard, a youth of eighteen, never flagged for a moment, and finally won easily, amid loud and general cheering. The distance was done by him in 19 min. 36 sec., being at the rate of over fifteen miles an hour. The successful riders in the other races were T. Sabin and J. Fletcher, in the four-mile handicap; G.R.Oxx, in the mile; and A.Keen, in the youth's mile. 

 
Penny Illustrated Paper, 1874



next ...
 
Billingsgate Market
 
  Billingsgate Fish Market is in Lower Thames Street, adjoining the western side of the Custom House; it has its own port for the landing and sale of all kinds of fish on a most extensive scale. Fish from all parts of the coast and from foreign ports are here sold. The lobster from Norway is a most valuable article of import; a very large sum annually is remitted by the salesmen for this fish alone. This market is under strict, yet judicious management by city authority, and all tainted fish unfit for human food is destroyed, and the vendor fined for his attempt at imposition. This market has lately been much improved by the city architect, Mr. Bunning, who has attended strictly to its ventilation, drainage, and sanitary regulation. This object is effected by mechanical means. Mr. Bessemer, the engineer, has constructed a centrifugal machine for exhausting the air: it consists of two discs of iron, each eight feet in diameter, and having a central opening of half that size, and placed on a shaft, 2 ft. apart from each other, and attached by eight radial partitions, forming a series of segmental chambers around the axis; a communication is established between the central openings of this disc and the place to be exhausted, by several underground channels branching off to different points, where openings are formed for the inlet of the air, while the external diameter of the discs communicate with an air shaft leading upwards above the roof of the building, where the foul air is dispersed. When a rapid rotary motion is communicated to the disc the air contained in its segmental chambers immediately acquires centrifugal force, and escapes at the outer edge of the disc, while new portions of air rush to the centre of it, from all the numerous inlets before referred to, and thus fill up the vacuum formed by the escape of it at the periphery; so that a continuous and powerful action is kept up, carrying out of the market at least 50,000 cubic feet of foul air per minute, the space previously occupied by which is immediately reoccupied with fresh air from the open front next the river.
     Upon this same centrifugal principle Mr. Bessemer has recently patented a pump of the most powerful description, for lifting and forcing water, which is here applied for the supply of water for washing the market; and filtered water for cleaning the fish, and the general use of the market people, is also supplied by means of this small though powerful pumping machine. Two tons of water per minute are lifted 35 ft. high from filters in the bed of the Thames, and from thence delivered into a fountain In the upper market; 1¾ ton per minute of unfiltered water is lifted from the Thames, and passes in a constantly-flowing stream along a series of gutters formed at short Intervals along the whole surface of the market, and covered over with gratings, so that the drainage from the numerous fish-stalls, uniting with the water flowing in these gutters, is immediately carried off, while 1 ton per minute of water is in like manner distributed throughout the lower market, from which it is again pumped out by the same apparatus, and discharged into the Thames.
     The quantity of water raised, it is said, by this small pump, is 77,000 imperial gallons per hour; and at the price charged by the water companies, would exceed 4000l. per annum. 

London Exhibited in 1852, 1852



Some years ago Mr. Henry Mayhew, in a series of remarkable articles in the "Morning Chronicle," gave a tabulated statement of the probable amount of this trade; and about five or six years later, Dr. Wynter, in the "Quarterly Review," quoted the opinion of some Billingsgate authority, that the statement was probably not in excess of the truth. We will therefore give the figures, the reader being quite at liberty to marvel at them as much as he likes:— 

 

Salmon . . . 29,000 boxes, 7 in a box.
 Cod, live . . .400,000, averaging 10 lb. each.
 " barrelled 15,000 barrels, 50 to a barrel.
 " salt . . . 1,600,000, averaging 5 lb. each.
 Haddocks . . . 2,470,000, at 2 lb. each.
 Do., smoked . . . 65,000 barrels, 300 to a barrel.
 Soles . . . 97,520,000, at 1/4 lb. each.
 Mackerel . . . 23,620,000, at 1 lb. each.
 Herrings . . . 250,000 barrels, at 150 each.
 Do., red . . . 100,000 barrels, at 500 each.
 Do. bloaters . . . 265,000 baskets, at 150 each.
 Eels . . . 9,000,000, at 6 to 1 lb.
 Whiting . . . 17,920,000, at 6 oz. each.
 Plaice . . . 36,600,000, at 1 lb, each.
 Turbot . . . 800,000, at 7 lb. each.
 Brill & Mullet . . . 1,220,000, at 3 lb. each.
 Oysters . . . 500,000,000, at 400 to a peck.
 Crabs . . . 600,000,
 Lobsters . . . 1,200,000.
 Prawns . . . 12 tons, at 120 to 1 lb.
 Shrimps . . . 192,295 gallons, at 329 to a pint.

 

These figures nearly take one's breath away. What on earth becomes of the shells of five hundred million oysters, and the hard red coats of the eighteen hundred thousand lobsters and crabs, besides the shells of the mussels, cockles, and winkles, which are not here enumerated? Another learned authority, Mr. Braithwaite Poole, when he was goods manager of the London and North-Western Railway Company, brought the shell-fish as well as the other fish into his calculations, and startled us with such quantities as fifty million mussels, seventy million cockles, three hundred million periwinkles, five hundred million shrimps, and twelve hundred million herrings. In short, putting this and that together, he told us that about four thousand million fish, weighing a quarter of a million tons, and bringing two million sterling, were sold annually at Billingsgate! Generally speaking, Mr. Poole's figures make a tolerably near approach to those of Mr. Mayhew; and therefore it may possibly be that we Londoners — men and women, boys, girls, and babies — after supplying country folks — eat about two fish each every average day, taking our fair share between turbot, salmon, and cod at one end of the series, and sprats, periwinkles and shrimps at the other. Not a little curious is this ichthyophagous estimate.

 
W.S.Gilbert, London Characters and the Humorous Side of London Life, 1870



next ...
 
Black Eyes
 
  The people of this district were, and still are, the constant plagues of the police; some of the public-houses are of the worst description. Read the following printed announcement copied verbatim from the window of a chemist's shop close by: it will help to give an idea of the inhabitants:—

    "LADIES AND GENTLEMEN
 ARE RESPECTFULLY INFORMED THAT
 BLACK EYES
 ARE EFFECTUALLY CONCEALED
 ON MODERATE TERMS.
It is warranted that the Preparation is not
 Injurious to the Skin.

    This chemical and artistic process should be profitable practice, provided the parties care sufficiently about disguise, for black eyes are plentiful enough.

 
George Godwin, London Shadows, 1854



next ...
 
Blackmail
 
  Sir, — Would you, through the medium of your columns, put the timid on their guard against a horrid system of extortion, carried on at dusk by a gang of wretches who infest the passage leading from St. Martin's Church to Bear and Orange streets, Leicester-square? The plan adopted is as follows:—
     A smartly dressed, well-looking boy comes up to you, and asks some frivolous question as to the time of closing the National Gallery. He manages to keep you in conversation for some seconds, and walks on by your side as far into the obscurity as may be. On a sudden a man comes up, and asks, "What are you doing with my son?" On this, the boy affects to cry, and hints that the gentlemen got into conversation with him for a grossly immoral purpose. The man then says, "There, you hear what he says; now the only way to get out of it is to give the boy a sovereign, or to the police you go."
     Now, Sir, a nervous man is so thrown off his guard by this threatened imputation, that he submits to this or any other infamous demand.
     Surely, Sir, the police must be remiss in their duty not to scare away a gang of monsters who loiter at dusk near what are meant to be "public conveniences," but which have become "public nuisances."
     The foregoing, Sir, happened to me the other night, and if you would insert the same, others might profit by my experience and loss.
     I remain, Sir, &c., 
         A VICTIM

 
letter to The
Times, 1849



next ...
 
The Blind School
 
  BLIND-SCHOOL (THE), OR the School for the Indigent Blind, was established in 1799, at the Dog and Duck premises, St. George's Fields; and for some time received only fifteen blind persons. The site being required by the City of London for the building of Bethlem Hospital, about two acres of ground were allotted opposite the Obelisk, and there a plain school-house for the blind was built. In 1826, the School was incorporated; and in the two following years three legacies of 500l. each, and one of 10,000l., were bequeathed to the establishment. In 1834, additional ground was purchased, and the school-house remodelled, so as to form a portion of a more extensive edifice in the Tudor or domestic Gothic style, designed by John Newman, F.S.A. The tower and gateway in the north front are very picturesque; the School will now accommodate 220 inmates. The pupils are clothed, lodged, and boarded, and receive a religious and industrial education; so that many of them have been returned to their families able to earn from 6s. to 8s. per week. Applicants are not received under twelve, nor above thirty, years of age; nor if they have a greater degree of sight than will enable them to distinguish light from darkness. The admission is by votes of the subscribers; and persons between the ages of twelve and eighteen have been found to receive the greatest benefit from the instruction.
The pupils may be seen at work between ten and twelve A.M., and two and five P.M., daily, except Saturdays and Sundays. The women and girls are employed in knitting stockings and needlework; in spinning, and making household and body linen, netting silk, and in fine basket-making; besides working baby-hoods, bags, purses, watch-pockets, &c., of tasteful design, both in colour and form. The women are remarkably quick in superintending the pupils. The men and boys make wicker baskets, cradles, and hampers; rope door-mats and worsted rugs; and they make all the shoes for the inmates of the School. Reading is mostly taught by Alston's raised or embossed letters, in which have been printed the Old and New Testament, and the Liturgy. Both males and females are remarkably cheerful in their employment: they have great taste and aptness for music, and they are instructed in it, not as a mere amusement, but with a view to engagements as organists and teachers of psalmody; and once a year they perform a concert of sacred music in the chapel or music-room: the public are admitted by tickets, the proceeds from the sale being added to the funds of the institution. An organ and pianoforte are provided for teaching; and above each of the inmates of the males' working-room usually hangs a fiddle. They receive, as pocket-money, part of their earnings, and on leaving the school, a sum of money and a set of tools, for their respective trades, are given to them.

Among the other Charities for the Blind is the munificent bequest of Mr. Charles Day (of the firm of Day and Martin, High Holborn), who died in 1836, leaving 100,000l. for the benefit of persons afflicted, like himself, with loss of sight the dividends and interest to be disbursed in sums, of not less than 10l., or more than 20l., per year, to each blind person, the selection being left to Trustees: the Charity is named "The Blind Man's Fund."

 
John Timbs, Curiosities of London, 1867 






next ...
 
Bloomerism
 
  [We saw] two females, in long trousers tied in at the ankles, and with a short species of stuck-out skirt similar to the one a ballet dancer used to wear. They had hats and feathers and soft grey boots with shiny leather toes, and were altogether awesome specimens of humanity. They were turning round the corner at the end of our crescent, and we were told that the females were called "Bloomers," so it must have been the year of the great exhibition, when the original Mrs. Bloomer first came over from America to teach her doctrine of hygienic clothing. I have lived to see many attempts at so-called rational dress, have gazed at the divided skirt dear to the heart of the inventor, have seen women, who ought to know better, career round the park on bicycles, clad in check stockings, knickerbockers, and men's coats, shirts, and ties; while others drag yards of skirts after them through the muddy germ-laden streets, but not one of them do I recollect so well as I do these bloomers, more especially as they were followed by the ubiquitous street-boy making use of all possible opprobrious terms. At the same time, absurd as it may sound, these erratic females were the first persons who ever made women aware of the fact that they possessed legs, and that they should use them more than they did in those days. Now the present-day dress for young women is, in my humble opinion, faultless, the short light skirt, the excellent and woollen hidden knickerbockers, the blouse and the sensible useful hat are all just what they should be, and when I recollect the walks I used to take, holding yards of material in my cramped hand, while petticoats twisted and twined themselves round my unfortunate limbs, and that I used to skate in a similar garb, the long skirt being then drawn by pulleys into folds so that it did not entirely impede one's progress, I envy the girls of to-day, though I would not be one of them on any account whatever. 

 
Mrs. Panton, Leaves from a Life, 1908







next ...
 
Burglars
 
  I have been meaning to write to you without waiting for New Year's Day; but in all my life I never have been so driven off letter-writing as since the repairs began in this house. There were four months of that confusion, which ended quite romantically, in my having to sleep with loaded pistols at my bedside! the smell of paint making it as much as my life was worth to sleep with closed windows, and the thieves having become aware of the state of the premises. Once they got in and stole some six pounds' worth of things, before they were frightened away by a candlestick falling and making what my Irish maid called 'a devil of a row'. It was rather to be called 'an angel of a row', as it saved further depredation. Another time they climbed up to the drawing-room windows, and found them fastened, for a wonder! Another night I was alarmed by a sound as of a pane of glass cut, and leapt out of bed, and struck a light, and listened, and heard the same sound repeated, and then a great bang, like breaking in some panel. I took one of my loaded pistols, and went downstairs, and then another bang which I perceived was at the front door. 'What do you want?' I asked; 'who are you?' 'It's the policeman, if you please; do you know that your parlour windows are both open?' It was true! I had forgotten to close them, and the policeman had first tried the bell, which made the shivering sound, the wire being detached from the bell, and when he found he could not ring it he had beaten on the door with his stick, the knocker being off while it was getting painted. I could not help laughing at what the man's feelings would have been had he known of the cocked pistol within a few inches of him. 

 
Jane Welsh Carlyle, Letters, 1852



next ...
 
Cabs
 
  Altogether there are 4142 Hansom cabs, and 4120 Clarence, or four-wheel cabs, in London. These are managed by 10,474 drivers, and the honesty of these men is best proved by the fact that whereas 1912 articles forgotten in the cabs were given up to the Lost Property Office in 1869; this number had increased in 1875 to 15,584. On the other hand, it will be said that if we may hope to recover a forgotten parcel, there is but little chance of escape from overcharge in the matter of the fare. This is undoubtedly true; but at the same time, the public are generally unaware that the cab-driver is not exclusively responsible for these extortions. In this matter the proprietors are more to blame, for they demand so high a rate of payment for the hire of their cabs, that the drivers could never make a livelihood out of the legal fare. The charge for one Hansom and two horses per day varies from l0s. to 12s. in the dull season; but there are no less than eight "rises" in the course of the year. The first is in November, when the Law Courts open, and then an extra shilling is charged; a further rise of a shilling ensues during the Cattle Show week; then there is a lull till the opening of Parliament, when a third shilling is added to the price. Last Christmas-day the cab-drivers were compelled to pay 4s. extra for the hire of their cabs, but on Boxing-day the proprietors prudently refrain from any such demand. The effects of the season are calculated to influence the drivers, and many would doubtless be glad to profit by any dispute as an opportunity of taking a holiday on Boxing-day. Besides, the occasion is not very advantageous, as the majority of customers are drunken men, who may give much trouble, damage the cab, and from whom no redress is possible.
     From the meeting of Parliament up to the Derby-day the price of cabs steadily increases; and, on the race-day itself, proprietors generally demand £1 15s. to £2 before they allow one of their cabs to go to Epsom. The driver, it is known, generally asks £3 3s. for the trip, and many have been the complaints respecting this apparently exorbitant charge; but when we remember that the driver is compelled to hand over about two-thirds of the sum to the cab-owner, and has also to spend eight to ten shillings on the road, it will be admitted that his profits are not unreasonable. There is but one cabman known to have kept for several years a detailed account of every fare he has taken. He enters in his book where his customers are found, — whether at a railway station, in the street, or while waiting at a cab-stand, — the amount actually received, and what was the legal fare he should have charged. Armed with these statistics, he is able to prove that, according to his experience, the sums given by the public are every year nearer to the legal fare. At the same time he is also able to prove that his income corresponds almost precisely with what he obtains over and above his fare; and that, therefore, the sums to which he is legally entitled only suffice to pay for the hire of horse and cab, and would leave him nothing to live upon. The increased astuteness of the public, and their determination not to give much more than the fare, have reduced this cab-driver's income from an average of £2 per week to only thirty shillings.
     A cabman's income is subject to numerous fluctuations. The months of October and September are the worst in the whole year; and, but for the presence of innumerable visitors from the Provinces and from America, many cab-drivers would have to abandon business altogether during this season. Nor are visitors the best of customers: they seem to shrink from employing cabs except on very special occasions. The "young men about town" are infinitely preferred; and those who are just one step below what a cab-driver described as "the cream of society." If these gentlemen have no horses of their own, they console themselves by resorting on every possible occasion to the friendly expedient of the Hansom. Then again, fares of this description do not often take the driver far from profitable neighbourhoods. The last and present year have, however, been exceptionally unfavourable, and many small proprietors were compelled to sell their horses and abandon business. Perhaps this accounts for the decrease in the number of fatal accidents; for there were only 87 persons killed in the streets during the year 1875, while the average for the previous six years amounted to 123 violent deaths. On the other hand, there was an increase of 136 more persons maimed and injured than during the previous year, the total being 2704; but it would be unfair to blame the cabmen for this long list of casualties. The light carts, used for the most part by tradesmen, are responsible for the largest proportion of these accidents. Cab-drivers, who depend for their livelihood on their skill in manipulating the ribbons, are naturally more careful, and have more to lose should they injure an unwary pedestrian.

 
John Thomson and Adolphe Smith, 

Street Life in London, 1879



The cab-stand, as an institution long established in London and in other large towns, must be familiar to most of our readers, though few of them, probably, regard it as an object of any peculiar interest. A string of cabs in single file, each with its "speculative" steed, drowsily resting his weary legs one at a time; a few drivers, some asleep on the box, others in straggling groups, exchanging rough compliments, or, with hands buried in their pockets, and coats buttoned to the chin, padding the sloppy ground, and peering wistfully about for customers; some fifty yards of macadam in solution, or of granite paving-stones ankle-deep in mud, on the surface of which lie fragmentary whisps of hay and patches of scattered chaff, with here and there a pewter pot and scraps of tobacco-pipe; such, and nothing more, is the cab-stand to the common eye. Perhaps, if we look at it a little nearer, we may see a little more. Let us try. 
     The cab-stand which is the subject of our contemplation stands a little way in the suburbs — it matters not in what direction — and its site runs parallel, not with a row of shops, of private houses, or even with a brick wall, but with the wooden palings which divide the garden-grounds of a nursery-man from the public road, The vehicles, in close rank, touch the kerb, and the long narrow avenue between that and the palings is, to all intents and purposes, cabbie's private domain and park; the "public in general" having by tacit consent made it over to him, and chosen the other side of the way for themselves. We have noticed, for years past, that this particular Stand is a favourite with the professors of the whip, and that, let the weather be what it will, and though the cabs may have vanished from all other Stands, you are pretty certain to meet with one there. There are, in truth, more reasons than one for this preference. In the first place, the spot is rural and pleasant; in the second place, it is situate at a point just over the mile from the two great railway stations, and therefore is hardly liable to the abomination of a sixpenny fare; in the third place, the beer at the neighbouring "public" is of the kind for which cabmen have a predilection; and fourthly, the Stand is not plagued by a table of fares and distances stuck up on a board, which at other places is apt, by its gratuitous information, to mar the speculations of the members of the brotherhood. We might add, as another reason, that the site is almost clear of the omnibus routes, and thus the cab-drivers suffer little from the competition of conductors. 
     The above reasons may perhaps account for the partiality of the cabmen for this particular Stand. At any rate, here you will find them in considerable force all the day long, and, for the matter of that, all the night too. What they do in the pauses — and they are very long pauses sometimes — between the fares, it is not easy to declare. There is a good deal of barter going on at times; we have seen exchanges of a rather singular kind take place, which have quite puzzled our powers of valuation; such as two capes from a many-caped coat, in compensation for a dog-collar — a catch-'em-alive rat-trap against a nose-bag — a pair of gaiters, rather shreddy from wear, for a curry-comb — and a razor, not by any means warranted to shave, in lieu of a tobacco-box, The occupations of an industrial kind are many, but are all pursued in an off-hand kind of way, as though it did not much matter if they were neglected in toto. There is polishing of plate harness, a little greasing of wheels, some dusting of cushions, ditto cleaning of panels and muddy spokes, with a show at least of sweeping out and ventilating their vehicles, which are, for the most part, sadly in want of renovation. Then there is the plaiting of whips, and the renewal of whip-ends, and much chaffering on the score of whip-handles. But the chief pastime of all is conversation, and exchange of ideas on matters public and private. We are or opinion that it would be extremely difficult for any other than a cabman to come at the real sentiments of the fraternity, even if he were admitted to these open-air but private conclaves; because the discussions are carried on in a phraseology so wonderfully abbreviated as to be intelligible only to themselves. Their utterances are the veriest samples of the multum in parvo ever met with. Take a specimen which we overheard accidentally the other day. 
     "Seen Brimble, Ned ?" 
     "Reyther !" 
     "How about his old 'ooman?
     "All right four o'clock 's mornin." 
     "Bwoy?" 
     "Gal." 
     "That makes five on 'em ?" 
     "Six." 
      "Wh—whew !" 
     Thus is the narrative of Mr. Brimble's domestic felicity shorn of its fair proportions on the cab-stand, and thus curtly is expressed the brotherly sympathy in his paternal embarrassments. There is a valid ground, however, for this brevity of speech and it will be found in the peculiar circumstances of the man who drives a cab. He cannot dwell at any length upon details, or indulge in the luxury of exordium or peroration, for a very obvious reason: he is liable to be called off the Stand at any moment to take up a fare. The cry of "Cab — cab!" or the uplifted finger of a patron a furlong down the street, would cut short his argument, however long, and spoil his logic in an instant; so he steers clear of such contingencies by avoiding circumlocutions, and talking plump at the bull's eye. He deals much in monosyllables as in significant ejaculations, and will express himself at times in a kind of short-hand, which is partly speech and partly gesticulation, but all wonderfully comprehensive and perfectly intelligible to the initiated. When on duty at night, however, he can afford to relax a little, and wag his tongue at any length he likes. Truth to say, he is apt to do this rather too much on occasions, and to expatiate with a warmth inconvenient to the slumbering inmates of the genteel dwellings over the way; and the police have been more than once obliged to interfere to abate these nocturnal discussions. 
     Part and parcel of the Stand is the waterman, who, however is anything but a fixture, and is given to sudden appearances and disappearances, and who has a scarecrow of a deputy in the shape of an unkempt lad, who makes a show of doing duty in his absence. Waterman, we suspect, is a pluralist, keeping this ragged curate as temporary locum tenens; we happen to know that the man of tubs has a connection in the carpet-beating line, and have, further, caught him in the act both of putting up and pulling down shutters in the long business street round the corner, which runs at right angles with the road. Then he is not above sweeping the crossing, or making his deputy do it, when foul weather renders it impassable to clean boots, and there is a chance of remuneration for the job. If you do see our waterman at the Stand, it is because there is something to be done there, though he is often unaccountably absent even at a busy time.  

 
The Leisure Hour, 1860



next ...
 
Candles
 
  I was an eager devourer of literature from my earliest years, and used to read, stretched on the hearthrug, with my book between my elbows, on which I rested, or at night curled up in a chair, with a candle and the snuffer-tray in close proximity.
     The casual mention of the snuffer-tray, an article never seen by modern readers, brings to my mind a thousand and one changes in things, manners, and customs between the present time and the days of my childhood, forty years ago, which will properly find mention in this chapter. In those days, though there was gas in the streets and shops, and wax-candles for the great ones of the earth, those who could not afford such luxuries were compelled to seek their illumination in tallow-candles, which required snuffing — i.e., the removal of their burnt wicks — about every quarter of an hour. "Require no snuffing," was the boast in the advertisement of the Palmer's composite candles, which were the first improvement, and one variety of which was, I remember, burned in a lamp, forced down on a spring into a socket, and liable to shoot out like a rocket. Mention of Palmer's name reminds me that there were no so-called "night-lights," only a long "farthing rush-light," set up in the middle of a huge tin lighthouse perforated with round holes, the reflection of which on the walls and ceiling was ghostly in the extreme; no lucifers, but a round tinder-box, with a flint, and a bit of steel on which to strike it, and a bundle of long sulphur-tipped slips of wood called matches. The lucifer, or Congreve match as it was called, as originally produced, was ignited by friction on sandpaper, and had a very unpleasant smell.

 
Edmund Yates, His Recollections and Experiences, 1885



DAVIES'S BOTANIC WAX CANDLES, 11d. per lb; Sperm, 2s. and 2s. 2d.; Patent Sperm, 11d.; British Wax or Sperm, 1s. 4d.; German Wax, 1s. 2d.; fine Wax, 1s. 5d.; Transparent Wax, 1s. 4d. and 2s. 4d.; best Wax, 2s. 3d.; Composite 6½d., 7½d, 9d. and 9½d; Palmers' 6½d; Magnums, 3d.; Mid-size, 7½d; Store Candles, 4½d and 5d.; Waxed-wick Moulds, 6d.; Yellow Soap, 44s., 50s., and 54s. per 112l.bs; Mottled, 56s.; Windsor Soap, 1s. 4d.; Brown Windsor, 1s. 9d.; Rose, 2s.; Almond, 2s. 6d.; Sealing Wax 4s. 6d. per lb; Argand, Vegetable, Carcel or Colza Oil, 4s. 6d. per gallon; Sperm oil, 7s. 6d.; Solar, 3s. 6d.; Seal 4s.; for cash at DAVIES'S old established warehouse 83 St Martin's lane, opposite the Westminster County Court.

 
advertisement from The Daily News, 1851



next ...
 
Casual Labour
 
  To get an odd job at the Docks is often the last hope of the labouring men who are out of regular employment, and to whom the acquisition of a few shillings for rent, and the means of subsistence for themselves and families, is a task fraught with as much difficulty as were some of the labours, the accomplishment of which added in no inconsiderable degree to the posthumous fame of Hercules.
     When it is borne in mind that sometimes at the West India Docks — taking one for example — as many as 2,500 hands can be taken on in the morning, it will be easily understood that the chance of employment draws an immense concourse of men daily to the gates.
     The time to see what I venture to think is one of the most remarkable sights in the world, is an hour at which the general public is not likely to be passing by.
     Sometimes the hands are engaged as early as four, but it is generally about six o'clock that the quay-gangers ascend the rostrums or elevated stands which are placed all along the outside wall, and survey the huge crowd in front of them, and commence to call them out for work and send them into the different docks where the good ships lie, with their vast cargoes, waiting for willing hands to unload them.
     The pay is fivepence an hour, and the day's work lasts for eight hours. It is miscellaneous, and a man is expected to put his hand to anything in the shape of loading or unloading that the occasion may require.
     Stand outside the dock gates any morning about six, and you will have plenty to study among the vast crowd of men more or less dilapidated and hungry-looking who fill all the approaches and line the banks in front of the rostrums.
     Many of them are regular men, who are called "Royals" and who are pretty sure to be taken on, their names being on the ganger's list and called out by him as a matter of course. These men show signs of regular employment, and differ very little from the ordinary labourer. The strangest part of the crowd are the ragged, wretched, wobegone-looking outcasts who are penniless, and whose last hope is that they may have the luck to be selected by the ganger. Many of these come from the distant parts of London, from the North, and the South, and the East, and the West.
     Some of them have tramped all night, and flung themselves down to sleep at the great dock gates in the early dawn, determined to be in the front rank.
     They are of all sorts, sizes, and conditions. Among them is the seedy clerk, the broken-down betting-man, the discharged soldier, the dismissed policeman, the ticket-of-leave man, the Jack-of-all-trades, the countryman, and the London rough. An enormous proportion of the regular men are Irish and of the ordinary labouring class, but now and then a foreigner or a negro crops up among the crowd. One man there is among them who wears his rough jacket and his old battered billycock with a certain air of gentility, and whose features are strangely refined when compared with the coarser lineaments of those around him.
     In the Docks they call him "the nobleman." He is a gentleman by birth and education; he can swear, I believe, in four languages; and as a matter of fact is the son of a baronet, and has a right to be called "sir" if he chose to demand it. Into the sad story which has brought about this social wreck it is no business of mine to enter, though to the friendly Dock police and to the gangers the baronet is ready enough to tell it.
     The baronet can work, in spite of his pedigree, as well as any of his mates, and the fivepence an hour is a god-send to him. Strange are the stories of vicissitude which many of these men can tell. I have said it is the last haven of the outcast, and by that I do not mean to imply that all dock labourers are destitute, but that among the huge crowd of outsiders who come daily to take their chance are many of those who form the absolutely most helpless and most hopeless of the London poor. No character is required for the work, no questions are asked; a man can call himself any name he likes so long as he has two hands and is willing to use them, that is all the Dock Company require. Among these men are hundreds of those whose cases are so difficult to deal with in respect of house accommodation. They are the men who have to pay exorbitant rents for the filthy single rooms of the slums, and whose fight with starvation is daily and hourly. They are the men earning precarious livelihoods who are objected to by the managers of all the new Industrial Dwellings, which have swept away acres of accommodation of an inferior class. A man who is a Dock labourer may earn a pound a week — he may earn only five shillings. Sometimes they get taken on every day in a week, and then for a fortnight they may have to go empty-handed from the gates day after day.
     Once fix on your mind the wear and tear, the anxiety and doubt, the strain and harass, the ups and downs of a life like this, count the smallness of the gain and the uncertainty of employment, and you will understand why it is that the common body of men who are classed as "Dock labourers" are reckoned as among the poorest of the London poor who make an honest effort to keep out of the workhouse. Watch this crowd — there must be over two thousand present in the great outer circle. The gangers are getting into the rostrums — two tea ships have come in, and a large number of men will be required. Hope is on many faces now; the men who have been lying in hundreds sleeping on the bank opposite — so usual a bed that the grass is worn away — leap to their feet. The crowd surges close together, and every eye is fixed in the direction of the ganger, who, up in his pulpit, his big book with the list of the names of regular men, or "Royals," open before him, surveys the scene and prepares for business. He calls out name after name, the men go up and take a pass, present it to the police at the gate, and file in to be told off to the different vessels. It is when the "Royals" are exhausted that the real excitement begins. The men who are left are over a thousand strong — they have come on the chance. The ganger eyes them with a quick, searching glance, then points his finger to them, "You — and you — and you — and you." The extra men go thorough the usual formality and pass in. There is still hope for hundreds of them. The ganger keeps on engaging men — but presently he stops.
     You can almost hear a sigh run through the ragged crowd. There comes into some of the pale, pinched faces a look of unutterable woe — the hope that welled up in the heart has sunk back again. There is no chance now. All the men wanted are engaged.

 
George Sims, How the Poor Live, 1883



next ...
 
The Can-Can
 
  We observe that an indecent can-can dancer, sufficiently wanton to gain an unenviable notoriety in London, is now indulging in her repulsive pantomime throughout the country. Nothing less severe than the intervention of those in authority seems to affect these brazen creatures, whose prurient performances must be sowing the worst of seed among our youth; but the worst of it is that this disgraceful nuisance is no sooner suppressed in one place than it crops up in another. This pest of can-canism must be stamped out. Will it be considered presumptuous to call the Lord Chamberlain's attention to the fact that certain managers, those innocent bleatings were heard at the last granting of dancing licenses in London, are apparently again falling into an error with regard to their interpretation of the term dancing license? Licentious dancing is certainly again cropping up at certain notorious houses, and we would advise the Lord Chamberlain to go the round of the fastest theatres and stop the career of managers whom no number of warnings appear to affect. 

 
The Penny Illustrated Paper, 1871



next ...
 
Cars
 
  THE HORSELESS CARRIAGE. 

BY A PASSENGER. 

 

YES. There can be no doubt of it. Everyone has read and heard about "automotors" by this time, or seen pictures of them in the illustrated magazines, but somehow these have got mixed up with engravings of submarine boats or flying machines, and all have stood still. One has looked like any vehicle in Long Acre, and the other suggested a new patent reaping-machine. It is not till you have sat on the box of a phaeton and been for a spin along a dusty road at the rate of some ten miles an hour without whip, reins, or anything to drive in front of you, that you can realise, however faintly, the future of a "horseless carriage." I have just returned from a short excursion in one of them, but the length of the trip has nothing to do with its effect upon the passenger sitting on the box  with no animal trotting before him below the splashboard. "It takes two gallons for eighty miles," remarked the coachman by my side, as he whisked round one of the corners of the road. He spoke of them as if they were a seasoned "pair," safe to do so long a day's work, but they were harnessed somewhere "inside," in the rumble, and they certainly made themselves felt there to some extent, especially when we stopped for a moment to pick up a man at the roadside. Then they gave the vehicle a pulsation not unlike that communicated to a gig by a blown horse when pulled up after a sharp trot. But our motive power came from senseless petroleum instead of sinews, and a "relay" was ready in a can, rather than a wayside stable, and was fed with fire, not oats. 
     The impression, however, produced by the "drive" is not measured by the perceptible throbbing of the hidden engine (that, indeed, suggests a panting horse), but by the revelation of a new method of wheel progress which promises to revolutionise the whole world of man's movement upon the face of the earth, let alone the trade of all carriage builders, harness makers, and stable keepers. When men began to travel by "rail" they certainly had a new sensation, but there was the old one of having something in front "pulling" you. The name of "horse" remained, only it was called an iron one. And then a special road had to be made for it and for that which it drew. Without this it could not start nor work, and often it took years of toil before the road could be ready. When made, moreover, it would not be diverged from for a moment without danger; but your swift "horseless carriage" is not "drawn" at all, and needs no track to be provided for it. Given the carriage, the roads of the country are at its command.  . . .  But city streets, they say, will be most notably invaded. When I reached the London terminus, after my trip with the two gallons of petroleum, and saw the crowd of omnibuses and cabs waiting harnessed for their fares, and presently heard the tramp of countless hoofs as we drove home, I wondered what the thoughts of all those horses would be if they knew those which were then filling my mind. Some say that one great drawback to automotors will be the alarm caused in the minds of these patient toiling creatures, but possibly they will take an unexpected cheerful view of a revolution which sets them free from bit, blinker, and whip. And they might well chuckle to think of the little appreciated help they give in the guidance of a loaded omnibus through crowded streets. As it is, the best driver owes more than he might admit to the intelligence of his horses. They see where to go, and what to avoid, as well as he. But an automotor has no eyes, and it will need the creation and training of a new set of coachmen to steer down Bond Street or Cheapside when one is full of carriages stopping suddenly to deposit shopping ladies, and the other is choked with crowds hurrying to and from the city. We hear much now of "street accidents," but what may they become should London be invaded by the "horse-less carriage"? And then think how it would be if one of them were to bolt. We read of active policemen catching the reins of a runaway, and saving the lives of those sitting helplessly behind it, but who would snatch at the nose of an iron cab over which its driver has lost control? There are "cons" as well as "pros" in the outlook of a street invasion by blind unfeeling motors. It is in the use, however, of private ones on country roads that many contemplate their adoption with safe promised enjoyment. A "Tour on Wheels" will bring a decidedly new sensation : no anxiety about uncertain stabling, or sudden lameness no tiresome carriage of hay or oats; no breaking of harness in out-of-the-way places. Of course there is the chance of an inside pipe going wrong, or a cog coming off, and then — where are you, far from an intelligent artificer to repair the damage, or manufactory where you can buy what you want?
     Again, there is no "loving" of a reservoir; you must feed it, indeed, but it does not care to be patted. You can't give it a carrot or lump of sugar before you start. Perhaps some ingenious inventor will enable a motor to neigh instead of "toot," but it can never become an affectionate companion who knows your voice and likes to be stroked. There is bloodless satisfaction in steering the best horseless carriage, however swiftly and safely it may carry you where you would go.

 
The Leisure Hour, 1896 



next ...
 
Childhood Discipline
 
  Oct. 28, 1849 —  We prepared the school by placing benches in situations for the division of the scholars into four classes, and as they came tumbling and bawling up the stairs, we directed them to seats . . . In mere schooling they are not behindhand, but in decency of behaviour or in respect for the teacher, or in discipline of any kind, they are totally unparalleled. No school can possibly be worse than this. It were an easier task to get attention from savages . . .  They require more training than teaching . . . To compose the children, I proposed that we should have a little music . . . the first verse of the Evening Hymn. We then invited the children to follow us, and we got through the first line or two very well, but a blackguard boy thought proper to set up on his own account, and he led off a song in this strain:— 
 
 "Oh, Susanah, don't you cry for me, 
 I'm off to Alamabama, 
 With a banjo on my knee!" 
 
 I need scarcely add that every boy followed this leader — aye, girls and all — and I could not check them & In the midst of the Lord's Prayer, several shrill cries of 'cat's meat,' and 'mew, mew,' . . . All our copy books have been stolen, and proofs exist that the school is used at night as a sleeping-room. We must get a stronger door to it.  
Diary of a Ragged School Teacher, English Journal of Education, 1850



A TORTURER'S PLEA

 

ONE HOPLEY, a ruffian, usurping the sacred name of Teacher, recently flogged a child to death, and is undergoing a righteous sentence for his crime. For some reason, he is permitted to make a plea in print against his punishment. His plea is as loathsome as his crime. He has the effrontery to urge, that in beating REGINALD CHANCELLOR to death, he, HOPLEY, the Brute, was but following out a System which has been strenuously maintained by religionists. And he cites cases in which the most cruel chastisements have been persevered by Christian parents, until exhausted and tortured children have been compelled to beg mercy. His argument is that we, the Wiser and Stronger, are entitled to use our strength against others until they admit our wisdom.
     We are content to accept the man's propositions, and we call for adoption of his system. Outraged English society say, in its wisdom, "It is wicked to torture children." HOPLEY refuses to admit this. Well, outraged English Society happens to be stronger than HOPLEY. Let his system be enforced. Is there a Cat and Nine Tails in gaol in which he is doing penance? 
 
Punch, 1860



Sund. Aug. 9. Nothing could be more difficult than my position as regards the boy Walter. All but every statement made to him he answers with a blunt contradiction: to all but every bidding he replies "I shan't." As I sit in the room, where the nurse-girl is present, he calls me all manner of abusive names. I said to him this afternoon, that, as it was too windy to go out, he had better rest an hour. "Not in your bedroom,," was his harsh reply. "I'll rest in mother's room, but not in yours." And to-morrow, on some trifling provocation, he would make precisely the opposite reply. He knows there is no harmony between his mother and me, and he begins to play upon the situation — carrying tales from one to the other etc. The poor child is ill-tempered, untruthful, precociously insolent, surprisingly selfish. I can see that Wakefield may have a good influence, but only the merest beginnings show as yet. I should like to know how the really wise and strong father would act in this position. But no wise and strong man could have got into it. Talk of morals! What a terrible lesson is the existence of this child, born of a loveless and utterly unsuitable marriage.  
George Gissing, Diary, 1896



THE JUVENILE HOOLIGAN

 

To the Editor of THE OUTLOOK

 

Elementary schoolmasters — or, at any rate, a great number of them — have a deep-seated grievance which deserves careful and whole-hearted consideration — a grievance which affects nothing more nor less than the very system of compulsory education. It is all very well to talk about this reform and that reform; but, after all, a great deal lies in the hands off the men who come into actual contact with the class for whom the school board system is run — the hundreds of children of all descriptions whose parents will not or cannot have them educated anywhere else. Many of these are tractable children, anxious to learn, and well-behaved withal; others — and they are many, very many — are juvenile hooligans of an advanced and virulent type. And here the grievance of the master may  be said to begin.
     His cry is for authority — a freer hand. At present he is between the devil and the deep sea. Should he inflict the slightest corporal punishment upon a refractory pupil — a highly necessary action in some cases — he is placed between the enraged parent, who is determined to pursue the matter, on the one side, and the possibility that he may be strongly censured, or even dismissed by the Board, on the other.
      Well, what can he do?
       Every parent seems to drum into his or her children the fact that their schoolmaster is merely a paid servant, supported by the money that they themselves pay. Naturally, the result of such a view as this is the utter overthrow of real authority.
       How can a master hope to do any good at all if his class does pretty well what it likes with absolute impunity? But I can hear people saying, why not "keep them in," and give them impositions to do? Impositions are all very well for children of the cultured classes, who are sensitive to punishments of this kind; but with children of the hooligan persuasion impositions are a mere farce. The punishment loses half its value when it does not appeal to the sensitiveness of the punished. The average child of, say, the Borough does not mind mere "stopping in," or writing lines; he does not see anything degrading about it. But give him a sharp reminder that he will feel and the ethics of punishment at once strike him as a disagreeable reality.
      I once visited a board school in the South of London, in a neighbourhood which has a particularly bad name for violence and general bad behaviour. Never shall I forget the scene. The master was a mild, middle-aged man of undoubted abilities for teaching — but he was mild. That was sufficient for the youthful hooligans of whom his class mostly consisted. They jeered at him when he reprimanded them, and when I asked him why he permitted such a state of affairs, and did not administer a sound thrashing to some of them, he replied wearily that it would be quite a fatal thing from his point of view. And on questioning him further, I gathered that his predecessor had been severely censured for striking a boy; and he had therefore sent in his resignation. Still, censure or no censure, had I been the master I should have given one or two of those little savages a sharp lesson. Even when the unhappy master dismissed his class they filed out making audible insulting remarks; some of them even placed their finger to their noses and "booed" him.  I only hope that this school was an exception to the general rule; for the amount of work done appeared to me to be infinitesimal — a fact not due so much to the fault of the master as his helplessness as regards the judicious infliction of corporal punishment. Without this power he was pitifully weak, and his pupils were not slow to recognise this.
       Let us hope that the school boards will give this matter their earnest consideration as soon as possible. Some small regulation dealing with the matter might easily be framed in such a manner that certain restrictions in the infliction of corporal punishment were made. This would, I feel sure, do a great deal to check the growth of hooliganism by striking at the root, as it were, instead of waiting until the disease has had time to develop.

 
The Outlook, 1901


 I am glad I do not live in the dreadful Sabbatical atmosphere in which my mother was brought up, and indeed for the matter of that, my father too, for he was taught to love going to church by attendance at long dull services, where, if he did not behave, he was tied to the leg of the kitchen table at home until the time for the next service came round.  
Mrs. Panton, Leaves from a Life, 1908



next ...
 
Christmas
 
  In anticipation of the liberal expenditure of ready cash — the most interesting consideration of the season to a London trader — and which expenditure every shopkeeper is dutifully anxious to engross as far as possible to himself, a thousand different persuasive devices are already placarded and profusely exhibited. "Christmas presents" forms a monster line in the posters on the walls and in the shop-windows. Infantine appeals in gigantic type cover the hoardings. "Do, Papa, Buy Me" so-and-so; so-and-so being blotted out in a few hours by "The New Patent Wig," so that the appeal remains a perplexing puzzle to affectionate parents, till both are in turn blotted out by a third poster, announcing the sacrifice of 120,000 gipsy cloaks and winter mantles at less than half the cost-price. Cheap Christmas books are a part of every bookseller's display; Christmas fashions fill the drapers' windows, and stand on full-dressed poles in the doorways. There are Christmas lamps, lustres, and candelabra; Christmas diamonds made of paste, and Brumagem jewellery for glittering show, as well as Christmas furniture for parties and routs, to be hired for the season — carving, gilding, hangings, beds; everything which, being wanted but once a year, it may be cheaper to hire than to purchase or to keep on hand.
     The slopsellers especially are in a state of prodigious activity, taking time by the forelock, and pushing their unwieldly advertising vans out in every direction, freighted with puffs of their appropriate Christmas garb — Hebrew harness for a Christian festival. These are a few of the broad palms thus early stretched forth to catch a share of the golden shower about to fall.
     But these and such as these are very minor and subordinate preparations. Eating and drinking, after all, are the chief and paramount obligations of the Christmas season. As the month grows older, the great gastronomic anniversary is heralded at every turn by signs more abundant and less equivocal. Among the dealers in eatables, one and all of whom are now putting in their sickles for the harvest, the grocer, who is independent of the weather, leads off the dance. Long before the holly and the mistletoe have come to town, he has received his stock of Christmas fruit, on the sale of which, it may be, the profit or loss of the whole year's trading is depending. For months past, he has been occupied at every leisure hour in breaking to pieces the rocky mass of conglomerate gravel, dirt, sticks, and fruit which, under the designation of currants, came to him from the docks; and it is not before he has got rid of near half the gross weight, that the indispensable currants are fit to meet the eye of the public. This is one of the nuisances of his trade, and forms a ceremony which, as every housekeeper knows well enough, is but indifferently performed after all. The currants, tolerably cleaned and professionally moistened, occupy a conspicuous place in his window, along with the various sorts of raisins — Sultanas, Muscatels, and Valencias — dates, prunes, and preserves in pots, and candied lemons and spices, built up in the most attractive and gaudy piles and pyramids, edged round with boxes of foreign confections, adorned with admirable specimens of the lithographic art, and all ticketed in clean new figures at astonishingly low prices. The gin-shops, or, to speak more politely, the wine-vaults, now begin to brush up. They wash and varnish over their soiled paint, cleanse the out-sides and decorate the insides of their faded saloons; and concocting new combinations of fire-water, prepare for thirsty poverty new incentives to oblivious intemperance. Every third-rate inn and back-street public-house is the centre and focus of a goose-club, the announcement of which stares you in the face twenty times in the course of a day's walk. They owe their existence to the improvidence and want of economy of the labouring and lowest classes. A small weekly sum subscribed for thirteen weeks, entitles each subscriber to a goose; and by increasing his weekly dole, he may insure, besides the goose, a couple of bottles of spirits. The distribution of geese and gin takes place on Christmas-eve; and in large working establishments, where the goose-club is a favourite institution, and where, for the most part, the innkeeper is not allowed to meddle, the choice of the birds is decided by the throw of the dice, the thrower of the highest cast having the first choice. We will drop in at the hour of distribution, and witness the consummation of one of these affairs.
     But time rolls on, and the great cattle-show in Baker-street has come off. The pig of half a ton weight has held his last levee, and grunted a welcome to the lords and ladies of the aristocracy, and to hundreds of thousands of less distinguished visitors. The prize animals are all sold, and marched or carted off to their new owners. The periodical insanity of the butchers has been developed as strongly as ever. The love of fame glows beneath a blue apron as fiercely as beneath a diamond star; and determined to cut a respectable figure in the carnival which is approaching, Mr. Stickem does not hesitate to purchase a beast, which he knows well enough will hardly cut up for five-and-thirty pounds, at the cost of seventy. What of that? The bubble reputation outweighs the love of lucre, and if he is satisfied with his bargain, who shall complain? Happy is the butcher who has been enabled to purchase a prize-ox; he is not disposed to hide his candle under a bushel. If he have room in front of his shop, he will tether his dear bargain, during the short hours of daylight, to a post in front of his doorway — where, a good fat ox being a special favourite with the public, he is patted and petted by them as they stop in groups to admire his vast proportions. The unwieldly beast, ornamented with ribbons and favours, gazes moodily around him, now plucks a mouthful of hay, and now utters a sonorous bellow — a lament for the pastures of his calf hood.
     Let us now transport ourselves to Covent-garden on the eve of Christmas-week. It is late on Friday night, and to-morrow is the last Saturday's market before Christmas-day. The market, which for the last two months has been redolent of the damp odour of the sere and yellow leaf, is now to blossom for a few short hours with renewed brilliancy. The bells of the city have not yet struck the hours of midnight, when from the various avenues which lead into Covent-garden, the sound of wheels is heard on all sides, and a continuous stream of carts and waggons pours into the open space, which, in less than an hour, is rendered impassable to any but adventurous foot passengers. At the first glance, the whole burden of the numberless wains appears one mass of evergreens; it looks as though Birnam Wood had actually come to Dunsinane. Immense quantities of holly and fir, with here and there a bough of laurel, show the demand of the Londoners for winter verdure. The mistletoe-bough, which has hung like an inverted goose-berry bush from the old apple-tree all the summer long, and a fine specimen of which is good at this nick of time for half-a-guinea, to say nothing of the kissing, which we don't presume to value, appears this year in quantities truly enormous, and, we should think, unprecedented. The market now presents a noisy and interesting spectacle. The bawling and roaring of drivers, the backing of wails to make room for privileged new-comers, the chaffering of dealers, who are not at all angry, passionate as they seem, the grappling feet of horses, and fifty minor sounds, perplex the ear, as much as the dim vision does the eye, of dark figures flitting rapidly about hither and thither, by the light of a hundred lanterns constantly dodging up and down, and the steady glare of the gas overhead. In the midst of all this apparent confusion, however, business is doing and done by wholesale. By three or four o'clock, a good half of the various wares, prickly as well as palatable, brought to market, are transferred to new proprietors, and are already off, most of them without breaking bulk, to different quarters of the town. Long before the dawn, the din has ceased altogether, and the cause of it has vanished. The traders of the market are mostly on the spot before four o'clock, and are now active in preparing the show of winter fruit, which is to adorn the tables of the wealthy in the coming festival. Before ten o'clock, the arcade is in trim for visitors and customers, and a tempting array of all that the depth of winter can produce is ranged in artistic order. There are apples of all hues and sizes, among which the brown russet, the golden bob, and the Ribston pippins, are pre-eminent. Among the pears are the huge winter-pear, the delicious Charmontel, and the bishop's-thumb. Then there are foreign and hot-house grapes, transparent and luscious; large English pine-apples, pomegranates, brown biffins from Norfolk, and baskets of soft medlars; Kent cob-nuts, filberts and foreign nuts of outlandish shapes, all gaily mingled and mixed up with flowers of all hues, natural and artificial, and both, and neither; bouquets of real grasses tinted to an unreal colour, immortelles that were never green, stained into evergreen; weeds and wayside flowers dried to death, and then dyed of various hues to live and blossom again, scented with delicious odours which nature never gave them; flowers cut from coloured paper, flowers modelled in wax, flowers of tinted cotton fabrics, flowers carved delicately from turnips and beet-root — all in bright and brilliant contrast with the dark-green holly and the sere and russet hue of the winter fruit. Notwithstanding this artificial attempt at colour, the show is, on the whole, much more suggestive to the palate than captivating to the eye. You cannot help noticing a prodigious number of sapling firs, some transplanted into pots, and trained, cropped, and clipped into regular shapes for Christmas-trees; most of these are sold naked as brought to market, but some few are loaded with fruit, oranges, lemons, and clustered grapes, and liberally adorned with imitative flowers and wreaths. The confectioners purchase these trees, and load the branches with choice delicacies under various disguises, and will present each member of a customer's family with an appropriate token of affectionate remembrance. This practice of plucking fruit from the Christmas tree, which is growing more and more prevalent in English families, is of German origin, and is said to owe its increasing popularity in England to the custom of the royal family, whose Christmas-tree is pretty sure to be fully described in the fashionable journals.

 
Charles Manby Smith, Curiosities of London Life, 1853



The Christmas Tree represented in the engraving is that which is annually prepared by Her Majesty's command for the Royal children. Similar trees are arranged in other apartments for Her Majesty, His Royal Highness Prince Albert, Her Royal Highness the Duchess of Kent, and the Royal household. The tree employed for this festive purpose is a young fir about eight feet high, and has six tiers of branches. On each tier, or branch, are arranged a dozen wax tapers. Pendent from the branches are elegant trays, baskets, bonbonnieres, and other receptacles for sweetmeats, of the most varied and expensive kind; and of all forms, colours, and degrees of beauty. Fancy cakes, gilt gingerbread and eggs filled with sweetmeats, are also suspended by variously-coloured ribbons from the branches. The tree, which stands upon a table covered with white damask, is supported at the root by piles of sweets of a larger kind, and by toys and dolls of all descriptions, suited to the youthful fancy, and to the several ages of the interesting scions of Royalty for whose gratification they are displayed. The name of each recipient is affixed to the doll, bonbon, or other present intended for it, so that no difference of opinion in the choice of dainties may arise to disturb the equanimity of the illustrious juveniles. On the summit of the tree stands the small figure of an angel, with outstretched wings, holding in each hand a wreath. Those trees are objects of much interest to all visitors at the Castle, from Christmas Eve, when they are first set up, until Twelfth Night, when they are finally removed. During this period two trees of similar magnitude and general design stand on the sideboard of the Royal Dining-room, and present a brilliant appearance when all the tapers are lighted up, among the branches. These trees are not accessible to the curiosity of the public; but Her Majesty's visitors accompany the Queen from room to room to inspect them when they are illuminated. Her Majesty's tree is furnished by His Royal Highness Prince Albert, whilst that of the Prince is furnished according to the taste of Her Majesty. The other trees are jointly provided by Her Majesty and the Prince, who plan and arrange the gifts on the table. The trees are constructed and arranged by Mr Mawditt, the Queen's confectioner.

 
Illustrated London News, 1848







next ...
 
Clothing of the 1850s and 1860s
 
  But, laugh as we may about crinolines and their funny appurtenances, middle-class ladies of that period are entitled to our respectful admiration on at least one count — they but rarely indulged in rouge, powder, lip-salve and kindred abominations. Vanity bags were unknown. It was not because such things were undreamed of, for those who went to see high-bred dames on their way to the Queen's Drawing-room receptions — a not unpopular amusement — found opportunities for discerning, as the carriages slowed up and waited their turn in the Mall, that such intolerance was far from universal with the fair sex: it was rather that the vast majority disdained such trickeries. Manoeuvres of the kind were considered essentially French and unworthy of English womanhood. "Whited sepulchres," the tinted Venuses were sometimes called. So when one met a devotee of the paint-pot it was natural to class her as either a Queen or a quean, a Duchess or a drab. Extremes met at the dressing-table, if nowhere else. But credit must be given to the sex in other ways. Single girls wore few jewels, and their dresses, although flounced and bulgy, were usually of simple material. Real flowers were worn in the hair. Artlessness was the note struck. Per contra, they liked ear-rings, and the necessary piercing was sometimes held to be good for the sight.
     And on yet another count may the fair Victorians claim. Their costumes may have been absurd, but in one respect the dresses were eminently sensible — they had pockets.
     Little girls had bulky frocks, too, larger than those worn by children of recent years, and when they displayed stocking it was invariably white. Black and coloured hose didn't come in, I think, till the early 1870s. But not all showed stocking, for some — although the style was dying out in the mid fifties — wore white drawers that descended below the knee and often terminated in frills. In this way girls could sometimes boast of more in the way of unmentionables than youths of equal age, for boys, until five or six, usually wore petticoats without corresponding sheathings. With their crinoline frocks and long drawers comical little dames those girls seem to me now, although at the time I accepted them as matters of course, products of Nature like their mammas. They used to curtsy, too — a very graceful custom, now only to be met with, I believe, in Scandinavia. Girls were then mannerly rather than mannish. It was not their fault that they were overdressed.
     Gentlemen, after the middle 1850s., began to grow long beards and whiskers, the consequence, it was said, of our men being allowed to cultivate their hirsute adornments in the trenches before Sebastopol. Lord Dundreary "weepers" were common. Shop-walkers who couldn't grow them were not much in demand. Men wore cut-away coats, waistcoats, and trousers which ultimately assumed the peg-top form. As the ladles' dress expanded from the waist downwards so the men's diminished. Had it not been for this saving compensatory action Romeo could not have approached near enough to give Juliet his arm. Dancing had to be standoffish even to the most jazzuistically inclined. With the aid of the peg-top things fitted together in jig-saw fashion. For a period waistcoats and trousers were made of the same pattern and colour, the coat usually being of darker hue. Black velvet jackets were not uncommon for indoor use. Capes and cloaks frequently replaced overcoats, and neckties and watch-chains — always single, these last — were often more gorgeous and massive than those we know.
     In the early fifties old stagers continued to wear the Georgian stock, a stiff band of black silk made with or without a set bow in front and fastened behind by strap and buckle. They were mostly worn without collars and kept the chin permanently at "attention." Old officers thought the Army would go straight to the devil when stocks were abolished from the rank and file. The Prince Consort long adhered to the stock. Trousers were provided with buttons at the bottom of the legs and kept in tension by straps under the boots. So straps as well as boots had to be cleaned after a muddy walk. Turned-up trousers would have been a curiosity indeed; and it was a point to keep those garments as creaseless as possible. 
     Night-caps were still affected by many of the older folks, notwithstanding that beds in good houses were often protected from draughts by curtains that were not merely ornamental, but were actually made to draw. Feather-beds were not uncommon, and bedsteads were often surrounded by valances. I had no experience of warming-pans. We are prone to think our ancestors sturdier and more accustomed to rough it than our own degenerate selves, but in truth, in some ways, they were very much the reverse. Night-caps, curtains and hangings were no doubt useful when fogs and hurricanes invaded castles through unglazed casements, and the intrepid knight hung his helmet on the peg from which he took down his night-cap, but people in the 1850s were only beginning to perceive that times had changed. I am pleased to say that our own father was not one of the coddlers: he banned all these feeble luxuries.
     Little boys were usually miniature copies of their dads. They were breeched late, and until that happened wore petticoats. The sailor suit, modelled on the naval uniform of the period, with short jacket, white bell-mouthed trousers, clasp-knife hanging by a lanyard, and straw hat — a very much uglier get-up than the natty sailor costumes boys and girls of later generations have known — was often worn. When I was breeched my first suit was all snuff colour, and I managed to slash the trousers the very first day with a penknife given in honour of the occasion. Glorious ceremony, that first breeching! Parents, uncles, aunts, united in lining the virgin pockets with silver and sundries. Little boys in winter were muffled in long woollen comforters, but for little girls these seemed to be regarded as superfluous. A stage of preparation, perhaps, for the low necks and pneumonia blouses of later times. Boys of a larger growth wore tunics with belts, usually with snake-shaped clasps, and Inverness capes. Peaked caps with chin straps were greatly in evidence; peakless caps with tassel on top were, I think, dying out in the 1850s.
     The pot-hat was imperative for all City men, and for their clerks, porters, and door-keepers. My father had an office in Broad Street, which we boys occasionally visited, usually on festive occasions such as the Lord Mayor's Show, when our presence was not calculated to clog the wheels of commerce to any great extent. It was from a window of this domicile that I, on more than one occasion, looked out on literally a sea, or rather mightily flowing river, of silk top-hats. Those who wore them not were scarcer than those who do to-day. Ah! where are all the stove-pipe wavelets of that interminable river now?

 
Alfred Rosling Bennett, London and Londoners, 1924



next ...
 
Coffee Houses
 
  There was early coffee to be got about Covent-garden Market, and that was more company — warm company, too, which was better. Toast of a very substantial quality, was likewise procurable: though the towzled-headed man who made it, in an inner chamber within the coffee-room, hadn't got his coat on yet, and was so heavy with sleep that in every interval of toast and coffee he went off anew behind the partition into complicated cross-roads of choke and snore, and lost his way directly. Into one of these establishments (among the earliest) near Bow-street, there came one morning as I sat over my houseless cup, pondering where to go next, a man in a high and long snuff-coloured coat, and shoes, and, to the best of my belief, nothing else but a hat, who took out of his hat a large cold meat pudding; a meat pudding so large that it was a very tight fit, and brought the lining of the hat out with it. This mysterious man was known by his pudding, for on his entering, the man of sleep brought him a pint of hot tea, a small loaf, and a large knife and fork and plate. Left to himself in his box, he stood the pudding on the bare table, and, instead of cutting it, stabbed it, overhand, with the knife, like a mortal enemy; then took the knife out, wiped it on his sleeve, tore the pudding asunder with his fingers, and ate it all up. The remembrance of this man with the pudding remains with me as the remembrance of the most spectral person my houselessness encountered. Twice only was I in that establishment, and twice I saw him stalk in (as I should say, just out of bed, and presently going back to bed), take out his pudding, stab his pudding, wipe the dagger, and eat his pudding all up. He was a man whose figure promised cadaverousness, but who had an excessively red face, though shaped like a horse's. On the second occasion of my seeing him, he said huskily to the man of sleep, "Am I red to-night? "You are, he uncompromisingly answered. "My mother, said the spectre, "was a red-faced woman that liked drink, and I looked at her hard when she laid in her coffin, and I took the complexion."  Somehow, the pudding seemed an unwholesome pudding after that, and I put myself in its way no more.

 
Charles Dickens, All the Year Round, 1860



What is chiefly remarkable in these popular resorts is their Protean variety and their wonderful adaptation to the circumstances of the neighbourhood. While some are handsomeley furnished saloons, where French café is served in china, where the customers smoke cigars and play critically at chess, first dropping a shilling for admission, others are little better than mere barns, where you see the navvy and the hodman importing their own provisions, and paying their one penny for a pint of the liquid, which, so that it be stingingly hot, satisfies them well. In some districts you find the coffee-house a single room, and that but thinly frequented; in others you shall remark that it overflows several floors of the house, threatening even the attics. In the neighbourhoods of large industrial establishments, you find them usurping all the available premises and driving other tradesmen away; and if you enter of these at any of the intervals between working hours, you shall see an interesting spectacle. Pushing open the door, which turns noiselessly on its hinges, you are at once in the presence of two or three hundred of the hard-working ranks, all as quiet at least as a class of young school-mates in the presence of the master, and all eating, drinking, reading, or sleeping, in an atmosphere which, be it winter or summer — for the season makes little difference — would send the thermometer up to eighty or beyond. Coffee, hot and hot, of an honest piquant brewst — for the workmen won't stand any trifling in this respect — is served at a penny the cup, or three half-pence the pint; while two thick slices of bread and butter go to the penny, and eggs, rashers of bacon, chops, kidneys and cold beef and ham are dispensed, when called for, at rates proportionately reasonable. At the same time, while the outer man is fed thus cheaply, the mind is regaled still more cheaply, as every man who is awake has some publication or other, or  at least a portion of one in his hand, and is devouring the news of the day — the last cruel murder, the last prize fight, the coming contest for the belt, the exciting romance, the comic story, or the jokes from "Punch." Few of the readers have a whole publication, unless it be an old one — the subdivision of the newspapers and periodicals into sections of four pages being found more economical by the proprietor, who is thus enabled to restrict his outlay in the literary department. 

 
Leisure Hour, 1863



NORTH LONDON RESTAURANT 

27, HIGH STREET, ISLINGTON

OPPOSITE THE "GRAND" THEATRE. 3 MINUTES WALK FROM THE AGRICULTURAL HALL

The Best Place in Islington for CHEAP BREAKFASTS, DINNERS, TEAS & SUPPERS

EVERY ARTICLE SUPPLIED OF GOOD QUALITY.

Chop or Steak . . . 8d.
 Roast Beef . . . 6d.
 Roast Leg Mutton . . . 7d.
 Roast Pork and Apple Sauce . . . 7d.
 Steak Puddings . . . 4d.
 Vegetables . . . 1d. and 2d.
 Pastry and Puddings . . . 1d. and 2d.
 Tea . . .  per cup — 1½d. per pot 2d.
 Coffee or Cocoa . . . 1d. and  1½d
 Sausage and Mashed Potatoes . . . 2½d.
 Bacon . . . 2d.     Egg . . .  1½d
 Stewed Tripe & Onions from 6 to 12 p.m. 4d. & 6d.

BUNS, SCONES, COLD MEAT & MINERAL WATERS.

BEDS 1/- PER NIGHT.

T. EVANS & Co.  Printers, 327, Goswell Road, London, E.C.

 
menu, 1884



next ...
 
The Colosseum
 
  I have mentioned the Adelaide Gallery and the Polytechnic Institution, and there were many other exhibition-places eminently respectable and popular in my youthful days, which have since been done away with, and the very names of which are now scarcely heard. Foremost of these was the Coliseum, on the east side of the Regent's Park, covering the space now occupied, I should say, by Cambridge Gate to the front and Coliseum Terrace to the rear — an enormous polygon, a hundred and twenty-six feet in diameter, and over a hundred feet high, built from the designs of Decimus Burton, whose best-known work nowadays is the Marble Arch. The industrious John Timbs, in his Curiosities of London, tells us that the Coliseum — or Colosseum, as he spells it — was so called from its colossal size, and not from any supposed resemblance to its namesake in Rome. But this spoils the story of the not too cultured cornet in the Blues, who from Rome wrote to his friend, "I see they've got a Coliseum here, too; but it is not in such good repair as that one near our Albany Street Barracks." I remember it well — my father, in partnership with John Braham, once owned it, to his sorrow — with its wonderful panoramas of London by day and London by night, best things of the kind until eclipsed by the "Siege of Paris" in the Champs Elysées; its glyptotheca, full of plaster casts; its Swiss chalet, with a real waterfall, and a melancholy old eagle flopping about its "property" rocks; its stalactite cavern, prepared by Bradwell and Telbin; and its sham ruins near the desolate portico. (The gallery from which the vast panoramas of London were inspected was reached by a spiral staircase, and also by the "ascending room," the precursor of the "lifts," "elevators," and "ascenseurs," now to be found in every European and American hotel.) In a small dark tank in the interior of the building I once skated on some artificial ice; and there was a lecture-theatre, in which I found myself, just before the final doom of the establishment (I had come in for shelter from a rain-storm), one of an audience of three listening to an entertainment given by a little gentleman, who was nothing daunted by the paucity of his appreciators, and who sang and danced away as if we had been three thousand. This plucky neophyte, then very young, has since developed into that excellent actor, Mr. Edward Righton.

To the Coliseum, some years before its final fall, was added the Cyclorama — an extraordinarily realistic representation of the earthquake of Lisbon. The manner in which the earth heaved and was rent, the buildings toppled over, and the sea rose, was most cleverly contrived, and had a most terrifying effect upon the spectators; frightful rumblings, proceeding apparently from under your feet, increased the horror, which was anything but diminished by accompanying musical performances on that awful instrument, the apollonicon. Never was better value in fright given for money.

 
Edmund Yates, His Recollections and Experiences, 1885



next ...
 
Coffee Public-Houses
 
  Coffee Taverns.— Five years ago a company, of which Lord Shaftesbury was president, made the first attempt on a large scale to give the lower section of the inhabitants of London a chance of escape from the public-house. The object of this company was to establish attractive places of refreshment in the "more densely peopled parts of London, and elsewhere, to serve as a counter-attraction to the public-house and gin palace." It would appear, from the interesting brochure by Mr. Hepple Hall, that the enterprise for some reason or another did not succeed so well as its promoters expected, and the houses opened under the auspices of the company have since been leased to Mr. McDougall, in whose hands they seem to making satisfactory progress. In 1877 the Coffee Public House Association was organised under the presidency of the Duke of Westminster. The central agency of the association is at 40, Charing-cross. Again, to quote Mr. Hall, "adequate provision for the wants of the population of London alone requires that coffee public-houses should be numbered, not by tens or scores, but by hundreds. It is the business of the association: 1. To ascertain the localities in which Coffee Publics can be most aptly planted, and the character of the structure and fittings best suited to each locality. 2. To investigate the schemes submitted to it by those who desire its help and the claim which each scheme has upon it. 3. To make the necessary advances upon the most expedient terms, and whenever the conditions of success are sufficiently assured" It will be seen that the last-mentioned clause distinguishes this society from any other of its class. It is a promoter and encourager of coffee taverns, not a trader in them. That some such organisation was a necessity of the times may be gathered from the fact that in the United Kingdom the number of houses now open for this business is nearly 3,000, under the control of nearly 80 companies. 

 
Charles Dickens (Jr.), Dickens's Dictionary of London, 1879



next ...
 
Consumption
 
  CONSUMPTION HOSPITAL, Brompton, fronting the Fulham-road, was commenced in 1844, June 11, when Prince Albert laid the first stone; the site was formerly a nursery garden, and the genial, moist air of Brompton has long been recommended for consumptive patients. The Hospital is in the Tudor style, of red brick, with stone finishings; Francis, architect; it was opened in 1846. In 1850 was attached an elegant memorial chapel; and in 1852 was added the western wing of the Hospital, towards which Mdlle. Jenny Lind, when residing at Old Brompton, in July, 1848, munificently presented 1606l. 16s., the proceeds of a concert held by her for its aid. This noble act is gracefully commemorated by Mdlle. Lind's bust being placed upon the Hospital staircase: here also is a painted window, of characteristic design, presented by a governor. The Hospital is ventilated by machinery, worked by a steam-engine; and is warmed by water heated by two large Arnott stoves. In the kitchen, steam is used for boiling caldrons of beef-tea, mutton-broth, arrow-root, coffee, chocolate, &c.; and the provisions are wound up a shaft to the respective wards. The patients take exercise in the well-ventilated passages: and the wards are tempered by warm fresh air, which enters at the floor, and escapes by valves in the ceiling. There are a library for the in-patients, and the Rose Charity Fund for convalescents. The deaths in this new Hospital have never exceeded one in every five in-patients, whereas in the former Hospital they were one in four.

 
John Timbs, Curiosities of London, 1867



next ...
 
 A Convict Hulk
 
  There has been lying for the last few weeks in the East India Docks, close to Blackwall Station, a remarkable vessel. This is the "dark-cell drill ship" Success,  an old East Indiaman, built of teak at Moulmein in 1790, and of the massive bluff-bowed type characteristic of her age and class. For nearly half a century she traded to the Indies, and in 1849 went to Australia as an emigrant ship. On her second voyage to Melbourne, in 1851, her crew deserted and hurried up to the goldfields, and she was sold to the Victorian Government, who converted her into a prison hulk of unusual strength. At the same time the Victorians bought four other ships, the President, Lysander, Sacramento, and Deborah, the ruffianism consequent on the gold rush having taxed the resources of the colonial prison department to the uttermost. The other four vessels were broken up; the Success remains as an object-lesson of man's brutality to the brutish. She looks a horrible object by the side of the smart clippers amidst which she is moored, but she is one of the most interesting things ever seen in London. Here is prison discipline as it existed forty years ago in all its glory, and one cannot look upon it without a shudder. She is just as she was left, with cells, instruments, and records complete, and wax figures doing duty for the convicts. Among these figures there is one of Power, the bushranger, who was sentenced to fifteen years' confinement on board; and there is another, somewhat humorously represented as a reformed character and decent member of society, silk hat, and so on, after he had "done his time" and been engaged by the purchasers of the hulk "to be of interest to visitors." Another figure is that of a black man who served his time and a very rough time — and is now flourishing as a restaurant keeper. There are a few others who seem to have been reformed, but how such treatment could reform any man is a mystery. There are sixty-eight cells in the ship, built along the sides on the main and lower decks, and on each deck is a "tigers' den," a sort of heavily barred loose box, in which the worst characters were herded together. The dangerous prisoners were on the lower deck, chained in their cells so that they could only just reach the door, the plank near the doorway being in many cases worn into by the prisoner's feet as he waited for the warder to hand him in his bread and water. In some of the cells there is a ring about a yard from the deck, through which the prisoner's arm was passed, so that with the big figure of eight handcuffs on he had to kneel or rest against the ship's side, it being impossible for him to stand upright. In the open corridor are the bilboes, in which the prisoner's neck was fastened to an iron bar, while his feet were secured in a kind of stirrups so as to keep him in a stooping posture. The iron work is all appallingly heavy — some of the men had to drag eighty pounds weight about with them — and one of the noteworthy fittings of the ship is a wheel aloft, by means of which a sort of cage was hauled up with the men in it to take an airing, the fetters and manacles being too heavy for them to walk up the stairs with. Another peculiar feature on the upper deck is the bath, or "coffin," in which the prisoners — two or three at a time — were soaked and pumped on and scrubbed by the warders with long-handled brushes. In the bows, just behind the figure-head, are the two sentry-boxes, in which warders or police were on duty day and night. Among the wax figures of notorious residents in this terrible ship, most of whom seem to have been Irishmen, there is a group representing the murder of the superintendent, who, after years of tyranny, was done to death by one of the shore gangs with spades and pickaxes, the man who struck the first blow having been here nearly seventeen years, and having only two months to serve to gain his liberty. The death of this superintendent, the Maurice Frere of Mr. Marcus Clarke's "His Natural Life," led to a general overhauling of the system and great amelioration in the punishments. Another of the groups is the Kelly gang of bushrangers, and hanging on the upper deck is Ned Kelly's armour, helmet, breastplate, back plate, and skirt complete, made of eight of an inch iron plate, and weighing 92 lbs. A man who could wear such a weight as that for the love of plunder would hardly be inconvenienced by small chain cables such as his predecessors had to drag about with them. 

 
 The Leisure Hour, 1896 



next ...
 
Corsets, offering protection
 
  HATTON-GARDEN. ATTEMPTED MURDER. George Bailey, a youth about seventeen, was charged with having attempted to murder Mary Prendergast, a young woman, by stabbing her with a large knife. It appeared in evidence that on Thursday morning, last, about five o'clock, the Prisoner, who sells fish in a basket near Portpool-lane, Leather-lane, Holborn, was standing before his basket when the Prosecutrix asked him the price of his fish. He told her, and she refused to purchase, but laughed at him and jeered him. . . . In the course of the evening the Prosecutrix was passing by, when the Prisoner rushed upon her with a knife which he uses to cut up the fish and, while in a great passion, he plunged the knife several times at her heart, and the last thrust the point of the knife dug into her clothes, and would have entered her body had it not been that the bone of her stays prevented it . . .  

 
Morning Post, 1833



MARLBOROUGH-STREET. — AN UNNATURAL SON — Alfred Grant, a lad about nineteen years of age, of sullen aspect, was brought before Mr. Dyer, charged with having attempted to stab his own mother . . . James Grant, the brother of the prisoner, about sixteen years of age, said the prisoner came home to Grafton-street, Soho, on Monday afternoon, and some words having ensued between him and his mother, he seized a knife and made a stab at her. Fortunately the bone of his mother's stays turned the point of the knife . . .

 
The Standard, 1837



Catherine Connor, the person alluded to by the last witness, and who is in a state of pregnancy, deposed that she kept a fruit stall opposite to the Phoenix public-house and that on seeing the young man so savagely treated, she made use of the expressions just named, when Hill called her a —, and kicked at her violently. Fortunately for her she received two of the worse kicks aimed at her on the bone of her stays, otherwise they would, she had no doubt, have proved most serious to her from the situation she was then in. 

 
The Morning Post, 1841



Emil Fanselow, 24, a German waiter, was brought up on remand . . . charged with shooting Clara Byford, his fellow-servant, at 1 Southwick-crescent, Hyde-park, with a revolver, and also with attempting to commit suicide . . . The injured woman was now in attendance for the first time, and, although the bullets have not been extracted from her body, she has almost entirely recovered. . . . On the evening of the 19th December she went into the prisoner's pantry for something, and he came up to her and kissed her, without a word being said. She said, "Be quiet, I am very cross with you," and went into the kitchen and laid the tea. A quarter of an hour after she went into the pantry to get some cups an saucers, and the prisoner came up to her, and she pushed him away. She was turning round to put some cups on the tray when he fired at her again [sic]. She heard the report and felt a pain in her side. She turned and looked at him, and he fired at her again. She said, "Oh, Emil, you have shot me!" He made no reply. She ran upstairs, and her mistress took her to the bedroom. She was conscious all this time. The stays produced were those she wore at the time. The two burns of them round the bullet-holes were made by the shots. 

 
Lloyd's Weekly Newspaper, 1882



next ...
 
Cremorne Gardens
 
  The gardens were large and well laid out; some of the grand old trees had been left standing, and afforded pleasant relief to the town eyes which had been staring all day at brick and stucco, while their murmuring rustle was pleasant to the ears aching with the echo of city traffic. There were plenty of amusements — a circular dancing platform, with a capital band in a large kiosk in the middle; a lot of jeux innocens, such as you find at a French fair; once a week a balloon ascent, and a very good firework display. The admission-fee was one shilling; there was a hot dinner for half a crown, a cold supper for the same money; and it was not considered necessary, as at Vauxhall, to go in for expense; on the contrary, beer flowed freely and it was about this time, I think, and at Cremorne, that the insidious "long" drinks — soda and "something" — now so popular, first made their appearance. Occasionally there were big banquets organized by certain "swells," and held there, when there would be heavy drinking, and sometimes a row — on Derby night, once, when there was a free fight, which lasted for hours, involving the complete smash of everything smashable; and I mind me of another occasion, when a gigantic Irishman, now a popular M.P., sent scores of waiters flying by the force of his own unaided fists. But, on the whole, the place was well and quietly conducted, and five minutes after the bell for closing rang — just before midnight — the gardens were deserted. There was a general rush for the omnibuses and cabs, which were in great demand, and for one or two seasons there was a steamboat which left the adjacent Cadogan pier at the close of the entertainment, and carried passengers to Hungerford Bridge, and which was very popular. 

 
Edmund Yates, His Recollections and Experiences, 1885



It is about half past ten o'clock and still the middle-class visitors have not yet beat a retreat, the "swells" are just beginning to arrive; club coffee-rooms, notably the "Rag" and the "Junior" have discharged their whilome occupants into Hansom cabs and private broughams, which have wended their way Chelsea-ward, while the said occupants, in all the "gorgeous array" of evening dress, covered by the large loose-sleeved cape, in all the aristocracy of moustache, beard and wing-whisker — in all the easy elegance of toothpick-chewing hands-in-pocket-holding and semi-intelligible drawling — are wending their way to the dancing platform at Cremorne. These young bucks are sources of the greatest delight — of delight mixed with respectful wonder — to the families who have been at the gardens since 2p.m.; who are now finishing their sandwiches and bottled porter in the supper-boxes and just waiting while father has gone round to see the horse put to that convenient green chaise-cart which will take them all to St. Mary Axe. Jolly, stout, red-faced matron, cherry-cheeked, plump buxom girls, shining with yellow soap and good humour, though somewhat "towzled" by a romp in the maze; children preternaturally excited by the lights, and the dancing and the "drops of drink" which have been continually administered — wild with sleep but refusing to believe in the existence of bed — propping their eyelids with their forefingers. 

 
Illustrated Times, 1858



A vigorous attempt is to be made this year to revive the somewhat faded glories of Cremorne. The welcome outburst of vegetation which has astonished us during the past six days has added a soft aspect of newness and life to the gardens, such as the highest art could not rival; but it will be when, further into the summer, the richly furnished flower beds reveal their treasures, that Cremorne will be able to boast of its highest charm. The new lessee is Mr. John Baum, for many years a director of the Alhambra Company. He has entered upon his serious venture in a spirit of radical reform. Amongst the abuses he has swept away, the public will welcome, as chief, the abolition of the many extra charges by which they were aforetime vexed. Many amusements once unattainable on account of objectionable prohibitory tariffs, are for the future to be managed on a free-trade principle. The old circus has been turned into a handsome theatre, which will comfortably accommodate 3000 persons. Two prominent features of the remodelled hotel department are a half-crown supper, and a three-and-six penny dinner, which includes a pint of claret. A steam-circus, and one or two other popular sources of enjoyment, have been provided for children. The levelling and turfing of the space recently devoted to the hapless pursuits of the Great Balloon Company, and the carting away of the railway model, have added to the space and beauty of the grounds, and enabled the management to place the Long-walk at the disposal of promenaders. Dancing visitors will find no lack of opportunity, both in the open and under cover, for engaging in their favourite amusement. The gardens are occupied by a perfect army of waiters, and officials in uniforms of gorgeous pattern and hue, in evident imitation of the servitors at the Alhambra. There was an inaugural fete on Saturday, preceded by a dinner, over which Mr. Stanley Vickers, M.P., presided. A ballet, which it is not too much to say is one of the prettiest in London, was subsequently performed in the new theatre.

 
Penny Illustrated Paper, 1870


 

THE FETE FOR THE MILLION!
 ROYAL GARDENS, CREMORNE. 


ELLIS'S NIGHT,


Monday, July 29th 1861. 

Be it remembered, MR. JAMES ELLIS was the Original Projector of these delightful Gardens, which now stand confessedly the noblest among all the public places of resort in England, on the Continent, or in any part of the habitable world. 

THE DAY AND NIGHT
 Entertainments on this occasion will have the additional aid of many novelties too numerous to be specified in the programme, but particular attention is called to the following important arrangements. The brilliant, matchless, and unparalleled performances of  

THE WONDROUS LEOTARD. 


MR. D'ALBERTE,
 The English Rope-Walker, and Blondin's Challenger, who will go through his extra ordinary and incredible performances on the 
ILLUMINATED ROPE
 (By the kind permission of E. Macnamara, Esq., of the Royal Pavilion Gardens, North Woolwich). 

MISS HARRIET COVENEY
 (By the same kind permission) will appear in her novel Characteristic Entertainment, consisting of New and Original Songs, written expressly for her by W. BROUGH, ESQ. 

THE INSTRUMENTAL CONCERT,  

 Al Fresco, by the Great Cremorne Band, M. RIVIERE, Conductor, will be followed by 
A VOCAL CONCERT.
 The New Grand Ballet Pantomime, in Six Tableaux, entitled
FORTUNATUS.


Performance of MR. HENRY COOKE's celebrated Circus Troupe of
EDUCATED DOGS AND MONKEYS. 


The Celebrated Company of SWISS FEMALE SINGERS.
 Grand Equestrian Performances in the Great 
CIRQUE ORIENTAL! 


SIGNOR BUONO CORE,
 The Italian Salamander, or Fire King. 

GRAND DISPLAY OF FIREWORKS! 


ONE SHILLING. 


 
a programme for Cremorne Gardens, 1861



next ...
 
Cross-Dressing
 
  BOW-STREET — A young man in petticoats, who gave the name of Smith, but who, on being subsequently held to bail, described himself as Thomas Francis Druce, a brewer, of Chelsea, was charged with visiting the Holborn Casino in female costume.

The appearance of the defendant created no little amusement in court, for the delusion was almost perfect. He had been to the expense of providing himself with a wig of long black hair, dressed in the approved style of the period, and surmounted by the popular "roll," or crescent curl, a fashionable bonnet being suspended in the rear. He was also supplied with rouge, and other articles of the toilet, and, although the effect of a night's confinement in the cell, coupled with the returning beard of morn, had somewhat marred the feminine aspect of his face, as exhibited in court, it was stated that the defendant's "make up" on the previous night was such as to defy detection.

It appeared, however, from the statement of Inspector Walsh, the chief officer on duty at the Casino, that it was the manner, rather than the appearance of the defendant that suggested a suspicion as to his being a real woman. Unlike the ladies who frequent the gay saloon in question, there was a certain coyness and awkward reserve about the defendant which made him, her, or it, and object of special remark; and when the inspector observed that it took no part in the dance, and scrupulously avoided the society of gentlemen, the experienced officer came to the conclusion at once that it was no woman. He accordingly adopted some pretext for addressing the defendant, and having after some difficulty — a circumstance in itself suspicious — elicited an answer in an ill-disguised masculine voice, he felt perfectly assured of the imposition, and consequently took him into custody.

The defendant pleaded "Guilty" to the impeachment, and said he had only done it for a lark.

Mr. HENRY lectured the defendant in strong terms upon the impropriety of his conduct, and reminded him that persons often assumed women's attire for felonious and other still more disgraceful purposes, although there was no reason to suppose that anything of the kind was designed in the present instance.

The defendant assured his worship that he never did such a thing but once before, and that was in consequence of a wager, which he won. He meant no harm, and promised never to repeat the offence.

Mr. HENRY ordered the defendant to enter into his own recognizances in 100l., and find two sureties of 50l. each, to keep the peace, &c., for 12 months.

The requisite bail having been found, the defendant was discharged.

 
The Times, 1855



Went out to the Westminster Police Court, to the examination of Mary Newell, the maid of all work who robbed her master last week, went off in man's clothes, travelled down to Yarmouth, took lodgings there, smoked cigars, & made love to her landlady. Assuming that she had as I was told done it only for a lark, I admired her pluck skill and humour, and wished to observe her person & character. But the inspector who helped to catch her showed me that she was probably a practised thief and a dissolute girl . . . At noon the court opened, with a great rush of people to see the prisoner. As a barrister, I had a reserved seat in front of her. She was led in and placed on high in the dock: a sullen but fairly good looking girl, of moderate height, and not unfeminine. Drest in shabby finery: her hair, which she had cut short, hanging over her forehead. Her hat, coat, trousers, and the rest of her male clothing were exhibited on a table . . . After she had been committed for trial at the Sessions, I walked away with her master — a surveyor — and his pupil, the young man whose name & garments she assumed. She was a dirty and untidy servant, they said; was in the habit (they now found) of stealing out to low theatres alone, hiring cabs to go in and smoking cigars with the cabmen . . .

 
Arthur Munby, Diary, 1861



next ...
 
The Crystal Palace
 
      For the first week or two, the road within a mile of the 'Glass Hive' was blocked with carriages. From the Prince of Wales' Gate to Apsley House there stretched one long line of cabs, omnibuses, carriages, 'broughams', 'flies', now moving for a few minutes, and now stopping for double the time, while the impatient visitors within let down the blinds and thrust their heads out to see how far the line extended.
     Now, there is scarcely a carriage or a Hansom cab to be seen. The great stream of carriage visitors has ceased (except on the most expensive days) . . . The southern entrance is no longer beset with broughams, but gathered round it are groups of gazers, too poor or too 'prudent' to pay for admission within. The public-houses along the road are now filled to overflowing, for outside them are ranged long benches, on which sit visitors in their holiday attire, resting on their way. Almost all the pedestrians, too, have baskets on their arms, evidently filled with the day's stock of provisions.
     The ladies are all 'got up' in their brightest-coloured bonnets and polkas [jackets], and as they haste along, they 'step out' till their faces are seen to glow again with their eagerness to get to the Grand Show, While the gentlemen in green or brown felt 'wide-awakes', or fluffy beaver hats, and with the cuffs of their best coats, and the bottoms of their best trousers turned up, are marching heavily on — some with babies in their arms, others with baskets, and others carrying corpulent cotton umbrellas.
     And inside the Great Exhibition the scene is equally different from that of the first week or two. The nave is no longer filled with elegant and inert loungers — lolling on seats, and evidently come there to be seen rather than to see. Those who are now to be found there, have come to look at the Exhibition, and not to make an exhibition of themselves. There is no air of display about them — no social falsity — all is plain unvarnished truth. The jewels and the tapestry, and the Lyons silks, are now the sole objects of attraction. The shilling folk may be an 'inferior' class of visitors, but at least, they know something about the works of industry, and what they do not know, they have come to learn.
      Here you see a railway guard, with the silver letters on his collar, and his japan pouch by his side, hurrying, with his family, towards the locomotive department. Next, you come to a carpenter, in his yellow fluffy flannel jacket, descanting on the beauties of a huge top, formed of one section of a mahogany tree. Then may be seen a hatless and yellow-legged Blue-coat boy mounting the steps of one of the huge pneumatic lighthouses, to have a glance at the arrangements of the interior. Peeping into the model of the Italian Opera are several short-red-bodied and long-blacked-legged Life Guardsmen; while, among the agricultural implements, saunter clusters of countrymen in smockfrocks. On the steps of the crimson-covered pedestals are seated small groups of tired women and children, some munching thick slices of bread and meat, the edges of which are yellow with the oozing mustard. Around the fountain are gathered other families, drinking out of small mugs, inscribed as 'presents for Charles or Mary'; while all over the floor, walk where you will, are strewn the greasy papers of devoured sandwiches.
     The minute and extensive model of Liverpool, with its long strip of looking-glass sea and thousands of cardboard vessels, is blocked round with wondering artisans, some, more familiar with the place, pointing out particular streets and houses. And as you pass by the elaborate representation, in plaster, of Underdown Cliff, you may hear a young sailor — the gloss upon whose jacket indicates that he has but recently returned from sea — tell how he went round the Needles last voyage in a gale of wind. Most of the young men have catalogues or small guidebooks in their hands, and have evidently, from the earnest manner in which they now gaze on the object, and now refer to the book, come there to study the details of the whole building.
     But if the other parts of the Great Exhibition are curious and instructive, the machinery, which has been from first to last the grand focus of attraction, is, on the 'shilling days', the most peculiar sight of the whole. Here every other man you rub against is habited in a corduroy jacket, or a blouse, or leathern gaiters; and round every object more wonderful than the rest, the people press, two or three deep, with their heads stretched out, watching intently the operations of the moving mechanism.
     You see the farmers, their dusty hats telling of the distance they have come, with their mouths wide agape, leaning over the bars to see the self-acting mills at work, and smiling as they behold the frame spontaneously draw itself out, and then spontaneously run back again. Some, with great smockfrocks, are gazing at the girls in their long pinafores engaged at the doubling-machines.
     But the chief centres of curiosity are the power-looms, and in front of these are gathered small groups of artisans, and labourers, and young men whose coarse red hands tell you they do something for their living, all eagerly listening to the attendant, as he explains the operations, after stopping the loom.
     Here, too, as you pass along, you meet, now a member of the National Guard, in his peculiar conical hat, with its little ball on top, and horizontal peak, and his red worsted epaulettes and full-plaited trowsers; then you come to a long, thin, and clean-looking Quaker, with his tidy and clean-looking Quakeress by his side; and the next minute, may be, you encounter a school of charity girls, in their large white collars and straw bonnets, with the teacher at their head, instructing the children as she goes.
     Round the electro-plating and the model diving-bell are crowds jostling one another for a foremost place. At the steam brewery, crowds of men and women are continually ascending and descending the stairs; youths are watching the model carriages moving along the new pneumatic railway; young girls are waiting to see the hemispherical lamp-shades made out of a flat sheet of paper; indeed, whether it be the noisy flax-crushing machine, or the splashing centrifugal pump, or the clatter of the Jacquard lace machine, or the bewildering whirling of the cylindrical steam-press — round each and all these are anxious, intelligent, and simple-minded artisans, and farmers, and servants, and youths, and children clustered, endeavouring to solve the mystery of the complex operations.
     For many days before the 'shilling people' were admitted to the building, the great topic of conversation was the probable behaviour of the people. Would they come sober? Will they destroy things? Will they want to cut their initials, or scratch their names on the panes of the glass lighthouses? But they have surpassed in decorum the hopes of their wellwishers. The fact is, the Great Exhibition is to them more of a school than a show. 
 
Henry Mayhew, 1851 or, The Adventures of Mr and Mrs Sandboys, and Family, who came up to London to 'enjoy themselves' and to see the Great Exhibition, 1851



Bread, quarterns 52,094
 Bread — cottage loaves 60,698
 Bread — French rolls 7,617
 Pound cakes 68,428
 do at 3d. 36,950
 Savoury cakes 20,415
 Savoury cakes — Pies 33,456 lbs
 Savoury Patties 23,040 lbs
 Italian cakes 11,797
 Biscuits 37,300 lbs
 Bath buns 934,691
 Plain buns 870,027
 Banbury cakes 34,070
 Sausage rolls 28,046
 Victoria biscuits 73,280
 Macaroons 1,500 lbs
 Rich cakes 2,280 lbs
 Pastry at 2d. 36,000
 Schoolcakes 4,800 
 Preserved cherries etc. 4,840 lbs
 Pine apples 2,000
 Pickles 1,046 gallons
 Meat 113 tons
 Potted meat, tongues, etc. 36,130 lbs
 Hams 33 tons
 Potatoes 36 tons
 Mustard 1,120 lbs
 Jellies 2,400 quarts
 Coffee 14,299 lbs
 Tea 1,015 lbs
 Chocolate 4,836 lbs
 Milk 33,432 quarts
 Cream 32,049 quarts
 Schweppe's Soda Water, Lemonade, & Ginger beer 1,092,337 bottles
 Masters' Pear Syrup 5,350 bottles
 Rough ice 363 tons
 Salt 37 tons

 
food sold at the Crystal Palace, in 1st Report of the Commissioners of the Exhibition of 1851 1852



next ...
 
Curry
 
 I cannot help regretting that the people of England, who possess so many excellent dishes, some national, and others borrowed from their Gallic neighbours, should envy us poor Indians our single tolerable dish, and attempt to libel it, as they do, by giving its title to a strange, wild composition, formed by throwing a little dust from a red packet, decorated with gilt hieroglyphics, into a dish of hashed fowl, and giving to the same the brevet rank of 'curry.' Now, curry is an artfully-composed dish, depending for its excellence on its flavour, not on its power of excoriating the human tongue by a wicked deception under the form of pleasant nourishment; and to obtain this, all the ingredients, some sixteen in number, must be fresh grown and fresh ground. Happily, however, an Indian cook effects this under circumstances in which an English servant would let his master starve; but give a native of India but a bit of level ground, or the plank of a boat, where he may make a fire, and provide him with a cooking vessel, a bit of ignited charcoal, a chicken, and a stove, and in half an hour he produces a good dinner; the chicken being denuded of its feathers after execution by a dip in scalding water, while the 'curry stuff' is ground upon the stone.
 
Asiatic Journal  [quoted in Chambers Edinburgh Journal] 1847







next ...
 
Cycling in London
 
  ON A BICYCLE IN THE STREETS OF LONDON

BY SUSAN, COUNTESS OF MALMESBURY

 

A new sport has lately been devised by the drivers of hansom cabs. It consists of chasing the lady who rides her bicycle in the streets of the metropolis. If not so athletic a pastime as polo, the pursuit on wheels of alien wheels surmounted by a petticoat which 'half conceals, yet half reveals' the motive power within, appears to afford these ingenuous persons exactly that exhilarating and entrancing sensation without which no Englishman finds life worth living, and which apparently is to the heart of the cabby what salmon-fishing, golf, shooting, the rocketting pheasant, hunting the fox, or, in fine, what war, that highest expression of sport, can be to those who are usually called 'the leisured classes.'
     I am given to understand that so far the scoring is altogether on the side of the pursuer. He has bagged, we are told, many ladies whose mutilated or decapitated forms have been hurried into silent and secret graves at the instance of the great Bicycle Boom. Their relatives, we hear, have laid them to rest quietly in back gardens until such time as they can realise what shares they possess in cycling companies. But whether this be true or not — and, after all, the evening papers must live! — if the harmless necessary Hansom cabman has gained a new pleasure, he has had to pay for it like a prince; for his former attached and confiding fares, instead of reposing in the comfortable recesses of his vehicles, are now — stout and thin, short and tall, old and young — all alike vigorously ankle-pedalling just on ahead of his empty and sorrowing cab, and right under the fore-feet of his horse. Small wonder, indeed, if he be jealous and sore; and, moreover, it must be admitted that this is one of the irritating habits which the cyclist, male and female, shares with certain of the other lower animals — to wit, with the dog, as everyone knows who has had the blessing of the latter's society in the streets. The way in which he will cross a crowded thoroughfare, mildly beaming round, enjoying the morning air, deaf to remonstrance, within a hair's breadth of a sudden and awful end, is enough to turn the best Auricomous Fluid, even, to snow. But I wander from my tale, which is not that of a dog, but of a bicycle.
     Having now been the quarry of the Hansom cabman for nearly a year, and having given him several exciting runs, I cannot help feeling that cycling in the streets would be nicer, to use a mild expression, if he did not try to kill me; although the pleasure which danger always affords to a certain class of minds would be considerably lessened. I should like to say here, as seriously as I am able, that surely it is not right to insult a woman who conforms to the law, to the rule of the road, molests no-one, and dresses in accordance with the custom which decrees that she shall at once be distinguishable from those who fondly, yet not with an uneasy lurking suspicion of their true position, claim to be her masters. The English public requires a great deal of educating . . .   Many a time when I first began to ride in traffic have I meekly escorted an omnibus in a crowded thoroughfare, thankful for the shelter it afforded from the wild and skirmishing jungle round me, and feeling like what I may perhaps describe as a dolphin playing round an ocean liner. Many acts of courtesy have I received at difficult crossings from hard-worked men, to whom pulling up their horses must have been a serious inconvenience. Indeed, on one occasion, I might have been killed but for the consideration of a driver. In trying to turn Sloane Street from Knightsbridge I found myself wedged in between an omnibus and a large van, the former going down, the latter coming up, on opposite sides of that very narrow piece of road. They had both been standing, and at the moment of my appearance each pulled out from the kerb in a slanting direction. I was thus fairly caught in a trap, as I had already turned the corner; but, not having time to faint or go into hysterics, I thought it best to catch the nearest omnibus horse by the bit and try to stop him. I cannot think now how I contrived to do this without a fall; but, in all the confusion of the moment, I distinctly recollect sitting on my bicycle, holding the horse's head, and turning round to thank the driver for checking his festive team while I got away unhurt. My life was safe, it is true; but what is life if your new white gloves are ruined? Such, alas! was my melancholy condition, and all because omnibus companies will not pay proper attention to the cleaning of bits. I had not the heart to reproach the driver, who, after all, like the American pianist, had done his best; but I felt like a friend of mine, who was ship-wrecked off the coast of Mull, and who, when I offered him my warmest congratulations on not being drowned, replied in these words: 'Yes, it was rather a nuisance. I lost a favourite paper-cutter, and, what's more, got my boots wet.' Be this as it may, I have avoided the turning from Knightsbridge into Sloane Street ever since. It is one of the most dangerous in London, not excepting the three circuses — Piccadilly, Regent or Oxford — where, at least, people are on the qui vive and are looking out for squalls from all points of the compass.
     To my mind the great accomplishment for the cyclist in traffic is to be able to ride steadily, without too much wavering of his front wheel, at a very slow pace, so as to avoid getting off, and then with quick eye and judgment to make a dash where he sees his opportunity, never forgetting to look some distance ahead so as to avoid stoppages. In these cases, like all others, prevention is better than cure.
     Another word I should like to say. For riding in the streets it is most essential to have one hand free, and therefore to be able to guide your bicycle with one hand; but acrobatic performances, such as riding without using either hands or feet down inclines in crowded streets, or with both feet on one side, or with your face to the hind wheel, as one man managed to do, are entirely to be discouraged.
     How I admired at first the graceful way in which, a gentleman, very tall, and well known in royal social circles, took off his hat and bowed to his acquaintance on the pavement! I even envied the more humble individual whom I saw blowing his nose with reckless violence in Piccadilly; but now it seems to me that to fall would be impossible, even if I tried, and this is really the only frame of mind in which it is safe to bicycle in the streets of London.

 
The Badminton Magazine, 1896



next ...
 
Dancing-Rooms
 
  CALDWELL'S SOIREES DANSANTES, every evening, 8 to 12, Admission 6d.; per quarter, £1 1s. . . — Splendid Ball Room, with all the arrangements complete, and several additions to the arrangements this season. Mr. Caldwell guarantees to teach any lady or gentleman unacquainted with the route of the ball-room to enter with grace and freedom, and take part in this fashionable amusement, in six private lessons, for £1 1s. The First Long Quadrille Night will take place on Monday, Oct. 17. Admission, 1s. 6d. Large rooms may be engaged for Lectures, Committees, Concerts, &c. Piano and pianist on the premises, Dean-street, Soho; tavern department, 32, opposite the Soho Theatre.

 
advertisement in The Times, 1853



After coffee Walter said he would like to go and explore Caldwell's: and it was agreed that we should do so at once.  Now Caldwell's is one of the few public dancing rooms in London, which is frequented by respectable women and not by prostitutes. These think it 'slow': for the 'swells' who pay for their embraces are not to be found there. When we arrived the relâche was begun. We took off our hats and coats, as the women do their bonnets and shawls: & it is worth notice that the doing of this forms the differentia between vice and virtue.

 
Arthur Munby, Diary, 1863



The principal dancing rooms of London are the two casinos known respectively as the Argyll Rooms and the Holborn. Formerly there was a striking difference between these two places, the one receiving the upper, the other the under, current of the fast life of London; now, however, there is little of this distinction noticeable, and the visitor in quest, not of amusement, but of information, may feel assured that a visit to one is for all practical purposes a visit to both. They are open for music and dancing every evening, except Sunday, from half-past eight o'clock to twelve. The visitor, on passing the doors, finds himself in a spacious room, the fittings of which are of the most costly description, while brilliant gas illuminations, reflected by numerous mirrors, impart a fairy-like aspect to the scene. The company is, of course, mixed. Many of the men resorting to such places seek no doubt the opportunity of indulging their vicious propensities; but the majority of the better class go merely to while away an idle hour, because, unblessed by home ties, and weary of the cold monotony of their club, they find it pleasant to consume the 'post-prandial weed' in some place where, while chatting with friends, they can hear good music and see pretty faces. The women are of course all prostitutes. They are for the most part pretty, and quietly, though expensively dressed, while delicate complexions, unaccompanied by the pallor of ill-health, are neither few nor far between. This appearance is doubtless due in many cases to the artistic manner of the make-up by powder and cosmetics, on the employment of which extreme care is bestowed. Few of these women, probably, could write a decent letter, though some might be able to play a little on the piano, or to sing a simple song. Their behaviour is usually quiet, little solicitation is observable, and all the outward proprieties of demeanour and gesture are strictly observed.
     The proprietor, indeed, is careful to maintain the appearance, at least, of decorum among his visitors. Should any woman misconduct herself, she is pointed out to the door-keepers, with instructions not to admit her again to the rooms. No punishment could be heavier, no sentence more rigorously carried out. She will attempt in vain by disguise to avoid recognition, or by bribes to soften the watchful janitor. Her efforts will be met with some such rebuke as this: 'It's no use trying it on, Miss Polly; the gov'nor says you are not to go in, and, of course, you can't!' Her only chance of obtaining remission of the sentence is to induce some friend to plead with the proprietor on her behalf, who may, but does not always, readmit her after an exile of three months, and on her promising to behave herself in the strictest manner for the future.
     On the whole, judging of the women who frequent these rooms by their dress, deportment, and general appearance, the visitor might be inclined to suppose them to belong to the kept mistress rather than the prostitute class. This is, however, not the case, as, with a few exceptions, they fall within the latter denomination. Many of them, no doubt, have a friend who visits them regularly, and who makes them a fixed allowance, not sufficient to keep them altogether, but substantial enough to make them careful in selecting their customers, and careful about accepting the company of a man in any way objectionable. This arrangement is perfectly understood by the 'friend' who pays his periodical visits, and to whom, of course, the woman is always at home. The sum expected by one of these women in return for her favours is about two or three sovereigns. Many will expect those who desire their company to stand them refreshment without stint, not only at the casino, but at some house of call later on in the night, suggesting champagne or 'phiz' as agreeable to their palate, and will be indisposed to return home until they have had their full evening's amusement.

 
William Acton, Prostitution, considered in its Moral, Social, and Sanitary Aspects, 1870



next ...
 
Dancing Bears
 
  "My father was a soldier and was away in foreign parts, and I and a sister lived with my mother in St. Martin's workhouse. I was 55 last New Year's-day. My uncle, a bootmaker in St. Martin's-lane, took my mother out of the work-house, that she might do a little washing and pick up a living for herself, and we children went to live with my grandfather, a tailor. After his death, and after many changes, we had a lodging in the Dials, and there — the sweep coaxed me with pudding one day, and encouraged me so well, that I didn't like to go back to my mother; and at last I was apprenticed to him from Hatton-garden, on a month's trial. I liked chimley sweeping for that month; but it was quite different when I was regularly indentured. I was cruelly treated then, and poorly fed, and had to turn out barefooted between three and four many a morning in frost and snow. In first climbing the chimleys, a man stood beneath me and pushed me up, telling me how to use my elbows and knees: if I slipped he was beneath me, and ketched me, and shoved me up again. The skin came off my knees and elbows; here's the marks still you see. I suffered a great deal as well as Dan Duff, a fellow sweep, a boy who died. I've been to Mrs. Montagu's dinner in the square, on the 1st May, when I was a sweep boy; it was a dinner in honour of her son having been stolen away by a sweep" (the man's own words). "I suppose there was more than 300 of us sweeps there in a large green at the back of her house. I ran away from my master once; but was carried back, and was rather better used. My master then got me knee and elbow pads, and bathed my joints in salt and water, and I managed to drag on seven sorrowful years with him. I was glad to be my own man at last, and I cut the sweep trade, bought Pandean pipes, and started with an organ man as his mate. I saved money with the organ man, and then bought a drum. He gave me 5s. a week and my wittles, drink, washing, and lodging; but there wasn't so much music afloat then. I left the organ man and went out with 'Michael, the Italy bear.' Michael was the man's name that brought over the bear from somewhere abroad. He was a Italy man; and he used to beat the bear and manage her. They called her Jenny; but Michael was not to say roughish with her, unless she was obstropolous. If she were he showed her the large mopstick and beat her with it — hard sometimes — specially when she wouldn't let the monkey get a top of her head, for that was part of the performance. The monkey was dressed the same as a soldier, but the bear had no dress but her muzzle and chain. The monkey — a clever fellow he was, and could jump over sticks like a Christian — was called Billy. He jumped up and down the bear too, and onto his master's shoulders, where he sat as Michael walked down the street. The bear had been taught to roll and tumble — she rolled right over her head all round a stick, and then she danced round it. She did it to the word of command. Michael said to her, 'Round and round again.' We fed her on bread; a quartern loaf every night, after her work, in half a pail of water; the same every morning; never any meat, nothing but bread, boiled tatoes, or raw carrots; meat would have made her savage. The monkey was fed on nuts, apples, gingerbread, or anything. Besides them we had two dancing dogs. The bear didn't like them, and they were kept on one side in performing. The dogs jumped through hoops and danced on their hind legs; they're easyish enough trained. Sometimes the butchers set bull-dogs — two or three at a time — at Jenny, and Michael and me had to beat them off, as well as the two other men that were with us. Those two men collected the money, and I played the pipes and drum, and Michael minded the bear, and the dogs, and monkey. In London we did very well. The West-end was the best; Whitechapel was crowded for us, but only with coppers. I don't know what Michael made, but I had 7s. a week, with my wittles and lodging. Michael did well; he generally had 20s. to 30s. every night in ha'pence, and used to give 21s. worth of it for a one-pound note; for they was in then. He must have taken £12 a week by week, or more. When we've travelled in the country we've sometimes had trouble to get lodgings for the bear. We've had to sleep in outhouses with her, and have sometimes frightened people that didn't know we were there, but nothing serious. Bears is well-behaved enough, if they're not aggrawated. Perhaps no one but me is left in England now, what properly understands a dancing bear. Jenny wasn't ever baited, but offers were made for it by sporting characters. The country was better than London when the weather allowed; but in Gloucester, Cheltenham, and a good many places, we weren't let in the high streets. The gentlefolk in the balconies, both in town and country, where they had a good sight, were our best friends. It's more than thirty years ago — yes a good bit more now. At Chester races one year, we were all taken and put into prison — bear, and dogs, and musicianers and all  every one  because we played a day after the races; that was Saturday. We were all in good until Monday morning. I don't know how the authorities fed the bear. We were each in a separate cell, and I had bread, cheese, and gruel. On Monday we were discharged, and the bear was shot by the magistrates' orders. They wanted to hang poor Jenny at first, but she was shot and sold to the hairdressers. I couldn't say to see her shot, and had to go into an alehouse on the road. I don't know what her carcase sold for; it wasn't very fat."

 
reported by Henry Mayhew, The Morning Chronicle, 1850



next ...
 
Department Stores
 
  DEAR PUNCH,
     I AM one of the old school, and like the old ways. Judge then, my old friend, of the shock to my equanimity the other day. I required six pennyworth of coat buttons, and went into the first shop which looked like one for the sale of that article. On entering, I walked up to the counter and said to the man, "I want some buttons."
     "Oh, Sir! said he, "please go to the other side, to the 'Button Department,' this is Baby Linen."
     I went to the other side, and "I want some buttons," said I.
     "What do you want them for?"
     "For my coat."
     "Oh then, Sir, if you please, to the next shop, this is the 'Ladies' Button Department.'"
     I was accordingly ushered by a perfumed ladies' button department gentleman, through several gilded corridors, then up one pair of stairs, and down another, and finally found myself roaming at large in the gentlemen's department general. I went up to the first counter, and repeated my request.
     "Oh, Sir, if you please," said the attendant, "the other side; this is the 'Gentlemen's Flannel Department.'"
     It is needless to describe the thing any further. Suffice it to say that, after applying at the Gentlemen's hosiery Department, running a tilt at the Gentlemen's Pantaloon Department, and being nearly stranded on the Gentlemen's Fancy Shirt Department, I got what I wanted, sixpennyworth of buttons.
     Ever yours, dear Punch,

 JOHN STRONG.

 
Punch, 1868



next ...
 
Destitution
 
  Wed. Feb. 29.  . . .  I broke off this writing to go to Lewes, where I spent a snowy afternoon. At 5.30 I was home again. A telegram waited for me. "Mrs. Gissing" is dead. Come at once. I caught the 7.45 train, and was at 7K by a quarter toll. Had telegraphed to Roberts who met me at the door, and stayed through the night with me.
    
Thursd. March 1. At 8.30 Roberts and I started for Lambeth. I felt an uncertainty about the truth of the telegram, and Roberts offered to go alone to 16 Lucretia Street, Lower Marsh, to make inquiries. I waited for him, walking up and down by Waterloo Station. He came back and told me that she was indeed dead. Thereupon we both went to the house; a wretched, wretched place. The name of the landlady, Sherlock. She told us that MHG died at about 9.30 yesterday morning, the last struggle beginning at 6 o'clock. They found my Eastbourne address on an envelope in a drawer. I went upstairs to see the body; then Roberts accompanied me to the doctor who had been called in, name McCarthy, West. Bridge Road. He gave us a certificate. Immediate cause of death, acute laryngitis. Roberts took his leave, and I returned to the house. Then a married daughter of Mrs. Sherlock went with me to see the undertaker, of whom a coffin had already been ordered, — a man called Stevens, whom we found in a small beer-shop which he keeps, 99 Princes Rd, Lambeth. Arranged for a plain burial which is to cost 6 guineas. Leaving him, we went to the Registry Office, Lambeth Square, and registered the death. Thence to Lucretia Street again, where I arranged with the Sherlocks that they should attend the funeral;  I am to give them £3 to buy mourning and pay their trouble and various expenses of late. After discussing these things, I went up to the room, to collect such things as I desired to take away.
     Let me describe this room. It was the first floor back; so small that the bed left little room to move. She took it unfurnished, for 2/9 a week; the furniture she brought was: the bed, one chair, a chest of drawers, and a broken deal table. On some shelves were a few plates, cups, etc. Over the mantelpiece hung several pictures, which she had preserved from old days. There were three engravings: a landscape, a piece by Landseer, and a Madonna of Raphael. There was a portrait of Byron, and one of Tennyson. There was a photograph of myself, taken 12 years ago, — to which, the landlady tells me, she attached special value, strangely enough. Then there were several cards with Biblical texts. and three cards such as are signed by those who "take the pledge," — all bearing date during the last six months.
     On the door hung a poor miserable dress and a worn out ulster; under the bed was a pair of boots. Linen she had none; the very covering of the bed had gone save one sheet and one blanket. I found a number of pawn tickets, showing that she had pledged these things during last summer, — when it was warm, poor creature! All the money she received went in drink; she used to spend my weekly 15/- the first day or two that she had it. Her associates were women of so low a kind that even Mrs. Sherlock did not consider them respectable enough to visit her house.
     I drew out the drawers. In one I found a little bit of butter and a crust of bread, — most pitiful sight my eyes ever looked upon. There was no other food anywhere. The other drawers contained a disorderly lot of papers: there I found all my letters, away back to the American time. In a cupboard were several heaps of dirty rags; at the bottom there had been coals, but none were left. Lying about here and there were medicine bottles, and hospital prescriptions.
     She lay on the bed covered with a sheet. I looked long, long at her face, but could not recognize it. It is more than three years, I think, since I saw her, and she had changed horribly. Her teeth all remained, white and perfect as formerly.
     I took away very few things, just a little parcel: my letters, my portrait, her rent-book, a certificate of life-assurance which had lapsed, a copy of my Father's "Margaret" which she had preserved, and a little workbox, the only thing that contained traces of womanly occupation.
     Came home to a bad, wretched night. In nothing am I to blame; I did my utmost; again and again I had her back to me. Fate was too strong. But as I stood beside that bed, I felt that my life henceforth had a firmer purpose. Henceforth I never cease to bear testimony against the accursed social order that brings about things of this kind. I feel that she will help me more in her death than she balked me during her life. Poor, poor thing!
   
Friday, March 2. In morning arranged my books roughly on the shelves; during papering etc. they have been lying in a great heap on the floor. In afternoon went to Lucretia Street, and saw her in her coffin. The face seemed more familiar to me. Gave Mrs. Sherlock the promised £3; funeral will be on Monday at 2 o'clock. A daughter accompanied me to a low public house, where the landlady had a pawn-ticket for H's wedding-ring, security for a debt of 1/9. I paid the debt, and redeemed the ring, from the broker's. — Cut a little hair from the poor head, — I scarcely know why, alas!

 
George Gissing, Diaries, 1888



next ...
 
Detectives
 
  The Detective department — the head-quarters of which are in Great Scotland Yard — was instituted in August, 1842, when it consisted of only two inspectors and six sergeants, selected because of their quickness of intelligence and special experience in the detection of crime. Successive additions were made to the force until, in the month of April, 1869, it numbered one superintendent, three chief inspectors, three ordinary inspectors, six first-class sergeants, and thirteen second-class sergeants. Shortly after, it was decided to establish detective officers in the local divisions; and in the month of July last this measure was carried into effect, 20 sergeants and 160 first-class constables being apportioned among the various divisions, according to their respective requirements.
     The duties of the detective force are of a very varied character, which it would be difficult to describe in detail. It may, however, be mentioned that they are principally occupied in tracking the perpetrators of murder, forgery, and other crimes of a serious nature; but they are never allowed to enter upon any such inquiry without the express sanction and authority of the Commissioner or Assistant-Commissioner. Occasionally, in very obscure cases of crime, detective officers are sent into the country, by order of the Secretary of State, to assist the local police in cases of murder, burglary, and incendiary fires. The Road murder afforded a remarkable illustration of the sagacity of Whicher, the detective officer employed in the case, for he arrived at conclusions with respect to the perpetrator different from those formed by everybody else; and though he received much abuse on account of the opinions which be early formed and expressed, he never varied from them, and they eventually proved to be accurate.
     The detective force was also found extremely useful during the Fenian disturbances, when their services were called for at all hours, and in all parts of England; nor were they ever found wanting in courage, coolness, and readiness for action, when required. The acuteness displayed by the principal officers in holding and keeping clear the threads of many intricate plots and the histories of many suspected individuals has been very striking; and, were it considered expedient at the present time, instances might be given of certain notorious cases, showing the process of working out conclusive evidence from clues that were originally extremely indistinct.


Quarterly Review, 1870



A DETECTIVE'S DIARY.

APRIL 1863.

    April 1. RECEIVED intelligence of an audacious burglary with violence at Walker's Green. Consulted INSPECTOR WATCHER. Hired a cab, and in company with SERGEANT DODGETT, had a pleasant drive to Walker's Green. Amusing fellow, DODGETT. Arrived and looked over the premises. Good sherry. MARY ANNE, the cook, much frightened. Comforted her officially. Housemaid just recovering from the effects of a blow from a life-preserver. Lady of the house had been very roughly handled. Asked our opinion. We informed her that we were certain that there had been a burglary with violence. She thanked us for the information. Received a couple of sovereigns. Drove back to town. Pleasant day. Saw the Inspector in the evening, informed him that DODGETT and myself were sure that an audacious burglary with violence had been committed at Walker's Green.
   April 2. Prosecuted our inquiries vigorously. Drove with SERGEANT DODGETT to Walker's Green. Observed something that had escaped our notice yesterday. Two large panels had been cut out of the front door, leaving an aperture of about three feet square. Measured it carefully with a piece of red tape. A man's head might have passed through it. Housemaid still suffering, but able to speak to DODGETT. Sharp fellow, DODGETT. The girl's arm is much swollen and the mistress's head still bound up. We are both of opinion that violence must have been used.
     April 3. Walker's Green. Good sherry and refreshments. Lady of the house said that one of the burglars had light hair and was about five feet eight inches. We are on the track. MARY ANNE, the cook, hoped I wouldn't get into danger. CHARLOTTE, the housemaid, looked hard at DODGETT. Returning to town we saw a man answering to the description. Arrested him. Measured his head with the red tape. Locked him up.
    April 4. Man examined. Said he hadn't done it. Asked him how it was he came to have light hair and be five feet eight? Was confused. Found out that he'd only just arrived from Birmingham where he had lived all his life. Cautioned and discharged him.
    April 5. Saw a man in the street, very tall and dark-haired. DODGETT said that was his cunning. Took him up. Asked him why he hadn't light hair, and why he wasn't five feet eight inches? He was dum-founded. Turned out to be INSPECTOR WATCHER'S father-in-law. Apologised and discharged him.
    April 6. Got him at last. Highly complimented on our sagacity by every one. Wrote to MARY ANNE saying how we were getting on. Man confessed to the burglary, and was locked up.
    April 7. Man who said he did it now says he didn't. Had too much to drink, very sorry. Reprimanded and discharged. Letter from MARY ANNE saying that her mistress would be out to-morrow, and we must come down as she and CHARLOTTE had made a discovery.
    April 8, 9, 10. Called every day at Walker's Green. See no reason to alter our opinion that an audacious burglary had been committed with violence. CHARLOTTE said she'd got something to tell DODGETT. Sly dog, DODGETT. MARY ANNE communicated her discovery to me. Nice girl — with considerable savings. Inspector requested us to report progress. Did so, and assured him that we had now no doubt as to the perpetration of a burglary, most audacious, with violence at Walker's Green. Arrested several people during the remainder the month. Measured all their heads with the red tape. Cautioned and discharged them.
     May. On the 1st of this month CHARLOTTE will become MRS. DODGETT.
     From information she received from me, MARY ANNE accepts my hand. Bother INSPECTOR WATCHER and the burglary with violence.

 
Punch, 1863



next ...
 
Dinner
 
  Without wishing to particularise any great dinners given during the London season, it may suffice to give a brief account of the average of the best mounted houses. You order your carriage, which lands you within five minutes of the appointed hour at your host's door, and after passing through the hall lined with servants in and out of livery, you are ushered into the drawing-room. About ten minutes after, dinner is announced, and your hat is taken from you as you descend the stairs to enter the dining-room. To make your appearance in the drawing-room without your hat is unknown,— except, perhaps, in what Theodore Hook used to term the wild, uninhabited parts of London. The uses of an opera-hat are to be commended upon this and all such occasions. A delicate soup and turtle are handed round, — nothing an the tables except flowers and preserved fruits in old Dresden baskets, a bill of fare placed next to every person, a turbot with lobster and Dutch sauces, carved by an able domestic on the side-board, and a portion of red mullet with Cardinal sauce are offered to each guest; cucumber and the essential cruet-stands bringing up the rear. The "flying dishes," as the modern cooks call the oyster or marrow patés, follow the fish. The entrées are carried round, a  supreme de volaille aux truffes, a sweetbread au jus, lamb cutlets, with asparagus, peas, a fricandeau d l'oseille; — be careful to avoid what are called flank dishes, which, if placed on the table, are usually cold, and are quite unnecessary. Either venison, roast saddle of mutton, or stewed beef a la jardinière, are then produced, the accessories being salad, beetroot, vegetables, French and English mustard. A Turkey poult, duckling, or green goose, commences the second course, peas and asparagus following in their course; plovers' eggs in aspic jelly, a mayonaise of fowl succeeding; a  macédoine of fruit, meringues a
la créme, a marasquino jelly, and a chocolate cream, form the sweets. Sardines, salad, beetroot, celery, anchovies, plain butter and cheese, for those who are gothic enough to eat it. Two ices, cherry-water, and pine-apple cream, with the fruit of the season, furnish the dessert. Two servants or more, according to the number of the party, must attend exclusively to the wine; sherry, Madeira, and champagne, must ever be flowing during dinner. Coffee, hot and strong, ought always to be served in the dining-room with liqueurs; if it be carried up stairs, it gets cold, and the chances are ten to one some awkward person upsets a portion of the aromatic beverage into the lap of a lady; besides, it is unfair to ask a butler and his myrmidons with the trays to steer through a crowded drawing-room, amidst chairs, ottomans, fauteuils, screens, and tables, with gentlemen lounging in every direction. From this large and boring dinner, let us turn to the perfection of all, a party of six, eight, or ten, at a bachelor's snuggery. A private note, instead of the formal printed card, has been sent out, naming eight, railway time; and at that hour to a minute the guests are seated, the host having led the way. Turtle from the Adelphi or Waterloo hotels, Liverpool, a Severn or Wood Mill salmon, caught in the morning, a vol-au-vent, Maintenon cutlets, poularde, duckling, green peas, jelly, and cream, form the main part of the dinner; while a leg of cold lamb, pate de Strasbourg, a Spanish ham, dressed crab, or a lobster salad, are on the sideboard for those who prefer cold to hot dishes. Moselle and claret-cup, pale sherry, old Indian Madeira, that has been sent so often to the East, that it has almost become tired of the voyage, and champagne for those who prefer a more exhilarating beverage, with magnums of Crockford's, or Charles Cunningham's Chateau Lafitte, furnish "the flow of bowl."

 
London at Dinner, 1858







next ...
 
Disability
 
  "I was born without hands, merely the elbow of the right arm and the joint of wrist of the left. I have rounded stumps. I was born without feet also, merely the ankle and heel, just as if my feet were cut off close within the instep. My father was a farmer in Cavan county, Ireland, and gave me a fair education. He had me taught to write. I'll show you how, sir. (Here he put on a pair of spectacles, using his stumps, and then holding the pen on one stump, by means of the other he moved the two together, and so wrote his name in an old-fashioned hand.) I was taught by an ordinary schoolmaster. I served an apprenticeship of seven years to a turner, near Cavan, and could work well at the turning, but couldn't chop the wood very well. I handled my tools as I've shown you I do my pen. I came to London in 1814, having a prospect of getting a situation in the India-house, but I didn't get it, and waited for eighteen months until my funds and my father's help were exhausted, and I then took to making fancy screens, flower vases, and hand-racks in the streets. I did very well at them, making 15s. to 20s. a week in the summer, and not half that, perhaps not much more than a third, in the winter. I continue this work still when my health permits, and I now make handsome ornaments, flower vases, &c., for the quality, and have to work before them frequently to satisfy them. I could do very well but for ill health. I charge from 5s. to 8s. for hand-screens, and from 7s. 6d. to 15s. for flower vases. Some of the quality pay me handsomely — some are very near. I have done little work in the streets this way, except in very fine weather. Sometimes I write tickets in the street at a halfpenny each. The police never interfere unless the thoroughfare is obstructed badly. My most frequent writing is 'Naked came I into the world, and naked shall I return.' 'The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away. Blessed be the name of the Lord.' To that I add my name, the date sometimes, and a memorandum that it was the writing of a man born without hands or feet. When I'm not disturbed I do pretty well, getting 1s. 6d. a day, but that's an extra day. The boys are a great worry to me. Working-people are my only friends at the writing, and women the best. My best pitches are Tottenham-court-road and the West-end thoroughfares. There's three men I know who write without hands. They're in the country chiefly, travelling. One man writes with his toes, but chiefly in the public-houses or with showmen. I consider that I am the only man in the world who is a handicraftsman without hands or feet. I am married, and have a grown-up family; two of my sons are in America, one in Australia, one a sailor, the others are emigrants on the coast of Africa, and one a cabinet maker in London — all fine fellows, well made. I had fifteen in all. My father and mother, too, were a handsome well-made couple."

 
reported by Henry Mayhew, Morning Chronicle, 1850



next ...
 
Districts
 
  Strictly fashionable neighbourhoods may be divided into
 EXCLUSIVE
 ULTRA-FASHIONABLE
 FASHIONABLE
 QUASI-FASHIONABLE
 MIXED
 EAST INDIAN
 HIGH GENTEEL
 LOW GENTEEL
 EQUIVOCAL
 DECIDEDLY LOW
     Of exclusive neighbourhoods there are but few. Piccadilly, westwards from Devonshire House, decidedly takes the lead: His Royal Highness the Duke of Cambridge lends to their neighbourhood the sanction of his preference. The hero of Waterloo makes Hyde Park Corner classic ground; the Dukes of Devonshire and St. Alban's, the Marquis of Northampton, the Earls Cardigan and Rosebery, Lord Willoughby D'Eresby, and a host of our nobility, stamp this locality with supreme bon ton : if wealth can enhance Piccadilly as a place of residence, Miss Burdett Coutts and the Baroness Rothschild divide between them a million charms; but, above all, there is no locality in London commanding a nobler view than that enjoyed from the windows of the mansions in Piccadilly, extending far and wide over the parks, and terminated only by the undulating outline of the distant hills of Surrey.
     Most of the streets that abut immediately upon the parks, overlooking the greensward, are entitled to the rank of exclusive, although nothing can prevent vulgar wealth at times forcing itself into these favoured retreats of fashion, and becoming an eyesore to the whole neighbourhood. . . . Arlington Street, overlooking the Green Park, is one of those dear exclusive neighbourhoods : the fine facade of Lord Spencer's noble mansion here attracts general attention. Park Lane is another, vying with Piccadilly in the intensity of fashion. Grosvenor Square, though in a less degree, approaches exclusiveness; while Portman, Cavendish, and Belgrave Squares, must be content to come within our ultra-fashionable category. Of merely fashionable streets, we boast a profusion;  those tributary to the leading squares, borrow from their aristocratic neighbours a lustre not their own; thus George's Street, Hanover Square, on a friend's card or your own, is quite correct, while George's Street, Bloomsbury, is outlawry and civil death!
     In nothing should a man who means to be in society in London be so scrupulous as about his address : life and death depend upon it : let a man study morals, characters, dress, equipage, or appointments, manner, deportment, or amiability, as he will, Baker Street and Russell Square will make all his exertions null and void . . . take care that [your location] is situate in Lower Mount Street, Arlington Street (on the west side, for the east side is only quasi-fashionable), Brook Street (upper) or Park Street, Grosvenor Square. Be very particular about this: eschew streets abounding with brass plates of dentists and doctors, or you are a lost mutton; fly, as you would the plague, neighbourhoods with public-houses at the corners; if a bachelor, a first floor over a jeweller's shop in Bond Street may be tolerated, provided you bring your own man cook and valet; but if a married man, your family is disgraced for ever . . .
     The most ridiculous and unnatural, although highly fashionable, alliance between poverty and pretension, so prevalent now-a-days, has give rise to a custom of giving cards from clubs . . . you must always avoid fellows who give you the card, not of their residence, but of their club; depend upon it, the leprosy of poverty hangs about these fellows . . .
     Quasi-fashionable neighbourhoods abound . . . avoid the more northerly parts of the populous borough of Marylebone, the new streets and squares to the northward of Hyde Park, and the territories, of whatever descriptions, in the vicinity of Pimlico. The last-mentioned neighbourhood, especially, is proverbially fatal to fashionable expectations; yet many simple-minded persons from the country, opine that, in the neighbourhood of a royal palace, they must be right . . . even royal preference cannot establish the aristocracy of a vicinity famous only for its brick pits and its ale.
     Privy Gardens, May Fair, and Spring Gardens, may probably assert the custom of society in favour of their strictly fashionable character : the two latter, however, have assumed somewhat of a quasi character of late years; the streets secondary to Belgrave Square, and those leading from Piccadilly, are very much in the same condition.
     Mixed neighbourhoods are so numerous as to defy classification : one end of a street, as Piccadilly, shall be intensely vulgar, the other shall aspire to the Corinthian capital of society.
     The East Indian, colonial, and merely wealthy circles gather together at the hither-end of Portland Place, and diverge round the Regent's Park, occupying those stately terraces, as new as their own families, and, like themselves, exhibiting fewer evidences of good taste than of magnificence. Harley Street, for example, is the headquarters of oriental nabobs — here the claret is poor stuff, but Harley Street madeira has passed into a proverb, and nowhere are curries and mulligatawny given in equal style. The natives here are truly a respectable praiseworthy body of men; and if it were not for the desperate but unavailing efforts of their wives and daughter to lug them into circles where their wealth excites only envy, and their ostentation only provokes contempt, would be above all praise or blame.
 . . . Of high genteel neighbourhoods, Baker Street, Gloucester Street, Portman Square, the swarm of little streets nestling at the verge of Park Lane and those lying between St. James's Street and the Great Park, may be taken as examples. The people inhabiting this class of neighbourhoods are usually scions of respectable, and distant connexions of noble families, remarkably correct in their style of living and equipage, but evidently of slender means; however, they boast this advantage, that an educated taste can do more in this style of living with a thousand a year, than vulgar opulence can with ten times the revenue.
     Low genteel neighbourhoods we need hardly say are drugs in the market. The New Road, Paddington, Pimlico, Bayswater, Clapham, Upper Clapton, may serve as illustrations. Boarding houses abound, furnished lodgings are the staple commodity, and omnibuses pass the doors for your accommodation every five minutes. Hereabouts, if you believe the advertisements, there are always to be found, for next to nothing, "really comfortable homes", "liberal tables" and houses "replete with every convenience" . . . French counts and disguised dancing masters preponderate . . .
     Equivocal neighbourhoods are those where private residences, shops and manufactories are intermingled in heterogenous confusion. Lambeth, the Borough, Vauxhall, and the regions generally included in the "over the water" category belong to this unenviable description.

 
The World of London, by John Murray, in Blackwoods Magazine, 1841



The purely manufacturing parts of London lie between the city and the suburbs — a sort of debateable land that is neither city nor suburb. Clerkenwell — the district between Smithfield and Pentonville on the south and north, and Gray's-inn-lane and Goswell-street on the west and east — is the chief seat of the watchmaking and jewellery trades; Spitalfields and Bethnal-green, between Bishopsgate-street and Victoria-park, are the long-established homes of the silk and velvet weavers; most of the cabinetmakers and carvers are located about St. Luke's, Old Street-road, and Aldersgate-street; the ironfounders and anchor smiths, together with the shipwrights, riggers, and boiler-makers, are to be found in Blackwall, Poplar, Millwall, and the Isle of Dogs, in the extreme east of the town; the sugar bakers and refiners, most of them, carry on their business in the neighbourhoods of Whitechapel and Commercial-road; the tanners, parchment makers, and skin dressers reside in Bermondsey; the potters and glass makers live in Lambeth; the tailors principally about Golden-square and Burlington-Gardens; the working boot and shoemakers in and about Shoreditch, and also in the courts and narrow streets near Drury-lane; the producers of plaster casts and images in Leather-lane, Holborn, and the surrounding courts; the hatters principally in Southwark; the paper-makers chiefly in Surrey, on the banks of the Wandle; the chemical manufacturers at Stratford, on the banks of the Lea; the carriage builders in and about Long-acre; the boat builders at Lambeth and Chelsea; the toymakers and doll-dressers at Hoxton, and the brewers everywhere. Of the non-manufacturing classes: authors, journalists, publishers, &c., mostly incline to St. John's-wood; artists and engravers to Kensington and Camden-town; musicians, singers, actors, and dancers to Brompton; physicians and surgeons to Savile-row, Brook-street, and Finsbury; lawyers to Bedford-row, Guildford-street, and the neighbourhood of the "Inns of Court;" printers to Fleet-street and the Strand; medical students to Lant-street, Southwark; costermongers to Whitechapel, the New Cut, Lambeth, and Somers-town; members of Parliament to Westminster; and diplomatists abound in Belgravia; "city men," such as stockbrokers, merchants, and commercial agents, affect Tyburnia, Bayswater, Haverstock-hill, Brixton, and Clapham; commercial clerks seem fond of Islington, Highgate, and Kingsland; bill discounters favour the Adelphi and the streets running from the Strand to the river; professional thieves throng the small streets between Walworth and the Old Kent-road; and "pretty horsebreakers" have taken up their abodes in large numbers in the rural parts of Lower Brompton and the nice houses between Sloane-street and the International Exhibition at South Kensington.

 
The Popular Guide to London and its Suburbs, 1862



next ...
 
Dockland
 
  The courts and alleys round about the London Docks swarm with low lodging-houses, and are inhabited either by the Dock labourers, sack-makers, watermen, or that peculiar class of London poor who pick up a precarious living by the water side. The open streets themselves have all, more or less, a maritime character. Every other shop is either stocked with gear for the ship or for the sailor. The windows of one house are filled with quadrants and bright brass sextants, chronometers and huge mariner's compasses, with their cards trembling with the motion of the cabs and waggons passing in the street. Then comes the sailor's cheap shoe-mart, rejoicing in the attractive sign of 'Jack and his Mother.' Every public-house is a Jolly Tar,' or something equally taking. Then come sail makers, their windows stowed with ropes and lines smelling of tar. All the grocers are provision agents, and exhibit in their windows tin cases of meat and biscuits, and every article is warranted to keep in any climate. The corners of the streets, too, are mostly monopolised by slopsellers, their windows party-coloured with bright red and blue flannel shirts, the doors nearly blocked up with hammocks and well-oiled 'nor' westers,' and the front of the house itself nearly covered with canvas trousers, rough pilot coats, and shiney black dreadnoughts. The passengers alone would tell you that you were in the maritime districts of London. Now you meet a satin-waistcoated mate, or a black sailor with his large fur cap, or else a Custom-house officer in his brass-buttoned jacket. 
     As you enter the dock, the sight of the forest of masts in the distance, and the tall chimneys vomiting clouds of black smoke, and the many-coloured flags flying in the air, has a most peculiar effect; while the sheds, with the monster wheels arching through the roofs, look like the paddle-boxes of huge steamers. Along the quay, you see new men with their faces blue with indigo, and now gaugers with their long brass-tipped rule dripping with spirit from the cask they have been probing; then will come a group of flaxen-haired sailors, chattering German; and next a black sailor with a cotton handkerchief twisted turban-like around his head. Presently a blue-smocked butcher, with fresh meat and a bunch of cabbages in the tray on his shoulder, and shortly afterwards a mate with green parroquete in a wooden cage. Here you will see sitting on a bench a sorrowful-looking woman, with new bright cooking tins at her feet, telling you she is an emigrant preparing for her voyage. As you pass along this quay the air is pungent with tobacco, at that it overpowers you with the fumes of rum. Then you are nearly sickened with the stench of hides and huge bins of horns, and shortly afterwards the atmosphere is fragrant with coffee and spice. Nearly everywhere you meet stocks of cork, or else yellow bins of sulphur or lead-coloured copper ore. As you enter this warehouse, the flooring is sticky, as if it had been newly tarred, with the sugar that has leaked through the casks, and as you descend into the dark vaults you see long lines of lights hanging from the black arches, and lamps flitting about midway. Here you sniff the fumes of the wine, and there the peculiar fungous smell of dry-rot. Then the jumble of sounds as you pass along the dock blends in anything but sweet concord. The sailors are singing boisterous nigger songs from the Yankee ship just entering, the cooper is hammering at the casks on the quay, the chains of the cranes, loosed of their weight, rattle as they fly up again; the ropes splash in the water; some captain shouts his orders through his hands; a goat bleats from some ship in the basin; and empty casks roll along the stones with a hollow drum-like sound. Here the heavy laden ships are down far below the quay, and you descend to them by ladders, whilst in another basin they are high up out of the water, so that their green copper sheathing is almost level with the eye of the passenger, while above his head a long line of bow-sprite stretch far over the quay, and from them hang spars and planks as a gangway to each ship.

Henry Mayhew, Morning Chronicle, 1849.



next ...
 
An East End Flower Show
 
  A dingy, crowded, East-End thoroughfare is broiling and bustling in the dusty sunshine. Ponderous waggons labour along its stone-trains, laden with sugar-hogsheads perspiring treacle; omnibuses rattle past, with passengers stewing within, and passengers set out to bake in batches on the knife-board. The dirty boots of cabmen, taking their siesta within, dangle from the doors of battered cabs. An irrepressible longing for beer appears to have seized the majority of the population. The bars are crowded, and people who have passed them, suddenly turn back and dive in, taking off their hats and mopping their brows, and expressing aloud, as though onlookers required an apology for their vacillating conduct, their conviction that "A feller must have a swig on such a day as this." Impecunious personages loaf about the taverns, on the look-out for familiar friends and chance acquaintances, "safe to stand a pint." Sailors, whose bronzed faces shew that they are familiar with tropical suns, seem — at any rate so far as the necessity for extra drink is concerned — to have been quite as much overcome as landsmen by the English heat. In red shirts that annoy the eye like scarlet geraniums in a hot-house; in blue flannel and dreadnought, in which they have doubled the Horn; in cooler duck and dungaree — they "stagger" across the footpath, with glazed gaze, and idiotically solemn lips, and are easily hauled into another series of beer-shops by their hideous sirens, who are already abroad, without bonnets, and in low-necked white dresses. Guardsmen from, the Mint and Tower booze sleepily in filthy bars, nodding their caps, stuck on awry, and greasing their scarlet elbows, over fish-porters' scaly knots and baskets; or stride along with tunic-tails tucked back, loosened stocks, and flushed, fierce faces, as if inclined to run a muck at all they meet. In the doorways of the stifling little drapers' shops, the master and his maidens gasp together in a bower of drooping "crinolines"; too deliquescent to care whether customers come or not — half hoping, indeed, that they may not be yet a while forced to go again inside. Cross-legged Jew brokers doze stertorously in the easiest easy-chairs to be found in their dusty stock, set out beneath most welcome awnings. The sun-broiled "block ornaments," the blue-bottles, the stagnantly loathsome atmosphere of the butchers' shops, are enough to make you abjure meat for ever. There is some relief in seeing a street-fishmonger break up a case, and haul out a big salmon from a bed of knobby ice; but, when you note the flabby, sanguineous section of the wares already on his stall, fish, too, seems likely, as the Scotch say, for ever after to "give you a scunner." His neighbour is languidly watering, with a "rose" that has half its holes stopped up, halfpenny slices of shrivelled, gritty cocoa-nut, temptingly arranged on blue paper mottled with brown patches, on whose greasy surface the water stands in dirty beads. Limp lettuces and wilted onions, beyond the power of water to freshen, form the attractions of the next emporium. The cherries on the fruit-stall are wrinkled and half baked; and the cheap damaged strawberries are piled in an amorphous heap of dusty jam, out of which sluggishly trickles juice that looks like semi-coagulated blood. Altogether, life in the East End seems a hopelessly squalid form of existence, as you walk along that busy thoroughfare, and glance up the suffocating lanes that give on it, with their inhabitants sitting in slatternly dishabille upon their doorsteps, panting open-mouthed like dogs.
     Suddenly, however, you get a glimpse of dewy stars in the sultry East End gloom. 
     A white-and-red banner stretches across the mouth of one of the lanes, announcing the "East London Flower-show." You dive down the double row of meanly-built houses, of the colour of ginger-bread burnt in the baking, or a negro afflicted with jaundice, and looking so peevishly weary of having nothing better to stare at from week's end to week's end than their uninteresting opposites. You pass a swarthy Colosseum of a gasometer, and see at the bottom of the lane a pepper-and-salt church, and opposite it, a handsome red-and-black schoolhouse. Across the road stretches a gay string of bunting. Flags, too, flutter from the schoolhouse windows. In front of the door is congregated a crowd of male and female infantry — every other little girl nursing a child only a size smaller than herself, and all staring in solemn silence at a couple of boardmen, stationed like mutes on either side of the doorway. From the bills, you gather that within the school-house is to be opened a "window-garden" exhibition, to which sixteen East End parishes have contributed. Ragged schools and workhouses are amongst the exhibiters. Down one side of a lofty room on the ground-floor of the school-house, sprawls an extemporised counter, covered with white cloths, on which are somewhat sparsely spotted little archipelagoes of cheap refreshments. Behind it stand extemporised waitresses in their Sunday best, with rosettes of ribbon on their bosoms, and, though nobody as yet appears to require their services, in a high state of gleeful excitement, caused by freedom from everyday-work, and a sense of official importance. At the end of this hall are displayed a few of the chief prize-plants; and some of them are downright bushes. You pay your shilling to the money-taker, when he can spare a moment from nicking the free-admission cards of exhibiters who are surging about his desk, and struggle with them up some stiffish flights of steep stone stairs. Every window in the room at the top of the house is open, and not without need, for otherwise the temperature would be Black-holish. Flagstaffs are thrust out of the windows, and through them you get glimpses of a prospect which is a strange surrounding for a show of locally-reared flowers; a wilderness of smutty tiles and stumpy chimneys, above which tower tall factory-stalks, gas-works, grimy steeples, and the masts of ships that appear completely hemmed in with masonry. Their presence in such places is as puzzling as the flowers. Both would seem to have dropped from the skies. The plants are ranged in sloping stands, on all sides of the L-shaped room, with banners above, emblazoned with the names of the exhibiting school, parish, and so forth. Sooth to say, the show, for brilliant colour, is considerably more indebted to its bunting than its blossoms. Besides these banners, there are others with texts of Scripture on them; texts of Scripture stretch in parti-colour along the wood-work of the open roof, and in the corners of the room flags fall in folds. A very pretty sight it is; and as such, it is loudly appreciated by the little boys and girls who form the majority of the spectators. They interrupt the reading of the prize-list, and have to be silenced by reproachful hush, hush, hushes from the chairman, and perspiring activity on the part of indignant schoolmasters and mistresses, who dart hither and thither amid the throng, seizing on chief offenders like collies in a wilfully confused flock of sheep. Some of the girls are very stylishly got-up in white muslin mantles, gilt combs, and such-like finery, and condescend to their less smartly-dressed school-fellows with an evident consciousness of constituting a social elite. There are no swells amongst the boys, and fewer clean hands and faces than could be wished for in little neighbours, whose bashful anxiety to get out of your way generally results in their shoving some other little boy up against you. 
     Seated in a horse-shoe are a dozen or more of those admirable men, the "working clergy" of the East End. (By-the-bye, is there not something either invidious or satirical in the epithet "working" so distinctively applied? Ought there to be any clergy who do no work?) Their faces are a pleasant study. To begin with : in spite of the unpleasant places in which the lines of clerical life have fallen to them, they almost all look cheerful; and gilding this habitual look, there is a gleam of abnormal excitement. The peculiarity of their "business look" is also piquant. You can see that they go heart and soul, and with a considerable sense of personal importance, into what most men would consider the unprofitable and peddling details of parochial book-keeping — the finance of "penny banks," and such like. But their business has left no furrows of carking greed and unscrupulous knowingness upon their countenances. They slave cheerfully for others, and as to all extra-professional matters, look as unsophisticated as children. A good many of the children with whom they  come in contact, indeed, in their court and alley visitations, have a much more "worldly aspect."  Nearly one hundred prizes are announced, six shillings and eightpence being a frequently recurring amount. Then the excellent chairman, who is looked upon with affectionate awe as having written letters to the "Times" about the show, makes a pleasant little speech, all the "points" of which are rapturously applauded. Then the incumbent of the parish also makes a pleasant little speech, which is similarly received. He praises the perspiring chairman, but praises still more loudly the perspiring curate, and finishes off by proposing a vote of thanks to him, which, of course, is carried unanimously; the small boys holding up a couple of hands apiece. The curate returns thanks, and is applauded. A layman proposes a vote of thanks to "our respective chairman," and is applauded. The vote is unanimously carried amid great applause. Everybody appears inclined to applaud everything; and when the chairman, in returning thanks, announces that a real live member of parliament will distribute the prizes in a day or two, the assembly becomes ecstatic. Finally again amid great applause, the exhibition is formally declared to be open, and the company begins to circulate to inspect it.
     The show of blossom, as I have hinted, is comparatively small; but that such fine healthy plants should have been reared in the mephitic air of the East End, appears astounding. And if the show of blossom is small, what there is of it is brilliant. In the whole exhibition, there is only one cluster with the faded, sickly look that might be supposed typical of East End flowers. A few of the plants, moreover, are in splendid blossom. There is a huge musk with almost as much gold as green in it, and an appropriately named "Daniel Lambert" geranium that would do credit to a conservatory. Balsams appear to be a favourite plant with the East Enders, and still more, creeping Jennies. There are oak-leaf geraniums, ivy-plants, a little fig-tree, and a Japanese honeysuckle. Some of the pots are tastefully swathed in tissue-paper. That a large proportion of the plants are literally the products of window-gardens, you can tell from their fan-like form. The upper sides of the leaves all turn the same way. It is curious to remark the long curved stalks which some of the geraniums have thrown out from behind in their eagerness to drink in the light at every pore.

 
Richard Rowe, Life in the London Streets, 1881



next ...
 
Electric Light
 
  The electric light first practically introduced into London by Mr. Hollingshead at the Gaiety Theatre, has been made, during the last few months, the subject at a great number of experiments both public and private. Of the former the most important has been that on the Thames Embankment where the great width of, and the entire absence of all extraneous light from shop windows or public houses on either hand, enabled the rival systems of gas and electricity to try their strength against each other on equal terms. On the conclusion of the period allotted to the first experiment the Board of Works decided upon continuing it on a somewhat larger scale, and an additional length of the Embankment parapet has accordingly been supplied with electric burners. The principal experiment elsewhere was on the Holborn Viaduct, also a very excellent situation, with the same advantages as those possessed by the Thames Embankment. It would, perhaps, be well to essay the experiment under other conditions, and try the effect of the electric light along-side of the ordinary shop window; but up to the date of our going to press this had not been done. The chief private experiments have been, externally at the Gaiety Theatre, and at the Regent-street establishment of the London Stereoscopic Company — the latter with one of the old-fashioned machines in use by the company for photographic purposes for the last twenty years — and internally at Messrs. Shoolbreds and the Albert Hall, where the Good Friday performance of the Messiah was given under its light. At the two former of these places it is understood to be established  en permanence. Meanwhile the gas companies have been stimulated by the appearance of this formidable rival into showing what can be done by means of gas when expense is not made one of the principal considerations. The first demonstration of the illuminating powers of the old familiar extract of coal was made on the Waterloo bridge-road, and created quite a sensation among the panic-stricken shareholders, who began to think that if the vestries could but be induced to open their purses there might be hopes of keeping up some sort of dividend after all. Some months later the experiment was repeated on a still more effective scale at the southern end of Regent-Street, where the new lamps really showed an amount of illuminating power which might fairly satisfy the most exacting. And a few months later still a yet higher brilliancy was achieved at Westminster. The question is now therefore simply one of cost. One would imagine that this would not be a very impossible question to solve. But London has not yet found its Haussmann.

 
Charles Dickens (Jr.), Dickens's Dictionary of London, 1879



next ...
 
Employment
 
  TRADES IN LONDON. The last population returns (1841) exhibit the following tradespeople, &c., residing in London :

168,701 domestic servants.
 29,780 dressmakers and milliners.
 28,574 boot and shoemakers.
 21,517 tailors and breechesmakers.
 20,417 commercial clerks.
 18,321 carpenters and joiners.
 16,220 laundrykeepers, washers, and manglers.
 13,103 private messengers and errand boys.
 11,507 painters, plumbers, and glaziers.
 9,110 bakers.
 7,973 cabinetmakers and upholsterers.
 7,151 silk manufacturers, (all branches).
 7,002 seamen.
 6,741 bricklayers.
 6,716 blacksmiths.
 6,618 printers.
 6,450 butchers.
 5,499 booksellers, bookbinders, and publishers.
 4,980 grocers and teadealers.
 4,861 tavernkeepers, publicans, and victuallers.
 4,290 clock and watchmakers. 

 
Peter Cunningham, Hand-Book of London, 1850



next ...
 
English Cuisine
 
  By the first of July the heated term makes itself felt — not the glaring, torrid heat with winds like the simoon — but humid, stifling weather, during which the sky is occasionally veiled in pale grey clouds. For some occult reason the temperature at 85 degrees is much more oppressive, even to Americans who are inured to the tropics, than a greater degree of heat in the United States. And if the sojourning American feels discomfort, the native Londoner perspires, and gasps, and even dies from sunstroke, or what he calls "heat apoplexy." He resorts to every means of relief of which he can avail himself, except the use of ice. One may perceive, however, that prejudice even in this last extreme is giving way. American "ice-cream soda" is now offered in various fashionable restaurants in Regent Street and elsewhere, and, with the  throngs of American tourists that frequent them, partaking of the familiar refreshment of their native land, increasing numbers of English may be seen also consuming the cooling beverage with somewhat disapproving satisfaction. Most significant of all — I saw a lad, one blazing August morning, hauling a block of ice in a hand-cart down Sloane street. It was remarkable to see the ice in the first place, and there was an added touch of the unique in the fact that upon the crystal tube had been fastened, in some manner, a neat placard bearing the name and address of the purchaser. This was a precaution which had been taken to secure its safe delivery to the proper owner, as the average Englishman would not receive under his roof that which we consider one of the necessaries of life and to which he attributes the whole of our national dyspepsia.
     While recent shipments of California fruit have sold readily enough in the London market, it is doubtful if it will ever attain very high favor; it is thought that its flavor has been sacrificed to size, and that it is hardly equal to the native fruit which appeals less pleasingly to the eye. The English fruit crop is comparatively small, but that which is produced cannot be surpassed for delicate and exquisite flavor. English and Scotch strawberries are beyond compare, so large that one berry will furnish several mouthfuls, sweet as honey and almost seedless. The goose-berry, which we scarcely respect, is luscious and delicious, as big as plums and almost as sweet as the strawberry.
     The English are much too sensible to cook fruit, except that which is buried in the yawning caverns of the tart; the most of it comes to the table in the natural state, in plates prettily decorated with a border of leaves. Fruit constitutes what is technically called the dessert — a term which we use indiscriminately — as distinguished from the sweets that precede it — the starchy blanc mange, jelly stiffened with Irish moss, the solid and uncompromising pudding, and the tart aforesaid. English apples, except a few choice and costly varieties are altogether contemptible in appearance, but are very deceiving. They are like plain girls of whom it is said, "they are not pretty, but they are good." The smallest, knottiest and most unpromising may be found to possess qualities that many of our larger and more richly colored varieties wholly lack, and they are as fragrant as sweet-briar.
     In 1895 an unprecedented crop was produced; the boughs bent and broke under the weight of fruit and the ground was thickly strewn with it, but prices were so low that the farmer could make nothing by sending it to market. Hundreds of bushels went to waste, for cider making is now almost an unknown industry, so rare are the seasons in which it is practicable.
     English plums cannot be surpassed; I saw a tree weighted down with what, from a fleeting glimpse through a railway carriage window, appeared to be crimson pears. They were plums with a pinkish crimson skin, a rich yellow pulp within, sweet and finely flavored. English pears, especially those grown upon espaliers, are fully equal to our own best varieties. Peaches and grapes which ripen only under glass are beautiful in form and color, but they are disappointing, the peaches especially being somewhat insipid. English vegetables are exceptionally good, lettuce and celery being crisp and with a nutty sweetness. As to the food in general, it is all good, but there is a sameness, even in its very excellence, of which one tires. There are few valid grounds for complaint; one would like once in a while to find fault with heavy rolls or sour bread; tough steak, tough chops and stringy beef are also apparently unknown; one may find some relief in criticising the potatoes which are seldom thoroughly cooked and denouncing the practice of stewing mint with peas — a combination that is thoroughly distasteful to the untrained palate. The soup is above reproach; so is the fish with its inevitable egg sauce; the fowl with its attendant bread sauce, its gizzard neatly tucked under one wing and the liver under the other, throwing a flood of light on that unintelligible phrase, "the liver wing," which occurs in English novels. The English tart has been mentioned, but apparently it will not down; it might be described as of the Tudor style of architecture, and is so big and strong and solid that it impresses the unfamiliar mind as having been built by government contract.
     It is a matter of some wonder to the American why the English should enjoy an apparent monopoly of two things that ought to be within reach of all people of limited means — sharp knives and thin bread and butter. Both are practically unknown on our side of the Atlantic, and I remember reading in Crabbe Robinson's Diary how he vainly endeavored to instruct his Spanish friend, Madame Mosquera, in the art of cutting bread and butter, when she was called upon to entertain Lord and Lady Holland who arrived unexpectedly in Corrunna with the English fleet.
     "That there might be no mistake," he writes, "I requested a loaf to be brought and I actually cut a couple of slices as thin as wafers, directing that a plate should be filled with such." Notwithstanding his efforts, he goes on to relate that "after the guests arrived a huge salver was set forth resembling in size the charger on which the head of John the Baptist is usually brought by Herod's step daughter. On this was a huge silver dish piled up with great pieces of bread and butter an inch thick, sufficient to feed Westminster school."
     English bread and butter, like English lawns, must be regarded as hereditary and indigenous — the outgrowth of national character and of centuries of custom. English tea, to those who like tea, is delicious, but a cup of good coffee is a thing almost unknown. Except the tiny cup of black coffee which is brought into the drawing-room after dinner, people rarely drink it. That which comes upon the breakfast table is usually of a pale purplish hue, of attenuated weakness and with a faint flavor of licorice; for general unpalatableness it can be matched only in our Western farm houses, where the art of cooking is still rudimentary. A vivacious American who lived in certain Kensington Mansions remarked, with an extravagance of speech that one need not accept literally:
     "I am so tired of joints, and boiled vegetables, and milky puddings that I would give my immortal soul for a good American dinner."
     She expressed herself strongly, but she had lived in London five years and was homesick. The aversion to our cookery is just as marked on the part of visiting English, and there are very few who do not long for the roast beef of their own land: Sala — an epicure of pronounced fastidiousness  — liked nothing but our oysters; and a young English girl who sojourned for a time in Kansas made this confession: "The food was absolutely uneatable, don't you know; and it was served in a lot of little dishes like birds' bath-tubs."
     The fish in the London markets are unsurpassed, salmon, sole and plaice being the preferred varieties; the oysters, even the much-vaunted native, are small and coppery.
     The ham and bacon deserve their reputation, and fresh eggs are good when they are what they profess to be. There was once a belief that the date stamped in blue letters on an egg related to the date upon which it was removed from the nest, but there have been occasions when there was self-evident reason to believe that the date had nothing to do with the actual age of the egg. It should be said that the practice of breaking an egg into a cup and mixing it up, white and yolk, with salt and pepper, at table, is looked upon as a barbarous and sickening proceeding, and Americans aspiring to shine in English society should take a careful course of instruction in eating their eggs according to established usage, before buying their steamer ticket.

 
Mary H. Krout, A Looker-On in London, 1899



next ...
 
Enon Chapel
 
  A church, called Enon Chapel, was built some twenty years ago, by a minister, as a speculation, in Clement's Lane in the Strand, close on to that busiest thoroughfare in the world. He opened the upper part for the worship of God, and devoted the lower — separated from the upper merely by a board floor — to the burial of the dead. In this place, 60 feet by 29 and 6 deep, 12,000 bodies have been interred! It was dangerous to sit in the church; faintings occurred every day in it, and sickness, and for some distance about it, life was not safe. And yet people not really knowing the state of things, never thought of laying anything to the vault under the chapel.
     But perhaps the reader will exercise his arithmetical powers, and say that it would be impossible to bury 12,000 persons in so small a place, within twenty years. He does not understand the manner in which the speculating parson managed his affairs. It came out before the Committee of the House of Commons, that sixty loads of mingled dirt and human remains were carted away from the vault at different times, and thrown into the Thames the other side of Waterloo Bridge. Once a portion of a load fell off in the street, and the crowd picked up out of it a human skull. It was no longer safe to cart away the remains, and yet the reverend speculator could not afford to lose his fine income from the burials, and so his ever-busy intellect invented a novel mode of getting rid of the bodies — he used great quantities of quicklime! But quicklime would not devour coffins, and so they were split up and burnt in secret by the owner of the chapel. several witnesses swore to this before the Committee. Said one of them:
     "I have seen the man and his wife burn them it is quite a common thing."
     It may be said that this state of things has passed away — but such is not the fact. We have ourselves looked into an open grave which was filled up with coffins to within a foot of the surface of the ground, and that too within ten rods of one of the busiest streets in London.

 
David W. Bartlett, London by Day and Night, 1852



next ...
 
Etiquette
 
  TABLE OF PRECEDENCE

 Among Gentlemen, who ought to be served according to their respective ranks.

 (The footman should study the following tables of priority of rank among persons of distinction, a knowledge of which will enable him to evince peculiar tact in his situation, and save his master or mistress much trouble in directing him when waiting at table.)

 1. Queen's Sons
 2. Queen's Brothers
 3. Queen's Uncles
 4. Queen's Grandsons
 5. Queen's Nephews
 6. Archbishop of Canterbury
 7. Lord High Chancellor
 8. Archbishop of York
 9. Lord Treasurer
 10. Lord President of the Privy Council
 11. Lord Privy Seal
 12. Lord High Constable
 13. Lord Great Chamberlain of England
 14. Earl Marshal
 15. Lord High Admiral
 16. Lord Steward of the Household
 17. Dukes according to their Patents
 18. Marquesses
 19. Dukes' eldest sons
 20. Earls
 21. Marquesses' eldest sons
 22. Dukes' younger sons
 23. Viscounts
 24. Earls' eldest sons
 25. Marquesses eldest sons
 26. Bishop of London
 27. Bishop of Durham
 28. Bishop of Winchester
 29. Bishops according to their seniority of consecration
 30. Barons
 31. Speaker of the House of Commons
 32. Viscounts' eldest sons
 33. Earls' younger sons
 34. Barons eldest sons
 35. Knights of the Garter
 36. Privy Councillors
 37. Chancellor of the Exchequer
 38. Chancellor of the Duchy of Lancaster
 39. Lord Chief Justice of the Queen's Bench
 10. The Master of the Rolls
 41. The Vice Chancellor
 42. The Lord Chief Justice of the Common Pleas
 43. Lord Chief Baron of the Exchequer
 44. Judges and Barons of the Exchequer according to seniority
 45. Knights Bannerets royal 
 46. Viscounts' younger sons
 47. Barons' younger sons
 48. Baronets
 49. Knights Bannerets
 50. Knights of the Bath Grand Crosses
 51. Knights Commanders of the Bath
 52. Knights Bachelors
 53. Eldest sons of the eldest sons of peers
 54. Baronets' eldest sons
 55. Knights of the Garters' eldest sons
 56. Bannerets' eldest sons
 57. Knights of the Baths' eldest sons
 58. Knights' eldest sons
 59. Baronets' younger sons
 60. Sergeants at law
 61. Doctors, Deans, and Chancellors
 62. Masters in Chancery
 63. Companions of the Bath
 64. Esquires of the Queen's body
 65. Gentlemen of the Privy Chamber
 66. Esquires of the Knights of the Bath
 67. Esquires by creation
 68. Esquires by office or commission
 69. Younger sons of the Knights of the Garter
 70. Younger sons of Bannerets
 71. Younger sons of Knights of the Bath
 72. Younger sons of Knights Bachelors
 73. Gentlemen entitled to bear arms
 74. Clergymen not dignitaries
 75. Barristers at Law
 76. Officers of the Navy
 77. Officers of the Army
 78. Citizens
 79. Burgesses
 80. Married men and widowers before single men of the same rank

Precedency among Ladies.

 1. Daughters of the Queen
 2. Wives of the Queen's sons
 3. Wives of the Queen's brothers
 4. Wives of the Queen's uncles
 5. Wives of the eldest sons of dukes of the blood royal
 6. Wives of the Queen's nephews
 7. Duchesses
 8. Marchionesses
 9. Wives of the eldest sons of dukes
 10. Daughters of dukes
 11. Countesses
 12. Wives of the eldest sons of marquesses
 13. Daughters of marquesses
 14. Wives of the younger sons of dukes
 15. Viscountesses
 16. Wives of the eldest sons of earls
 17. Daughters of earls
 18. Wives of the younger sons of marquesses
 19. Wives of archbishops
 20. Wives of bishops
 21. Baronesses
 22. Wives of the eldest sons of viscounts
 23. Daughters of viscounts
 24. Wives of the younger sons of earls
 25. Wives of the sons of barons
 26. Maids of honour
 27. Wives of the younger sons of viscounts
 28. Wives of the younger sons of barons
 29. Wives of baronets
 30. Wives of the knights of the garter
 31. Wives of bannerets
 32. Wives of knights grand crosses of the bath
 33. Wives of knights commanders of the bath
 34. Wives of knights bachelors
 35. Wives of the eldest sons of the younger son, of peers
 36. Wives of the eldest sons of baronets
 37. Daughters of baronets
 38. Wives of the eldest sons of knights of the garter
 39. Wives of the eldest sons of bannerets
 40. Daughters of bannerets
 41. Wives of the eldest sons of knights of the bath
 42. Daughters of knights of the bath
 43. Wives of the eldest sons of knights bachelors
 44. Daughters of knights bachelors
 45. Wives of the younger sons of baronets
 46. Daughters of knights
 47. Wives of the companions of the order of the bath
 48. Wives of the esquires of the Queen's body
 49. Wives of the esquires of the knights of the bath
 50. Wives of esquires by creation
 51. Wives of esquires by office
 52. Wives of younger sons of knights of the garter
 53. Wives of the younger sons of bannerets
 54. Wives of younger sons of knights of the bath
 55. Wives of the younger sons of knights bachelors
 56. Wives of gentlemen entitled to bear arms
 57. Daughters of esquires entitled to bear arms
 58. Daughters of gentlemen entitled to bear arms
 59. Wives of clergymen
 60. Wives of barristers at law
 61. Wives of officers in the navy
 62. Wives of officers in the army
 63. Wives of citizens
 64. Wives of burgesses
 65. Widows
 66. Daughters of citizens
 67. Daughters of burgesses

 In addition to the above Regulations, observe

 1. That preference is to be given to persons of superior age of the same rank.
 2. That ladies of all ranks are to be served before their husbands.
 3. That, among ladies, wives rank first, widows next, and unmarried ladies last.
 4. That strangers are, in all cases, to be served first, and the young ladies of your own family last.
 
Note, also, that at public meetings in the country, preference is usually given to the lady of the greatest land-holder.  


The Footman, His Duties and How to Perform Them, 1855 







next ...
 
Fast Food
 
  The sale of sheep's trotters, as a regular street-trade, is confined to London, Liverpool, Newcastle-on-Tyne, and a few more of our greater towns. The "trotter," as it is commonly called, is the boiled foot of the sheep. None of my readers can have formed any commensurate notion of the extent of the sale in London, and to some readers the very existence of such a comestible may be unknown. The great supply now required is readily attained. The wholesale trade is now in the hands of one fellmongering firm, though until within these twenty months or so there were two, and the feet are cut off the sheep-skins by the salesmen in the skin-market, in Bermondsey, and conveyed to the fellmonger's premises in carts and in trucks. 
       Sheep's trotters, one of my informants could remember, were sold in the streets fifty years ago, but in such small quantities that it could hardly be called a trade. Instead of being prepared wholesale as at present, and then sold out to the retailers, the trotters were then prepared by the individual retailers, or by small traders in tripe and cow-heel. Twenty-five years ago nearly all the sheep's trotters were "lined and prepared," when the skin came into the hands of the fellmonger, for the glue and size makers. Twenty years ago only about one twentieth of the trotters now prepared for eating were devoted to the same purpose; and it was not until about fifteen years back that the trade began to reach its present magnitude; and for the last twelve years it has been about stationary, but there were never more sold than last year. 
       From fifteen to twenty years ago glue and size, owing principally to improved modes of manufacture, became cheaper, so that it paid the fellmonger better to dispose of the trotters as an article "cooked" for the poor, than to the glueboiler. 
       The process of cookery is carried on rapidly at the fellmonger's in question. The feet are first scalded for about half an hour. After that from ten to fifteen boys are employed in scooping out the hoofs, which are sold for manure or to manufacturers of Prussian blue, which is extensively used by painters. Women are then employed, forty being an average number, "to scrape the hair off," — for hair it is called — quickly, but softly, so that the skin should not be injured, and after that the trotters are boiled for about four hours, and they are then ready for market. 
       The proprietor of this establishment, after he had obligingly given me the information I required, invited me to walk round his premises unaccompanied, and observe how the business was conducted. The premises are extensive, and are situated, as are nearly all branches of the great trade connected with hides and skins, in Bermondsey. The trotter business is kept distinct from the general fellmongering. Within a long shed are five coppers, each containing, on an average, 250 "sets," a set being the complement of the sheep's feet, four. Two of these coppers, on my visit, were devoted to the scalding, and three to the boiling of the trotters. They looked like what one might imagine to be witches' big caldrons; seething, hissing, boiling, and throwing forth a steam not peculiarly grateful to the nostrils of the uninitiated. Thus there are, weekly, "cooking" in one form or other, the feet of 20,000 sheep for the consumption of the poorer classes, or as a relish for those whose stomachs crave after edibles of this description. At one extremity of this shed are the boys, who work in a place open at the side, but the flues and fires make all parts sufficiently warm. The women have a place to themselves on the opposite side of the yard. The room where they work has forms running along its sides, and each woman has a sort of bench in front of her seat, on which she scrapes the trotters. One of the best of these workwomen can scrape 150 sets, or 600 feet in a day, but the average of the work is 500 sets a week, including women and girls. I saw no girls but what seemed above seventeen or eighteen, and none of the women were old. They were exceedingly merry, laughing and chatting, and appearing to consider that a listener was not of primary consequence, as they talked pretty much altogether. I saw none but what were decently dressed, some were good-looking, and none seemed sickly. 
       In this establishment are prepared, weekly, 20,000 sets, or 80,000 feet; a yearly average of 4,160,000 trotters, or the feet of 1,040,000 sheep. Of this quantity the street-folk buy seven eighths; 3,640,000 trotters yearly, or 70,000 weekly. The number of sheep trotter-sellers may be taken at 300, which gives an average of nearly sixty sets a week per individual. 
       The wholesale price, at the "trotter yard," is five a penny, which gives an outlay by the street-sellers of 3,031l. 11s. yearly. 

 
Henry Mayhew, London Labour and the London Poor, 1851



It is in the evening that the fried fish and potato "chip" shop, the ham and beef shop, and the cookshop, whose specialities are the hot sausage and the cooked onion and mashed potato, do a busy trade. Before the windows of these establishments there is generally a small crowd, not necessarily hungry, but interested. You may see among them well dressed and well-to-do people. For to watch the savoury sausage sizzle, and the odoriferous onion ooze its oiliness in the pan laid over a gas arrangement, is a delight to most of us. Pork chops and tomatoes have frequently cooking pans of their own in these shop windows, but I hesitate to include a pork chop in a catalogue of light refreshments.
     The eel-pie shop is not as fascinating, but is almost as well patronised. The dressing of an eel-pie shop window is conservative. It is a tradition handed down through many generations to the present day. The eels are shown artistically in lengths on a bed of parsley which is spread over a dish. On either side of the eels cold pies in their pans are laid in tempting profusion but in perfect order. The eel-pie shop varies its menu. You may procure at the same establishment cranberry tarts, and at some of them apple tarts; also meat pies and meat puddings, and at the Christmas season mince pies.
     To see the eel-pie business at its best, to appreciate its poetry, you must watch the process of serving its customers. Behind the counter on a busy night stands the proprietor in his shirt sleeves, a clean white apron preserving his waistcoat and nether garments from damage. Observe with what nimble deftness he lifts the lid of the metal receptacle in front of him, whips out a hot pie, runs a knife round it inside the dish, and turns it out on to a piece of paper for the customer — possibly into the eager outstretched hand.
     He is generally assisted by his wife and daughter, who are almost but not equally, dexterous. There are metal receptacles in front of them also, and the pies are whipped out in such rapid succession that your eyes become dazzled by the quick continuous movement. If you watch long enough it will almost appear to you that a shower of hot pies is being flung up from below by an invisible agency.
     The oyster shop is not as common as it was in the days when natives were sixpence a dozen. But there are many scattered about London still. The great oyster rooms are at the west. At one you can have fish in every variety, and lobster salad and dressed crabs are a specialty. There is one famous establishment near Regent Street whose oysters and fish sandwiches attract the highest in the land. Here during the afternoon one may see a Field-Marshal and a Cabinet Minister, an ambassador and a Duke, taking their "half-dozen" side by side. But the ordinary oyster shop makes a specialty of the Anglo-Dutch and other varieties which can be sold at a moderate rate. The arrangement of the window of the ordinary London oyster shop is of the aquarium order. Many exhibit a large specimen of the shell which we used to put to our ears as children in order to hear the ocean roar. Some shade the window light with a brilliant green globe, others prefer a pink effect. Seaweed is occasionally used to decorate a hearthstone-coloured combination which is supposed to represent the bed of the ocean.
     The trade in light refreshments which is left in the hands of the kerbstone purveyor is not so great as it used to be, except perhaps in the east and south of London and certain Saturday-night thoroughfares. The oyster stalls are few and far between, and the whelk stall has of late shown a modest retirement in the west. The old lady with a basket in which trotters are laid out on a clean white cloth may still be found at certain corners, but she belongs to a rapidly disappearing body of street caterers. The trotter woman's peculiar cry is getting as rare as the muffin man's bell, and the "Fine Storbries" of the hawker who, basket on head, was wont, especially on Sunday afternoons, to wake the echoes of quiet streets with his trade announcement.
     The cookshop which does a roaring trade in the daytime has no place here, because it supplies the solid meal of most of its customers. In the same category are the vegetarian restaurants, now liberally patronised by ladies and gentlemen who abjure a flesh diet; but the foreign shops which are half in the ham and beef line and half in the tinned provision trade are doing a big light refreshment business all day long. At the counter where "Delicatessen" are purveyed you may buy and eat your sandwich, and have it made of un-English ingredients — sardines, German, French, and Italian sausage, smoked salmon, occasionally even of caviare. These establishments have generally a refreshment room upstairs, where you may have coffee, chocolate and cakes, or sweet and savoury snacks. Here you may even purchase the herring salad clear to the sons of the Fatherland, and eat it while you wait or take it home in a paper bag.

 
George R. Sims, Living London, 1902



next ...
 
The Field Lane Refuge
 
  Twenty-eight years ago 'Field-lane' was the name for a district which was regarded as the haunt of some of the most desperate inhabitants of the Great City. So ignorant, so steeped in poverty and vice, so lawless were these people, that even police-officers would not go alone to some of the courts and alleys where they lived. The place was a terror to London; and close to the main thoroughfare of Holborn a rogues' fair was held, where stolen handkerchiefs fluttered at the shop-doors, and every other house was the resort of thieves, mendicants, and cadgers, who held their orgies there in the days when there really were thieves' kitchens, and Mr. Fagin held his own in a den where no officer dare claim admission unaided by an armed force. 
     At that time, or soon afterwards, a few earnest Christian people secured a room in one of these courts, and induced a few young children to attend a school there. The improvement in the appearance and behaviour of these little neophytes checked the opposition even of the rough people about them; and the work went on, growing in the estimation of the poor by whom it was surrounded, till it became necessary to extend it; and the leaven that began in that single room soon exerted a wide and lasting influence on the whole lump of the hitherto wretched and lawless neighbourhood. In the course of years, the recognition given to this successful effort enabled the committee to build a refuge and infant-schools, in which they laboured successfully till 1866, when their premises were required by the Corporation. They at once purchased a piece of land on Saffron-hill, and erected a large building on a site popularly supposed to be that of the house of the famous Jonathan Wild; and it is rumoured that portions of a human skeleton were discovered in digging the foundations. Whatever evil influences may have been associated with the place, however, were exorcised long ago. On the 15th of June 1865 Lord Shaftesbury laid the foundation-stone of the present Field-lane Refuge, and the following statement was made on the occasion: 
     'The building, fittings, and expenses under contract involve an outlay of 10,000l., and when complete will carry out the following operations: Free day-schools for the accommodation of one thousand children; night-schools for boys in situations; a free library and reading-room for lads after working hours; tailoring and shoemaking industrial classes; night-school for elder girls at work during the day; elder girls' industrial classes; mothers' sewing class; clothing club for mothers and children; maternal department; penny bank (six hundred depositors); baths and wash-houses for the homeless; Bible schools (eighty-four voluntary teachers); ragged church (present attendance, three hundred to five hundred); Lord's-day evening service for parents; male refuge to accommodate eighty persons; female refuge to accommodate ninety persons; training home for thirty servants. 
     'Over ten thousand persons annually share some of the benefits of the institution, out of which, on an average, one thousand seven hundred are placed in a position to earn their daily bread, the whole cost only averages 2,600l. 
     'Since the first opening of the institution in 1842, and during the twenty-three years that have elapsed, 955 children have been instructed in the infant-schools; 8,953 have been instructed in the day-schools, of whom 3,079 have been placed in situations; 3,850 have been instructed in the evening schools; 9,000 in the refuge evening classes; 3,930 in the tailoring and shoemaking classes; 812 girls in the night-school; 2,100 girls in the industrial classes; 670 have been taught in the mothers' sewing class; 8,500 garments have been made by the children for the clothing society; 900 prizes given to the children remaining in places over twelve months; 3,000 depositors in the penny bank; 111,832 men, boys, women, and girls have passed through the refuges, 10,747 of whom have been provided with situations or work. The greater majority of these have attended the Bible-schools and ragged-school church-services on the Lord's-day, to instruct in which there are 93 voluntary teachers.' 
     So thoroughly has this noble establishment carried on its extended work of usefulness, that it includes within itself examples of almost all those Labours of Love, among the most destitute portion of the community, which have been already noticed with reference to other institutions, — with the additional advantage of having a building constructed for the purpose. 
     This advantage is seen at once on entering the great wards devoted to the purpose of night-refuges, where, instead of being cramped for space, the unfortunate inmates can sit comfortably at large tables, and on backed benches, to take their bread and cocoa, or even to read such books and magazines as are provided for them. The beds here too differ from those previously described, since they consist of strips of sacking stretched on iron struts from the wall, and so form a series of bedsteads about a foot apart, and covered with comfortable rugs. The great height and space of the rooms — the walls of which have been inscribed with texts and mottoes by an ornamental 'writer,' who was for some time an inmate of the institution — give plenty of ventilation, while at the same time an even temperature can be maintained. The day-school, which is at the very top of the building, is a grand room, extending over nearly the whole area, and consists of a boys' and girls' school, which can be divided if necessary. 
     To begin at the beginning, however. Field-lane has its 'babies' nursery' — a step preliminary even to the infant-school,  — where, in one of the large upper rooms, thirty-seven little wide-eyed wondering mites, who are taken care of daily during the winter months, are provided with suitable food and milk. 
     This feature of the institution arose from the fact that the little girls were formerly allowed to bring a baby sister to school with them, as the only chance of their being able to obtain instruction; but the numbers of baby sisters multiplied, until teaching itself became impossible amidst such a force of infantry; and so special juvenile nurses were told off for the work of minding, and I for one am confident that they do their work well. The way in which one of them attended to the requirements of an infantine nose at the time that she was answering my questions, assured me that she at least was fully qualified.  
Thomas Archer, The Terrible Sights of London, 1870



next ...
 
Flats
 
  Flats.— In few points does London, or, indeed, English life in general, differ from that of the Continent more remarkably than in the almost absolute ignoring by the former of all possibility of having more than one house under the same roof. Within the last few years, however, symptoms have appeared of a growing disposition on the part of Londoners to avail themselves of the Continental experience which the increased travelling facilities of the day have placed within the reach of all, and to adopt the foreign fashion of living in flats. The progress of the new idea has been slow, as is the progress of all new ideas in this most conservative of countries. But progress has been made, and signs are not wanting that it will before long be more rapid. At present almost the only separate étages to be found in London are those in the much-talked-of Queen Anne's Mansions, a good number of sets in Victoria-street, a few in Cromwell-road, just between the railway-bridges, and a single set in George-street, Edgware-road. Of all these, however, the last named, with a few sets in Victoria-street, are the only examples of the real self-contained "flat," the inhabitant of which, whilst relieved from all the responsibility and most of the troubles of an isolated house, yet enjoys to the full all the advantages of a separate establishment. The houses in Cromwell-road, nominally divided off into flats, are really mere shapeless buildings, the exigencies of whose site have necessitated a plan of construction incompatible with the dealing with each building in its entirety, and which have therefore perforce been let off in tenements, to which has been given the name of "flats." In the case of the Queen Anne's Mansions the building has been constructed with an especial view to the separation into tenements but in this case the self-containing principle has been deliberately set aside, and one kitchen has been built for the use of the entire establishment. One great obstacle to the building of houses laid out in regular flats on the Continental principle has been in the Building Act; under the provisions of which the expense of construction of houses for such a purpose on any really convenient scale is enormously increased in proportion to that of the ordinary ten, twelve, or fifteen-roomed dwelling house with its 9-inch walls, its five or six narrow storeys piled one above the other, and its domestic treadmill of six or seven dozen weary stairs, the mere climbing of which necessitates the keeping of at least one or two extra servants. Another obstacle is found in the fact that most modern London houses are run up by some speculative builder almost entirely without capital, who mortgages the site to obtain money to build the ground-floor, the ground floor for the funds to carry the building up a storey higher, the drawing room floor for the means of building the best bed-room, and so on, until by the time the slates are laid it becomes an absolute necessity to dispose of the building en bloc for what it will fetch, that he may close accounts with the bank, which is the true speculator, and realise — if so happy result be obtainable — his own profit on the transaction. Such flats however, as are to be found, let in spite of all their drawbacks so readily, and at such enormous rents in comparison with ordinary houses of an equal area of accommodation, that it cannot be much longer before the supply begins to adopt itself a little more nearly to the demand.

 
Charles Dickens (Jr.), Dickens's Dictionary of London, 1879



next ...
 
Flogging
 
  Ten o'clock, and the prisoners were waiting. Through grim passages and corridors and across the yard where the gallows is erected, and so into a bleak hall, bare of furniture except for a table and a form or two, and over against the whitewashed wall on the other side the whipping apparatus — an odd looking contrivance with holes to clasp the wrists in, and secure hampering for the feet at the ankles. There were the warders, and there was the executioner, and there too, was one of the wretches whose yells would presently make the roof resound.
     I was glad to learn that this was Regan; there was such an expression of terror in his villainous face. A brawny-shouldered, well-nurtured ruffian, with a bullet-head, and a chin deeper and broader than his forehead; a muscular young fellow, standing five feet eight or so. His shirt had been hung loosely over his back, and, as soon as the witnesses had settled in their places, he was revealed with his upper part bare, and the hangman led him to the whipping-post. He was in a mortal fright, but he said nothing: he only shivered while his bare back became what is known as "gooseflesh," and uttered a muffled snort, like that of a horse with his head in a nose-bag. It was coming close now! The only way to nerve myself to the task of keeping my eyes towards the back was to picture beast and bully Regan in the dark court, overhauling the pockets of the senseless man, bruised, and blinded of one of his precious eyes.
     Then the executioner produced his cat-o'-nine tails. I think that everybody saw the terrible implement but Regan, and his eyes were closed in dreadful expectation. I was heartily glad that he did not see it. Had it been otherwise, I should not be surprised if, in his ignorance of how much a little whip could make a back smart, he had turned his villainous gaze on it and laughed in the hangman's face. I don't recollect whether Mrs Joe Gargery's "tickler," which was the terror of Pip's life, was minutely described in "Great Expectations;" but if it was nothing more formidable than this article, all I can say is that Pip was very easily scared. Judging from appearances, I would ask for nothing more than the handle of a hearthbrush, and a penn'orth of string of the thickness of a tobacco-pipe, and I would wager to produce that dreadful scourge's exact counterpart. The handle was about two feet in length, and the "tails" about fourteen inches. The hangman spat on his hand, and "swish!" Mr Regan had tasted cat.
     He did not writhe or yell, or utter any agonised exclamation; but I was not in the least surprised, for really there was nothing to yell about. His back was marked — that is to say, you could see where the tails had struck the skin, marking it pinkish; but that was all. Swish again; but the hangman might as well have flogged a brick wall for any cry of pain that was elicited from the sturdy young garotter. Swish, swish, till ten more lashes had been administered, and then Mr Regan was flogged out of his determination to "take it dumb," and he growled out "Oh!" If his punishment had been limited to ten lashes — no uncommon sentence — the culprit might afterwards have bragged to his comrades of his utter contempt of the Newgate cat. After the fourteenth or fifteenth, however, the punishment began to tell, and Regan cried "Whooo!" and "Ah!" but it was behind his clenched teeth, and in not at all a loud tone.
     About the eighteenth lash he turned his face to the hangman, and said, in tones of reproach rather than entreaty, "Lay it on fair, will yer?" and then planted his forehead against the board to take the other twelve. When he had received them, from under his left shoulder-blade to the top of his right there was an ugly beer-coloured patch about six inches in width but he was not made to bleed at all, and when his limbs were released he needed no assistance in putting his shirt on. Reckoning from the moment Mr Calcraft spat in his hand until now, exactly a minute and three-quarters had elapsed.
     I will not so minutely particularise the flogging of the second man. He was by no means so ill-looking a ruffian as the first; he came up smiling, and pulled off his shirt as though about to engage in a bout of boxing, of the result of which he was tolerably confident. It was at once evident that he was a fellow of entirely different mettle from the garotter of the "Mint." He was not in such good condition, and his skin was of more flimsy texture and his ribs much more visible — such ribs as in the old brutal days of naval flogging the cat would have scratched bare with about three strokes of its claws. But three, four, five, and the young fellow did not halloo; he writhed and winced, but he uttered no sound that might be heard in any front room, the noise proceeding from the back. Like his predecessor, he begged of the hangman to "lay it on fair," and at every stroke he arched his back and twisted his head backwards with a sudden jerk, as though to look at the smarting place. He didn't yell, but he suffered so much more than Regan that the hangman's heart was touched, and he feelingly apologised for his share in the business.
     "You know, exclaimed Calcraft, pausing between lashes fourteen and fifteen to utter the humane remonstrance, "you are hurting yourself much more than I am hurting you; you should keep still, and not wriggle about so."
     After which friendly hint he cut at him again, and speedily brought the disgusting spectacle to an end. 

 
James Greenwood, In Strange Company, 1874



next ...
 
Fog
 
  SUCH of our readers as have never been in London in November can scarcely imagine what it is to grope their way through a downright thorough London fog. It is something like being imbedded in a dilution of yellow peas-pudding, just thick enough to get through it without being wholly choked or completely suffocated. You can see through the yard of it which, at the next stride, you are doomed to swallow, and that is all. It is a kind of meat and drink, and very sorry sustenance for those who are asthmatical, as you may tell by hearing one old cough answering to another from opposite sides of the street, and which, although you cannot see the passengers, you can tell, from their grumbling, that they do not like the fare at all. You have the same soft-soapy atmosphere served up at breakfast, dinner, tea, and supper; every time you open your mouth you partake of it, and all day long you are compelled to burn lights, and, in addition to the fog, inhale the fumes from gas, candle, or lamp, which have no more chance of escape than you have, so burn on dim, yellow, and sulkily, as if the very lights needed all the warmth they could obtain, and thus confine themselves to illuminating the smallest possible space. The whole city seems covered with a crust, and all the light you can see beneath it appears as if strugglng through the huge yellow basin it overspreads. You fancy that all the smoke which had ascended for years from the thousands of London chimneys had fallen down all at once, after having rotted somewhere above the clouds; smelling as if it had been kept too long, and making you wheeze and sneeze as if all the colds in the world were rushing into your head for warmth, and did not care a straw about killing a few thousands of people, so long as they could but lodge comfortably for a few hours any where. You blow like a grampus in a quicksand, with the keel of a seventy-four on his back, and get about as much fresh air as if you were in his situation: a pair of bellows with a hole in the side, through which you might cram your double fist, would make perfect music, when blown, compared to the noise of your own breathing. You seem as if you had swallowed six broken-winded horses; that they were inside of you alive and kicking; and, for the soul of you, you cannot get rid of one.
     You step gingerly along, feeling your way beside the walls, windows, and doors, whenever you can, until at last you tumble headlong into some cellar — perhaps on the shoulders of the little cobbler who is at work below, and who chances to have his sharp awl uplifted at the moment; or perhaps it is an underground coal-shed, and you alight on the back of the black-looking woman weighing coals, and double her up in her own scale — receiving, in return, a couple of black eyes from her husband. After a hearty drubbing, you escape once more into the street; and, as you cannot see a yard before you, break your shins over a milkman's can, and upset the contents on the greasy pavement; he tries to collar you, but your blood is now up, and you give him a "straight-armer," which sends him into the area, upsetting the fat cook as he falls. You then run for it, and come full butt against the "bow-window" of a respectable old gentleman, with whom you have a roll or two in the gutter, thankful that you did not fall on the other side, and stave in the shop-front. You shake yourself, and are glad that you are as you are; for a foot beyond where you fell there yawns an open grating, beneath which runs the huge sewer that empties itself into the Thames; and you wonder how many have slipt in during the day. You tumble into a heap of unslacked lime; but that you think nothing of, too thankful to find it was not a fire. You turn up what seems to be a court, to give yourself a rub-down, and run your head against a pall of whitewash, which hangs suspended from a ladder: the whole contents flow over you, and, before you can see where you are, you fall over a sweep, who is tying up his blanket of soot, roll into the midst of it, and come out a pretty picture - something like the inside of an old chimney and the outside of a rough-cast wall, just mortared. 
     Some good Samaritan in the court takes pity on you by lending you a towel, and furnishing you with a pail of water, and you make the best of a bad job by cleansing yourself as you can. This done, you sally out again, more cautious than ever - the deep yellow darkness meantime increasing . . .

 
Thomas Miller, Picturesque Sketches of London Past and Present, 1852



Deaths from Drowning in the East end through the Fog

 

On Friday afternoon, the deputy coroner for Middlesex, held an inquiry at the Spotted Dog Tavern, High Street, Poplar, respecting the deaths of Robert Bryant 52, Thomas Ford 53, James Price 63, William Everett 38, Henry Carol 20, Fitzroy Waters 17 and Thomas Cleman 44, all of whom perished through falling into the waters of the West India Docks during the intense fog of Tuesday evening last. . . . The jury returned a verdict of accidental death and requested the coroner to write to the Company urging them to have iron stands erected so that in the event of fogs occurring ropes or chains could be at once attached to avoid a recurrence of such a melancholy catastrophe . . . The following accidental deaths are reported to have taken place during the fog: On Wednesday night Catherine Brookes 50 walked into the Regents Canal and was drowned. Tuesday William Farinth 28 fell off a boat into the Regents Canal at Limehouse. Patrick Reardon 38 fell into the London Docks. Bartholomew Donovan 57 dock labourer found drowned on Wednesday. Edward Fisher a cooper in the London Docks fell into the dock on Wednesday night 10th December. A dock constable was found in Millwall Docks. Joseph Reynolds fell off his barge while parking on the Thames and drowned.

 
Eastern Post, 1873



Mond. Jan. 9. Hideous fog; bad cold. . . . 
Tuesd. Jan. 10. Fog still; cold worse. . . . 
Wed. Jan. 11. Fog denser than ever. Cold so much worse, had to lie up in house. . . .
Thursd. Jan. 12. A terrible day; the fourth that we have not seen the sky. Happily began to clear in the evening. My cold too bad to let me go forth. . . . 
Frid. Jan. 13. Fog hanging about still, until 3 in afternoon. then clearing. Got up at 10; cold almost gone, but did not go to Grahame. . . .
Sat. Jan. 14. Black fog at noon, then cleared, and at night thanked heaven for showing its stars once more. . . . 
Thursd. Jan. 19. Sent cheque to mother. Walked to Tott. Ct. Rd. for tobacco etc. . . .  Cold and cloudy. Must be several weeks since there was a single gleam of sunlight. 

 
George Gissing, Diary, 1888



Foggy weather is propritious to amatory caprices. Harlots tell me that they usually do good business during that state of atmosphere, especially those who are regular nymphs of the pavé, and who don't mind exercises in the open air. Timid men get bold and speak to women when they otherwise would not. That is my own experience also, and recollect going along a main street on one such night, accosting nearly everyone in petticoats, and felt six or eight c**** within an hour at a shilling a feel, felt till I hadn't any silver left and perforce left off thus amusing myself.

 
'Walter', My Secret Life, [late 19th C.]



next ...
 
Forfeits
 
      FORFEITS are in such general demand during the season when round and merry games are in vogue, that we add a few more to the list given in a previous paper. Before doing so, however, we may be allowed to remind our readers that the spirit in which forfeit games should be conducted is to extract as much harmless fun from them as possible, avoiding everything rough and unseemly, or in which a mind exceptionally sensitive can find a cause of offence. With those which are simply boisterous in character, or have any element calculated to cause a feeling of annoyance or pain, we have nothing to do. But at the same time, all who enter on games of this kind should be prepared to give as well as to receive amusement.
     We will continue first our list of forfeits suited to a gentleman.
     1. To go round the Room Blindfolded, and kiss all the Ladies  —
The
company, of course, are seated, but as soon as the gentleman is blindfolded they change positions, with as little commotion as possible. He consequently finds, in his progress, that he as often attempts to kiss one of his own as one of the opposite sex; or a lady may reverse the position of her chair, so that the gentleman kisses the back of her head.
     2. To choose One of Three Signs. — To do this, he is to stand with his face to the wall, while any lady present makes three signs behind him — of a kiss, of a pinch, and of a box on the ear. He is then asked whether he chooses the first, the second, or the third, not knowing the order in which they have been made, and receives the corresponding action.
     3. To imitate any Animal that may be named. — If the company call upon him to imitate a goat, a donkey &c he must do it; but if the forfeit happens to fall upon any one who, from age or other reasons, may be excused from such performance, "a man" is named as the animal and a bow will suffice.
     4. To kiss a Lady through the Back of a Chair   — He must wait, with his visage inserted in the chair-back until some lady comes to his rescue; but if the chair be of a fancy pattern, she may dodge him through the framework before giving him his release.
     5. To blow the Candle out. — He is blindfolded and the candle held near his face, until he happens to give a puff in the right direction.
     6. To perform the Clown's Pantomime — This consists in rubbing the forehead with one hand while you strike the breast with the other, standing up in the room for the performance. If correct time is not kept, in the judgment of the company, another forfeit is to be paid.
     To the forfeits for a lady given in the previous paper may be added:—
     1. To kiss a Gentleman "Rabbit Fashion." — This is usually a source of great amusement to the rest of the party. The lady has the privilege of choosing any gentleman present. A piece is broken off a reel of cotton, and the lady takes one end of the piece in her mouth while the gentleman takes the other in the same way. They then both nibble the cotton until the kiss ensues, as a matter of course. If the gentleman is sufficiently gallant, he will perform the chief part of the "nibbling" process. The company may exercise their discretion as to the length of the cotton.
     2. To sing a Song, or play a Piece of Music.— This is given either to elicit the musical capabilities of a lady who may be shy, or to make an agreeable interlude in the round of other forfeits. If the lady called upon can really do neither, another forfeit is allotted to her.
     3. Ask a Question to which Yes must be the Answer. — This is a great puzzle to any one who is not in the secret. The unfortunate forfeiter may ask all kinds of questions, without eliciting the answer required for her release.  But if she simply inquires, "What does y-e-s spell?" there cannot be any other reply. 
     4. To kiss the Gentleman you love best in the Company, without any one knowing it. — There is only one way of paying this penalty, and that is, to kiss every gentleman in the room, leaving them to settle the question as to "loving best" amongst them.
     5. To put yourself through the Keyhole. — This is one of those quibbles upon words, for which persons called upon to pay forfeits should watch, as they are often in use. We give this as an example. The forfeit is paid by writing "yourself" upon a piece of paper, and passing that through the keyhole.
     6. To kiss each Corner of the Room. — When this forfeit is declared, a gentleman stations himself in each corner, and the lady has to pay an unexpected penalty.
     7. To spell "Constantinople." — This must be done an the old schoolmistress's fashion — "C-o-n, Con, with a Con, s-t-a-n, stan, with a stan," &c.; but, after the third syllable, the company attempt to embarrass the speller by crying out, "No! No!" as if a mistake had been made. To this, the proper reply is, "Thank you;" the fourth syllable is then spelt, and the fifth completes the task.
     8. To form a Rifle Corps. — The lady goes to one end of the room, and calls up a gentleman, who stands opposite to her. The gentleman then calls a lady, who stands at his side; and she in turn names a gentleman, who places himself opposite to her. So the calling goes on, until all present are included. If the number of ladies and of gentlemen present is unequal, the more mirth is created by the last persons called standing opposite one of their own sex. When all are called, the word is given by the first gentleman in the rank, "Present arms." All then join hands with the persons opposite; and the next command is "Salute," which is done in osculatory fashion. We conclude our list of forfeits with a few contrived to include more than one member of the company.
     1. Either a lady or a gentleman may be called upon to "sit on the Stool of Repentance." He or she must then sit in the centre of the room, while one of the party goes round to inquire, in a whisper, of each person present, what the repentant individual "looks like." The reply may be "wise," "silly," "pitiable," "beautiful," &c., according to circumstances. The answers are repeated openly to the forfeiter, with the question after each, "Who said that ?" If the right name is guessed, as is often the 
case, the person who made the particular observation must then sit on the "stool" in turn, and so on until the company are satisfied with the round.
     2. A lady is required to "be Postman." She is to go outside the room, and rap on the door, when one of the company inquires, "Who's there?" The answer is, "The postman, with a letter for —," any gentleman she likes to name. "How many seals?" Whatever the answer may be, the gentleman may exact so many kisses; and he in turn remains outside, and declares he has a letter for a lady. So the forfeit proceeds, a lady calling a gentleman, and a gentleman a lady, until the company have all been called, but no person present is bound to answer twice.
     3. When the calling of forfeits has been continued long enough, and several remain, which it is desired to clear off together, the forfeiters may be called upon to perform a "Musical Medley." Each one must then sing some verse or stanza of a song, no two choosing the same melody, but all commencing and singing together. The effect is generally so grotesque as to produce shouts of laughter.

 
Cassells Household Guide, 1880



next ...
 
Freaks
 
  Arthur Hedley dined with me at the Arts Club; and afterwards I went with him to the Egyptian Hall, to see the Giantess; Miss Anna Swan, of Nova Scotia, aged nineteen; a maiden eight feet high, and of vast but well-proportioned hulk; with a comely pleasant face (only it was twice as big as one's own), and a soft voice, and shapely hands — nine and a half, her gloves are — and gentle manners. She sat like a Colossus among the crowd, taller by a head than the men who stood around her; and when she rose, there seemed no end of the rising. 'I have not done growing yet, Sir,' said the stupendous maiden, looking down at me as she sat, and smiling. The exhibition was vulgar enough; for she stood on a platform, at intervals, while a showman described her to the people: yet she went through it all with a natural sweetness, an air of unconscious grace and dignity, as if she were Charles Lamb's Gentle Giantess, or rather some amiable Glumdalclitch, unbending toward the Lilliputians. I looked up at her and spoke to her with great interest: even thus, it seemed, one might hereafter speak with some creature, like this, of a larger species, from another world; not human, yet belonging to a like grade of being. 

 
Arthur Munby, Diary, 1869



But, speaking of shops, we must not omit some mention of one certainly peculiar in its appearance, and totally distinct from the many which surround it. It is a dingy, sinister-looking shop, at the corner of Ship-alley, bearing the ambitious name of the "British and Foreign Medicine Institution;" and its proprietor, a tall, white-haired man, clad in a loose-coloured dressing-gown, such as Nicholas Flamel or Cornelius Agrippa might have worn without loss of reputation, rejoices in the rather ominous title of Dr. Graves. Our business, however, is with the window and its collection of horrors, before which Jack stands aghast, his bronzed face changing to the pallor of ashes. Wax models of terrible diseases, "rarely to be met with," says the card attached. We think so too — very rarely, and only then, we trust, in the nightmare-like imagination of Dr. Graves himself. Bottled babbies in plenty; children with two heads — who, if we are to believe in the assertion that "two are better than one," must have been invaluable to their parents. Here is a small serpent, taken from the body of a sailor; and here the skeleton of a small sailor, taken from the body of a serpent — with other horrors, too numerous to mention. Sick at heart, we turn away, and seek amusement and instruction elsewhere.

 
Watts Phillips, The Wild Tribes of London, 1855


 Sir, — I am authorized to ask your powerful assistance in bringing to the notice of the public the following most exceptional case. There is now in a little room off one of our attic wards a man named Joseph Merrick, aged about 27, a native of Leicester, so dreadful a sight that he is unable even to come out by daylight to the garden. He has been called "the elephant man" on account of his terrible deformity. I will not shock your readers with any detailed description of his infirmities, but only one arm is available for work. 
     Some 18 month ago, Mr. Treves, one of the surgeons of the London Hospital, saw him as he was exhibited in a room off the Whitechapel-road. The poor fellow was then covered by an old curtain, endeavouring to warm himself over a brick which was heated by a lamp. As soon as a sufficient number of pennies had been collected by the manager at the door, poor Merrick threw off his curtain and exhibited himself in all his deformity. He and the manager went halves in the net proceeds of the exhibition, until at last the police stopped the exhibition of his deformities as against public decency. 
     Unable to earn his livelihood by exhibiting himself any longer in England, he was persuaded to go over to Belgium, where he was taken in hand by an Austrian, who acted as his manager. Merrick managed in this way to save a sum of nearly £50, but the police there too kept him moving on, so that his life was a miserable and hunted one. One day, however, when the Austrian saw that the exhibition was pretty well played out, he decamped with poor Merrick's hardly-saved capital of £50, and left him alone and absolutely destitute in a foreign country. Fortunately, however, he had something to pawn, by which he raised sufficient money to pay his passage back to England, for her felt that the only friend he had in the world was Mr. Treves of the London Hospital. He therefore, though with much difficulty, made his way there, for at every station and landing-place the curious crowd so thronged and dogged his steps that it was not an easy matter for him to get about. When he reached the London Hospital he had only the clothes in which he stood. He has been taken in by our hospital, though there is, unfortunately, no hope of his cure, and the question now arises what is to be done with him in the future. 
     He had the greatest horror of the workhouse, nor is it possible, indeed, to send him into any place where he could not insure privacy, since his appearance is such that all shrink from him. 
     The Royal Hospital for Incurables and the British Home for Incurables both decline to take him in, even if sufficient funds were forthcoming to pay for him. 
     The police rightly prevent his being personally exhibited again; he cannot go out into the streets, as he is everywhere so mobbed that existence is impossible; he cannot, in justice to others, be put in the general ward of a workhouse, and from such, even if possible, he shrinks with the greatest horror; he ought not to be detained in our hospital (where he is occupying a private ward, and being treated with the greatest kindness — he says he has never before known in his life what quiet and rest were), since his case is incurable, and not suited, therefore, to our overcrowded general hospital; the incurable hospitals refuse to take him in even if we paid for him in full, and the difficult question therefore remains what is to be done for him. 
     Terrible though his appearance is, so terrible indeed that women and nervous persons fly in terror from the sight of him, and that he is debarred from seeking to earn his livelihood in any ordinary way, yet he is superior in intelligence, can read and write, is quiet, gentle, not to say even refined in his mind. He occupies his time in the hospital by making with his one available hand little cardboard models, which he sends to the matron, doctor, and those who have been kind to him. Through all the miserable vicissitudes of his life he has carried about a painting of his mother to show that she was a decent and presentable person and as a memorial of the only one who was kind to him in life until he came under the kind care of the nursing staff of the London Hospital and the surgeon who has befriended him. 
     It is a singular affliction brought about through no fault of himself; he can but hope for quiet and privacy during a life which Mr. Treves assures me is not likely to be long. 
     Can any of your readers suggest to me some fitting place where he can be received? And then I feel sure that, when that is found, charitable people will come forward and enable me to provide him with such accommodation. In the meantime, though it is not the proper place for such an incurable case, the little room under the roof of our hospital and out of Cotton Ward supplies him with all he wants. The Master of the Temple on Advent Sunday preached an eloquent sermon on the subject of our Master's answer to the question, "Who did sin, this man or his parents, that he was born blind?" showing how one of the Creator's objects in permitting men to be born to a life of hopeless and miserable disability was that the works of God should be manifested in evoking the sympathy and kindly aid of those on whom such a heavy cross is not laid. 
     Some 76,000 patients a year pass through the doors of our hospital, but I have never before been authorized to invite public attention to any particular case, so it may well be believed that this case is exceptional. 
     Any communication about this should be addressed either to myself or to the secretary at the London Hospital. 
     I have the honour to be, Sir, yours obediently, 
     F.C.CARR GOMM, Chairman London Hospital.  
     November 30 
The Times, 1886



next ...
 
Funerals
 
  PERFORMERS IN "THE GRAVE SCENE."

 

SOME "Funeral contractors" (that is the new term) advertise to "perform funerals" with a due regard to the feelings of the bereaved, and the solemnity of the occasion. The regard that is due is mainly proportioned, we suppose, to the amount of ready money that is paid? They have different qualities of grief, you may be sure, according to the price you pay. For £2 10s., the regard is very small. For £5, the sighs are deep and audible. For £7 10s. the woe is profound, only properly controlled; but for £10, the despair bursts through all restraint, and the mourners water the ground, no doubt, with their tears. We wonder these black crocodiles do not openly advertise the sale of their lachrymae? We dare say that the luxury would be every drop as expensive as early peas, or anything else that was forced. We wonder what is the market-price of "tears per pint?" — and we are, also curious to know, whether these funeral pantomimists make up so small a quantity of mitigated grief as "one tear," and what is the lowest price they charge for the same? We notice, in the same grinning advertisement, that "The Gothic State Hearse is used for every class funeral above £5." It seems, then, that there are as many classes of funerals as there are of railway trains. There are, apparently, First Class, Second Class, and Third Class Funerals. We hope, for the sake of the poor, that there are no Parliamentary funerals that stop on their dreary way as often as a Parliamentary train. But who, we ask, could possibly forego the above inducement when offered at so contemptible a price? Is there anybody, in possession of so small a sum as £5, who would not gladly put it aside for the unutterable luxury of being buried in a "Gothic State Hearse!" Put another sovereign to it, and we should not be surprised if a "Gothic State Coachman" wasn't also thrown in.

 
Punch, 1857



I remember being present at a certain funeral in those days — a "first class interment," it was called, in the jargon of the undertaker — where all the outward respect that could be provided for the sad occasion had been purchased without regard to expense. Gentlemen in dusky pairs, and overcome with costly emotion, preceded the long procession, each furnished with what looked like a folded telescope, as though they would have followed with their bodily eyes the supposed direction of the late flight of the fashionable spirit. Then a dusky gentleman alone, bearing a board upon his head with ostrich feathers on it, exactly as the Italian image-boys carry their frail wares. Then another group of telescope-bearers. Then a sort of (muffled) drum-major in the deepest mourning and despondency. After him the hearse itself, with a gentleman more than dusky — for he was a genuine black man — sitting beside the driver. The appearance of this person was calculated to excite sympathy even from the most callous spectator. He was bowed no less with years than with grief, and his short hair — which still retained the curl peculiar to his race — was as white as wool.
     I inquired of a relative of the deceased person who this individual was, for I did not remember ever to have seen him in that gentleman's household.
     "I dare say not," returned he; "for the fact is, I never set eyes on him myself before to-day. Mr. Mole, however, assured us that it would be the correct thing to engage him. 'An ancient and valued retainer of the family,' said he, 'is indispensable on such occasions as these, and a black man for this purpose is invaluable.' He is set down in the estimate at £3 16s., exclusive of the cambric handkerchief — which, to do him justice, he applies to his eyes as continuously as is consistent with exhibiting his complexion to the general public.
     After the hearse came, of course, the mourning coaches, and a long train of private carriages, full, perhaps, of unmitigated grief — for there was nothing else in them. At the mouth of the dismal-looking vault we were all arranged in a certain order, while Mr. Mole distributed among us little packets of lavender-coloured paper, which I took at first to contain sugar-plums, but which in reality held gravel, refined to the delicate consistency of cayenne-pepper. "At the words 'ashes to ashes, dust to dust,' whispered he to each of us with a solemn smirk, "you will be so kind as to sprinkle the contents upon the coffin."
     And yet, I remember, when the grim pantomime was over, and the plumes were packed away, and the hired mourners (including the ancient retainer) consoling themselves for their bereavement in the neighbouring public-house, the coffin of the deceased person's late wife, who had been buried but a few years back with the like magnificence, and next to which he had wished his own to be laid, could nowhere be found. The relative before alluded to, and myself, had remained behind to see that this request was carried out, and but for us it would certainly have been disregarded. We descended into the vault, and only after several hours discovered what we sought. All the coffins, without the least regard to the relationship of their inmates, were bound up in bundles of half-a-dozen each, and fastened together by means of huge black chains. How wretched was such a resting-place, contrasted with a grave that "takes the sunshine and the rains," such as the very humblest can command in a village churchyard!

 
James Payn, Lights and Shadows of London Life, 1867



"When I was ill I've had two or three of the children around me, fretting, at a time, for want of food. That was at the time I was ill. A friend gave me half a sovereign to bury my child. The parish provided me with a coffin, and it cost me about 3s. besides. We didn't have her taken away from here not as a parish funeral exactly. I agreed that if he would fetch it, and let it stand in an open place that he has got there near his shop until the Saturday, which was the time, I would give the undertaker 3s. to let a man come with a pall to throw over the coffin, so that it should not be seen exactly that it was a parish funeral. Even the people in the house don't know, not one of them, that it was buried in that way. I had to give 1s. 6d. for a pair of shoes before I could follow my child to the grave, and we paid 1s. 9d. for rent, all out of the half sovereign. I think there's some people at the docks a great deal worse off than us. I should say that there's men go down there and stand at that gate from seven to 12, and then they may get called in and earn a shilling, and that only for two or three days in the week, after spending the whole of their time there."

 
reported by Henry Mayhew, Morning Chronicle, 1849



Mr. Wrack reports that, upon visiting No. 28, Church Street, Spitalfields, on the 5th December last, he found in the second floor front room the dead body of a child which had died of scarlet fever on the 1st of the month. The body was not coffined, and it lay exposed on a table in one corner of the room. The room was occupied as a living and sleeping room by five persons, viz., the father and mother, their child, a girl about three years old, and by two adults, viz., the grandfather and grandmother of the child, who were engaged at tailors' work. The child was playing on the floor. The room was about fourteen feet square and eight feet high, thus affording only 260 cubic feet of space to each person. The smell on entering the room was most sickening. Upon remonstrating with the people for keeping the body so long unburied, and especially for not having it coffined, they replied that they were waiting to raise the means for burying it and, being Irish, said that it was not their custom to coffin their dead until the day of the funeral. The body was not buried until the 9th of December, and then it had to be buried by the parish authorities.

 
George R. Sims, How the Poor Live, 1883



next ...
 
Fur-Pullers
 
  THIS industry is very little known to the general public, but a great many girls and women earn their living by it in Bermondsey and other metropolitan districts. The most unpleasant part of the work consists in pulling the skins of rabbits — namely, in rubbing the loose down off them with a blunt knife, which process prepares them for lining cloaks and jackets. The down is returned to the furrier, who uses it to stuff beds, sofas, and pillows. A fur-puller explained to a Commissioner that this fur is "handsome for rheumatics." Fur-pullers formerly received 1s. 9d.
per five dozen skins; but now so many women have gone into the business that only 1s. 1d.
is generally paid for that quantity. This fur-pulling cannot be done by machinery at present. At the time of the Crimean war a great many women became fur-pullers, for large numbers of rabbit-skins were then wanted to line the coats of soldiers. Now the skins are chiefly used for the cloaks and jackets of women and children. The work is very unpleasant. The fur-puller sits in a small barn, or out-house, on a low stool. She has a trough in front of her, into which she drops the down as she pulls it off the rabbit-skins with her knife. Occasionally she stops to rub the knife with whiting, for the skins are greasy. The down gets into her nose and mouth. Her hair and clothes are white with it. She generally suffers from what she calls "breathlessness," for her lungs are filled with the fine down, and she is always more or less choked.
     Another branch of the fur-pulling business consists in cutting open the tails of rabbits in order to extract the little bone in the middle. The bones are returned to the manufacturer, who sells them for manure. The fur is paid by the lb., and the worker generally receives 8d. per lb. for it after the bones have been extracted. This fur is used to make cheap blankets, and those fur hats which are sold at such low prices. Old pieces of rabbit-skins are also used for these purposes. One fur-puller in the Borough who has been visited by our Commissioners, receives 9d.
per lb. for preparing old pieces of skins. Her daughter works at the same business. When the Commissioner went into their room, the two women were found sitting at a small table, which was covered with skins and tails. Each woman had a strong pair of scissors, with which to clip the fur from the skin. Large paper bags stood on the floor, ready to receive the down. The bed was strewed with skins, and the floor was littered with small bones. The place smelt of dead rabbit, and the air was thick with fine white hairs. These fur-pullers were not communicative; but they vouchsafed to say that it was difficult to make a living by fur-pulling.

 
Toilers in London, 1889



next ...
 
Furious Driving
 
  FURIOUS DRIVING — Two stylishly dressed individuals named Stephens and Shreeve, the former of whom stated himself to be a master tailor, were charged under the following circumstances:
     It appeared from the evidence of a gentleman named Wilkes, that on the evening before he was walking in the green lanes at Stoke Newington, where his country residence is situated, when he perceived the defendants in a gig, which they were driving towards him at a most furious rate, pursued by a policeman on horseback. He had just time to step hastily aside, when the gig passed him so closely that he was within an inch of being run over. The lane was thronged with woman and children, and it appeared almost a miracle that no serious accident occurred.
     Police constable 144 N stated that he was on horseback in the lane when the prisoners drove up to him at full speed. He thought the horse had run away at first, but as they passed him the prisoner, Stephens, who was lying on his back, excessively drunk, gave him a cut with his whip. He pursued the gig, and after a hard chase, during which Stephens kept incessantly lashing on the horse, he overtook them, and with the assistance of two other policemen, took them into custody. They both resisted and assaulted the officers, and the prisoner Shreeve said that "he would serve them as Lieut. Bennett had been served."
     In their defence the prisoner Shreeve, who acted as spokesman, pleaded his friend's intoxication, and denied that he had used the language imputed to him.
     Mr. BROUGHTON said that it was a most disgraceful transaction, and might have led to fatal consequences.
     The prisoner Stephens was ordered to pay a fine of 40s., and the prisoner Shreeve 20s.

 
Morning Post, 1838



next ...
 
Gambling Clubs
 
  The club is one of a kind almost peculiar to the district in
point of the number of foreigners who frequent them. They all bear a national name, such as (to name one which is now done away with) "The Austro-Hungary Club," but the name is a mere farce. In the case of clubs nominally German, whether in this or any other part of London, you will find that men of that nationality use them to a considerable extent, and by Germans alone. It would be an exceptional gambling-room in any of the Tottenham Court, Soho, or Clerkenwell localities in which Germans and Jews were not to be seen. The Soho clubs are well supplied with blackguards, from the clumsiest to the most skilful, but the pick of the swell mobsmen affect the —, in Charlotte Street (in which Street, by the way, are or were recently three other clubs), and the — near Covent Garden. This latter is also much in favour with the Jew salesmen of Covent Garden. Of course these remarks as to frequenters apply to what may be called the "fleecers" — the blackguards who "pluck any "pigeon" young and inexperienced enough to enter.
     Whilst watching two or three houses in — Street, which attracted suspicion by a close, dark ground-floor and well-lit first and second stories, I noticed one which seemed to promise comparatively easy entrance. Several men were admitted within the few minutes which I spent watching from a passage across the road, and with some of them were women. No woman went in alone, and subsequently I learned that none were allowed on the premises unless accompanied by a man. This rule, on a par with the others of the establishment, is merely meant to  read well, for of course the women have no difficulty in getting some one to take them in. So many entered that it occurred to me that the system of admittance must be very lax — the doorkeeper couldn't know every one. So I crossed over and knocked at the door. A grating was opened and a small boy inquired my business. On telling him I wished to become a member, an exciting conversation took place between us.
     "Who are you?"
     "What's that to you?"
     "Does the boss know you?"
     "Can't say."
     "Who introdooces you?"
     "I do."
     "What, are you a member, then?"
     "No, but I want to be, didn't I tell you?"
     "You must get an introducer."
     "I don't know any member."
     "Then clear off."
     The grating was here shut with more force than civility. I knocked again and rang the bell. The boy open the grating roughly, and swore in a highly experienced manner that if I didn't move away he'd fetch the "committee." That was precisely what I wanted, I said. He evidently thought I was a drunk, and retired, presently returning with a man who proved to be the proprietor or manager. "Who are you?" etc. etc.; the same conversation — again, with the difference that I was admitted within the door to be looked at. The inspection was not unsatisfactory. The outer door was shut behind me, and I was solemnly escorted through an inner one, where, after a little talk, I was proposed as a member by the proprietor and seconded by his bartender. A false name given and 2s. 6d. paid as a month's subscription . . . My mentor accompanied me upstairs into a large, well-lighted room, and left me to find my own way about. A bar at the side attended by a surly, bull-necked individual (the same who seconded me), a baccarat-table, a great many smaller tables, and some thirty men and twenty women   such were the contents of the room when I went in.
     The baccarat-table at this time (9.30) had the most attention. Sitting and standing round it were quite twenty players, staking sums from 6d. to £3 or £4. In appearance they descended in nice gradations, from a dashing military-looking man in evening attire to a remarkably dirty young fellow who seemed to be a Scandinavian. Some sat close at the table and betted against the "bank" throughout — and as a natural
consequence lost. Others, more wary, with a greater desire to win cautiously than the genuine gambler is possessed of, stood round and put their money on the table after sundry calculations of chances. Now and then one heard a "sitter" grumble out, "Lend us a dollar, Jack" — a sign of approaching financial dissolution; and, occasionally, a man rose, pushed back his chair angrily, and moved off — "dead broke." The chair was instantly seized by another craver for excitement and wealth, whilst the late occupant slunk about the room, "on the prowl" for credit or for money in some shape and in some manner.
     There is a general movement at the table, and conversation becomes animated and violent; the banker is heard saying, "£9 to you" (followed by a golden chink that brings strange looks into many eyes), as he divides the spoils of the last turn with his partners. Now a new bank is made, and after a little shuffling, comparative silence is restored, and the game begins once more. Some keep stolid countenances, and whether they win or lose, say nothing; others scarcely take their eyes off the table, and at each loss watch nervously whilst the whole of the "table" is swept into the bank, while they grasp with exultant eagerness occasional winnings. Here and there a player, wholly lost in the game, reveals his inmost thoughts in a semi-maudlin manner at every turn of chance. The banker sits quiet, keen and seeing everything, and only speaks the formulae of the game in a hard, sharp monotone; and so the "fun" goes on — winning and losing, hope and despair. 

 
Tempted London, 1889







next ...
 
Gaslight
 
  Most regular and reliable is a third medium for the lighting-up of London — the gas. The sun and moon may be behind their time, but the gas is always at its post. And in winter, it happens sometimes that it does service all day long. Its only drawback is, that it cannot be had gratis, like the light from the sun, moon, and stars; but the same inconveniences attend the gas on the Continent, and after all, it is cheaper in England than anywhere else. The Germans are mere tyros in the consumption of gas. The stairs of every decent London house, have generally quite as much light as a German shop, and the London shop are more strongly lighted up than the German theatre. Butchers, and such-like tradesmen, especially in the smaller streets, burn the gas from one-inch tubes, that John Bull, in purchasing his piece of mutton or beef, may see each vein, each sinew, and each lump of fat. The smaller streets and the markets, are literally inundated with gaslight, especially on Saturday evenings. No city on the Continent offers such a sight. In the apothecary's shops, the light is placed at the back of gigantic glass bottles, filled with coloured liquid, so that from a distance you see it in the most magnificent colour. The arrangement is convenient for those who are in search of such shop, and it gives the long and broad streets of London a strange and picturesque appearance.

 
Max Schlesinger, Saunterings in and about London, 1853
  







next ...
 
A Gin Palace
 
  The new landlord was a young, beardless man, in a coloured shirt and a wide-awake hat. He was one of three brothers, and they had public-houses all over London: one at Bermondsey, one large gin-palace somewhere over the water at a corner where six crowded thoroughfares met; one in a suburban neighbourhood, very new and very improving, which was an omnibus house; and an establishment in the City in a dark alley down Dockway, where prime ports and sherries were drawn from the wood, and sold at an extraordinarily low price per imperial quart, and white-headed old gentlemen whose only occupation it seemed to be to drink (I do a good deal in that way), went to taste the prime wines and eat nuts and cheese-crumbs. Fishtail was this new young landlord's name, and his wide-awake hat was a green one. No other symptom of that colour was there in him, however, for he was as wide awake as his hat or a detective policeman, as cunning as a fox, as pert as a magpie, and as avaricious as a Jew. He wasn't above his business. He and the wide-awake were scudding, poking, peeping, scampering morning noon and night about the house during its renovation (doing up, I should call it). He began by pulling the house half down. Then he threw the ground and first floor into one, and filled the window with plate glass and tremendous gilt gas burners. Then he raised an ornamental balustrade above the coping of the roof, and a van, above that, and a statue of Hercules or somebody defying something above that, and a huge flag above all — to say nothing of a big gilt clock surrounded with stucco cornucopias and emblems, and which had an illuminated dial, the letters of 'B.O.T.T.L.E. O.F. H.A.Y.' instead of numerals, and hands like ornamental fire shovels. Not content with this, the second floor front middle window was blocked up with a large gas star with V.R. and the crown, and the rose, shamrock, and thistle, and Heaven knows what besides, all in gas. The house was painted from top to bottom in as gaudy colours as could be procured, and wherever it was feasible plastered over with compo mouldings and flourishing ornaments. His name, Fishtail, was painted upon almost every imaginable part of the building, in all sorts of colours, and in letters so big that it was almost impossible to read them. The inside of the house was as much transmogrified as the outside.
     It was all mahogany — at least, what wasn't mahogany, was gilt carving and ground glass, with flourishing patterns on it. The bar was cut up into little compartments like pawnbrokers' boxes; and there was the wholesale entrance, and the jug and bottle department, the retail bar, the snuggery, the private bar, the ladies' bar, the wine and liqueur entrance, and the lunch bar. The handles of the taps were painted porcelain, and green, and yellow glass. There were mysterious glass columns, in which the bitter ale, instead of being drawn up comfortably from the cask in the cellar below, remained always on view above ground to show its clearness, and was drawn out into glasses by a mysterious engine like an air-pump with something wrong in its inside. There were carved benches in the private bar, with crimson plush cushions aerated and elastic. There were spring duffers, working in a tunnel in the wall, which you were to strike with your fist to try your muscular strength. There were machines to test your lifting power, and a weighing-machine, and a lung-testing machine, or 'vital-power determinator.' There were plates full of nasty compounds of chips, saw-dust, and grits, called Scotch bannocks, which were to be eaten with butter, and washed down by the Gregarach Staggering old Claymore or Doch an' Dorroch ale; but which never should have shown its face in my old house, I warrant you. There were sausages, fried in a peculiar manner, with barbecued parsley, and a huge, brazen sausage chest, supported on two elephants, with a furnace beneath, from which sausages and potatoes were served out hot and hot all day long. There were sandwiches cut into strange devices; and cakes and tarts that nobody ever heard of before; and drinks and mixtures concocted that, in my day, would have brought the exciseman about a landlord pretty soon, I can assure you. The soda-water bottles had spiral necks like glass corkscrews. and zigzag labels. The ginger-beer was all colours — blue, green, and violet. Every inch of the walls that was not be-plastered with ornaments and gilding, or bedizened with gilt announcements of splendid ales and unrivalled quadruple stouts I never heard of, was covered with ridiculously gaudy-coloured prints, puffing the 'Cead Mille Failthe Whisky,' the 'Phthisis Curing Bottled Beer,' recommended by the entire faculty; the Imperial Kartoffelnsfell-hopfbrunnen Waters bottled at the celebrated mineral springs of Kartoffelnsfell, under the immediate superintendence of the Kartoffelnsfell Government, all of which were to be had in splendid condition, and for which J. Fishtail was the sole agent. This was a nice beginning.

 
George Sala, Gaslight and Daylight, 1859



next ...
 
Graffiti
 
 BOW-STREET. Elizabeth Fairbanks, aged 18, a wastepaper sorter at a stationer's, was charged with writing obscene words on the wall of a house.
     Mr. Howard, one of the church Wardens, stated that for some days past his attention had been called to a certain house in Chandos-street as being one of immoral character. On Sunday night he was passing that way, and saw the prisoner and a younger girl writing on the wall of the house in question. The prisoner had a can of some black fluid in her hand, and was dictating to the younger girl certain indecent words, which the other was writing with a brush on the shutter. After that the prisoner took the brush and also wrote the same word, (Witness repeated the expressions, which implied that the house was one of bad character.) He gave her into custody.
     The prisoner's employer said she had hitherto borne a good character, and he had never known bet to be guilty of any indecency.
     Mr. Flowers said, if that was so, he was only the more surprised that she should be guilty of such conduct now. He could not comprehend how any young woman, with the slightest pretence to decency, could bring herself to repeat such words, even in writing. Yet, she had not only done that, but had stood there calling people's attention to those words. Perhaps the worst part of her conduct was, that she had told the younger girl to do the same.
     The prisoner said the other began it.
     Mr. Flowers ordered her to pay a fine of 10s., or be imprisoned for seven days. 
 
The Morning Post, 1865





next ...
 
The Great Wheel
 
 THE WHEEL AT EARL'S COURT. This gigantic wheel, which forms such a prominent object in the landscape anywhere west of London, is extensively patronised by the public during the Exhibitions at Earl's Court, and it matters very little if it is an Indian, or Colonial, or South African Exhibition, the big wheel always has its crowd of patrons who like to experience the exhilarating effects of an ascent into the air, minus the dangers attending a balloon and the probability of making an ascent rather higher than they originally intended, and the improbability of landing on the earth again in a perfect condition. This slowly revolving wheel takes you up to a good height, from which you have a splendid view of bricks and mortar below you; and there is just that touch of danger which always gives piquancy to pleasure, that perhaps it may stop, and refuse to go on, and its patrons may have to be fed on buns and soda water by venturesome sailors until the machinery once more gets into working order, and you slowly descend to your despairing relatives and expectant friends with tumultuous applause. and you feel proudly conscious of something attempted and (thank goodness) something done. 
 
George Birch, The Descriptive Album of London, c.1896



next ...
 
Grotto Day
 
  THE beginning of August is signalised among the small boys, urchins, and children of London, as Grotto Day. No sooner do you walk out in the morning, in whatever direction you will, than you are saluted with the cry of, "Please to remember the Grotto," emanating from some unwashed, untended little wanderer, who runs capering before you, clutching in his dirty fingers an oyster-shell, which serves him as a begging-dish. If you escape from one, it is only to fall into the hands of another, or of a dozen or a score of others, awaiting you round the corner. All boy-dom is in a conspiracy to-day to whine and wheedle you out of your coppers. "Remember the Grotto" meets you at every turn "Remember the Grotto" is behind you; is before you; is on the right hand; is on the left; and as to forgetting the grotto, we defy you to do it for some time to come, even were you dull and oblivious "as the fat weed that grows on Lethe's brink." 
     "But where is the grotto?" a stranger to London might say; "what is it all about? I should like to see the grotto. 'Grotto' has a refreshingly cool sound, and just now I am distressingly hot. Whew! how I do perspire, to be sure. Introduce me to the grotto, my lad, by all means, just for a cooler!" 
     "Here's the grotto, sir! here's the grotto!" 
     "That a grotto! four and twenty oyster-shells! Call that a grotto?" 
     Yes, my rural friend, that's the only species of grotto you will find in London. Of moss-clad rocks and caverns in leafy and umbrageous nooks we have none; we make our grottoes, or the boys make them for us, here, out of oyster-shells; and the first of August is celebrated and solemnised as Grotto Day, because it is, according to immemorial custom, the first day of the oyster season. Oysters, in the opinion of the provincial eater, are good only during those eight months which are spelled with an R, that is, from September to April, inclusive, and so far as he is concerned, they might lie quietly at rest in their beds during the other four months : but your Londoner, who never dines nor lunches by orthographical authority, chooses to commence the oyster campaign in August. The amount of them devoured in the metropolis during the ensuing nine months, would furnish a problem for the energies of a calculating machine. Whether they be scarce and dear, or plentiful and cheap, during the first month of eating, one can form a pretty accurate judgment by the condition of the street grottoes. The young architects who build these emulate each other in the size and stability of their structures, and haunt the stalls and luncheon sheds pretty constantly in search of the necessary material, which they are too apt to squabble over before lugging it off to the building ground. 
     The grotto, which begins with "four-and-twenty oyster-shells," does not by any means stop there. As fast as fresh oysters are swallowed, new material is appropriated, and in a little time the grotto edifice begins to assume a definite form. Occasionally a considerable degree of ingenuity is manifested in its structure. Now you shall see it, consisting only of a couple of walls, without a roof, then the roof shall be covered in; anon it is pulled down, and rises again in the form of a bee-hive. Sometimes it is built in a corner, the angle of a brick wall serving for a couple of the sides; sometimes the wall only forms the back; and, lastly, it will rise, under the hands of a clever architect, to the height of three or four feet, shaped like the dome of St. Paul's, with a flagstaff in the centre, bearing for a banner a pocket handkerchief a foot square, adorned with a print of the battle of the Alma. Such an erection as this, fitly placed in a populous court or back-way thoroughfare, never appeals in vain to the generosity of a peculiar class. 
     At night you may chance to come at the grotto illuminated. Now it shall be a model kitchen, furnished with a toy range, table and chairs, an end of candle burning on the table, and real smoke coming out of the chimney. Or another time it shall be a church, with a piece of glass built in for the great oriel window; a pile, a yard high, heaped round a stick stuck in the ground, and pointed with a whelk, to represent the spire, and as many bits of taper burning inside as the united company of freemasons can muster among them. The flame, flickering through the interstices in the several layers, renders such an object illustriously luminous, and a great source of attraction to the juveniles during the dark hours. The most remarkable exploit of grotto work which we remember to have witnessed, was performed in Lambeth many years back. A London gamin, who had for some days, by the aid of his companions, rung all the changes upon oyster-shell architecture of which it seemed capable, wound up with the following climax. Seating himself on the ground, and, clasping his knees with his hands, he gave directions for piling the shells around him, and having himself completely domed in. When this was effectually accomplished, he struck up a stave of some popular ditty, continuing the strain until an unusual crowd had gathered round him. Then he rose suddenly, scattering the debris about on all sides, and, hat in hand, levied a contribution upon his admirers. The performance was probably remunerative, as we left him submitting a second time to the process. 

 
The Leisure Hour, 1856



next ...
 
Guerilla advertising
 
 THAMES  — William Simpson Lawson, the agent of a tea company, and dwelling in Stepney-square, High-street, Stepney, appeared, for the second time, before Mr. PARTRIDGE, to answer a summons which charged him with causing William Jones, John Smith, and Joseph Thompson to deface walls.
     The complainant in this case is Mr. Webb, manager of the advertising establishment of Mr. Thomas Smith of No. 3, Tavistock-street, Covent-garden, who rents the railway arches between the city and Blackwall for posting bills and other advertising purposes. The defendant, Mr. Lawson has figured at this court several times. He was fined about three weeks since for aiding and abetting a man named Isaac Thomas in defacing a wall in Diggons-street, on the Clare-hall estate, Stepney. Thomas was detected painting on a wall these words "Use the London Tea Company's famous pure teas." When he was brought before Mr. Paget he said he was employed by Lawson, and the magistrate said the principals in wall defacing ought to be summoned and punished, and not the poor and ignorant creatures they employed to commit offences. Lawson was accordingly summoned. He pleaded guilty to the employment of Thomas, and was fined 20s. and costs, and the magistrate severely condemned the practice of disfiguring public and private walls with limewash and plaster by tradesmen and companies. A few days afterwards Mr. Lawson was again fined in this court for cruelty to a horse he had sent out in a very unfit state to be worked. On the morning of the 3d. of the present month a police-constable named Jesse Button, No. 359 K, saw two men and a boy disfiguring an arch at the Stepney railway-station with the words "Use the London Tea Company's famous pure teas." The constable took them all into custody and seized their brushes and paint, a composition of lime, water and glue. The three prisoners said they were employed by Mr. Lawson, who was summoned, and the three prisoners were discharged on their promise to be forthcoming. Mr. Webb explained that Mr. Thomas Smith, his principal, rented the arches from the city to Blackwall for legitimate advertising and posting of bills, and that Mr. Lawson had no authority to use the arches for any purpose. Mr. Smith paid a rental of over 500l. at year for the arches, and he had been put to great expense in washing out and cleaning off the lime and plaster  announcements which disfigured the walls. 
 
The Times, 1864



next ...
 
Hanging
 
  The scene on the night preceding a public execution afforded a study of the dark side of nature not to be obtained under any other circumstances.
     Here was to be seen the lowest scum of London densely packed together as far as the eye could reach, and estimated by The Times at not less than 200,000. Across the entire front of Newgate heavy barricades of stout timber traversed the streets in every direction, erected as a precaution against the pressure of the crowd, but which answered a purpose not wholly anticipated by the authorities.
     As the crowd increased, so wholesale highway robberies were of more frequent occurrence; and victims in the hands of some two or three desperate ruffians were as far from help as though divided by a continent from the battalions of police surrounding the scaffold.
     The scene that met one's view on pulling up the windows and looking out on the black night and its still blacker accompaniments baffles description. A surging mass, with here and there a flickering torch, rolled and roared before one; above this weird scene arose the voices of men and women shouting, singing, blaspheming, and, as the night advanced and the liquid gained firmer mastery, it seemed as if hell had delivered up its victims. To approach the window was a matter of danger; volleys of mud immediately saluted one, accompanied by more blaspheming and shouts of defiance. It was difficult to believe one was in the centre of a civilised capital that vaunted its religion and yet meted out justice in such a form.
     The first step towards the morning's work was the appearance of workmen about 4 a.m.; this was immediately followed by a rumbling sound, and one realised that the scaffold was being dragged round. A grim square, box-like apparatus was now distinctly visible, as it slowly backed against the "debtors' door". Lights now flickered about the scaffold — the workmen fixing the cross-beams and uprights. Every stroke of the hammer must have vibrated through the condemned cells, and warned the wakeful occupants that their time was nearly come. These cells were situated at the corner nearest Holborn, and passed by thousands daily, who little knew how much misery that bleak white wall divided them from. Gradually as the day dawned the scene become more animated, and battalions of police surrounded the scaffold.
     Meanwhile, a little unpretending door was gently opened; this was the "debtor's door," and led direct through the kitchen on to the scaffold. The kitchen on these occasions was turned into a temporary mausoleum and draped with tawdry black hangings, which concealed the pots and pans, and produced an affect supposed to be more in keeping with the solemn occasion. From the window opposite everything was visible inside the kitchen and on the scaffold, but to the surging mass in the streets below this bird's-eye view was denied.
     Presently an old and decrepit man made his appearance and cautiously "tested" the drop; but a foolish impulse of curiosity leading him to peep over the drapery, a yell of execration saluted him. This was Calcraft, the hangman, hoary-headed, tottering, and utterly past his usefulness for the work.
     The tolling of St. Sepulchre's bell about 7.30 a.m. announced the approach of the hour of execution; meanwhile a steady rain was falling, though without diminishing the ever-increasing crowd. As far as the eye could reach was a sea of human faces. Roofs, windows, church-rails, and empty vans — all were pressed into service, and tightly packed with human beings eager to catch a glimpse of seven fellow-creatures on the last stage of life's journey. The rain by this time had made the drop slippery and necessitated precautions on behalf of the living if not of those appointed to die, so sand was thrown over a portion, not of the drop (that would have been superfluous), but on the side, the only portion that was not to give way. It was suggestive of the pitfalls used for trapping wild beasts — a few twigs and a handful of earth, with a gaping chasm below. Here, however, all was reversed; there was no need to resort to such a subterfuge to deceive the chief actors who were to expiate their crime with all the publicity that a humane Government could devise. The sand was for the benefit of the "ordinary," the minister of religion, who was to offer dying consolation at 8 a.m. and breakfast at 9.
     The procession now appeared, winding its way through the kitchen, and in the centre of the group walked a sickly cadaverous mob securely pinioned, and literally as white as marble. As they reached the platform a halt was necessary as each was placed one by one immediately under the hanging chains. At the end of these chains were hooks which were eventually attached to the hemp round the neck of each wretch. The concluding ceremonies did not take long, considering how feeble the aged hangman was. A white cap was placed over every face, then the ankles were strapped together, and finally the fatal noose was put round every neck, and the end attached to the hooks. One fancies one can see Calcraft now laying the "slack" of the rope that was to give the fall lightly on the doomed men's shoulders so as to preclude the possibility of a hitch, and then stepping on tiptoe down the steps and disappearing below. At this moment a hideous contretemps occurred, and one poor wretch fell fainting, almost into the arms of the officiating priest.
     The reprieve was, however, momentary, and, placed on a chair, the inanimate mass of humanity awaited the supreme moment in merciful ignorance. The silence was now awful. One felt one's heart literally in one's mouth, and found oneself involuntarily saying "They could be saved — yet — yet — yet," and then a thud that vibrated through the street announced that the pirates were launched into eternity. One's eyes were glued to the sport, and, fascinated by the awful sight, not a detail escaped one. Calcraft, meanwhile, apparently not satisfied with his handiwork, seized hold of one poor wretch's feet, and pressing on them for some seconds with all his weight, passed from one to another with hideous composure. Meanwhile, the white caps were getting tighter and tighter, until they looked ready to burst, and a faint blue speck that had almost immediately appeared on the carotid artery gradually became more livid, till it assumed the appearance of a huge black bruise. Death, I should say, must have been instantaneous, for hardly a vibration occurred, and the only movement that was visible was that from the gradually stretching ropes as the bodies kept slowly swinging round and round. The hanging of the body for an hour constituted part of the sentence, an interval that was not lost upon the multitude below. The drunken again took up their ribald songs, conspicuous amongst which was one that had done duty pretty well through the night, and ended with
     "Calcraft, Calcraft, he's the man,"
 but the pickpockets and highwaymen reaped the greatest benefit. It can hardly be credited that respectable old City men on their way to business — with watch-chains and scarf-pins in clean white shirt-fronts and with unmistakable signs of having spent the night in bed — should have had the foolhardiness to venture into such a crowd; but they were there in dozens. They had not long to wait for the reward of their temerity. Gangs of ruffians at once surrounded them, and whilst one held them by each arm, another was rifling their pockets. Watches, chains and scarf-pins passed from hand to hand with the rapidity of an eel; meanwhile their piteous shouts of "Murder!" "Help!" "Police!" were utterly unavailing. The barriers were doing their duty too well, and the hundreds of constables within a few yards were perfectly powerless to get through the living rampart.
     Whilst these incidents were going on 9 o'clock was gradually approaching, the hour when the bodies were to be cut down. As the dismal clock of St. Sepulchre's chimed out the hour Calcraft, rubbing his lips, again appeared, and, producing a clasp knife, proceeded to hug the various bodies in rotation with one arm whilst with the other he severed the several ropes. It required two slashes of the feeble old arm to complete this final ceremony, and then the heads fell with a flop on the old man's breast, who staggering under the weight, proceeded to jam them into shells.
     And then the "debtor's door" closed till again required for a similar tragedy, the crowd dispersed and the sightseers sought their beds to dream of the horrors of the past twelve hours.

 
'One of the Old Brigade' (Donald Shaw), London in the Sixties, 1908



next ...
 
Highbury Barn
 
  On one occasion, by invitation, I had gone to the Sunday evening of that useful branch of the Young Men's Christian Association, meeting in the Priory, Islington. About nine o'clock I left for home by Upper Street, entering Highbury Gate, passing through Highbury Vale, round by the New River, and on to the Railway Arch, Seven Sisters' Road.
     Upper Street, from the Priory to Highbury Gate, was thronged with all classes. The public houses, as elsewhere, were all open, and the gas lights were flaming as brilliantly as on other nights. Within these strong drink dens, glasses and pots were being filled and emptied, and precious hours wasted in uproarious discussions on trifling subjects. And near to the mouths of these places is much unpleasant noise. From the demeanour of the large number there, it is too evident that the sanctification of the Sabbath is not in their hearts. Many are almost "tight", as they would say. Disgusting and sad were the scenes.
     Passing on, I found to my surprise, the quiet of Highbury Place was being much disturbed, its semi-rural aspect greatly disfigured by a variety of groups of people more or less advanced in the various stages of intoxication. From the moving crowd arose roars and laughter, mingled with curses. A young woman, crinolined to the waist, is "the observed of all observers." From the crown to the heel she is "The Woman in White" — white bonnet, white fall, white dress, white cloak, and white boots. This whiteness was not an emblem of purity certainly; for that which proceeded out of her mouth told the nature of her character. She had been "indulging rather freely," and hence missed the mark of the so-called "moderation," and her manner, as well as her dress, had become such as to invite marked attention. She says she is bound for "the Barn" and that is enough to tell what she is. All this hubbub has been caused by an unknown young rogue purposely trampling upon her skirt of extra great dimensions. But she is off, and shouts of laughter follow her.
     On a little further is another crowd, in the centre of which are a husband, his wife, and their children. One child is in his arms, another is fastened into the tucked-up skirt of the mother's gown whilst two more children are at their feet, looking up and around most pitifully. Both parents are intoxicated. The father can scarcely speak, though he had stopped short to scold the mother, who is so far gone in drink that she seems to be utterly oblivious as to the kind of treatment she is receiving at his hand. Their mutual and silly recrimination is affording no small share of deplorable amusement to the by-standers, who continue to send forth shouts of laughter at every fresh sally.
     Not much further on is another crowd.  The special objects of attention are a mother and her two children, one an infant in her arms, the other is by her side, evidently an intelligent and a reflecting child. She, with her husband, had been drinking at the "Tea Gardens," doubtless something stronger than tea. One of those who go there to make a conquest had succeeded. With this one the poor woman's husband had absconded. "He has gone with that strumpet again," was the sorrowing mother's reply to the question put as to the cause of her excessive grief. Still crying with rage, and denouncing her husband in no measured terms, she, after a pause, added, "It's not the first time; but I'll find her out, and pull the heart out of her."
     And not far distant is a band of young men, varying from fifteen to thirty years of age. They are arm in arm, occupying the entire breadth of the road. Each one is more or less intoxicated, so much so, that it requires the combined efforts of the whole to keep some of them from measuring their length upon the ground. Their conversation is of the rudest kind, and spoken in the most boisterous manner. Utterly regardless of the effects of a gross outrage on the most common sense of propriety, not to mention the higher claims of the Lord's-day, they sing. "The Strand, the Strand," is the song in which they all join as they marched along. 
     Shortly after this I found myself pressed much by the moving mass. Side by side with the jaunty young man and his reckless female companion, is the citizen of the better paid class, with his wife and child, and in many cases by his side are the boy and girl, not yet let loose from paternal restraint, but able to observe and to reflect. This strange concourse of people and their surroundings give the scene the aspect of a rough fair, with all its noise and vice. The weighing machine is in full operation, at a penny a-head. The owner, anxious to gratify his female customers, while filling up the card, and giving it to the girl, takes care to assure her that she is precisely the weight of the Princess Royal previous to her marriage. This is done in such a manner as to give an opportunity for some lewd remark and a roar of laughter. There, too, were the vendors of moustaches and paste-board noses, of all shapes and colours, "for the small charge of one penny." The moustache and the nose serving as a kind of mask, to give a striking appearance on entering the pleasure grounds, and to disguise the wearers so as to allow more license in their speaking and acting while there. All this, and much more of the same kind, I saw that Sunday evening in the neighbourhood of licensed "Pleasure Grounds," where strong drink may be had. And notice these facts:— 1. That this was not an extra occasion. 2. That each of these so-called "Pleasure Grounds," or "Tea Gardens," or "Dairy Farms," are representative places in their way, neither better nor worse than any of the rest of their kind. 3. That there are many such places and such scenes in this great and professedly Christian London. And, with these facts before your mind, ask yourself, When such are the scenes, such the life in London outside of these licensed places, what must that be  within? But shocking as such scenes are, they only make various hideous items of a horrid whole, as is evident to all who leave these "retreats" and return to the main thoroughfares. There, on Sunday evening, we meet the crowds returning from the fields or the country, to the streets, in almost every one of which public houses of all kinds exist; where drinkers clamour for more of that liquid fire which burns up character, health, happiness, and life. So much so, that the scenes completely represent the picture painted by Him who knows the habits and the hearts of those who have "erred through wine, and through strong drink are out of the way;" of those who "are swallowed up of wine," and "are out of the way through strong drink." 

 
James Inches Hillocks, My Life and Labours in London, a step nearer the mark, 1865



next ...
 
Hints for Husbands and Wives
 
  HINTS TO MAKE HOME HAPPY - TO HUSBANDS

 

    KEEP up the practice of reading the paper during the whole of breakfast time; of allowing your self to be spoken to half-a-dozen times before you answer, and then of asking your wife what it was that she said. Upon her telling you, make some reply which is nothing to the purpose, as if you were thinking of something else.
     Having been out over night at an evening party, which your wife was prevented from going to by indisposition, entertain her the next morning by a minute description of the young lady you danced with, descanting on every point as enthusiastically as possible.
     Take frequent opportunities of praising features and personal peculiarities which are as different as possible from your wife's. For instance, if she has blue eyes, say how you like black; if dark hair, how much you admire light : if she is tall, remark that you prefer a moderate height; and if short, be constantly quoting Byron, to the effect that you "hate a dumpy woman".
     Some wives are very particular about their fenders. Should this be the case with yours, always use it for your footstool. When fresh drugget has been laid down on the stairs, particularly if it is a rainy day, invariably forget to scrape your shoes.
     Discover, frequently, on a cold raw morning, that the room is close, and insist on having the windows open. On the other hand, be as often, during the height of the dog-days, affected with a chilliness, which shall oblige you to keep them shut.
     Very often order dinner punctually at five, and very seldom come home till a quarter to six. Occasionally, however, return at the appointed hour, and, not finding things ready, complain that you are never attended to.
     If your fish, your joint, or your vegetables, should happen accidentally to be a little under or over done, never smother your disappointment like some people, but express it as markedly as you can, and remain in an ill humour for the rest of the evening. Be never quite satisfied with what is set before you; but, if possible, find some fault with every dish : or, if not, quarrel with the arrangements of the table. If you can find nothing else to grumble at, think of something that you would have liked better than what has been got for you, and say so.
     Wives occasionally make pies and puddings, with a view to a little approbation. Never bestow this, on any account; but always say you wished these things were left to the cook.
     Knowing that there is nothing but cold meat in the house, bring home, every now and then, half-a-dozen men, unexpectedly, to take pot-luck with you. Your wife will probably sit a table flurried and uncomfortable; in which case, amuse them by joking at her expense.
     Should you chance, after dinner, to be affected by a slight drowsiness, never resist it because your wife wishes to chat with you; do not mind her, but go quietly to sleep.
     When you have an evening party at your house, come home to dress just as the company is beginning to arrive.
     Should you find yourself at eleven o'clock at night among a set of bachelor friends, and be offered a cigar, always stay and smoke it, and another after it if you like, and, if you please, another after that; in fact, as many as you find agreeable; never troubling yourself for an instant about keeping your wife and the servants up.
     In short, on all occasions, consult studiously your own inclinations, and indulge, without the least restriction, your every whim and caprice; but never regard your wife's feelings at all; still less make the slightest allowance for any weakness or peculiarity of her character; and your home will assuredly be as happy as you deserve that it should be.

 
Punch, 1844



MORE HINTS TO MAKE HOME HAPPY - TO WIVES

 

    YOUR first consideration before marriage was, how to please your lover. Consider any such endeavour, after marriage, to be unnecessary and ridiculous; and, by way of amends for your former labour, let your sole object be, to please yourself.
     Be at no pains to look well of a morning. A long toilet is tiresome; particularly when it is cold. "Taking the hair out" occupies nearly ten minutes :  come down to breakfast, therefore, in curl papers; also in a flannel dressing-gown; and, unless you expect callers, remain in déshabille all day. Husbands are nobodies, and comfort is to be studied before appearance.
     But are you to neglect your attire altogether? By no means. Indulge your taste in dress to the utmost. Be always buying something new; never mind the expense of it. Payments belong to husbands. If you see a shawl or bonnet in a window, order it. Should a silk or a muslin attract your eye, desire it to be sent home. Does a feather, a ribbon, a jewel, strike your fancy?  purchase it instantly. If your husband is astonished at the bill, pout; if he remonstrates, cry. But do not spoil your finery by domestic wear. Reserve it for promenades and parties. It is the admiration of society, that you should seek for, not your husband's.
     Be constantly seeing tables, chairs, window curtains, and other furniture which you like better than your own; and insist upon their being got. Want to get rid of your old piano, and have a new one. If your husband keeps a carriage for you, desire a better; if he does not, and cannot afford it, complain. Whenever your desires exceed his means, look unhappy, and hint how much more advantageously you might have married. Never smile and hope for better things, but make your husband feel, as keenly as you can, the inadequacy of his means to support you.
     Practise, however, a reasonable economy. Take every opportunity of making a cheap purchase; and when asked of what use it is? reply, that it is "a bargain."
     Enjoy ill health. Be very nervous: and, in particular, subject to fits; which you are to fly into as often as your husband is unkind, that is, whenever he reasons with you. Make the most of every little ache or pain; and insist upon having a fashionable physician. There is something very elegant in illness; a prettiness in a delicate constitution  affect this attraction if you have it not  men admire it exceedingly. 
     Put yourself under no restraint in your husband's presence Sit, loll, or lie, in just what way you like, looking only to the ease of the posture, not to its grace. Leave niceties of conversation and sentiment to the single; never mind how you express yourself; why should wives be particular? When your husband wishes to read or be quiet, keep chattering to him; the more frivolous and uninteresting the subject, the better. If he is disposed for conversation, be dull and silent: and whenever you see that he is interested in what he is talking about, especially if he wishes you to attend to him, keep yawning.
     There are two ways of discharging your household duties. If you are languid and listless, you may let them alone : if not able, you should be continually turning the house topsy-turvy, under pretence of setting it to rights. You can either let your servants do just as they please; or you may be continually in the kitchen, looking after them. In the latter case, scold them frequently, and in an audible voice, so as to be heard upstairs. Never think of looking to your husband's shirt buttons;  leave that to the laundress; or, if you must attend to his linen, superintend your washing  in person, and have frequent water-parties; and, especially in winter, always have the clothes dried before the parlour fire.
     If your husband has to go out to a business-dinner, or to the play, never let him have the latch-key; and should he, on any occasion, stay out late, send the servant to bed, sit up for him yourself, and make a merit of the sacrifice to "the wretch."
     Have a female confidant, who will instruct you in all the ill qualities of husbands generally, and will supply any deficiencies in the above hints. In conclusion, bear these grand principles in mind  that men must be crossed and thwarted continually, or they are sure to be tyrants; that a woman, to have her rights, must stand up for them; and that the behaviour which won a man's affections, is by no means necessary to preserve them.

 
Punch, 1844



next ...
 
Homeless Children
 
 BUT if, in spite of the parents, the poor children should weather the storm and live on to the age of six or seven, there are several other methods of getting rid of the burden of keeping them. One method is, to turn them out of doors altogether. A man told us at our last temperance meeting, three nights ago, that his father had turned him out of doors, one dark night, when he was only eleven years of age; telling him that he was then old enough to get his own living, and must go out into the world and seek it where he could. And the poor child went, without a penny in his pocket, or even a loaf of bread, and he wandered on in a starving condition until he could no longer walk. And he lay down by the roadside to die of hunger and fatigue — three hundred miles away from home. There he was picked up by a navvy, who took him home and adopted him. And in the course of time he himself became a navvy and a mighty prizefighter. If you think I am drawing upon my imagination, I shall be happy to give you the gentleman's name and address, so that you may write to him and verify the above statement.
     Another case in point is that of a Street Arab, whom I found in a state of utter destitution about four months ago. When he was only five years old his mother died, and his father soon married another woman; who, after treating her stepchildren with a cruelty which has left many poker-scars upon my poor Arab's head, turned them all out of doors. The boys then took to Street-Arab life, and the girls — well, one of them was soon sent to an industrial school, or a reformatory, where she remained six years; and another in the course of time got married, and is now living in my district. This woman assured me that for seven years her little brother, about whom I went to make inquiries of her, had not known what it was to sleep in a bed. She herself could not take him in, because she and her husband had seven children of their own, with only one room to live in. But the boy frequently slept at the house where they lodged, that is to say, he slept either on the staircase, or in the passage behind the street-door. Indeed, he had, she said, slept in that passage during the whole of last winter.
     Another favourite place of his for sleeping in was a place known to Arabs as "THE HOLES," in the neighbourhood of Covent Garden Market.
     I went to see "The Holes," and found them to be just what the boy had described to me.
     In front of the Floral Hall there are some iron columns, not solid but hollow, with circular holes in them, just large enough to admit the body of an ordinary boy under twelve. To climb up to the topmost of these holes would only be the work of a few seconds to an experienced Street Arab; and once inside, he is safe; for he can penetrate ever so far inside the roof of the arcade, and the police could not get at him if they tried. The place is so secure, that the boys who sleep there often leave their boots there for a whole day in summer, if they have any boots to leave; and they have such a nice sense of honour amongst themselves, that boots so left are never stolen.
     And now as I have digressed so far, and said so much about my poor Street Arab, the reader will, I am sure, be glad to know something more about him.
     On the first night after making his acquaintance, I locked him up, with his own willing consent, in the small schoolroom in this mission house, having, of course, first given him a good feed. I could not have offered him the use of a bed, because, if I had, it would no longer have been of any use to me.
     Then, after keeping him in lodgings for some time, I managed to find him a situation, which, in spite of very hard work, he still retains; getting his board and lodging and a shilling a week, which I am saving for him, his clothes having been presented to me for him by some kind friends. 
 
Rev. D. Rice-Jones, In the Slums, 1884



next ...
 
Hooligans
 
  A song and dance, "The O'Hooligan Boys" by Messrs. Sinclair and Davis

 
from a programme at the Elephant and Castle Theatre,  in The Era, 1891



Charles Clarke, a powerful lad of 19, described as a general dealer, who refused his address, was charged at Southwark upon a warrant with violently assaulting Police-constable 51 M and Constable Chappell, employed by Mrs. Poole, the managing director of the South London Palace of Varieties, London-road. Mr. William Sergeant, the manager, watched the case on behalf of Mrs. Poole. It appeared from the evidence that on Saturday night, the 14th inst., a disturbance was created in the hall by a gang headed by the prisoner, who were throwing bottles and glasses about the gallery. Upon Chappell speaking to them the prisoner seized a broom and struck him (Chappell) a violent blow with it, felling him to the ground, where he lay in an unconscious condition. The prisoner and his companions then kicked him violently about the body. When Police-constable 51 M went to Chappell's assistance, he was also "set upon," thrown to the ground, and kicked about the head and body. The officer, owing to this treatment, was upon the sick-list for a week. Police-constable 51 M said the prisoner was the "king of a gang of youths known as the Hooligan Boys," who paid a secretary 2d. per week towards settling fines inflicted upon the members of the gang for assaults upon the police. They were fine by the secretary 2d. if they were found without a belt or a stick. Mr. Marsham remanded the accused to give the police an opportunity to arrest some of the prisoner's companions.

 
Reynolds's Newspaper, 1894



THE "HOOLIGAN" GANGS

 

With a view of strengthening the hands of the police in the south-eastern districts of London in their efforts to stamp out the so-called "Hooligan" gangs of roughs, who are said to have their paid officials and a weekly contribution list to defray the cost of the fines inflicted for assault and outrage, a tradesmen's committee has been formed in this district of the metropolis. It has been decided that a representative deputation should wait on the Home Secretary on the subject. The committee desire to suggest to the Government that a short Bill empowering flogging for outrages of the kind committed by this gang should be introduced into Parliament.

 
Illustrated Police News, 1894



A FEARFUL STATE OF THINGS IN SOUTH LAMBETH

 

ROUGHS RULE THE ROOST

 

(FROM THE "EVENING NEWS")

 

    TERRORISM reigns supreme in Lambeth. For years the organised gangs of young ruffians who infest the neighbourhood have been getting worse and worse, until now it is no exaggeration to say that the more respectable portion of the community go in fear of their lives.
     The Oakley Street tragedy and other similar outrages have called the attention of public at large to the matter, but the residents in that particular district have long since become in some measures accustomed to the ways of the "Hooligans" and similar brutes.
     Probably the worst part of Lambeth is the New Cut and the streets immediately surrounding and it is from here that there pests of South London are mostly drawn. Sometimes they move about in gangs, dodging the police from street to street, and at other times go round in twos and threes waylaying anybody and everybody who looks as if he might have — to use their own expressive phrase — anything "wuth pinchin'."
     An Evening News representative has seen a man who quite recently was the victim of one of these outrages.
     "I am a barman," he said; "and the other night, after the house had closed, I was on my way home through Stamford Street. Up comes a chap and asks me for a light, and while I was feeling for the matches, another one comes up behind, blows out the light, hits me across the head with something sharp, and then they both sat on me while another one went through me."
     As an evidence that the story is not the outcome of a vivid imagination, the man bears a deep scar over the eye, which is still black from the force of the blow. This is not an isolated case, for the man's employer informed our representative that he knew many people who had been similarly waylaid late at night.
     A favourite occupation of the younger members of the gangs is to throw the newspaper placard-boards into the small shops which abound in the neighbourhood, and then if the shopkeeper dares to say anything he will probably have a stone put through his window. "It never used to be so," said an Oakley Street shopkeeper. "I've been here thirteen years, but lately the place is unbearable. In the evening I can't leave my shop a minute or I should have things stolen, and I've had my windows broken several times, and I do wish the police could do something to stop it."
     The police, however, are under considerable difficulty and seem almost powerless. About three years ago the trouble was very bad, but by vigorous measures it was stamped out, but, like a hardy weed, it has grown again, and is as vigorous as ever.
     There is little that these men, when in combination, will stop at, and the attempted rescue of Gould, the man on remand from Southwark charged with causing the death of a woman in Redcross Court, the threatening of the coroner and witnesses in the Oakley Street tragedy, are only instances showing that a very strong and determined hand will be wanted in the stamping out of the ruffians who are certainly more like beasts than men.
     There is nothing to distinguish the rough that terrorises these South London districts from his brother round Clerkenwell, Brick Lane, or Deptford. In every case his methods are much the same. He is an arrant bully and a coward, and alone, unless he can make a sudden assault from behind, is little to be feared, but as one of a gang he is capable of most horrible brutalities on the slightest provocation.
     "No respectable man is safe at night in any of the streets round here," say men who have lived in Oakley Street for many years.
     "I can take care of myself pretty well," said one, "but I never go out after dark without a loaded revolver, and if I was attacked I should shoot."
     "Yes, I know I'm liable to get into trouble for that, but I'd rather get into trouble that be laid out by one of that gang. Why, they'd half murder a man for a shilling."
     Scores of assaults are committed in the neighbourhood that the police never hear of, for the victim is frequently afraid to complain.
     The chief witness of the Oakley Street crime, who has since been threatened for giving evidence, is specially watched over, the policemen patrolling Oakley Street in couples. She is being equally closely watched by the gang the criminal belongs to. One of the leading spirits of this gang is, as is frequently the case, a woman, and she and her "pals" keep a steady watch on the witness's shop from a neighbouring house.
      From sixteen to twenty-five is the usual age of the Hooligan, and none can say that during that time he does any appreciable amount of honest work.
     He preys by night, and if he comes out of his den during the day he generally slouches about comparatively harmless; it is after dark that he can be seen in all his glory. Then if a stranger repulses a woman who speaks to him, it is "Wot are you a-doin' to my wife?" and even if the victim is assaulted and robbed he does not care to complain when there are several of the gang willing to swear he has been insulting a woman. And if he does complain the chances are he will obtain no witnesses, for the whole neighbourhood goes in fear of these gangs.
     One of their sources of income is said to be the better-dressed rough who finds his victim coming up from the races. For half a sovereign the Lambeth Hooligans will cheerfully "bash" anyone the sporting blackguard chances to put them on to.
     A resident who knows the gang well says:— "The thing that would stop them would be the lash. Give it them, just before they come out, so that their friends can see the effect, and I'll warrant the outrages will soon be put a stop to."

 
Illustrated Police News, 1898



HOOLIGAN GIRLS

 

A respectably-dressed young girl was set upon by four factory girls, and unmercifully beaten, at the Blackfriars-road end of Stamford-street, on Wednesday. Her screams attracted a crowd of persons, but the assailants disappeared down a side street, leaving their victim lying on the ground. When picked up she was found to be bleeding profusely from the nose and mouth. The injured girl explained to two policemen that she had only just left her place of employment and was proceeding home when she accidentally brushed against one of these four girls, who were standing on the pavement.

 
Lloyd's Weekly Newspaper, 1898



A "HOOLIGAN GANG" IN TOTTENHAM

 

IT IS TIME STRONG MEASURES WERE TAKEN

 

    AT the Tottenham Police Court, before Dr. Daly, Alfred Mardell, twenty-one, labourer, was charged on a warrant with damaging a lamp to the extent of 1s. 6d., the property of Walter Harvey, of Avenue Road, South Tottenham.
     Prosecutor said he had undertaken the prosecution on behalf of his brother tradesmen. They were continually annoyed and had their windows broken. The prisoner was a member of a gang who called themselves "the South Tottenham Hooligan gang." . . . . 

 
Illustrated Police News, 1899



next ...
 
The House Telegraph
 
  A Telegraph all over London? The wires brought to within 100 yards of every man's door? A Company established to carry it out?
     Well — I don't know. There's a good deal to be said on both sides.
     It certainly would be pleasant to be within five minutes of such a message as "Dine at the Club with me at seven;" or "'SQUATTLEBOROUGH JUNCTIONS' at six premium; I've sold your hundred, and paid in the cash to your account;" or "Little stranger arrived safe this morning at twelve; mamma and baby doing well;" and one might occasionally be grateful for such a warning as "KITE and POUNCE took out a writ against you this morning — Look alive;" or "JAWKINS coming to call on you; make yourself scarce."
     But think on the other hand of being within five minutes of every noodle who wants to ask you a question, of every dun with a "little account;" of every acquaintance who has a favour to beg, or a disagreeable thing to communicate. With the post one secures at least the three or four hours betwixt writing the letter and its delivery. When I leave my suburban retreat at Brompton, at nine A.M., for the City, I am insured against Mrs. P.'s anxieties, and tribulations, and consultings, on the subject of our little family, or our little bills, the servants' shortcomings, or the tradesmen's delinquencies, at least till my return to dinner. But with a House Telegraph, it would be a perpetual tete-a-tete. We should be always in company, as it were, with all our acquaintance. Good gracious, we should go far to outvie SIR BOYLE ROCHE's famous bird, and be not in two places only, but in every place within the whole range of the House-Telegraph at once. Solitude would become impossible. The bliss of ignorance would be at an end. We should come near that most miserable of all conceivable conditions, of being able to oversee and overhear all that is being done or said concerning us all over London! Every bore's finger would be always on one's button; every intruder's hand on one's knocker; every good-natured friend's lips in one's ear.
 No — all things considered, I don't think society is quite ripe for the House-Telegraph yet. If it is established I shall put up a plate on my door with "No House-Telegrams need apply."

 
Punch, 1858



next ...
 
Immigrants
 
  Years ago, Doctor Johnson called London 'the common sewer of Paris and of Rome;' but at the present day it is a reservoir, a giant vat, into which flow countless streams of continental immigration. More so than Paris, where the English only go for pleasure; the Germans to become tailors and boot-makers; and the Swiss, valets, house-porters, and waiters. More so than the United States, whose only considerable feed-pipes of emigration are Irish, English, and Germans. There is in London the foreign artistic population, among which I will comprise French, and Swiss, and German governesses, French painters, actors, singers, and cooks; Italian singers and musicians; French hairdressers, milliners, dressmakers, clear-starchers, and professors of legerdemain, with countless teachers of every known language, and professors of every imaginable musical instrument. There is the immense foreign servile population: French and Italian valets and shopmen, and German nurses and nursery-maids. There is the foreign commercial population, a whole colony of Greek merchants in Finsbury, of Germans in the Minories, of Frenchmen round Austin Friars, of Moorish Jews in Whitechapel, and of foreign shopkeepers at the west end of the town. There is the foreign mechanical, or labouring population: French, Swiss, and German watchmakers, French and German lithographers, Italian plaster-cast makers and German sugar-bakers, brewers, and leather-dressers. There is the foreign mendicant population: German and Alsatian buy-a-broom girls, Italian hurdy-gurdy grinders, French begging-letter writers (of whose astonishing numbers, those good associations, 'La Société Française de Bienfaisance a Londres,'
and 'The Friends of Foreigners in Distress,' could tell some curious tales, maybe), Lascar street-sweepers, and tom-tom pounders. There is the foreign maritime population: an enormous one, as all men who have seen Jack alive in London can vouch for. There is the foreign respectable population, composed of strangers well to do, who prefer English living and English customs to those of their own country. There is the foreign swindling population: aliens who live on their own wits and on the want thereof in their neighbours: sham counts, barons, and chevaliers; farmers of German lotteries, speculators in German university degrees, forgers of Russian bank-notes, bonnets at gaming-houses, touts and spongers to foreign hotels and on foreign visitors, bilkers of English taverns and boarding-houses, and getters-up of fictitious concerts and exhibitions. There is the foreign visiting or sightseeing population, who come from Dover to the Hotel de l'Europe, and go from thence, with a cicerone, to St. Paul's, Windsor, and Richmond, and thence back again to France, Germany, or Spain. Lastly, there is the refugee population; and this be mine to descant upon.
     The Patmos of London I may describe as an island bounded by four squares; on the north by that of Soho, on the south by that of Leicester, on the east by the quadrangle of Lincoln's Inn Fields (for the purlieus of Long Acre and Seven Dials are all Patinas), and on the west by Golden Square.
     The trapezium of streets enclosed within this boundary are not, by any means, of an aristocratic description. A maze of sorry thoroughfares, a second-rate butcher's meat and vegetable market, two model lodging-houses, a dingy parish church, and some 'brick barns' of dissent are within its boundaries. No lords or squires of high degree live in this political Alsatia. The houses are distinguished by a plurality of bell-pulls inserted in the door-jambs, and by a plurality of little brass name-plates, bearing the names of in-dwelling artisans. Everybody (of nubile age and English extraction) seems to be married, and to have a great many children, whose education appears to be conducted chiefly on the outdoor principle.
     As an uninterested stranger, and without a guide, you might, perambulating these shabby streets, see in them nothing which would peculiarly distinguish them from that class of London veins known inelegantly, but expressively, as 'back slums'. At the first glance you see nothing but dingy houses teeming with that sallow, cabbage-stalk, and fried fish sort of population, indigenous to back slums. The pinafored children are squabbling or playing in the gutters; while from distant courts come faintly and fitfully threats of Jane to tell Ann's mother; together with that unmeaning monotonous chant or dirge which street-children sing, why, or with what object, I know not. Grave dogs sit on door-steps — their heads patiently cocked on one side, waiting for the door to be opened, as — in this region of perpetual beer-fetching — they know must soon be the case. The beer itself, in vases of strangely-diversified patterns, and borne by Hebes of an diversified appearance, is incessantly threading the needle through narrow courts and alleys. The public-house doors are always on the swing; the bakers' shops (they mostly sell 'seconds') are always full; so are the cookshops, so are the coffee-shops: step into one, and you shall have a phase of Patmos before you incontinent.
     Albrecht Lurleiberg, who keeps this humble little Deutsche Caffee und Gasthof, as he calls it, commenced business five years ago with a single coffee-pot and two cups and saucers. That was a little before February, 1848. Some few foreigners dropped into visit him occasionally; but he was fain to eke out his slender earnings by selling sweetstuff, penny dolls, and cheap Sunday newspapers. After the first three months' saturnalia of revolution in '48, however, exiles began to populate Patmos pretty thickly. First, Barbès' and Albert's unsuccessful riot; then the escapade of Ledru-Rollin and Louis Blanc; then the wholesale prescriptions of Hungary, Italy, Austria, Russia, and Baden — all these contributed to swell the number of Herr Lurleiberg's customers a hundredfold, and to fill Patmos to overflowing. The sweetstuff and dolls disappeared 'right away,' and the coffee-pots and cups and saucers multiplied exceedingly. In addition to this, the Herr caused to be stretched across the single window a canvas blind, on which his name, and the style and title of his establishment, were painted in painfully attenuated letters, with which, not yet content, he incited young Fritz Schiftmahl, the artist, with dazzling prospects of a carte-blanche for coffee and tobacco, to depict beneath, in real oil colours, the counterfeit presentments of a Pole, a Hungarian, and a German embracing each other in a fraternal accolade, all smoking tobacco like volcanos sulphur; the legend setting forth that true, universal, and political brotherhood are only to be found at Albrecht Lurleiberg's.

 
George Sala, Gaslight and Daylighti, 1859



next ...
 
Importing Ice
 
  A very long way off, in the New World, there is a great cup, hundreds of feet deep, made in the mountains. This cup is always full of crystal water, which in the winter season gets so cold that great ships come and carry it all over the world, so that every person, when he is heated as you are, can, if he likes, have a draught of its delicious icy contents. 
     In all probability the child would think we were telling it some tale of Fairyland, and would not dream that we were speaking of an everyday working fact. Yet such is the case: the crystal cup is the Wenham Lake, held in a hollow of the mountains in New Hampshire, Massachusetts. This lake, which is of small extent, having only an area of 500 acres, is supplied by springs which issue from its rocky bottom; its waters are so pure that analysis cannot detect any foreign elements held either in suspension or in combination. 
     This condition of purity is not alone, however, the cause of the celebrity which the ice formed from it has of late years attained throughout the world, and especially in England: there are many such lakes in America capable of producing equally good ice, and which are indeed used as the ice farms if we may so term them, for home consumption. The real reason of the celebrity of the ice produced from the Wenham Lake lies in the fact of its being near the seaboard, which enables the company to which it belongs to ship it easily to all parts of the world . . . 
      When the ice is wanted either for home consumption or shipment, it is placed in air-tight trucks, which carry it at once along the line to Boston, and even to the ship's side. When taken on board, it is carefully packed in sawdust, and excluded as much as possible from the external salt air. But, notwithstanding every precaution that it is possible to take, waste of from a third to a half of its substance often occurs. A ship which left Boston, for instance, fifty-one days since, with 502 tons of ice, arrived in London with only 326 tons  — thus there was a loss of 176 tons in that time. This loss was owing to two causes. Firstly, the great difficulty of procuring a good drainage in a ship, in consequence of which the sawdust becomes saturated, and is converted into a conductor of heat; and, secondly, the extraordinary solvent powers of the sea atmosphere, impregnated as it is with salt, which, housekeepers know, thaws ice instantly. 
     Arrived in this country, it is stored in the warehouses belonging to the company. These are situated in the dry arches supporting the Waterloo-road, which, towards the bridge, are at least forty feet high and seventy feet long. In these spacious dungeons, in silence and in darkness, old King Frost is cooped a close prisoner through the long summer days.
    The visitor who is curious enough to inspect these storehouses sees nothing but huge heaps of sawdust; but the frosty breath issuing from his mouth makes him aware of the low temperature of the atmosphere. In the season, as much as two thousand tons of ice are sometimes stored here without losing much in weight. These gigantic icehouses, five in number, happen to run underneath some fish-shops, which, it will be remembered, lie on the left-hand side of the road, going over the bridge from the Strand; and there is a capital joke told by the ice-men thereanent. On one or two occasions they found, much to their astonishment, a number of lobster-shells among the ice, a circumstance which puzzled them as much as the presence of minnows in the milk-jug would a London housekeeper. The mystery was speedily cleared up, however, by finding that some of the bricks at the end of one of the vaults had (of course by accident) become loosened, and the vast refrigerator was conveniently bestowing its preservative powers upon the fresh fish stores of the superimposed warehouses. 
     We have spoken hitherto of the Wenham Lake ice exclusively, but it is not pretended that all the ice comes from thence that is imported by the company. Cargoes are often imported from Norway, of excellent ice, cut and carried on the same principle as in America. Indeed, it would be but reasonable to suppose that as the demand increased the ice-producing countries of the northern latitudes would be laid under contribution. Nevertheless, it will be a long time before they can come in competition with the ice-trade of America, where every appliance for its preservation and conveyance has been so long in use. 
     Of course, it would be utterly impossible to tell the nationality of different blocks, as they all consist of pure spring water. Any block that is at all tainted in colour, or which holds any impurity in solution, however clear it might appear, is always put aside at once as rough ice for freezing purposes. Consequently, the ice sold as Wenham Lake ice by the company may be used with confidence in immediate contact with the articles of food required to be cooled. 
     Before the Wenham Lake Ice Company introduced the portable refrigerators it was only the rich, who possessed ice-houses, that could command a cooling medium in the sweltering summer months. Now every man, for eight pounds, can possess a more perfect ice-house than any nobleman did a few years ago. Indeed, the old ice-houses have become entirely obsolete now that any gentleman, for ten pounds a year, can keep his refrigerator constantly full in any part of the country, the company forwarding the ice in square hampers, carefully packed in sawdust. 
     The refrigerators are made on pretty nearly the same principle as the fire-safe, the object of both being the same — to keep their contents free from the action of the external temperature. To ensure this, the walls are filled with charcoal, the best non-conductor for the purpose. 
     Among the many comforts we moderns enjoy, we know of none comparable to the comfort — no! comfort is not the word — the absolute luxury afforded us through this singular application of a scientific principle. Henceforth, no decent householder need tolerate swimming butter or lukewarm drinking water in the dog-days. Neither should tough joints, warm from the slaughter-house, be suffered to pass as heretofore, on the plea that "there is no keeping meat this hot weather." We have invented a shield that the arrows of Apollo cannot penetrate, and the iced larder will, without doubt, soon become as much a universal comfort among us as the bright fireside. 
     To butchers and dealers in perishable provisions of all kinds this invention will prove invaluable, as its adoption will obviate all the inconveniences to which they have hitherto been put in warm weather. 

 
Andrew Wynter, Our Social Bees, 1865



next ...
 
Industrial Illness
 
  . . . Then there are the "dangerous trades," in which countless workers are employed. Their hold on life is indeed precarious — far, far more precarious than the hold of the twentieth-century soldier on life. In the linen trade, in the preparation of the flax, wet feet and wet clothes cause an unusual amount of bronchitis, pneumonia, and severe rheumatism; while in the carding and spinning departments the fine dust produces lung disease in the majority of cases, and the woman who starts carding at seventeen or eighteen begins to break up and go to pieces at thirty. The chemical labourers, picked from the strongest and most splendidly-built men to be found, live, on an average, less than forty-eight years. 
     Says Dr. Arlidge, of the potter's trade: "Potter's dust does not kill suddenly, but settles, year after year, a little more firmly into the lungs, until at length a case of plaster is formed. Breathing becomes more and more difficult and depressed, and finally ceases."
     Steel dust, stone dust, clay dust, alkali dust, fluff dust, fibre dust — all these things kill, and they are more deadly than machine-guns and pom-poms. Worst of all is the lead dust in the white-lead trades. Here is a description of the typical dissolution of a young, healthy, well-developed girl who goes to work in a white-lead factory:— 

 

    Here, after a varying degree of exposure, she becomes anaemic. It may be that her gums show a very faint blue line, or perchance her teeth and gums are perfectly sound, and no blue line is discernible. Coincidently with the anaemia she has been  getting thinner, but so gradually as scarcely to impress itself upon her or her friends. Sickness, however, ensues, and headaches, growing in intensity, are developed. These are frequently attended by obscuration of vision or temporary blindness. Such a girl passes into what appears to her friends and medical adviser as ordinary hysteria. This gradually deepens without warning, until she is suddenly seized with a convulsion, beginning in one half of the face, then involving the arm, next the leg of the same side of the body, until the convulsion, violent and purely epileptic form in character, becomes universal. This is attended by loss of consciousness, out of which she passes into a series of convulsions, gradually increasing in severity, in one of which she dies — or consciousness, partial or perfect, is regained, either, it may be, for a few minutes, a few hours, or days, during which violent headache is complained of, or she is delirious and excited, as in acute mania, or dull and sullen as in melancholia, and requires to be roused, when she is found wandering, and her speech is somewhat imperfect. Without further warning, save that the pulse, which has become soft, with nearly the normal number of beats, all at once becomes low and hard; she is suddenly seized with another convulsion, in which she dies, or passes into a state of coma from which she never rallies. In another case the convulsions will gradually subside, the headache disappears and the patient recovers, only to find that she has completely lost her eyesight, a loss that may be temporary or permanent.

    And here are a few specific cases of white-lead poisoning:—
 

    Charlotte Rafferty, a fine, well-grown young woman with a splendid constitution — who had never had a day's illness in her life — became a white-lead worker. Convulsions seized her at the foot of the ladder in the works. Dr. Oliver examined her, found the blue line along her gums, which shows that the system is under the influence of the lead. He knew that the convulsions would shortly return. They did so, and she died.

 Mary Ann Toler — a girl of seventeen, who had never had a fit in her life — three times became ill, and had to leave off work in the factory. Before she was nineteen she showed symptoms of lead poisoning — had fits, frothed at the mouth, and died.
  
 Mary A., an unusually vigorous woman, was able to work in the lead factory for _twenty years_, having colic once only during that time. Her eight children all died in early infancy from convulsions. One morning, whilst brushing her hair, this woman suddenly lost all power in both her wrists.

 Eliza H., aged twenty-five, after five months at lead works, was seized with colic. She entered another factory (after being refused by the first one) and worked on uninterruptedly for two years. Then the former symptoms returned, she was seized with convulsions, and died in two days of acute lead poisoning.

 

    Mr. Vaughan Nash, speaking of the unborn generation, says: "The children of the white-lead worker enter the world, as a rule, only to die from the convulsions of lead poisoning — they are either born prematurely, or die within the first year."

    And, finally, let me instance the case of Harriet A. Walker, a young girl of seventeen, killed while leading a forlorn hope on the industrial battlefield. She was employed as an enamelled ware brusher, wherein lead poisoning is encountered. Her father and brother were both out of employment. She concealed her illness, walked six miles a day to and from work, earned her seven or eight shillings per week, and died, at seventeen.

 
Jack London, People of the Abyss, 1903



next ...
 
Jacob's Island
 
      JACOB'S ISLAND, a patch of ground insulated by the common sewer. Spared by the fire of London, the houses and comforts of the people in this loathsome place have scarcely known any improvement since that time. The place is a century behind even the low and squalid districts that surround it.
     In the days of Henry II, the foul stagnant ditch that now makes an island of this pestilential spot, was a running stream, supplied with the waters which poured down from the hills about Sydenham and Nunhead, and was used for the working of the mills that then stood on its banks. These had been granted by charter to the monks of St. Mary and St. John, to grind their flour, and were dependencies upon the Priory of Bermondsey. Tradition tells us that what is now a straw yard skirting the river, was once the City Ranelagh, called "Cupid's Gardens," and that the trees, which are now black with mud, were the bowers under which the citizens loved, on the sultry summer evenings, to sit beside the stream drinking their sack and ale. But now the running brook is changed into a tidal sewer, in whose putrid filth staves are laid to season; and where the ancient summer-houses stood, nothing but hovels, sties, and muck-heaps are now to be seen.
     Not far from the Tunnel there is a creek opening into the Thames. The entrance to this is screened by the tiers of colliers which lie before it. This creek bears the name of the Dock Head. Sometimes it is called St. Saviour's, or, in jocular allusion to the odour for which it is celebrated, Savory Dock. The walls of the warehouses on each side of this muddy stream are green and slimy, and barges lie beside them, above which sacks of corn are continually dangling from the cranes aloft. This creek was once supplied by the streams from the Surrey hills, but now nothing but the drains and refuse of the houses that have grown up round about it thickens and swells its waters.
     On entering the precincts of the pest island, the air has literally the smell of a graveyard, and a feeling of nausea and heaviness comes over any one unaccustomed to imbibe the musty atmosphere. It is not only the nose, but the stomach, that tells how heavily the air is loaded with sulphuretted hydrogen; and as soon as you cross one of the crazy and rotting bridges over the reeking ditch, you know, as surely as if you had chemically tested it, by the black colour of what was once the white-lead paint upon the door-posts and window-sills, that the air is thickly charged with this deadly gas. The heavy bubbles which now and then rise up in the water show you whence at least a portion of the mephitic compound comes, while the open doorless privies that hang over the water side on one of the banks, and the dark streaks of filth down the walls where the drains from each house discharge themselves into the ditch on the opposite side, tell you how the pollution of the ditch is supplied.
     The water is covered with a scum almost like a cobweb, and prismatic with grease. In it float large masses of green rotting weed, and against the posts of the bridges are swollen carcasses of dead animals, almost bursting with the gases of putrefaction. Along its shores are heaps of indescribable filth, the phosphoretted smell from which tells you of the rotting fish there, while the oyster shells are like pieces of slate from their coating of mud and filth. In some parts the fluid is almost as red as blood from the colouring matter that pours into it from the reeking leather-dressers' close by.
     The striking peculiarity of Jacob's Island consists in the wooden galleries and sleeping-rooms at the back of the houses which overhang the dark flood, and are built upon piles, so that the place has positively the air of a Flemish street, flanking a sewer instead of a canal; while the little ricketty bridges that span the ditches and connect court with court, give it the appearance of the Venice of drains, where channels before and behind the houses do duty for the ocean. Across some parts of the stream whole rooms have been built, so that house adjoins house; and here, with the very stench of death rising through the boards, human beings sleep night after night, until the last sleep of all comes upon them years before its time. Scarce a house but yellow linen is hanging to dry over the balustrade of staves, or else run out on a long oar where the sulphur-coloured clothes hang over the waters, and you are almost wonderstruck to see their form and colour unreflected in the putrid ditch beneath.
     At the back of nearly every house that boasts a square foot or two of outlet — and the majority have none at all — are pig-sties. In front waddle ducks, while cocks and hens scratch at the cinderheaps. Indeed the creatures that fatten on offal are the only living things that seem to flourish here
     The inhabitants themselves show in their faces the poisonous influence of the mephitic air they breathe. Either their skins are white, like parchment, telling of the impaired digestion, the languid circulation, and the coldness of the skin peculiar to persons suffering from chronic poisoning, or else their cheeks are flushed hectically, and their eyes are glassy, showing the wasting fever and general decline of the bodily functions. The brown, earthlike complexion of some, and their sunk eyes, with the dark areolae round them, tell you that the sulphuretted hydrogen of the atmosphere in which they live has been absorbed into the blood; while others are remarkable for the watery eye exhibiting the increased secretion of tears so peculiar to those who are exposed to the exhalations of hydrosulphate of ammonia.
     Scarcely a girl that has not suffusion and soreness of the eyes, so that you would almost fancy she had been swallowing small doses of arsenic; while it is evident from the irritation and discharge from the mucous membranes of the nose and eyes for which all the children are distinguished, that the poor emaciated things are suffering from continual inhalation of the vapour of carbonate of ammonia and other deleterious gases.

 
Henry Mayhew, Morning Chronicle, 1849








next ...
 
The Jack the Ripper Show
 
  A PENNY SHOW

 

    Thomas Barry, a showman, was indicted at the Central Criminal Court, on Tuesday, before the Recorder, upon the charge of creating a nuisance by exhibiting figures illustrating a show, and thereby causing idle people to assemble and remain in the Queen's highway. Mr. Poland, Q.C., and Mr. Gore prosecuted for the Whitechapel District Board of Works, and Mr. Purcell defended.
     Mr. Poland, in opening the case, said that the defendant was the proprietor of a show at 106 and 107, Whitechapel-road, and the inhabitants thereabouts had complained of the nuisance caused by the show. It had been the custom of the defendant to exhibit outside the place representations of the Whitechapel murders of "Jack the Ripper", various fat people and dwarfs, and all kinds of monstrosities. There was a waxworks inside, and boxing and other performances went on. The price of admission was a penny. Noises were made outside to attract audiences, and large crowds assembled, obstructing the thoroughfare, and causing, he contended, a nuisance.
     A number of witnesses were then called in support of the case for the prosecution. It was stated that a piece called Maria Martin was played, and also Cartouche, the French Jack Sheppard. Each show lasted about twenty minutes to half-an-hour, and the shows followed each other in succession as audiences were collected. There was shouting when an audience was being gathered, and then large crowds were attracted. The showman outside called out that there was a "bearded woman" to be seen inside, and that this woman was caught by Buffalo Bill, and, having long hair and a beard, she represented "half a gorilla and half a woman." There was an imitation policeman in wax outside. There was a fat French woman exhibited inside, and it was stated that she weighed 39st. 11lb., and measured 8ft. around her shoulders, and one of her garments was exhibited outside to show its size. The announcement was also made that there was a "female champion boxer" who boxed three rounds with a tall soldier.
     Police-constable 28 J.R. proved that as many as 200 people had assembled outside the show premises at one time. The pictures that attracted most attention were those relating to the Whitechapel murders, exhibited at shop No.106. One picture showed six women lying down injured and covered in blood, and with their clothes disturbed.
     Police-inspector Cudmore stated that many known thieves loitered among the crowd and gathered outside the premises, and a large number of persons were arrested near the spot for pocket-picking and larceny.
     Henry Tate, in the employ of Mr. Hunt, a cheese-monger of 108 and 109 Whitechapel-road stated that the shop, No.107, was principally used as a "ghost show." Various pieces were played there, including Sweeney Todd. The showman outside kept calling out till the "house" was filled and performers in stage dress appeared every time they wanted to "draw the house full."
     Mr. Poland read a petition, signed by a number of residents in the neighbourhood, which had been presented to the Whitechapel District Board, complaining of the show as an injury to trade and a nuisance to the inhabitants.
     Mr. Purcell put in a counter-petition, signed by forty-three other inhabitants of the locality, saying that the show was not the least nuisance to them.
     Further evidence was given in support of the prosecution by a number of inhabitants living close to the defendant's premises. It was stated that trade had fallen off in consequence of the crowds that gathered.
     Mr. Johnson, a vestryman, said that in connection with the show there had been a barrel-organ grinding, a fog-horn blowing, and a gong being beaten. The organ, however, was done away with about four months ago.
     Mr. Purcell, for the defence, said that the business carried out by the defendant was not one that contravened the law at all. The pictures with reference to the Whitechapel murders were removed a long time ago. He contended that the defendant had not conducted his legitimate business in such a way as to make him amenable to the law. The defendant did not want people to stare outside, but to go into the show, and the roughs and pickpockets who gathered outside were as much a nuisance to him as to his neighbours.
     Witnesses were next called for the defence, being persons living in the neighbourhood, who stated that the defendants business was not a nuisance to them. It was stated that, besides stalls along the road, there was in the thoroughfare a seal and crocodile show under canvas, a cocoanut-shying stand, knife-ringing stands, shooting galleries, men drawing teeth and selling corn-plaisters, and these caused equally large crowds to assemble.
     The defendant was called as a witness on his own behalf. He said that for the two shops he paid £245 a year rent. As far as possible he had diminished the noise made to attract people, and he wished to carry on his business with as little annoyance to others as possible.
     In answer to Mr. Poland, the defendant said he could not carry on his business if he discontinued having a showman at the door to call out. He could do without pictures, but it was necessary to show the performers to attract the public.
     After a long consideration, the jury returned a verdict of guilty. Mr. Poland said that there was a similar case against a man named Lindley arising in the same neighbourhood. The defendant Lindley said that he would plead guilty.
     Mr. Poland then suggested that both defendants should be allowed to go no their own recognisances to come up for judgment if called upon, and if the inhabitants of the locality were satisfied that there was no further nuisance no more would be heard of the matter. The only object of the prosecution was to stop a nuisance.
     The Recorder adopted this course and the defendants were discharged on entering into their own recognisances in the sum of £100 each to come up for judgment if called upon.

 
The Era, 1889



next ...
 
Jamrach's
 
  LONG before "Ratcliff Highway" had been refined into "St. George Street, E.," Jamrach was a familiar name there. Indeed, for a much longer period than that, it has been a familiar name with the sailors and naturalists of many nations. The father of Mr. Charles Jamrach, the head of the East-end firm (a naturalised British subject), was the chief of the Hamburg River Police, who, through boarding vessels manned by mariners from far countries, who had brought foreign birds, beasts, &c., over with them, acquired a liking for natural history and a knack of making it pay. Both taste and trade he handed on to his son, who has been settled in St. George's for nearly half a century. His establishment consists of a bird shop and a museum in St. George Street, a menagerie in Bett Street, and a warehouse in Old Gravel Lane. They are dingy enough outside and cramped within — full of  dark corners. The plumage of some of the inmates makes sunshine in very shady places. But a good deal of money is turned over in the course of the year in the dusky little office, on whose shelves the museum begins. To both museum and menagerie drive members of the English Royal Family and nobility to make selections for themselves. Mr. Jamrach receives orders not only from the Maharajah we have settled in Norfolk, but also from many of the independent princes in India. For them to order wild beasts from England seems at first sight like ordering coals from London for Newcastle, but it is African and American specimens the rajahs require for their menageries. Zoological gardens in Europe and America, aristocratic owners of aviaries, and ornithological clubs on the continent are Mr. Jamrach's other chief customers. In England, it seems, the fancy for keeping foreign birds is not nearly so prevalent as on the Continent, but it is extending, especially, as might be expected, among the wealthier classes. The animals, &c., are collected in various ways. Sometimes collectors are sent out to India, Africa, and America; but this mode of collection is far more "risky" in a pecuniary point of view than the purchase of specimens delivered in Europe. 
     Runners board vessels at Gravesend and in all the London Docks, which are likely to have brought anything which Mr. Jamrach might wish to purchase; and he has agents at Liverpool, Southampton, Plymouth, Deal, Bordeaux, Marseilles, Hamburg, and other ports, who telegraph for instructions to purchase on the arrival of likely commodities. Masters of merchantmen, again, before sailing, call on Mr. Jamrach for a priced list of animals, &c., required, and bring back as many of the things ordered as they can lay their hands on. In one transaction they very often make more than their whole year's pay. Five thousand pairs of cockatoos, &c., have been brought home in one vessel. A master sometimes receives as much as £1,000 for the produce of one voyage. 
     When I was last at "Jamrach's," I was shown some china and three black panthers which had been brought over by a ship-master, who had brought over at the same time the Sumatran rhinoceros (priced at £1,000), at present lent to the London Zoological Gardens, for which, as she is a popular favourite, she will probably be bought. How queer, if her sea-voyage had not dulled her senses, the huge beast must have felt when she found herself in Ratcliff Highway. 
     Another of the "Zoo's" rhinoceroses, the hairy-eared "Begum," captured by elephant-hunting British officers in Burmah, was bought from Mr. Jamrach for £1,250. On my last visit to his place, he had only a stuffed elephant in stock; but I may mention here that he "quotes" live elephants at £300 a head. Of the other animals of his ever-varying stock which did not happen to be on hand at that time — his slack season — we may also as well jot down the prices:— 

Zebras £100 to £150 each. 
 Camels £20
 Giraffes £40
 Ostriches £80
 Polar Bears £25
 Other Bears from £8 to £16 
 Leopards £20 
 Lions £100
 Tigers £300 

The rations in Ratcliff Highway for full-grown lions and tigers are eight pounds of meat each per diem. To show that the above prices are calculated according to popular taste as well as others afterwards to be quoted I may add that having struck a pecuniary keynote for my children, and then read out to them a list of Mr. Jamrach's animals, they guessed the prices at which he had appraised them in the majority of instances very closely, in some cases exactly to a pound. They were out in the case of the giraffe; and, indeed, £40 seems a low price for that fleet creature, of which fifty years ago there was only one live specimen in England.

 
Good Words, 1879



next ...
 
A Japanese Village
 
  The novel idea of bringing over to this country, not only the shops, dwellings, tea-houses and even the temple of Japanese design and make, but with these native artists and craftsmen and their families, and of planting the little colony in the heart of London, has been carried out with thoroughness and good taste, as far as could be judged from what was to be seen at a private view yesterday. The very exhibition, fairly enough described as "A Japanese Village" at Albert-gate, Knightsbridge, will be opened this afternoon, under Royal and distinguished patronage, by Sir Rutherford Alcock, for many years Consul-General for this country in Japan. Of course in such a climate as this it was felt to be necessary that the buildings should be under cover, as much far the sake of visitors as for the health and comfort of the interesting strangers, who, in their loose, flowing national costumes form not the least picturesque
element in the scene from the Far East now presented in the interior of Humphreys'-hall. Every provision, indeed, seems to have been made by the promoter and manager of the enterprise, Mr. Tannaker Buhicrosan (whose wife is a Japanese), to provide for the welfare of the inhabitants of his colony, numbering altogether over a hundred persons, of whom 26 are women and children. On entering the hall the visitor finds himself in a broad street, as it were, of shops and houses, from which rows of smaller shops, forming narrow lanes, are laid out to the right. These are not mere painted fronts but well-built apartments of varied appearance, each with its own characteristic ornamentation of parti-coloured bamboo, on solid panels, with shingled or thatched roof, and with sliding trellis-shutters and translucent paper screens to serve as a substitute for glass in cold weather. For the rows placed against the sides of the hall, effective landscapes, in which the world-known Fusiyama appears now and again, have been painted by native artists, whose clever manipulation of
two brushes, one in each hand, will be seen with astonishment by many. Groups of the artisans, who are of
all ages, from mere boys to men of 50 or 60 apparently, were to be seen yesterday in front of the shops or in some cases squatting on the thickly-stuffed and scrupulously clean mats, 6ft. by 3½ft. in dimensions, of which the number packed on the floor space denotes the size of the house, and the unwary stumbled over the thick-soled pattens or sandals left in front of the shop by the inmates. A few of the European visitors, accommodating themselves to the ways of the natives except in the matter of removing the shoes, sat cross-legged as best they could on the mats, to be served with tiny cups of tea by a smiling and most polite little maiden whose chevelure of jetty black could only be matched by one of her sisters of the East. Disappointment will assuredly be felt, by some of the lady visitors when they see the quaint and fanciful productions at the hairpin makers and other artificers of pretty trifles, by the determination of the management not to permit anything to be sold, at all events until near the time for closing the exhibition. It has been thought best, however, not to make the affair a bazaar.

 
The Times, 1885



next ...
 
A Juvenile Party
 
  Girls are troublesome enough at times. I have no desire to exalt them into unmitigated blessings; I look upon them rather as "escapes from boys"; but they are tender and affectionate, and, by comparison, easily subjugated. One can drive six-in-hand of them — which is exactly the number fallen to my share — harnessed to the domestic chariot, easier than a boy in single harness. It is pleasant to see them run willingly up and down stairs on messages; and flock to meet one, and take one's hat and gloves, on coming home from business. I am an oldish bird, not easily caught by chaff, but my little girls can wile almost anything out of me. I find myself going with them to the pantomime — which I consider to be a medley of stupid jokes and meaningless noise — at two o'clock in the afternoon, when I ought to be in the city; and I have come home in an omnibus so laden with toys upon a Christmas-eve, as to be publicly objected to by my fellow-passengers. When one marries after forty, as I did, one is more induced to make a fool of one's self in this way, and the younger the child is, I think the more power the little darling has over one. My beloved Mabel, aged four, and called May for brevity and dearness, pulled my wig off the other day in the presence of persons of distinction of both sexes, and yet I had not the heart to scold her. I would certainly have put a boy to death, to slow music, for hinting that I wore such a thing.
     It was Mabel, I am afraid, who let me in for the juvenile party. "Papa, dear, I want a dudenile tarty," was her observation one morning when she came in, as usual, to superintend my shaving operations; and I, thinking that she meant something to eat, said: "Very well; then you shall have it." This concession, made under the greatest misapprehension, was held by the rest of the family, including even the wife of my bosom, as a promise; and there was no peace for the present writer until it was fulfilled. I did not myself entertain any great apprehensions of the result. I thought that half-a-dozen little girls would be invited to play for a few hours with our own, and that they would have cake and wine, and go away again. I certainly did not anticipate any personal inconvenience from their coming. I intended to arrive at home from the City an hour earlier than ordinary, in order to see the young folks enjoying themselves, and then to dine as comfortably as usual, with my digestion assisted by the consciousness of having performed a domestic duty with a good grace. When, therefore, my wife observed at breakfast, upon the morning of the festal-day: "My love, we must dine at twelve o'clock to-day, if you please," the suggestion took my breath away.
     "At twelve o'clock at night or at noon?" inquired I sarcastically.
     "Well, my dear, at noon. I know you hate dining-out of all things, so I have managed that we shall get a dinner — but it will be rather a scramble. And they will be taking the furniture out of both the drawing-rooms, and the school-room must be given up for the early tea; so that we must dine, I am afraid, down stairs in the servants' hall."
     "And why not here in the dining-room?" asked I, aghast at these arrangements.
     "Why, you dear silly old man, of course the dining-room table will be all set out for supper long before twelve o'clock; and as for your study" —
     "You don't mean to say, madam, that my study will not be sacred!" ejaculated I, laying down the Times newspaper, to part with which, at such a time, no light thing would induce me.
     "Dear papa's tudy upthide down," observed the intelligent Mabel, who, as usual, had taken up her post, in expectation of dainties, at my knee.
     I rose in alarm, and sought my sanctuary, to behold with my own eyes the extent of the damage. The sacred apartment had already been turned into a dressing-room. My desk and papers were thrust into a corner, and their place upon the table occupied by a looking-glass and combs and brushes. The genius of Discomfort had rendered in twenty minutes the snuggest apartment in the house as cheerless as a hairdresser's back room.
     "Good Heavens!" cried I, "who is it who demands these sacrifices? Cannot half-a-dozen of the girls of my friends Jones and Robinson be entertained without all this fuss? When we lived in the country, my house was never turned topsy-turvy in this manner."
     "Because in our country-house there was lots of room, my love," returned my wife. "A juvenile party in London requires a good deal of preparation, and it is necessary to economise our space."
     "But, my dear madam," expostulated I, "you don't mean to say that six extra girls, however preposterous may be their crinolines, require "—
     "There are more than six," observed my wife, sententiously; "you know you promised Mabel a juvenile party."
     "How many, then, are coming in all?" gasped I, with anxiety. "Tell me the worst — that is, the most that are likely to come."
     "Well, it is impossible to say, some mothers are so stupid about answering invitations; but we are sure of three-and-thirty at least."
     "Three-and-thirty little girls coming to-night, madam! What!  They're not all girls. Do you mean to tell me that you have asked any horrid boys ?"
     "Well, my dear love, you wouldn't have been so absurd as to give a juvenile party composed entirely of one sex. The girls would not enjoy it without the boys."
     "I am sorry to hear it, replied I despondingly. "At what time do they all go away?"
     "Now, I do hope you are not going to desert us," exclaimed my consort, laying her fingers affectionately upon my arm. "We depend upon you for providing amusement, you know. The master of the house always does that. He either dresses up —" 
     "Dresses up!" ejaculated I, indignantly. "What do you mean by that, madam ?"
     "Why, he pretends to be a beggarman, or a Bengal tiger, or something of that sort; and if he doesn't mind running about on all-fours "— 
     "But if he does mind, madam, interrupted I with sternness — "if he declines, at his time of life, to expose himself to any description of ridicule, what does he do then?"
     "Well, then, of course, he goes out into the town, and hires a Conjuror, or a Punch and Judy, or a Magic Lantern. There are lots of shops which send out these sort of people."
     "What sort of shops, madam?" inquired I with the calmness of despair. "I will do anything in reason; but I never happened to hire a Conjuror in my life."
     "The toy-shops, of course; or you may hire one at the Mausoleum — as I saw advertised in the newspaper some time ago — that is a very good place to get one, I should think."
     "The Mausoleum is shut up," returned I, sulkily, "and its dreary entertainments are closed by the bankruptcy of its proprietor."
     "Yes, but another man has got it now, and you will find what you want there all the same. And now, my love, if you wouldn't mind perhaps you'll leave us to ourselves a little, because we want the room."
     "Then you turn me out of the house, in short, do you! Well, you will not see me back again at twelve o'clock, madam, I do assure you. I shall take my dinner elsewhere, since a proper meal at home is denied to me."
     "There's a darling love," responded my wife, embracing me tenderly. "I knew he would, if it was only properly put before him. For once and away, we really shall get on better without you. You will find us all anxiously waiting for you about four o'clock, and supper will be ready for the grown-up people — after the children have had theirs — at nine o'clock precisely."
     "The grown-up people, Mrs. P. — why, this is the first time I have heard of them!"
     "Well, of course, there must be some grown-up people, my dear, unless you prefer to apply for some policemen, to keep order. And my uncle Chutney — you know how violent he gets if we don't ask him to every sort of entertainment we give — I was obliged to send him an invitation."
     "Colonel Chutney at a juvenile party !" ejaculated I, throwing my hands up; "why, he'll be using bad language before the children."
     "Yes, my love, I am afraid he will; but, then, fortunately, he always swears in Hindustanee. Now, don't you be later than four o'clock; there's a dear man. And here's your hat, and here are your gloves; and don't forget the Conjuror."

 
James Payn, Lights and Shadows of London Life, 1867



next ...
 
Kensal Green Cemetery
 
  We have arrived at the chapel, and Mr. Dawe hands me over to another official, while he transacts some business with a fat and jolly-looking couple who "want to look at a bit of ground." Again, as when in the conservatory, a singular feeling arises as to the speciality of the building. As in every other instance flowers are associated with joy and life, so in every other sacred edifice bridals and christenings, with their attendant prayers, and hopes and fears, are as germane as the last rites to the dead. But there is no altar here wherefrom to pronounce the marriage blessing, no font round which parents and friends have clustered, and the double row of seats at each side have been used by mourners, professed or real, but by mourners only. It needs no guide to explain the use of the black trestles in the centre of the building. Some thousands of coffins have probably rested on them, though they are only used for the burials in the grounds. For the coffins deposited in the catacombs below, these trestles are not required. They are placed on a hydraulic press, and lowered through the floor by machinery, as the clergyman reads the service.
     We go down by a stone staircase, and I am speedily in the centre of a wide avenue, out of which branch other avenues; and on stone shelves on each side of these rest coffins. This is Catacomb B. Catacomb A is away from the chapel, and has long been filled. This present catacomb has room for five thousand bodies, and my companion (who has been custodian of the vaults for the last thirty years) considers it about half full. I am therefore in a village below ground, of some two thousand five hundred dead inhabitants, and I can (not without reproaching myself for the incongruity) compare it to nothing but a huge wine-cellar. The empty vaults are precisely like large bins, and were it not for the constant gleams of daylight from the numerous ventilating shafts, my guide with his candle would seem to be one of those astute cellarmen who invariably appear to return from the darkest corners with a choicer and a choicer wine. The never altogether absent daylight destroys this illusion, and I proceed to examine the coffins around me. They are, as a rule, each in a separate compartment, some walled up with stone, others having an iron gate and lock and key, others with small windows in the stone; others, again, are on a sort of public shelf on the top. The private vaults are fitted up, some with iron bars for the coffins to rest on, others with open shelves, so that their entire length can be seen. The price of a whole vault, holding twenty coffins, is, I learn, one hundred and ninety-nine pounds; of one private compartment, fourteen pounds; the cost of interment in a public vault is four guineas; each of these sums being exclusive of burial fees, and an increased rate of charges being demanded when the coffin is of extra size. Rather oppressed with the grim regularity with which every one of these arrangements is systematised, I am not sorry to ascend the stairs, and ask my companion how he would find a particular coffin buried say twenty years before. By its number — and he shows me a little book wherein all these matters are methodically set down, and in which, in case of burials out of doors, under the head of "remarks" — I find the locality of each grave thus described: "Fifteen feet west of Tompkins;" or, "three feet south of Jones," as the case may be. "We have so many of the same name," exclaims the catacomb keeper, "that we should never find them unless the whole place were planned out into squares and numbers." Here Mr. Dawe joins us, and I ask to be taken to the dissenters' catacomb, that I may see for myself the last resting-place of the poor woman whose ashes have been squabbled over, and written on by Sikh and Christian. On the way, I inquire how many men are employed at the cemetery? Mr. Dawe has difficulty in saying, as so many labourers are occasionally employed. Night watchman? Oh yes, there is a night watchman, who is armed with a gun, which he fires every night at ten. He is accompanied by a faithful dog, and patrols the cemetery the whole of the night. No, he has no particular beat. Formerly, he had to be at the entrance to each catacomb (they are situated at the two extremities of the grounds) at stated hours during the night, and "tell-tales" were provided, to test his punctuality, but these have not been used for many years. The directors having perfect confidence in their servant, think it better that he should be left free, than by compelling him to be at one place at a particular time, enable possible depredators to make their calculations accordingly.
     No, he is not aware of any attempt ever having been made to rob the cemetery. It is thoroughly known that an armed man patrols throughout the night, and it
is not known where he is likely to be. The lead on the roof of the catacombs and chapels is of many hundred pounds' value, and the marble of many of the statues and tombs is very costly; but these things are heavy to move, and Mr. Dawe thinks the existing arrangements a sufficient protection against robbery.

 
Edmund Yates, The Business of Pleasure, 1879



next ...
 
Knockers Up
 
      "At other times he's a 'knocker-up.' But he don't do much in that line, and he can't expect to, for that's a precious pertickler line; and unless a man may be depended upon it plays old gooseberry, don't you see?"
     I did not see, and begged my talkative old friend to explain.
     "Look here, then," said he, "are you ever out early — very early, I mean — in the morning, and chance to go through streets where working men live? Very well, you are; and didn't you ever notice chalked on the pavement, or on the door or wall of the houses all manner of figures, '½
past 3, '¼
to 4,' '5 o'clock,' and such like? There you are, then. That's what you may call the key to the knocking-up business. There are many men, factory hands and those who ply at market, who have no reglar time for getting up. They don't know themselves what time it will be needful till they get home the night before. Well, they depend on the knocker-up to have 'em out at the time. He makes an engagement to do it, don't you see, for sixpence or ninepence a week, and of course he has to be on his beat very early, as he don't know what time the first one wants to be roused. It will be three o'clock, maybe, and then he must be out by two so as to have time to run through all his streets, and make sure; or he'll take a turn overnight, last thing, and before he turns in his-self. It's a ticklish job, I've heard him say, with some of the heavy sleepers. They take such a lot of hammering to wake 'em that the neighbours don't like it; and he's been pelted from windows and had water chucked down on him, and all manner of things. Then the police are awfully hard on knockers-up. It's a job they've got a fancy for, and can do it easy in general, being on duty there; but there's no knowing when they may have a station-house job on, and they can't be in two places at the same time, and that's why the people would rather have a private knocker-up if they can get one."
     "Does it pay ?"
     "Well, it's according to the number," I should say. "About nine shillings a week the man I'm speaking of makes while he's at it. But then, don't you see, it's in all weathers, and it means a good many miles if the streets are far apart and the times are warious."

 
James Greenwood, Toilers in London, 1883



next ...
 
Lambeth Floods
 
  The low-lying district adjacent to the Thames between Blackfriars and Waterloo Bridges, has been yet once  more afflicted with an inundation, and that of so peculiarly painful a nature as to demand special record, were it with no other view than to set, as forcibly as possible, before those concerned the urgent necessity of taking such steps as shall render such suffering to a great number of helpless and unoffending poor people in future impossible. During a greater number of years than one cares to look back on, there have been periodical floodings in this same locality, and each time that they occur public indignation is aroused, and everybody demands why such a scandal should continue, when it might be effectually put a stop to by building a river wall. On such recurring occasions the parish authorities bestir themselves a little, and confer with wharfingers and those whose premises abut on the river; a few promises are made, a few posts and planks put in store to be used to block up the threatened streets and alleys whenever a "rising" is anticipated, and then the matter for the time drops. 
     It is to be sincerely hoped that the terrible visitations, with such alarming and exceptionally painful results to hundreds of poor families, will lead to the matter being earnestly considered, and a lasting remedy adopted. At the full height of the furious gales and snowstorms, the oft-heard cry, "The water is coming!" is heard in Upper Ground Street and its neighbourhood when high tides are expected, and the ordinary precautions taken.
     The window gratings of the underground dwellings are battened over and covered with stable litter, the bye streets are barricaded about two feet high with planks and puddling clay, and all done that parochial sagacity can suggest; the rest is left to fate. Fate takes the business in hand with a vengeance. With the icy blast in full career, and with the snow heaping in yard-deep wreaths at the road sides, the river over-tops its limits and the mischief begins. Broad Wall, Belvedere Road, Boddy's Bridge, and half-a-dozen other streets inhabited by the poor are swamped to an alarming extent, the place that suffers most being known as Princes Square. It would be well-nigh impossible to exaggerate the wreck and desolation that has overwhelmed the humble tenements here to be found, which are about five-and-twenty in number. Though of small size — there are but five small rooms and a washhouse in each tiny habitation — the number of inhabitants must be very considerable, since every house accommodates one, and in some cases even two, families — husband, wife, and children. As a natural consequence, most of the rooms contain a bedstead, with bedding and bed covering, according to the means of the occupiers. It is this that makes the calamity appear so disastrous. 
     When the roaring river, leaping over its ordinary boundaries, comes rushing through the wharf-yards fronting the tide, and surging across the narrow thoroughfare, it bursts into the houses on the other side and into the side streets and courts and alleys. The invading flood, even at its commencement, is so peremptory and powerful that it frequently brings great masses of ice that have been travelling to and fro with the tides for several days, tumbling them over and over and driving them forward until they come crashing against the doors, in some cases breaking them open with their sheer weight, and thus giving free ingress to the foul reek of mud and water. There is scarce time to catch up the little children crouching about the fireplaces, let alone to remove such cumbrous articles as beds and mattresses. 
     The suddenness of the flood is such that it is the main topic of conversation and wonderment amongst even those seasoned Thames-siders who have, as they express it, been "washed out of house and home" more times than they can count. At one of the floods, said a poor soul  "We hadn't had no dinner, my husband being out o' work, so I thought we would have a penn'orth of dried sprats, by way of a relish, for tea and while I built up a fire to toast 'em and make a cup of tea, one of my little girls went out to buy 'em, when all in a fright she comes in crying, 'Mother, mother! here's the river, here's the river!' and sure enough, it was following her so close up that I hadn't time to snatch up the little ones and the bread I'd been cutting before the water came rolling into the parlour like a great black sheet and leapt up against the stove, so that the fire was drenched out pretty nearly, and the teapot on the fender went floating."
     How, while the freezing wind is howling and the blinding snow is peppering like peas against the windows, wave after wave follows, is easy to understand, as well as that the force and weight of the water increases each moment of about three-quarters of an hour from the commencement of the flood — until the heaving slush has indicated its filthy high water mark within a foot of the ceilings of the lower rooms. But what is by no means easy to understand is the havoc and ruin of the incoming water, not only to the furniture of the unfortunate people, but to the dwellings as well, and that in their most substantial parts.
     Nor is this all. Shoaling in at the front door frequently the ice and snow laden deluge, breaking down all opposition, makes a sheer break through each dwelling to the back part; and, if it finds there no outlet, bursting doors or windows, it pours into the little yards behind with such resistless violence that substantial walls, some recently built, and ten feet high, are sent toppling down, and lie higgledy-piggledy amongst the general ruin. Outhouses, sheds, chicken-houses, and workshops are made wrecks, and mingling with the broken bricks, the splintered wood and shattered tiles, are tubs, and trays, and stools that seek escape from the whelming rush by breaking a way for themselves through the washhouse windows.
     But it is, of course, within the little homes where the most pitiable sights are to be witnessed. They are to be seen at all events, not in one house or two, or half-a-dozen, but in an indescribable number. The most strikingly painful cases are, of course, those where the lower rooms serve as sleeping chambers as well as to live in. It will, perhaps, assist the reader to realise the dismal scene if he will picture what the same rooms are within an hour of these calamities. Poor and mean they might be, but for the class of persons who occupy them, they seem cosy and comfortable. The most prominent article of furniture the place contains is the bedstead and bed, the latter not very luxurious in its component parts, but good enough and warm enough for work-weary bodies to enjoy repose upon. 
     The humble abode has its table or two, its few chairs, its fender and fireirons, its something that did duty as a carpet, with a few pictures on the walls, scraps of ornamental crockery on the mantelshelf and sideboard, and perhaps a chest of drawers. Call a broker in, and he will assess the lot at fifty shillings value perhaps; but that says nothing — it is home. Regard it as such, with a cheerful fire burning in the grate — remember the pelting storm raging without — and may be, tea in course of preparation for those who will be home when it is dark. Then, sudden as an earthquake almost, comes the drenching and drowning, and in less than an hour what a cruel change.
     Take a rule and measure from the ankle-depth of slime on what was once the carpet to the level stain on each wall, and it will be found that six feet six of water have been there; not clean water, but a liquid more of the nature of kennel slush, teeming with ice fragments, and bearing on its surface such a prodigious quantity of snow that the mire-soddened bed is heaped with it two feet high, while there is a hillock of the same muddy snow all over the floor and in the fender, and piled in the fire-grate. For several days after the disaster happens the rooms smell as though they had been left to mildew and decay for a year at least, and the smell would be much worse if it were summer instead of mid-winter, but the flavour of it would not be different.

 
James Greenwood, Mysteries of Modern London, 1882



next ...
 
Laundry
 
  The chief difficulties which housekeepers have to contend with are laundry work and butchers' bills. With regard to the first of these the question has to be answered, is it better to put linen out to wash or to wash it at home? Experience replies that it is more economical to wash it at home; very much pleasanter to send it out. The economy of washing at home is found not so much in the immediate saving of laundry bills (though that is considerable) but in the fact that clothes washed at home wear very much longer than those which are put out to wash. Laundresses as a class decry the use of lime and deleterious powders which save labour but destroy fabric; individual laundresses appear invariably to make use of them, and it is a very unusual thing to meet with one who does not use "just a little." The consequence is that linen washed carefully at home lasts three times as long as that which is put out to wash.
     At the same time every one knows how disagreeable it is to have washing about. Modern improvements and machinery, washing machines, wringing machines, drying machines, &c. &c., lessen the unpleasantness connected with it, but they do not abolish it altogether. Of course a good deal depends upon the construction of the house and the appliances at command. Where the wash-house is built apart from the house, for example, and where there is space for drying out of the sight of the family, the business may be got through without a general sense of discomfort being experienced, but when the clothes have to be washed in a kitchen not very far away from the living-rooms occupied by the family, there is no hiding matters. Doors may be closed, copper-lids kept down, but the secret escapes. The pervading sense of warm flat irons described by Mr. Weller as being typical of the "kilybeate taste of mineral water," is typical also of soapy water; facts proclaim themselves, do what we will to keep them quiet, and every one in the house has a consciousness that the laundress is at the centre of the situation.
     In the South of England, where coals are dear and the kitchens of moderate-sized houses are not fitted up with conveniences for the work, also where hired labour is expensive, it is very questionable indeed whether, in cases where the servants of the house cannot do the work alone, it is worth while to wash at home. Many clever housekeepers are decidedly of opinion that it is not; others hold as strongly that it is most extravagant to put the work out. It is probable therefore that the decision arrived at will be determined by the opinion held by the mistress on this point. But there can be no doubt that where the work can be so arranged that the servants of the house can do it without assistance, it is a help to wash at home, and people who wish to live economically will find that a more decided saving can be effected in this direction than in any other.
     In the case of a family such as we are now considering, where two servants are kept and where there are but three children, it would be by no means unreasonable to require the maids to wash at any rate all small things — pocket-handkerchiefs, pillow-cases, flannels, stockings, towels, dusters, the children's clothes and their own without extra help. The sheets, tablecloths, shirts and larger articles of underlinen, with the servants cotton dresses, might then be sent out. It is important that servants' dresses should be well got up, because the character of the house is affected more by the appearance of the servants than it is by that of the mistress A mistress may be untidy and the fact will be put down to eccentricity or carelessness, or unforeseen circumstances but if the servants are habitually slipshod and dirty, observers conclude that the family is of low origin.
     Where two servants are kept it is usual for each one to undertake the washing of a certain portion of the linen. Thus the cook will wash her own clothes, the pillow-cases, the bed-room towels, and the kitchen towels and dusters. The nurse will wash small articles belonging to the children with her own linen. When a little washing is thus done by both servants, it is a mistake to arrange that they shall do it together. Girl nature is the same all the world over, and it is quite to be expected that two girls who were set to perform in company a task in which they were removed from the rest of the family would find that there was so much to talk about that little work could be done. Mistresses frequently arrange, by way of helping on washing day, to do themselves a little of the work of the house making the beds for example, and dusting the rooms thus leaving the servants to get on with the wash The plan rarely answers. It would be better, and upset the house less, if one girl did her part one day and the other girl another day; working together they will be more likely to hinder than to help one another.
     It is a good plan to let the maids do the washing in turns every Monday. Thus one Monday the cook would wash the towels, dusters, pillow-cases, her own linen, and the children's linen. The next Monday the nurse would wash her linen, with the towels, dusters, pillow-cases, and children's clothes. Thus the linen of each maid would be done every fortnight, but the children's clothes and small things belonging to the family every week. Where there are young children it is frequently necessary to have clothes washed frequently. Besides this, washing is not agreeable work, and it is not fair to give it all to one servant and let the other escape. 

 
Cassells Household Guide, 1880







next ...
 
Lodgings
 
  Yesterday an inquest was held at the Horse Shoe and Magpie, Saffron Hill, before THOMAS STIRLING, Esq., Coroner, on the body of James Parkinson, aged 36, who came by his death under the following circumstances. The Jury proceeded to view the body of the deceased, which lay in the upper part of a low lodging-house for travellers, in West Street, Saffron Hill. It was in a high state of decomposition, and a report was generally circulated that he had come by his death by unfair means. 
     Mary Wood being sworn, deposed that she was the landlady of the house in West Street, which she let out in lodgings. The deceased occasionally lodged with her, and he was a dealer in cat's meat. On Tuesday night last he came home and asked her for a light, and proceeded to his bedroom. On the Wednesday witness proceeded upstairs to make the beds, when she saw the deceased lying on his bed apparently asleep, but she did not speak to him. On the Thursday she proceeded to the upper part of the house for the same purpose, when she again saw the deceased lying as if asleep, but she did not disturb him, and he was ultimately discovered to be a corpse, and his face quite black.
    Juror. Pray, how many beds are there in the room where the deceased slept?
    Witness. Only eight, and please you, Sir.
     Indeed, and how many persons are in the habit of sleeping in the same apartment?
     — There are generally two or three in a bed, but the deceased had a bed to himself.
     Very comfortable truly. Is it not strange that none of his fellow lodgers ascertained that he was dead?
     — No, Sir, they go in and out without seeming to care for each other.
     Do you mean to say, if a poor man was to take a lodging at your house, you would let him lie for upwards of 48 hours without inquiring whether he required nourishment?
     — Why, Sir, I have known some of my lodgers, who have been out upon the spree to lay in bed for three and four days together, without a bit or a sup, and then they have gone out to their work as well and as hearty as ever they was in their lives; I have known it often to have been done. There was plenty of grub in the house if he liked to have asked for it; but I thought if I asked him to have victuals he would be offended, as he might receive it as a hint for the few nights' lodging that he owed me.
     Mr. Appleby, the parish surgeon, proved that the deceased died a natural death, and the Jury returned a verdict of 'Died by the visitation of God.'

 
The Morning Herald, 1834



The directors of the Metropolitan Association (incorporated by Royal charter) for Improving the Dwellings of the Industrious Classes (by whom the extensive range of dwellings for families was erected, some years since, in Old St. Pancras-road) have, during the past year, extended their operations to one of the most crowded districts of Spitalfields where they have undertaken the erection of a large building for single men, and dwellings for sixty families, upon a plot of land in Albert-street, Spicer-street, not far from the brewery of Messrs. Truman, Hanbury, and Co. The building for the men has been recently completed, and was formally opened by a public meeting held on the premises, on the 12th of December, when the Earl of Carlisle presided. (A report of the proceedings was given in our Journal of December 15, 1849.)
     The plan is arranged for the accommodation of 234 inmates, whose comfort is provided for by all the details and appliances of a modern club-house. It may be described in general terms as a large structure of five stories in height, inclusive of a basement; the three upper stories being fitted with sleeping compartments; the ground-floor devoted for day use; and the basement contains baths, wash-house, larders, and extensive cellarage for coals, stores, &c. But a better idea will be formed of the advantages it affords, by a more detailed mention of the accommodation to which its inmates are entitled.
     Any respectable single man of the working classes, on payment of three shillings to the Superintendent, and a small sum as a deposit for articles of crockery, &c., becomes a tenant for one week, and receives two keys, a larger and smaller. The larger of these opens the sleeping compartment on the upper stories, the number of which corresponds with that stamped on the bow of the key (it will unlock no other). On closing the door, he finds himself in a space eight feet in length, by four feet six inches in width, lighted by half a window (which he can open or shut), and furnished with a substantial iron bedstead, clean bedding, a clothes-box (unlocked by the smaller of his keys), clothes-pegs, and looking-glass. There is also the means of admitting fresh air under his clothes-box, which be can regulated at pleasure. The framing of his compartment is not carried up to the ceiling, so that the long ward in which it is situated can be readily ventilated. Ample provision for washing is afforded him, in lavatories, two on each story, fitted with enamelled basins, towels, and every requisite. On leaving his sleeping apartment, he descends a stone staircase to the ground-floor, where he enjoys the free use of three large apartments, the principal of which is a spacious and well-lighted coffee-room, with an open roof of stained timbers, supported by cast-iron columns, the general appearance of which is shown in the accompanying engraving. The tables are arranged in boxes, and here is supplied coffee, or a more substantial meal, according to a fixed scale of charge. On one side of the coffee-room is the reading-room, 60 feet in length, provided with newspapers and a library of books. On the other side of the coffee-room is a large kitchen, in which the lodger can cook for himself at either of its two powerful ranges; or he may be supplied here, as in the coffee-room, with provisions ready cooked. A staircase leads to a portion of the basement fitted up as a larder, where the lodger's smaller key opens one of the 234 safes, arranged on piers.
     The whole establishment is under the control of a superintendent, whose office, situated close to the entrance-door, commands a view of the hall, staircase, and door to coffee-room. He has also under his care the stairs to the baths and washhouses on the basement; for the washing department is intended to be used (though at different hours in the day) both by the inmates of this building and those of the dwellings for families now in course of erection. These families are to enter the washhouse by a distinct entrance.
     The whole of the building is thoroughly ventilated, the foul air being drawn from all the rooms by an upward current in the ventilating shaft that rises nearly 100 feet, and into which several of the smoke flues of the building are conveyed. There are large cisterns in the roof, and smaller ones in other parts of the building. Every floor has an opening, secured by an iron door, into a dustshaft, communicating with a dust-cellar in the basement. The premises are well lighted with gas. The waterclosets are detached from the main building.
     The structure has been erected from the designs and under the superintendance of Mr. William Beck, architect, by Mr. S. Grimsdell, builder.

 
Illustrated London News, 1850



next ...
 
London Gin
 
  Results of chemical analysis of eight samples of London gin:—
     Sample marked "L." — This was procured from the unsalubrious neighbourhood of Saffron-hill, a place abounding in courts and alleys, and peopled by as ragged, brawling, tippling a population as London can produce. In this sample there were found thirty-three parts of real spirits, and nothing besides but water sweetened with sugar and a suspicion of cayenne pepper.
     Sample marked "G." — This was from Leather-lane — from the very worst part of the lane — from a public-house in an alley of low repute; in fact, one frequently visited by the police. Real alcohol thirty-two per cent. No sulphate of zinc, no paradise grains, nothing besides the spirit, except sugar and water and some harmless aromatic flavourings.
     Sample "H." — From Shadwell — from Ratcliff-highway, where, as soon as the gas is lighted in the evening, swarms of women of the most hideous type emerge from their loathsome dens, the sole business of whose life is to make sailors drunk and plunder them. In a neighbourhood such as this, if in any, there exists a temptation for the dishonest publican to "play tricks" with his gin. The lucrative pursuit of the vile trade that the women follow depends in great part on the accommodating disposition of the publican, and therefore the women dare not complain, and the sailors half their time are spoony drunk, and will swallow anything as long as gentle "Poll" of Wapping presses it on his acceptance. Well, what is the worst that can be said of the gin of Ratcliff-highway? Only that it contains thirty-one per cent. of spirit, with sugar and water. This sample, however, is prominent among the rest on account of one objectionable quality. "H" is very fiery from the presence of tincture of capsicum, says the chemist.
     Sample marked "O." — This from the New-cut; from the roaring, rattling market-place that is literally crammed on Saturday night, road and pathway, by working men and their wives; whose belief in its being lucky to spend the "market penny" is as old-established as it is respected. It is the New-cut to which every teetotal lecturer in the country refers when he wishes to present to his hearers a soul-thrilling picture of what may be witnessed in certain parts of London on the Sabbath-day, as soon as the houses are opened after church time, and on the Sabbath evening; the New-cut, with its every tenth house a tavern, and its many legends of publicans who have "made their fortune" in ten — in seven years! How much of the enormous profit that goes to bring about this miraculous result is derived from the sale of poison? None at all, if the half-pint of gin marked "O" may be regarded as a fair sample of the whole. It is the old story repeated — thirty-two parts spirit, with sugar, water, and a flavouring of juniper.
     Sample marked "M," from Chapel-street, Westminster. Another of poverty's market-places, and on Saturday night full as a fair; the costermongers with their barrows uproariously competing for trade with the shopkeeper. The house from which Sample M was procured stands in the midst of all this, and does a roaring trade as the attendant barmen, muscular of build, with their bare arms, attest. But the publicans of Chapel-street, Westminster, don't poison their customers. Their gin-brew is of the mildest description, yielding but twenty-six per cent. of spirit. It is stiffish cold gin and water moderately sweetened.
     Sample marked "F" hails from Shoreditch, and yields better money's-worth (United Kingdom Alliance, forgive me!)
than the last-mentioned. It shows thirty-two and a half of absolute alcohol, and all the rest is water and sugar, with a spice of aromatic flavouring.
     Sample marked "I" is from the region of dirt and squalor, of lodging houses and drunkenness — Kent-street, in the Borough. But even the publicans there have a conscience that preserves them innocent of the crime of hastening their customers' deaths beyond the speed at which simple alcohol is capable of carrying them. The gin of Kent-street is of fair average quality, registering thirty and a half — water, sugar, and "aromatic seasoning" being called in as substitutes for the amount of alcohol of which the original liquor has been plundered.
     Sample marked "Q"
was culled in the "worst Street in London" — Flower and Dean-street, Spitalfields. There is no harm in it beyond those intoxicating qualities peculiar to gin; and even this "Q"
landlord, no doubt with a laudable desire to keep at as low a temperature as possible the exciteable passions of the peculiar people who are his customers, keeps down his standard of alcohol at twenty-nine.
     As to the rest, it is the same story hitherto seven times repeated — sugar, water, and aromatic flavouring, with a slight "fortifying" of cayenne pepper.

 
James Greenwood, Low Life Deeps, 1881



next ...
 
A London House
 
  The small space between the street-door and the stairs, hardly sufficient in length and breadth to deserve the pompous name of a "hall," is usually furnished with a couple of mahogany chairs, or, in wealthier houses, with flower-pots, statuettes, and now and then a sixth or seventh-rate picture. The floor is covered with oil-cloth, and this again is covered with a breadth of carpet. A single glance tells us, that after passing the threshold, we have at once entered the temple of domestic life.
     Here are no moist, ill-paved floors, where horses and carts dispute with the passenger the right of way; where you stumble about in some dark corner in search of still darker stairs; where, from the porter's lodge, half a dozen curious eyes watch your unguided movements, while your nostrils are invaded with the smell of onions, as is the case in Paris, and also in Prague and Vienna. Nothing of the kind. The English houses are like chimneys turned inside out; on the outside all is soot and dirt, in the inside everything is clean and bright.
     From the hall we make our way to the parlour —the refectory of the house. The parlour is the common sitting-room of the family, the centre-point of the domestic state. It is here that many eat their dinners, and some say their prayers; and in this room does the lady of the house arrange her household affairs and issue her commands. In winter the parlour fire burns from early morn till late at night, and it is into the parlour that the visitor is shewn, unless he happens to call on a reception-day, when the drawing-rooms are thrown open to the friends of the family.
     Large folding-doors, which occupy nearly the whole breadth of the back wall, separate the front from the back parlour, and when opened, the two form one large room. The number and the circumstances of the family devote this back parlour either to the purposes of a library for the master, the son, or the daughters of the house, or convert it into a boudoir, office, or breakfast. room. Frequently, it serves no purpose in particular, and all in turn. 
     These two rooms occupy the whole depth of the house. All the other apartments are above, so that there are from two to four rooms in each story. The chief difference in the domestic apartments in England and Germany consists in this division: in Germany, the members of a family occupy a number of apartments on the same floor or "flat"; in England, they live in a cumulative succession of rooms. In Germany, the dwelling-houses are divided horizontally — here the division is vertical. Hence it happens, that houses with four rooms communicating with one another are very rare in London, with the exception only of the houses in the very aristocratic quarters. Hence, also, each story has its peculiar destination in the family geographical dictionary. In the first floor are the reception-rooms; in the second the bed-rooms, with their large four-posters and marble-topped wash-stands; in the third story are the nurseries and servants' rooms; and in the fourth, if a fourth there be, you find a couple of low garrets, for the occasional accommodation of some bachelor friend of the family.
     The doors and windows of these garrets are not exactly airtight, the wind comes rumbling down the chimney, the stairs are narrow and steep, and the garrets are occasionally invaded by inquisitive cats and a vagrant rat; but what of that? . . . 
     Descending a good many more stairs than we ascended, we find our way to the haunts of those who, in England, live underground — to the kitchen. 
     Here, too, everything is different from what we are accustomed to in Germany. In the place of the carpets which cover the floors of the upper rooms, we walk here on strong, solid oilcloths, which, swept and washed, looks like marble, and gives a more comfortable aspect to an English kitchen than any German housewife ever succeeded in imparting to the scene of her culinary exercises. Add to this, bright dish-covers of gigantic dimensions fixed to the wall, plated dishes, and sundry other utensils of queer shapes and silvery aspect, interspersed with copper saucepans and pots and china, the windows neatly curtained, with a couple of flower-pots on the sill, and a branch of evergreens growing on the wall round them — such is an English kitchen in its modest glory. A large fire is always kept burning; and its ruddy glow heightens the homeliness and comfort of the scene. There is no killing of animals in these peaceful retreats. All the animals which are destined for consumption, such as fowls, ducks, pigeons, and geese, are sold, killed, and plucked in the London shops. When they are brought to the kitchen, they are in such a condition, that nothing prevents their being put to the fire. And then, in front of that fire, turned by a machine, dangle large sections of sheep, calves, and oxen, of so respectable a size, that the very sight of them would suffice to awe a German housewife.
     Several doors in the kitchen open into sundry other subterraneous compartments. There is a back-kitchen, whither the servants of the house retire for the most important part of their daily labours — the talking of scandal  apropos of the whole neighbourhood. There is also a small room for the washing-up of plates and dishes, the cleaning of knives and forks, of clothes and shoes. Other compartments are devoted to stores of provisions, of coals, and wine and beer. Need I add, that all these are strictly separate?
     All these various rooms and compartments, from the kitchen up to Dr. Keif's garret, are in modern London houses, lighted up with gas — and pipes conducting fresh, filtered, and in many instances, hot water, ascend into all the stories — and there is in all and everything so much of really domestic and unostentatious comfort, that it would be very uncomfortable to give a detailed description of every item of a cause which contributes to the general and agreeable effect. 

 
Max Schlesinger, Saunterings in and about London, 1853



next ...
 
Londoners
 
   It is strange with how little notice, good, bad, or indifferent, a man may live and die in London. He awakens no sympathy in the breast of any single person; his existence is a matter of interest to no one save himself; he cannot be said to be forgotten when he dies, for no one remembered him when he was alive. There is a numerous class of people in this great metropolis who seem not to possess a single friend, and whom nobody appears to care for. Urged by imperative necessity in the first instance, they have resorted to London in search of employment, and the means of subsistence. It is hard, we know, to break the ties which bind us to our homes and friends, and harder still to efface the thousand recollections of happy days and old times, which have been slumbering in our bosoms for years, and only rush upon the mind, to bring before it associations connected with the friends we have left, the scenes we have beheld too probably for the last time, and the hopes we once cherished, but may entertain no more. These men, however, happily for themselves, have long forgotten such thoughts.
      Old country friends have died or emigrated; former correspondents have become lost, like themselves, in the crowd and turmoil of some busy city; and they have gradually settled down into mere passive creatures of habit and endurance.

 
Charles Dickens, Sketches by Boz, 1836



    There is no place where the isolation of individual man is more complete than in London : the great machine of society revolves, like the tread wheel, by the labours of individuals
     "Condemn'd to hope's delusive mine,"
 who, while they walk "their weary round," know only that they are putting in their time, but remain in ignorance whether the machine picks oakum, raises water, or grinds succory; who are unconscious, in a word, of the grand results of that machine revolving by their individually powerless, but united, all powerful exertion. In London, few know their next door neighbour; and still less do they reflect how much, without knowing him, they are obliged to their next door neighbour. Our neighbours in the world of London do the thousand little offices of kindness without interchanging a word with us — put money in our pockets without our knowing it, and enhance, strangers to us though they be, all the little pleasures of a highly civilized society. In London, every individual man revolves in two orbits: first, round his own axis in his individual sphere of action, be it little or great, narrow or widely extended; he revolves also with the huge mass of which he is but an atom, but which is, nevertheless, carried onwards in its course by the united exertion of aggregated atoms like himself. 

 
The World of London, by John Murray, in Blackwoods Magazine, April 1841 



Londoners have been forced to sacrifice the best qualities of their human nature, to bring to pass all the marvels of civilization which crowd their city; that a hundred powers which slumbered within them have remained inactive, have been suppressed in order that a few might be developed more fully and multiply through union with those of others . . . The brutal indifference, the unfeeling isolation of each in his private interest becomes the more repellent and offensive the more these individuals are crowded together, within a limited space . . . The dissolution of mankind into monads of which each one has a separate principle and a separate purpose, the world of atoms, is here carried to its upmost extreme.

 
Friedrich Engels, The Condition of the Working Class in England, 1845



next ...
 
The Lowther Arcade
 
  The commodities vended in the Lowther Arcade I may classify under three heads: Toys, Jewellery, and Minor Utilities, about each of which I have a word to say.
     Enormous, preposterous, marvellous is Lowther in respect of toys. She possesses amphitheatres, rows upon rows, galleries upon galleries; Great Pyramids of Egypt, Great Towers of Belus, Great Tuns of Heidelberg, Great Beds of Ware, Great Dragons of Wantley, Giant Helmets of Otranto — of what? Of toys. Birmingham is the toyshop of Europe; Blair's Preceptor and Pinnock's Treasury of Knowledge say it is. But no: Lowther is. Look around, if you are sceptical, upon the toys of all nations, and for children of all ages, which give children such exquisite delight in playing with them — which give papa and mamma delight scarcely less exquisite in buying them. Cosmopolitan toys, too. Look at the honest, hearty, well-meaning toys of old England. The famous cockhorses of such high blood and mettle, that the blood has broken out all over their skins in an eruption of crimson spots; so full of spirit that their manes stand bolt upright, and their tales project like comets; such high and mighty cockhorses, that they disdain to walk, and take continual carriage exercise on wooden platforms, running on wheels. The millers' carts, so bravely painted, so full of snowy sacks, supposed to contain best boulted flour; but, in reality, holding sawdust. The carriers' carts, the mail phaetons, the block-tin omnibuses, the deal locomotives with woolly steam rushing from the funnels, the brewers' drays, and those simple, yet interesting, vehicles of plain white deal — exact models, in fact, of the London scavengers' carts — so much in request at Brighton and Margate for the cartage of sand, pebbles, and sea-weed, and sometimes used as hearses for the interment of a doll, or as Bath chairs for the exercise of an unwilling poodle.
     Can you look unmoved, although you be a philosopher and your name Zeno, Plato, or Socrates, on the great Noah's arks — those Edens of wooden zoology, where the mouse lies down with the cameleopard (and is nearly as big) where the lion is on such familiar terms with the jackass as to allow him to stand atop of him, with his hoofs in his jagged mane; where the duck is neatly packed (for more commodious stowage) in the bosom of the tigress, and then stands on his head between the fore feet of the elephant? Can you passively inspect the noble fluffy donkeys, with real fur, and the nicely equipoised panniers, and harness of softest, brownest leather? And those desirable family mansions, the dolls' houses, with the capital modern furniture, plate, glass and linen, with commands to sell which Messrs. Musgrove and Gadsden are not likely to be honoured. And the glorious kitchens, with that bottle-jack and meat screen and dripping-pan, at which was roasted the wooden sirloin of beef, painted and varnished. The boxes of red-handled carpenters' tools, which cut, and sawed, and chiselled nothing but children's fingers. The boxes of tea-things — now of wood, now of more ambition, tin and lead. The dolls — from Missey's flaxen-headed beauty, with the moveable blue eyes and the elegant pink leather extremities, swathed in silver tissue paper, to Master Jackey's favourite policeman, A.1, very blue in attire, and very stiff, with a very glazed hat, an intensely legible number, and varnished wooden boots. The fierce Hungarian hussar on horseback, with that cruel curved wire and counter-weight stuck through his entrails, with which he maintains an unceasing see-saw. The drummer with moveable arms. The musical toys, the accordions, the marvellous kaleidoscopes regarded at first as phantasmagoria of delight; but, breaking, or being broken, soon disclosing to our great disappointment and disgust, nothing but a disc of tin, a fragment of smoked glass, and some tawdry coloured chips? And such is life.
     Hoops, nine-pins, drums covered with real parchment, innocently white above but which, were you to tear them, and look at the underpart, would, I gage, be found to be fragments of old deeds and indentures — such is life again: French toys, fierce toys, warlike toys, smelling of Young France, and glory, and blood — such as miniature cannon, lancers, sabretasches, war steamers armed en flute, sabres, muskets, shakos, and tri-coloured flags surmounted by the resuscitated Eagle of France. German toys, which like everything else coming from Deutschland, are somewhat quaint, and somewhat eccentric, and a thought misty : for example, queer old carved men and women, in queer attitudes, and animals whose anatomy is likewise of the queerest kind, and who yet have a queer expression of life and animation about them. Tortuous games, played with hammers and dice, and bells, and little men, which remind you somehow, you know not why, of Rhine Schlosses, and Gnomes and Undine, and Albert Durer's mailed knights. Then the Germans have monks and hermits who open, like the dolls' houses cupboard-door fashion, and show you (where gentlemen are generally supposed to accommodate — well, there is no harm in it — their insides) little chapels and oratories, with little altars and candles and priests. And who but the Germans too, would make long panoramas and dioramas opening in the accordion and collapsing manner, and strange monsters in boxes? An infinity of other jou-joux, such as India-rubber balls, whips of all shapes and capacities for chair or cock-horse flagellation, skipping-ropes, flutes, spades, rakes and hoes: all these are to be found in the toy department of the Lowther Arcade.

 
George Sala, Gaslight and Daylight, 1859







next ...
 
The Maid of All Work
 
      ON arriving in your new place you get from the servant who is going away the character of your new mistress. She has already had yours, and you have a right to know hers, which, as it is given by a domestic, who is most probably discharged, will, of course, be a very bad one.
     When your predecessor has taken her departure, your mistress may, perhaps, come into the kitchen and tell you what you will have to do, or, at least, a part of it. She will show you the bells, and tell you which is the house bell, which the parlour bell, which the drawing-room bell, and which are the bells of the different bed-rooms; but she will not tell you how you are to answer them when they are all ringing at once, which may occasionally happen. As it will probably be late when you arrive, you will have to carry up the tray for supper, when you will be stared at, and scrutinised as the new servant, by the whole of the family. Let us now look at your wardrobe. Two of each article will be enough, for if the washing is done once a week you have a change; but if only once in three weeks you must contrive to supply yourself with the smaller articles, such as stockings and pocket handkerchiefs, from the family stock of linen.
     As a maid of all work, you have the great advantage of being a good deal alone, and can therefore indulge in the pleasures of philosophy. You can light the fires, and think of HOBBES. Fasten the hall-door, and recollect some passage in LOCKE. Or broil the ham for breakfast while wrapped up in BACON.
     You should rise early if you can, but if you cannot you must make up for it by hurrying over your work as quickly as possible. As warm water will be wanted up stairs, don't stop to light the kitchen fire, but throw on two or three bundles of wood, and set them all burning at once, when you will have some hot water immediately. Run into the parlour and open the shutters, light the fire, cut the bread and butter, clean the shoes, make the toast; and when this is on the table, devote any time you may have to spare to sweeping the carpet.
     Now the family having come down to breakfast you may light the kitchen fire, and then run up and make the beds. After which you may sit down to your own breakfast, having previously, of course, taken the opportunity of helping yourself to tea and sugar from the tea-caddy.
     You may now go up stairs, professedly to sweep the bedrooms, but really to look out of window, and if the street is a narrow one talk to the servant opposite. Besides, looking out of window saves time, for you are able to answer the fifty people who come to the door in the course of the morning with hair-brooms, apples, carpets and rugs, tapes and stay-laces.
     Being in a new place, you will be naturally curious to examine all the cupboards and drawers up-stairs, but do not be too inquisitive at first, for you will have other opportunities for a good rummage.
     You will now come down to cook the dinner; but, as this is another branch of service, we proceed to tell you how to lay the table. Lay the knives and forks, taking the latter from the plate-basket, where they will be kept, though they are probably only Britannia metal or German silver; nevertheless, call it "the plate," as it will gratify your mistress.
     If the family should be addicted to display, without means, you will have to set round doyleys and wine-glasses, with a decanter containing a remnant of British wine, which will not be touched, but will be brought on "for the look of the thing" every day after dinner. The time has now arrived for your own meal, and make the most of it. Secure all the tit-bits, and if you cannot manage to get through the whole of them at dinner, put away part of them for supper.
     About this time the afternoon's milk will arrive, and if you have beer-money you will take some of the milk out for your own use, taking care to fill up with warm water, so that you do not cheat your mistress of her quantity. You will be in the middle of washing up your dishes, when the family will want tea, and you will have just sat down to your own tea, when you will probably be asked to do some mending; The best way to put a stop to this is to turn sulky, do the work badly, or express the greatest surprise, declaring that all the time you have been out to service you never, &c., and would be glad to know who on earth, &c., &c., &c.
     You must not forget to cultivate your mind, and for this purpose you had better take in the "Penny Magazine," and if you read it through every week, your head at the end of the year will be full of volcanic rocks, the solar system, primary strata, electric eels, organic remains, and hints for preserving gooseberries.
     On washing days there will probably be a woman come to wash; and in the mutual confidence of the tub, you will probably become very friendly. You may, no doubt, be of great service to each other, you in giving her bits of this and that, while she may serve you by becoming the agent for the disposal of your kitchen-stuff.
     Do not fail a victim to low spirits, and, above all, avoid sentiment. A morbid-minded maid of all work, whose heart has been carried off in the butcher's tray, the milkman's can, or the baker's basket, is for ever lost. Never hang your affections on a policeman's staff. The force is proverbially fickle, and many a servant girl has pined with a hopeless passion for one who has moved in a superior station.
      One of the most trying situations for a maid of all work, is in a house where there are lodgers. She will, very likely, have to take everything at once to everybody at once. She will be having the first floor and the two-pair back clamouring at the same time for the only tea-pot in the house, while the parlour will be calling angrily for his boots, which have been taken by mistake to the garret, who is writhing in intense agony for his highlows.
     But philosophy and the "Penny Magazine" will be a balance for all the annoyances which chequer the life of the MAID OF ALL WORK.

 
Punch, 1845



LONDON girls of the lowest class have a strong prejudice against domestic service. Mothers are, as a rule, glad to see their girls in "a tidy little place." They realise that good food is necessary for a girl while she is growing, and that street life is very pernicious. But the girls often prefer to live at home, even if it means drudgery that keeps them occupied from morning till night, blows, and drunken parents. The routine of service tries them very much, and they miss the companionship of school friends, brothers and sisters. They complain of "lonesomeness."
     A girl was visited lately by our Commissioners who had run away from her first place, and entered a factory. When asked why she had done this, she said, "Well, missus always sat in the parlour, and I always sat in the kitchen, and I felt lonesome. Then missus used to go out at night, and leave me all alone in the house, and I got scared, and runned away. I won't go back," she added, "no, not for nobody."
     Girls of this class are accustomed to live in one or two rooms, with father, mother, brothers and sisters. So when they suddenly find themselves in a strange place at night, alone, in the dark, they become nervous; and if the mistress places an impassable barrier between the parlour and the kitchen, the child-servant mopes, gives notice, or runs away, unless she has the true soul of a slavey.
     Pauper girls make, as a rule, very good servants. Their spirit is broken by long and severe discipline before they leave the workhouse. They seldom complain of anything. But the girl who has tasted the sweets of liberty is apt to run away, if she becomes a slavey. It is not the work which she minds so much as the "lonesomeness."
     The girl who was placed six months ago in the house of Major —,— Street, Kensington, is a fair type of the ordinary slavey. Her father rents two cellars near Lisson Grove. He is out of work, and only able to scrape along with the assistance of his wife, who is a charwoman. He has six children. The eldest girl works in a factory, and earns four shillings and sixpence per week. Sarah is nearly fifteen, but looks like a child of twelve, because she is small and thin, the result of constant starving. Her father is a very respectable man, although out of work, having been employed in a shop for many years. He now does odd jobs and runs errands. He was very anxious to find Sarah "a tidy little place," and delighted that she should go to service. The day on which this was arranged the mother lay in bed with the two youngest children because her clothes were in the pawnshop. The father had applied for relief to the parish. So money was given to buy Sarah some clothes; and the girl was transported from her wretched home to the house in Kensington. At first she was delighted with everything. She worked hard, and tried "to give satisfaction." The father called, and seemed pleased to see the child so happy. But from the first she complained of "lonesomeness." She would not answer the back-door bell after dark, or sleep by herself. She cried when the cook left her alone in the kitchen. Then she began to mope, and said that she wanted her brothers and sisters, that she was sure her mother was ill, and that she felt ill herself. She begged for pocket-money, saying that her mother had given her a few pence on a Saturday night. She asked to go out by herself, instead of with another servant. Last of all she ran away, having received a shilling from some one in the house, and permission from the cook to fetch a stamp. She preferred her wretched home, in which she had not enough to eat, to the house in Kensington, and now works ten hours a day in a factory, and gets two shillings and sixpence a week. She received the kindest treatment, and her life in the house of Major was very different to that of most slaveys. But she was home-sick. Let readers picture the lives of pauper servants, who have no homes; and then think of the little Mary Jane or Susan to whom "the terrors of the night season" come again and again, as they lie awake in the garret or mope in the kitchen. These children are made of flesh and blood, although they are servants.

 
Toilers in London, 1889



next ...
 
Make-Up
 
  I should be very sorry were the corrupt fashion of the eighteenth century to return, in which a woman was considered only half dressed till her natural complexion was concealed; and hence many a lovely cheek and lip be disguised at the bidding of those who had no beauty to lose.
     At the same time, the face is always exposed, and it does demand at least as much attention as the rest of the person, and cosmetics have their use as well as their abuse.
     It seems to me an inexpressibly absurd and inconsistent "crack" of modern middle-class society, that if an honest girl is known to use a soupcon of colour or tinted powder, she is sneered at and laughed at by her virtuous female friends, and so she gives in; but let me remind her that she is also laughed at if she has great feet, or scarcely any hair, or thick fingers, or any other defect. Crows will always persecute their weaklier brethren. There are always crows in every company; and if your mistaken "honesty" forbids you to conceal or improve your bad skin, these benevolent fowls will none the less set upon you with their stinging beaks and hoarse screams. Your honesty will only be another feather to wing the shafts of such enemies; you will not save yourself, but you will succeed in annoying society. If a woman have the misfortune to lose a conspicuous tooth, it is worse than folly not to replace it by art, rather than force upon everyone who speaks to her the extremely unpleasant appearance of her tongue through the gap. If a girl has the trial of a complexion so bad that the sight of it gives one a turn, it is simply a duty for her either not to go into society at all, or, if she does, to conceal it, as she would not scruple to conceal lameness or leanness. You have no right to inflict your misfortune on everybody — it is an unpardonable offence against good taste. You can't alter your great feet; but who will blame you for wearing well-made boots? You can't help losing your teeth; but who will quarrel with you for wearing false ones? 
     If an emaciated woman pad her dress, she must not overdo it, or pad it in the wrong place — that outrages nature more than if she left it alone. If a woman powder or paint, she must not smear her face carelessly with unnatural tints, like a clown in a pantomime or last-century ladies. I should never recommend unguents injurious or dangerous — belladonna dropped in the eyes, for instance, which, after a time, destroys the sight. There are transparent cosmetics which leave the pores open whilst they tint the skin, and will safely bear contact with soap and water. I should strenuously enjoin the wise use of those which are quite compatible with health and cleanliness. Women have no right to injure their health in order to enhance their beauty quand même.
     A lady who squeezes her waist into ten inches, risks her life in order to become a disagreeable object; a thousand grim diseases threaten her, and she ought to be excluded from the company of all aesthetic and sensible people till she sees her sin against herself and against the next generation. The same must be said of a girl who wears heels so lofty that she is half-crippled (the spine as well as the feet being sometimes injured), and whose features are actually drawn with pain.
     But when health is not endangered the outcry might subside. Critics should discriminate. The girl who plucks her eyebrows hurts no one but herself, and may reap advantage for the time.

 
Mrs. H.R.Haweis, The Art of Beauty, 1878



next ...
 
Marriage, Pro Forma
 
  DEAR SIR,
     I was both surprised and sorry on receiving your letter, as I do not think I have ever by word or deed given you any encouragement which could induce you to make me an offer, and — deeply as I feel honoured by your preference — reasons which I am not at liberty to explain, prevent my entertaining a thought of a more intimate acquaintance.
     Trusting you will banish me from your memory, or think only of me as a sincere friend, I remain, with sincerest wishes for your future happiness and welfare,
     Yours truly,
         MADELINE HUNTER
 

MY DEAR MR. SMITH,
     I feel much flattered by your proposal, and if
my father makes no objection to you; I shall esteem myself happy in having secured the affection of so good a man. 
     Pray excuse the shortness of this letter; it is the most awkward one I ever had to write � but I have good cause to know that you will pardon the shortcomings of
     Yours sincerely,
         ——
 

DEAR MR.——
     I scarcely know how to reply to your letter or to express what I feel at finding that you have given me your affection. I am not worthy of you in any way, but if you really think that I could make you happy, I will gladly try my best to do so.
     Of course my consent to your proposal must now depend on that of my father, to whom pray apply at once. I have prepared him for your letter.
     Believe me,
         Very truly yours,
             ——
 

DEAR MR. ——,
     My father has placed your letter to him in my hands, and desired me to answer the flattering proposal which it contains. It is with profound regret that I obey him; for I cannot — unhappily — respond to the feelings you are good enough to entertain for me.
     As a friend I shall ever like and esteem you, but I cannot feel for you the love which alone can make married life happy.
    Allow me, however, to thank you very heartily for the great compliment that you have paid me, and to entreat your forgiveness if anything in my manner has unconsciously given rise to the hopes I am obliged to disappoint. 
     You will doubtless meet with some far worthier object by-and-by on whom to bestow your affections. That such may be the case is the sincere prayer of
     Your obliged friend,
         L. M.

 
model letters for answering a marriage proposal in The Ladies and Gentlemen's Model Letter Writer, c. 1870



    In no case does the old proverb, "many a slip between a cup and lip," hold good with such disappointing force as in projected marriages. The strict surveillance to which a maiden is during that time subject often constitutes the "rugged course" of which lovers so bitterly complain. For instance, no young lady who values her status in the eyes of society ever appears at theatres or other places of amusement alone with her lover, she is either attended by her mother, sister, or some other female chaperon. Neither should she frequent promenades and other places of general resort, without the companionship of a sister or friend. Retiring from a circle of friends in the same apartment, and whispering apart in conversation to each other, is also forbidden by every rule of good taste. A gentleman may pay particular attention to the lady he is about to marry, but at no time should his attentions be of a nature to excite smiles and comments on the part of  others present. Whatever makes people look absurd is a violation of propriety, and should be scrupulously avoided.
     Lovers' quarrels are a fertile topic, and are supposed to be inseparable from an engaged state. What do they arise from? — generally from fickleness and jealousy. 
     On the one side there is too much exaction, and on the other too great a proneness to take offence. These disagreeable scenes might be avoided by two persons not imposing on each other unaccustomed restraints. If a lady, for example, objects to smoking, and a gentleman to seeing his future wife waltzing, an understanding should be arrived at from the commencement and the rule observed, or not, as may be agreed. Also, engaged people should not consider that they can henceforward live only for each other, and confine all the amenities and attentions demanded by other members of society to their individual selves. Acts of courtesy and duty towards friends and relatives should not be suddenly relinquished in favour of one person only, and it is both unreasonable and unwise to expect such sacrifices. A state of life equivalent to warm and sincere friendship is the nearest approach to perfect happiness and decorum that engaged couples can aspire to.
     Invitations to visit in society are generally given jointly to engaged persons; but it is not considered good manners for either the lady or gentleman to refuse if the act of courtesy has not been extended to the other. In the case of a young lady being invited to the house of any of her  future husband's friends — she herself being a stranger — it is necessary that an invitation should be given to the mother or some female relative of the bride-elect also. The escort of her lover is not, under the circumstance;. considered sufficient.
     In going to or from places, on business or pleasure, engaged people, if alone, should either walk or else use public conveyances — cabs and private carriages should be avoided. In walking in the streets or promenades, the engaged lady may take the left arm of the gentleman, but it is excessively vulgar and indecorous to clasp her hands on his arm, as is sometimes seen.
     It frequently happens that two persons, who upon slight acquaintance appeared to be exactly suited to each other, discover, when intimate, that they have been mistaken. The engagement is then broken off. On such occasions the parent or nearest friend is usually appointed to see that all presents and correspondence are returned, an act which it should be a point of honour to carry out most scrupulously. The best mode of proceeding is for each person to seal with his or her own hand the letters each has received. With regard to presents, things that have been worn, such as slippers, and other fancy articles, should not be sent back; they should not, however, be worn any more. Jewellery, books, and articles of furniture, if any have been presented in view of the approaching  marriage, should be returned.
     The character of presents given to each other by an engaged couple, should be in strict accordance with their' position in life and pecuniary means at disposal. Love should not be measured by the costliness of its tokens. A rich man may spend a little fortune on an engagement ring, whilst a poor man may only be able to afford a simple band of enchased gold, to be worn afterwards as a keeper to the wedding ring itself. There is no greater folly than making extravagance in present-giving before marriage a burden to be afterwards defrayed by stint of living and privation of necessaries. Expenses multiply enough in the ordinary course of things at the outset of housekeeping, without having to clear off obligations due to mistaken generosity. Brides that are to be propitiated only by such sacrifices are seldom found to front bravely the cares and unavoidable anxieties of real wedded life.
     The absurd revelations which from time to time enliven the proceedings of certain law courts should be warning sufficient against engaged people indulging in the folly of extravagant language when writing to each other. The term "love-letter" usually means downright nonsense, and is no proof of genuine affection. Plain truth and common sense are not at all incompatible with devotedness and warmth of feeling, and, if preserved, such letters call up no feeling of self-reproach in after life, which is more than can be said of many of the foolish epistles penned before marriage.

 
Cassells Household Guide, 1880



next ...
 
The Match-Girl
 
      Match girls come out very strong on a Saturday night, when any number of them may be found at the Paragon Music Hall, in the Mile End Road; the Foresters' Music Hall, in Cambridge Road; and the Sebright, at Hackney. The Eagle, in the City Road, used to be a favourite resort of these girls, and in bygone summers dancing on the crystal platform was their nightly amusement. They continue to be very fond of dancing, but they are even more attached to singing. They seem to know by heart the words of all the popular music hall songs of the day, and their homeward journey on Bank holidays from Hampstead Heath and Chingford, though musical, is decidedly noisy. 
    The police are as a rule extremely good to the match girls, and a constable will rarely interfere with them unless positively compelled to do so. It must be admitted, however, that to have half-a-dozen of these girls marching down the Bow Road singing at the top of their voices the chorus of "Ta-ra-ra Boom-de-ay," or "Knocked 'em in the Old Kent Road" — these are at the present moment their favourites — is a little irritating to quiet-loving citizens. 
    Dress is a very important consideration with these young women. They have fashions of their own; they delight in a quantity of colour; and they can no more live without their large hats and huge feathers than 'Arry can live without his bell-bottom trousers. They all sport high-heeled boots, and consider a fringe an absolute essential. As a class they are not attractive in looks; still, there are some very pretty faces among the feather-headed, brown-fringed factory girls of the East End. 
    So much for their out-door existence. Their home life is not so bright, and the cause for this is not far to seek. They can sing a good song, or dance a break-down with any one; but can they wash clothes, or cook a dinner? Alas! neither the one nor the other. 
    They are eager to marry, and do so very young. Many a match girl of sixteen marries a dock labourer or factory hand is no older. Their happiness is of short duration. Very often one of these poor creatures, a month or two after marriage, has applied to me for protection against her husband; and frequently, when I have heard the case, I could not help admitting that the latter had a good deal to complain of. He has very likely worked hard, and never failed to take his earnings home to his "missis", as he calls her; and yet, night after night, he has returned to a dirty and neglected fireside, and found no dinner and no wife awaiting him. However, the marriages of the match girls do sometimes turn out well, and I think that such a result is somewhat surprising. With so many temptations around them, with so much vice in their midst, and with so many troubles in their lives, it is really astonishing to see the great affection these young people entertain towards one another. 
    There is a good deal of downright sympathy among the match girls. Quite lately one of the hands in a match factory had succession of domestic troubles — sickness and other visitations — and her fellows collected between them as much as thirteen pounds, which, freely, and with the brightest faces, they handed over to their sister in distress. 
    I am informed by the missionaries, who are far better acquainted with the inner lives of these girls, than I am, that there is not nearly the amount of immorality among them that one would imagine. They will, I am assured, in this respect, compare very favourably with other classes. Their language certainly is sometimes very bad, but I am sure they do not think from one moment to the other what they are saying. It is scarcely surprising that they should repeat the oaths and vile language they hear almost every day of their lives in public-houses, music halls, and dancing rooms.

 
Montagu Williams, Round London, 1894



next ...
 
The Mesmeric Infirmary
 
  THE MESMERIC INFIRMARY, 36, Weymouth-street, Portland-place. Established in 1849, for the treatment of Epilepsy, Deafness, Rheumatism, and other diseases, in which the ordinary means have failed; supported entirely by voluntary contributions. This Institution is now under the immediate superintendence of THOS. CHANDLER, Esq., M.R.C.S., &c., who has been an active member of the council from its first establishment by Dr. Elliotson and others 20 years ago, and who now gives advice gratis at 36, Weymouth-street, every morning (except Sundays), from 9 till 10, and remains for consultation till half-past 12. Numerous cases which were considered incurable have been successfully treated at this useful though little known Institution, for which funds are much required. 
     SUBSCRIPTIONS and DONATIONS may be sent to the treasurer, at the Institution; or to the Union Bank, Argyle-place. 
     N.B. Patients are now mesmerized only from 10 till half-past 12, during which hours friends are invited to attend.

 
advertisement in The Times, 1869



MESMERIC TRANCE. On Wednesday last, at a quarter past 2 o'clock, Mr. Tubbs, surgeon, of Upwell, Cambridgeshire, in the presence of above a dozen gentlemen, at the Mesmeric Infirmary, No.36, Weymouth-street, Portland-place, cut away the right breast of a most respectable married woman, of Upwell, named Flowerday. He first threw her into the state of sleep-walking by holding her hands in his, and staring at her eyes. After a time her eye-lids quivered, and her eyes converged and turned upwards; and, in nine minutes from the first, her eyes closed, and her head drooped as she sat in her chair. Mr. Tubbs then ceased to hold first one hand and then the other, and each dropped powerless into her lap. The left hand was allowed to lie where it fell; the right hand was held up and aside by Mr. Burman, surgeon, of Wisbeach, in order to be out of the operator's way. During the whole of the operation, which was performed with unusual slowness, not a sound escaped the patient. She sat perfectly still, silent, and relaxed, like any one in the sweetest sleep — not a part quivered or twitched; her lips were relaxed and motionless; and, in order further to show that she exerted no effort to restrain herself, Dr. Elliotson, while the gashes were making, moved the ends of her fingers backwards and forwards in complete relaxation, with the tip of one of his fingers. There was no holding or catching of her breath; all was the relaxation and placidity of complete repose. In fact, her countenance, which is extremely good, expressed the height of composure; and she was not subjected to restraint of any kind. After the operation was performed she was awakened, and at first was quite unconscious of what had been done. It was proposed to carry her to bed, but she unaffectedly declined, and deliberately walked up two pairs of stairs, got into bed, and was sent back into her mesmeric trance by a few downward passes before her face.

 
The Times, 1869

 
 



next ...
 
Miasma
 
 . . . That was in June 1845. My eldest sister was born there, and I think my eldest brother; but I was born in our first house, a modest enough establishment; but one that could not have been kept up on such an income; as there were three children and much coming and going of guests. We were not long, either, in Park Village West, where we parted from our canal, the last home of many dear dead cats and dogs, over which I used to weep as they floated past, with great sorrow on our parts, but great relief to our parents. For people had just begun, after the Great Exhibition, to think smells might possibly not be healthy, and that the rising damp and fog from the canal might be the cause of my brother's croup. I think we moved late in 1852 . . .  
Mrs. Panton, Leaves from a Life, 1908







next ...
 
A Microscopical Society
 
      VERY various are the recreations of the young men engaged in great wholesale and retail houses of business. Concerts, lectures, recitations, and other rational and enjoyable evenings have long been familiar, but till recently we did not know of an entertainment of a more novel and remarkable kind. An invitation to the annual soirée of the "Old Change Microscopical Society" revealed an unexpected scene, which would have delighted all advocates for the diffusion of useful and entertaining knowledge. The society, we were informed consists entirely of employés in one city house — that of Messrs. Leaf, Sons, and Co., warehousemen, in Old Change.
     We find our way to Cannon Street on a rainy February night and enter the brilliantly lighted hall of the City Terminus hotel. Amid the dazzling decorations and a cheerful throng of visitors, we discern a series of oblong tables, ranging from one end of the spacious room to the other. On these tables are rows of microscopes, nearly all of them double-barrelled (binocular). Each instrument has its own lamp by its side, and is adjusted to a prepared specimen which is placed below it for examination. Each is also in charge of an exhibitor — one of the members of the society — who is ready to answer the inquiries of the visitor, or alter the focus of the instrument. Delighted guests — many of them sisters, mothers, and friends of the exhibitors — are peering down the wondrous tubes.
     What do they see? Well, it would be impossible here to name all the objects. The remotest regions of the three kingdoms of Nature have been laid under contribution. Here are some minute and beautiful shells, dredged up by Dr. Carpenter from a sea-bottom 15,000 feet in depth. The next table shows us specimens of pond-life. We see strange and wonderfully-constructed creatures, part vegetable and part animal, disporting themselves alive before us. Some of these zoophytes have been fed with carmine, the better to exhibit their transparent bodies. Visitors are astonished to learn that these marvellous creatures are the common denizens of our ponds around London, and that, in view of their exhibition, most of them were procured on Saturday afternoon last at Hampstead Heath, Rainham Marshes, and Victoria Docks. Then the phenomenon of vegetable circulation is shown in the beautiful and celebrated water-plant  Vallisneria spiralis  one of the most delightful spectacles the microscope affords. Next is a flake of coal — common house coal — laboriously filed and ground down with sand-paper and plate glass until it has become as thin and transparent as a sheet of note-paper. Through the microscope we can plainly see the vegetable spores and spore-cases (lying closely packed together) of which the coal is mainly composed. Here is a live frog, with its foot spread out to show the circulation of the blood. The room has now become hot, and the creature is the subject of commiseration from some lady visitors; but the exhibitor explains that the frog has been sent comfortably to sleep for a fortnight by means of a suitable soporific, and is all unconscious of his sympathisers. Next are more zoophytes — but we should speedily fill our space with references to such books as "Pritchard's Infusoria" and the "Micrographical Dictionary" did we try to do justice to this varied and wonderful exhibition of an amateur microscopical society.
     No less than sixty of the microscopes we saw before us at this remarkable  soirée belonged to the members of the society alone — that is, to the young men of Messrs. Leaf's establishment. It seemed incredible, until we verified the fact for ourselves. These exhibitors, whose lives might seem to be devoted to the microscope, are actually hard at work all day in one of the largest and busiest of the City houses. Microscopy is simply their evening recreation.
     "Occupied as are all of us during the day" (says the president of the society, Mr. Charles J. Leaf) "in an almost unceasing round of duties which command our attention, and frequently of anxieties and grave responsibilities, which harass our thoughts, it is of incalculable advantage that when these duties are over we should provide ourselves with some attractive and elevating pursuit, which can be carried on by our own fireside and shared in by those around it." 
     The Old Change Microscopical Society is indeed an admirable feature of that movement for retrenching the unnecessary hours of business, in which Messrs. Leaf and Co. have taken an honourable part. To many young men the mere scientific study might have at first little attraction, but where the philosophers are surrounded by cheerful groups of fair visitors, it would be difficult to name a more pleasant evening in the City than this exhibition of the sixty microscopes.

 
The Leisure Hour, 1872



next ...
 
Midland Grand Hotel
 
      Of the general appearance of the St. Pancras terminus the reader can judge for himself. Occupying a site in the Euston Road, between the Great Northern and London and North Western stations, it is incomparably more complete and ornate than either of them. The design of the station offices and hotel is from the pencil of Sir G. G. Scott; it was selected from a number sent in for competition; and is in the ornate Pointed Gothic style. The total frontage is about 600 feet. It is not too much to say that "it is one of the chief architectural ornaments of the metropolis," — that it is "a veritable railway palace." As another authority has declared, it is "the most perfect in every possible respect in the world.
     Before we take our place in the train, and journey over the Midland system, there is one part of the station which deserves special notice. It is the Grand Hotel, which, when completed in a few weeks, will be unsurpassed and probably unequalled for combined comfort and magnificence in Europe. The other day we had the pleasure, in company with the manager, of seeing over it from the laundries and kitchens to the summit of the clock tower, and it may be interesting to our readers to know in detail what the final arrangements will be. 
     The entrance into the hotel for foot passengers and carriages will be direct from the Euston Road into the western curved wing. Alighting under a magnificent porch, the guest will find himself in a large hall. Immediately to the right are the offices of the manager, for "information," and of the bedroom clerk; and on the left is one for hall porters, and for letters and parcels. Passing along the corridor, there is a small sitting or waiting room on the left; then a gentlemen's lavatory; and above, up a mezzenin, or half-flight of stairs, a ladies' lavatory. Further on is the passenger lift, and in a recess to our left the luggage lift, both of which ascend to the fifth story, and are worked by hydraulic power. Immediately to our right we enter the general coffee room, which sweeps along the whole curved wing of the building, 100 feet long by 30, and 24 feet high, and ventilated with shafts. Close by are the waiters' pantry and the still-room, whence dinners and tea and coffee are served.
     Turning through a door at our left, we find ourselves at the foot and in front of the grand staircase. It rises to the third floor, is lighted by three two-light windows which continue up to the roof, a height of 80 feet, and are divided by four transom windows; the whole being crowned by a groined ceiling, with stone ribs and carved bosses at the intersections, filled in with Portland concrete a foot thick, the face being finished with Parian cement, which some day will be coloured and decorated. The groined ribs spring from stone corbels, and are supported by polished green Irish marble columns.
     Ascending the first floor of this staircase, on turning to the right we again pass the lifts and lavatories, and reach the general drawing and reading room, a spacious and beautifully decorated and furnished apartment. The five front windows look into Euston Road, over a terrace, which will be adorned with flowers and plants, and covered with an awning in summer. Three side windows look westward down Euston Road, and three others eastward along the whole frontage of the building. From hence we enter the music room, another splendidly furnished apartment; and immediately adjoining there will be "the private coffee room," for the use of which it is intended to make a somewhat higher charge, in order to keep it more select. We are now near the west end of the corridor, which runs from one end of the building to the other, a total distance of some 600 feet, and conducting to the noble suites of bedrooms and sitting-rooms with which present visitors to the hotel are familiar.
     We pass along the deep-piled silent Axminster carpet. On our right are suites of rooms, with a balcony in front, looking out upon the wide space in front of the hotel and on to the Euston Road. The spacious and lofty apartments, the handsome furniture, the Brussels carpets, the massive silken or woollen curtains, and the pinoleum blinds; the wardrobes, chests of drawers, clocks, writing tables, sofas, arm-chairs, with which they are supplied, leave nothing to be desired by the wealthiest and the most refined. On the north side of the corridor are apartments equally well appointed, side by side with others less spacious; while on the floors above there are from three to four hundred other bedrooms, of various sizes, but all finished and furnished with completeness. Yet all are to be enjoyed with such moderation of cost that it is obvious that the design of the company has not been how to make the largest amount of profit out of the hotel, but to give the largest amount of comfort to their passengers.
     Continuing our ascent of the grand staircase, we reach the second floor. This is wholly occupied by private apartments and single bedrooms. The western wings can easily be extended so as to give, on four floors, fifty additional bedrooms.
     From the eastern end of the fifth floor we enter a room which leads into the clock tower. Here we climb a series of iron ladders, and at length find ourselves out on the open, 130 feet above the ground. Above are the four faces of the clock. They are of iron and glass; they are thirteen feet in diameter; and they are illuminated at night. The hour hands are three feet seven inches, and the minute hands six feet in length. This clock, as well as that over the platform, was constructed by Mr. John Walker, of Cornhill, London.* (* The platform clock dial is of slate. It is eighteen feet in diameter. The length of the hour hand is four feet five inches, and that of the minute hand seven feet three. It is the largest clock at any railway station in England.) From our lofty elevation outside the clock tower we look around and beneath. Far below is the mighty roof of the station itself, with its ribs and ridges of glass and iron. There are also the Great Northern station and Hotel, both seeming dwarfed in their proportions by the contrast with the Midland. The dome of St. Paul's and the column of the Monument are beneath the level on which we stand; while for miles in all directions stretch interminable lines of streets, the roof of countless thousands of houses, the spires of churches, and the vast black swollen receivers of gasworks; and just beneath us, adorning a lofty pinnacle of the hotel, a giant figure of Britannia looks benignly over to the east, with her trident in her hand, but, sad to say, with an electric rod thrust into the crown of her head! The clock tower itself is 240 feet in height.
     We descend into the basement of the hotel, where, however, there are more departments of interest than we can stay to describe. We walk over the sawdust-strewn floors to the bottling room, where the bottler is at work; cellar after cellar is unlocked for us, where perhaps £10,000 worth of wine is treasured up in thirty-six gallon casks piled one upon another, or stored away in stacks of bottles arranged with geometrical precision in open wooden bins. Here is the plate room, where the elegant handiwork of Messrs. Elkington is cleaned and placed ready for use. Now we stand in the kitchen, before a fireplace with a vast iron screen full of iron cupboards that keep plates, dishes, and covers hot for use; and turning back the screen, we see the huge fire, in front of which a couple of dozen joints could be cooked at once. "Potatoes for one," says a voice behind us, for an order to that effect has come on a ticket down the lift; "potatoes for one," repeats a subordinate, who with a little gum sticks a ticket on the handle of the cover under which the said potatoes are immediately deposited; a warning bell rings, and the lift carries ticket and potatoes swiftly away to their destination. And as with the potatoes so with ten thousand other commodities and comestibles every day.
     We linger for a moment in the refectory, where the chief pastrycook and his assistants are at work. A wedding party is at breakfast upstairs, and we watch the cunning skill with which the wondrous piles of viands of magic mould and brilliant hue and wondrous delicacy have been reared, the builder striving to deceive even the connoisseur as to the composition of the dish before him, and to make him feel, as he thrusts his spoon into the mystic mass, that he is solving a conundrum. Here is a mighty salmon girt around the ribs with a gorgeous wrapping, and with a parsley crown about his neck, — a victim adorned for sacrifice; while there, in one fell pile, the breasts of a whole covey of partridges lie in a rounded glistering tomb of jelly.
     We pause for a moment to cool ourselves before the bed of ice covered with canvas, on which rests fowls, game, and fish, oysters in their shells and shell-less. We notice in the next apartment that the vegetables are cooked by steam, in iron steam-chests (fortunately guarded with safety valves); and then we are in the boiler room, with two boilers each 16-horse power, which alternately supply steam and steam-power for the whole establishment.
     Hard by is the laundry. Here the washing machine, six feet in diameter, boils by steam and washes to a snowy hue from 2500 to 3000 pieces of linen a day of average size; in twenty minutes the centrifugal wringing machine will extract all the water; and after having passed through the drying closets, the heated rollers of the two steam mangling machines will bring them a stage nearer fitness for use; and finally the airing room will, we dare say, finish them off. But of that we know nothing except that from the fervent heat of its threshold we made a precipitate retreat. The linen of visitors staying at the hotel is got up in a department by itself. Whichever of these subterranean abodes we visit, order, cleanliness, and method seem to reign supreme.
     Among the minor arrangements we may mention that the ventilation of the kitchens is conducted up the "service" staircase and shaft, being completely separated from the establishment generally; that a dust shaft runs from the top floor to the bottom, provided with a closed mouth on each for the reception of dust, and terminating in a fireproof cistern; that apparatus for the prevention and extinction of fires is provided in all parts of the hotel; that electric bells and speaking tubes run in all necessary directions, giving the maximum of accommodation with the minimum of noise; and that an office for the receipt of letters is found on every floor, a leaden weight coming down from the top to the bottom each time the letters are despatched, in order to prevent any one of them being by chance lodged in the tube in its descent.
     We may add that the manager, Mr. Etzensberger, has for many years had charge of the Victoria Hotel, in Venice, and also for several years the commissariat of the Nile steamers as far as the first cataract; and we have no doubt that the hotel will fulfil the prediction of Augustus Sala, that it is "destined to be one of the most prosperous, as it is certainly the most sumptuous and the best conducted hotel in the empire."

 
Frederick S. Williams, The Midland Railway : Its Rise and Progress, 1878



next ...
 
Milk Women
 
  Tuesday, 11 June . . . in Trafalgar Square, I noticed a young milkwoman who was just commencing her career under the auspices of an old one, probably her mother. The debutante was standing by the railings of the Union Club. She was a ruddy blooming wench of eighteen or so, scarcely formed yet, but clean-limbed and muscular. Her large hands were in colour a glowing red; the skin coarse and rugged without, showing no vein or dimple, and tough & leathery in the palms, hardening into yellow callosities — corns, she would call them — at the roots of the fingers. Can a girl of eighteen possess such hands and have a lover? I should think so! She wore the usual plain straw bonnet, woollen shawl, and clean cotton frock: but her bonnet wanted the thick white cap, her boots were effeminately thin — hardly so strong as a shooting boot — and her frock came down to her ankles! Can it be that fashion is infecting the London milkwomen, noblest of conservative caryatides? So she stood, awkward and happy, a picture of ungainly strength. A lady came mincing past at the moment, with tiny hands cased in lavender kid: the contrast was delicious. Then her mother returned, and the daughter, with her help, adjusted the yoke upon her own square shoulders. It was a brand-new yoke, with her master's name in large letters upon it; whereby as she walks all the world may know that she belongs to 'Sims, 122 Jermyn St.' She walked thus away between her heavy cans, the old mentor keeping at her side and guiding her to the next customer's on the milk walk. Doubtless, she felt happy, when after being hired she was sent to the cooper's to fit herself with a yoke. Doubtless, when she first walked along the streets this afternoon, she felt proud of wearing a new yoke with big letters on it, and clean brown straps and bright hooks and buckles; as proud as a cart horse in his Mayday harness. Long may she feel such pride! She will work in that year out of doors six hours a day, in all weathers, with never a holiday from year's end to year's end: she will nevertheless be as merry as a lark, yet stronger and healthier every year, and marry and breed us sons strong and fullblooded like herself.

 
Arthur Munby Diary, 1861



next ...
 
Mistaken Identity
 
  Sir,— I have been a good deal about England of late, and have been witness of the strong interest and widespread excitement which the Whitechapel murders have caused and are causing. Everywhere I have been asked about them; especially by working folk, and most especially by working women. Last week, for instance, in an agricultural county I shared my umbrella during heavy rain with a maid servant, who was going home. "Is it true, Sir," said she, "that they're a-cutting down the feminine seck in London?" And she explained herself to mean that "they was a'murdering of 'em by ones and twos." This is but one of many examples, and my own main interest in the matter is, that I myself have been taken for the murderer. And if I, why not any other elderly gentleman of quiet habits? It may therefore be well to record the fact by way of warning.
     Two days ago I was in one of the mining districts, I had just called on my friend the parson of the parish, and was walking back in the twilight, alone, across certain lonely, grimy fields among the pits and forges. Suddenly I was approached from behind by a party of seven stout colliers lads, each of them about 18 years old, except their leader, who was a stalwart young fellow of 28 or so, more than 6ft. high. He rudely demanded my name, which, of course, I refused to give. "Then;" said he, "You are Jack the Ripper, and you'll come along wi' us to the police at —" naming the nearest town, two miles off. I inquired what authority he had for proposing this arrangement. He hesitated a moment, and then replied that he was himself a constable, and had a warrant (against me, I suppose), but had left it at home. "And," he added fiercely, "if you don't come quietly at once, I'll draw my revolver and blow your brains out." "Draw it, then," said I, feeling pretty sure that he had no revolver. He did not draw it; and I told him that I should certainly not go with him. All this time I noticed that, though the whole seven stood around me, gesticulating and threatening, not one of them attempted to touch me. And, while I was considering how to accomplish my negative purpose, I saw a forge-man coming across the field from his work. Him I hailed; and, when he came up, I explained that these fellows were insulting me, and that, as the odds were seven to one, he ought to stand by me. He was a dull, quiet man, elderly like myself, and (as he justly remarked) quite ready for his tea. But, being an honest workman, he agreed to stand by me; and he and I moved away in spite of the leader of the gang, who vowed that he would take my ally in charge as well as me. The enemy, however, were not yet routed. They consulted together, and very soon pursued and overtook us; for we took care not to seem as fugitives. But, meanwhile, I had decided what to do, and had told my friend that I would walk with him as far as our ways lay together, and then I would trouble him to turn aside with me, up to the cottage of a certain stout and worthy pitman whom I knew. Thus, then, we walked on over barren fields and slag-heaps for half a mile, surrounded by the seven colliers, who pressed in upon me, but still never touched me, though their leader continued his threats, freely observed that, whatever I might do, I should certainly go with him to the town.  At last we came into the road at a lonesome and murderous-looking spot, commanded on all sides by the mountainous shale-hills of disused pits. Up among these ran the path that led to the pit-men's dwellings which I was making for. When we reached it, I said to my friend the forgeman, "This is our way," and turned towards the path. "That's not your way," shouted the tall man, "you'll come along the road with us," and he laid his hand on my collar. I shook him off, and informed him that he had now committed an assault, for which I could myself give him in charge. Perhaps it was only post hoc ergo propter hoc, but, at any rate, he made no further attempt to prevent me and my friend from ascending the by-way. He stuck to us, however, he and his mates; swearing that he would follow me all the night, if need were. We were soon on the top of the col, if I may so call it, from which the pitmen's cottages, lighted within, were visible in the darkness against a starry sky. "That is where I am going," I said aloud. To my surprise, the tall man answered in a somewhat altered tone, "How long shall you be?" "That depends," I replied; "you had better come to the house with me." "No," said he, "I shall wait for you here;" and the forgeman and I walked up to the cottage together. At its door I dismissed my ally with thanks and a grateful coin; and, entering in, I told my tale to my friend the stout pitman and his hearty wife, who heard it with indignation. In less than a minute, he and I sallied from his dwelling in search of the fellows who had dogged me. But they had vanished. Seeing me received and welcomed by people whom they knew, they doubtless felt that pursuit was futile and suspicion vain. 
      Now, I do not object to adventures, even in the decline of life;. nor do I much blame my antagonists, whether their motive were righteous indignation, or, as is more likely, the hope of reward. But I think them guilty of a serious and even dangerous error of judgment in not distinguishing between the appearance of Jack the Ripper and that of your obedient servant,
     AN ELDERLY GENTLEMAN. 
 
letter to The Times, 1888



next ...
 
Monday Pops
 
  One morning Mary looked up from her letters at breakfast-time with one in her hand, —  "Dear me, this is tiresome. I do so love my 'Monday Pops,' and if this had been an ordinary invitation, I should have refused it straight away — but it is from the Leslie Stephens, and Miss Thackeray is to be there."
     "Of course you'll go," said her husband. "You have wanted for long to meet Miss Thackeray; and into the bargain, there will be other people of the kind you like. As for the 'Pops,' you can get them at any time." 
     The Monday Popular Concerts were a feature of London life at this period. As to their musical merits, I can be no judge, but presume they must have been considerable, since Monday after Monday there were found sitting in their own seats weary men and blasée women, whose wealth and social status would have opened to them any doors. 
     On "'Pop" nights the audience in St. James' Hall had something of the appearance of a family gathering, so many of those present knew each other — while many more knew each other by sight — and quietly listening, took no interest in the dress and appearance of the rest, but surrendered themselves wholly to the restful pleasure for which they had come. 
     Anything more unlike an opera or theatre audience it would have been difficult to imagine; and as hours were early, smart dressing unnecessary, and there was no worry about getting away at the close, Mary would often perform her most arduous social and charitable duties on a Monday, in serene anticipation of a calm and peaceful evening. 
     "Well, there is no help for it," said she, now. "The dear things might have known better than to clash with my  'Pop' — but the 'Pop' must go to the wall. You girls shall go to it however, and you shall both go to it this time, so it's an ill wind, etc." Accordingly when Monday evening came, we dropped the diners-out and were conveyed on to St. James' Hall. Luckily, the hours suited. 

 
Lucy Bethia Walford, Memories of Victorian London, 1912



next ...
 
Mourning
 
      An attendant in sable habiliments picked out with the inevitable white tie, and with an undertakerish eye and manner, awaited my commands. I according produced my list. Scanning it critically, he said:
     "Permit me to inquire, sir, if it is a deceased partner?"
     I nodded assent.
     "We take the liberty of asking this distressing question," he replied, "as we are extremely anxious to keep up the character of this establishment by matching at once the exact shade of affliction. Our paramattas and crapes in this department give satisfaction to the deepest woe. Permit me to show you a new texture, which we term the Inconsolable." With that he placed a pasteboard box before me, full of mourning fabrics.
     "Is this it ?" I inquired, lifting a lugubrious piece of drapery.
     "Oh no!" he replied: "the one you have in your hand was manufactured for last year's afflictions, and was termed  'the stunning blow shade;' it makes up well, however, with our sudden bereavement silk — a leading article — and our distraction trimmings."
     "I am afraid," said I, "my commission says nothing about these novelties."
     "Ladies in the country," he blandly replied, "are possibly not aware of the perfection to which the art of mourning genteelly is now brought. But I will see that your commission is attended to to the letter." Giving another glance over my list: "Oh! a widow's cap is mentioned, I see. I must trouble you, sir, to proceed to the Weeds Department for that article — the first turning to the left."
     Proceeding as I was directed, I came to a recess fitted up with a solid phalanx of widows' caps. I perceived, at a glance, that they exhausted the whole gamut of grief, from its deepest shade to that tone which is expressive of a pleasing melancholy. The foremost row confronted me with all the severity of crapen folds, in the midst of which my mind's eye could see the set features of many a Mrs. Clennam, whilst those behind gradually faded off into the most jaunty tarlatan; and one or two of the outsiders even breaking out into worldly feathers, and the most flaunty weepers.
     Forgetting the proprieties for the moment, I inquired of the grave attendant, if one of the latter would be suitable?
     "Oh no, sir," she replied, with a slight shade of severity in her voice; "you may gradually work up to it in a year or two; but any of these," pointing to the front row of weeds, "are indispensable for the first burst of grief."
     Acquiescing in the propriety of this sliding-scale or sorrow, I selected some weeds expressive of the deepest dejection I could find; and having completed my commission, I inquired whether I could procure for myself some lavender gloves?
     "Oh, sir, for those things," she said, in the voice or Tragedy speaking to Comedy, "you must turn to your right, and you will come to the Complimentary Mourning counter:"
     Turning to the right, accordingly, I was surprised and a little shocked to find myself once more among worldly colours; tender lavender I had expected, but violet, mauve, and even absolute red, stared me in the face. I was about retiring, thinking I had made a mistake, when a young lady, with a charming tinge of cheerfulness in her voice, inquired if I wanted anything in her department?
     "I was looking for the Complimentary Mourning counter," I replied, "for some gloves, but I fear I am wrong."
     "You are quite right, sir," she said; "this is it."
     She saw my eye glance at the cheerful silks, and, with the instinctive tact of woman, guessed my thoughts in a moment. "Mauve, sir, is very appropriate for the lighter sorrows."
     "But absolute red," I retorted, pointing to some velvet of that colour, — 
     "Is quite admissible when you mourn the departure of a distant relative; but may I show you some gloves," and suiting the action to the word, she lifted the cover from the glove-box, and displayed a perfect picture of delicate half-tones, indicative of a struggle between the cheerful and the sad.
     "There is a pleasing melancholy in the shade of grey," she said, indenting slightly each outer knuckle with the elastic kid, as she measured my hand.
     "Can you find a lavender?"
     "Oh yes; the sorrow-tint is very slight in that, and it wears admirably."
     Thus, by degrees, growing beautifully less, the grief of the establishment died out in the tenderest lavender, and I left, profoundly impressed with the charming improvements which Parisian taste has made on the old aboriginal style of mourning.

 
Andrew Wynter, 'Commerical Grief' in Our Social Bees,  1865



    THE blinds of the windows of the house should be drawn down directly the death occurs, and they should remain down until after the funeral has left the house, when they are at once to be pulled up. As a rule, the females of the family do not pay any visits until after the funeral. Neither would it be considered in good taste for any friends or acquaintances to visit at the house during that time, unless they were relatives of the family, when of course it would be only proper for them to do so. With regard to the time that ought to elapse after death before the funeral is performed, it may be said that in many cases — especially in the summer — the corpse is retained too long, and thus becomes injurious to the health of those living in the house. This is most especially the case when the deceased died of typhus or some other fever, and complaints of a similar infectious character. Under these circumstances, the practice is attended with danger to the neighbourhood, and should be most strictly avoided. Perhaps, as a rule, it may be said that funerals in winter should take place within one week after death, and in summer in a still shorter time.
     It sometimes happens among the poorer classes that the female relatives attend the funeral; but this custom is by no means to be recommended, since in these cases it but too frequently happens that, being unable to restrain their emotions, they interrupt and destroy the solemnity of the ceremony with their sobs, and even by fainting. As soon as the funeral is over it is usual for the mourners to separate, each one taking his departure home. 
     While on the subject, we would caution our readers against, out of a mistaken and thoughtless kindness, offering, and even forcing wines, spirits, and other liquors upon the undertaker's man. If they were given instead a cup of tea or coffee and a sandwich, it would, in the generality of cases, be both more acceptable to them, and also keep them in the condition necessary for the proper performance of their duties.
     Now, with reference to mourning, it has been customary for mourning apparel not to be put on until the day of the funeral, but at the present time it is more usual to wear it as soon as possible. The width of the hat-bands worn differs according to the degree of relationship. When worn by the husband for the wife they are usually at the present time about seven inches wide. Those worn by fathers for sons, and sons for fathers, are about five inches wide. For other degrees of relationship the width of the hat-band varies from two and a half inches to four inches.
     After the funeral deep mourning is worn by the widower or widow for about a year. The same is also the case with mourning for a father or mother, sons or daughter, sister or brother. Occasionally, at the end of that period, half mourning is worn by the widow or widower for about six months longer. During the period while mourning is worn it is customary to employ envelopes and note-paper edged with a deep border of black.
     It is also usual for friends when writing to them to employ black-edged paper and envelopes, but in this case the black border must be extremely narrow.
     For uncles, aunts, nephews, nieces, cousins, and other relations, the mourning is usually worn for a period varying from six to nine months. The black edge on the stationery is also narrower than that used for nearer relations.
     It is usual to present the relations and friends of the deceased persons with what are called memorial cards, stating the name, age, date of death, where interred, and date of interment, and also a verse of Scripture appropriate to the occasion.
     One of these cards is usually given to each of the mourners immediately after the interment, or if not ready then, is forwarded to them afterwards, as early as convenient, It is advisable that such cards should also bear in addition the number of the grave, since it often happens that relations afterwards visit the grave, and when they know the number the spot can always be readily pointed out to them by the officials of the cemetery company.

 
Cassells Household Guide, 1880



next ...
 
Mud Larks
 
      At three o'clock, we found ourselves in Villiers Street, Strand, which, now that Hungerford Market is no more, is The Way to the Steam-boats.
     "The tide is low," quoth Y, "which is a pity."
     "And how can you possibly know that as yet ?" asked I.
     "Because there are no boys in the street," answered my companion. "When the water is in, they stand on their heads, or 'do the wheel,' for half-pennies on shore; when the water is out — you shall see for yourself what they do."
     A few steps brought us to the wretched pier, built up of decaying timbers, and ornamented with advertisement boards : on either side of it, knee-deep in the mud, stood the boys, clamouring for largess, and prepared to dive down in the sluggish ooze, to fight with one another, to exhaust a whole vocabulary of abuse, for the smallest copper coin. They were dressed in a uniform suit of darkish but glossy brown, which fitted them more admirably than any they could have procured in Bond Street: this was nothing but mud. When the tide came up, they would presently wash themselves in it, and put on their rags.
     "What a sad, sad sight," said I.
     "At all events, it is better fun than Almack's," replied Y laughing. "What are you about, Morumbidgee? There will be a murder, and you will be an accessory before the fact."
     Certainly, the tumult among the amphibious throng was something terrible: in a moment of enthusiasm, I had chucked them half-a-crown. The white coin shimmering for a moment in its velvet bed, had been the signal for a simultaneous plunge of the whole army. Somebody clutched it, and instead of putting it instantly in his mouth (as was the invariable custom, since as yet they had no pockets), he indiscreetly announced his good-fortune by a yell. Then, as a duck with a worm in his mouth is pursued by other ducks, until the prize is torn from his reluctant bill, so the too fortunate treasure-finder was set upon, and even as he fled to shore, with competence in his right hand, and visions of endless tripe arid beer in his mind's-eye, was despoiled of his wealth; the robber was in his turn attacked, and with redoubled fury, when suddenly there was a terrible pause — a silence, a solemn closing round of all, as it were, round the grave-mouth, and the mud closed over the half-crown, which had escaped their fingers, and lo, there was no tripe and beer for anybody!

 
James Payn, Lights and Shadows of London Life, 1867



next ...
 
Music Hall
 
  The theatre is the most popular resort of pleasure-seeking workmen, and the gallery their favourite part of the house. Two or three mates generally go together, taking with them a joint-stock bottle of drink and a suitable supply of eatables. Or sometimes two or three married couples, who have "no encumbrance," or who have got some neighbours to look after their children, make up a party, the women carrying a plentiful supply of provisions. To the  habituées of the stalls and boxes the eating and drinking that goes on in the gallery may appear to be mere gluttony, though the fact really is that it is a simple necessity. There is scarcely a theatre gallery in England from the back seats of which it is possible to see and hear with any degree of comfort, or in a manner that will enable you to comprehend the action of the piece without standing during the whole of the performance, and standing up in a gallery crowd is a thing to be contemplated with horror. In order to get a place in the gallery of a well attended theatre on a Saturday night from which you can witness the performance while seated, it is necessary to be at the entrance at least half an hour before the doors open, and when they do open you have to take part in a rush and struggle the fierceness of which can only be credited by those who have taken part in such encounters. And when you have at length fought your way up the narrow, inconvenient, vault-like staircase, and into a seat, and have recovered sufficiently to reconnoitre your position, you find yourself one of a perspiring crowd, closely packed in an ill-lighted, ill-ventilated, black hole of Calcutta like pen, to which the fumes of gas in the lower parts of the house ascend. It is not unlikely, too, that you find yourself seated next to some individual who has been rendered ferociously quarrelsome by having been half strangled in the struggle at the doors, and who, upon your being  unavoidably pressed against him, tells you in a significant manner, not to "scrouge" him whoever else you scrouge. To endure this martyrdom some substantial nourishment is absolutely necessary, and the refreshments of the gods provided by the theatrical purveyors of them, being of a sickly and poisonous, rather than an ambrosial character, consisting for the most part of ale and porter, originally bad, and shaken in being carried about until it has become muddy to the sight and abominable to the taste; rotten fruit, and biscuits stale to the degree of semi-putrefaction; those gods who take a supply of refreshments with them when they go to a theatre, display, not gluttony, but a wise regard for their health and comfort. After the theatres, the music-halls are the most popular places of Saturday night resort with working men, as at them they can combine the drinking of the Saturday night glass, and the smoking of the Saturday night pipe, with the seeing and hearing of a variety of entertainments, ranging from magnificent ballets and marvellous scenic illusions to inferior tumbling, and from well-given operatic selections to the most idiotic of the so-called comic songs of the Jolly Dogs class. Music-halls being practically large public-houses, it is not, as a matter of course, permitted to take refreshments into them. The refreshments supplied in these halls, however, are generally moderately good, but at the same time more than moderately dear, while the waiters, who, in accordance with the usage of these establishments, have to be pecuniarily "remembered" each time that they refill your glass or bring you the most trifling article, haunt you in an oppressive and vampirish manner if you venture to linger over your drink; and, all things considered, it is not too much to say that, notwithstanding the comparatively low prices of admission to them, music-halls are about the dearest places of amusement that a working man can frequent.

 
Thomas Wright, Some Habits and Customs of the Working Classes, 1867



    Here comes funny Fred Molloy. At present he is one of the stars of the Grampian company, and you may read his name as such on fifty red and yellow placards in a walk of a mile. In the midst of an uproar of applause, Freddy approaches the footlights in the attire of a Bedlamite, with a set grin on his expressive countenance, and a dab of red paint on his nose, and makes his bow to the audience. All these celebrities have their "points," of which they are extremely jealous. Freddy's point is contained in a little bit of dirty rag with holes in it, and which he makes believe is a pocket-handkerchief, and withdraws from its receptacle with a flourish to blow his nose before he begins to sing. By mistake, however, he thrusts a thumb and fore finger through two holes in the rag, and applying them to his nose, blows on them — a disgusting trick, and one that would earn for him a kick in private society, but which sends the numskulls into hysterical laughter.
     Then he commences to sing. He has no voice — none of these "Hyenas of Laughter" have; so his sole dependence is on the fun contained in the words of his song, and his droll manner of rendering it. Listen! His ditty is of a servant discovered at the enchantingly ludicrous occupation of chopping mince meat by the individual Freddy represents. Freddy whistles her down the area, and the mince-meat chopper replies, "Don't be a fool, you fool; go away." But he will not go away, and annoys the young woman until she promises to meet him next Sunday. And she doesn't meet him, and then he discovers that she is in love with somebody else. That is the whole of the legend, and be sure there is not much in it, and, despite the irresistible way in which Freddy thrusts his tongue out, and bangs his hat about, the song would possibly fall flat were it not for its miraculously funny chorus:
         "And her mince-meat knife went chop, chop, chop,
         Chop, chop, choppetty chop-chop!"
 in which the audience are invited and expected to join, Freddy giving them encouragement by a "Now, then — all together," and a stamp of his foot. And join in it they do, the imbecile, as you may hear, John, with the frantic and approved emphasis on the final "chop" as Freddy demands. Just fancy, my friends, a company of rational beings being led by the nose to such idiocy by Funny Freddy Molloy.
     Encore! encore! encore! Here he is again! This time he wears a white apron and sleeves, and announces in Catnach rhyme that his name is Sam and that he keeps a ham and beef shop, and that he used to be in love with a young woman, the daughter of a coal-dealer, but that unfortunately her parent got into difficulties and shut the shop up, and went abroad with his daughter. This was all, and set to a tune such as might be played on a Jew's harp; but the chorus! By Jove! it was better than the mince-meat knife:
         "But now she is gone and left her Sam,
         She has gone to Scringa-patam-atam-atam!"
     What would you think of your eldest son, John, if at Christmas, or any other festive season, when called on, he should favour the company with this sort of thing? Why, he would be laughed out of countenance before he had got through with the second verse.

 
James Greenwood, The Wilds of London, 1874



The hall is not a large one, and the seats on the floor are arranged something like the pews at a church, only that the ledges in front are intended for the support of pewter pots and glasses. In days gone by, before the music-hall had attained its present popularity, the floor used to be half-covered with chairs, and the other half with tables, and little parties used to be formed round them, which attended or not to the performance as they chose. But now space is too valuable for this, and the audience are just as crowded as in the pit of a theatre. The character of the entertainment has possibly undergone an improvement; but the level of music-hall singing has not been raised, and the lion comique, with his rouged nose, and loose coat, and pocket-handkerchief which he holds in his teeth at one end and swings backwards and forwards with his two hands at the other, is still to the fore. Perhaps he is less assertive and boisterous, more decent than of old, yet his loud, hoarse shout — which he hopes his audience will regard as a singing voice — and his winks and vulgar gestures are as objectionable as ever, The salaries earned by these persons are in some cases very large, and surpass even those of the regular actor. Quite second-rate performers, even according to the music-hall standard of excellence, get £10 a week for singing three songs every evening and as there are no restrictions upon them as to how
many halls they may appear at in the same evening (except in
certain cases of rival positions), they can easily earn from £30 to £40 a week.
    As we have said, at ten minutes past eight the chairman, attired in evening dress of a pronounced Gatti-waiter character, his hair well oiled and his face very shiny, raps smartly upon his table with his indispensable hammer, calling forth the obedient applause of the gallery occupants, rises abruptly to his feet, removes a big cigar from between his lips, and in loud and rolling tones exclaims, "Ladies and gentlemen, the celebrated and versatile Mr. Poppy John will appear first," and sits suddenly down and applauds his own announcement with his hammer. We have invented the name, which we hope is as meaningless and stupid as the majority of the names taken by music-hall artistes. Before the appearance of each performer, the chairman — who is
usually what is called a buffo singer, and in some cases "does a turn" himself, in which event he always comes first on the list — makes a similarly ornate announcement as to the qualities and personal attractions possessed by each. Thus "the fascinating Polly A—," "the dashing serio-comic Nelly B—," the "charming sisters So-and-so." Whilst music-hall women all claim, to be lovely, music-hall males dub themselves "popular comedians," "the only," the "champion knock-about" "highly gifted," "versatile"  "the people's favourite," "the prime favourite" "England's only comic singer," and so forth, and this without any personal rivalry
or animosity one towards the other. Not only is this done from the chair, but in the bills as well; and any one who will take the trouble to read one of the long, narrow bills which music-halls delight to issue may be amused at the self-glorification it contains, It should, however, be mentioned, in justice to the performers, that these flights of fancy originate usually with the managers. The habit that has fallen into desuetude with the theatres, except in so far as the quotations of extracts from press criticisms are concerned, is still in force at the music-halls.
     The orchestra strikes up a jingling jangle, the not over-elaborately painted curtain is raised, and the celebrated and versatile Mr. Poppy John makes his appearance. He advances rapidly from the wings to the front and at once plunges into an unintelligible medley, interspersed with guttural exclamations, and somewhat interfered with, so far as coherency is
concerned, by the fact that the singer has lost some of his teeth. For it must be known that no management put any but those performers whose age or infirmities render them mere stop-gaps into the front part of the bill, when there is nobody there to hear them but the gallery. What are called the "stars" never make their appearance until after 9 o'clock, unless there is any special reason for it, such as an engagement for the same evening in a distant part of London. "Poppy John" blunders along through his song, his "catch" chorus failing to arouse any vocal effort amongst the audience, from the fact that they cannot hear the words and there seems to be no particular tune, and he retires at the end of his first song with very little to cheer him but the applause of the chairman's hammer. This, however, is given generously, and a few determined-to-be-pleased auditors faintly echo it. "Poppy John" has sung his first song in a very ill-fitting dress suit; he appears to sing his second in a loose, light spring coat, and a hat tipped at the back of his head. He jumps about, shouting all the time, whilst the limited orchestra bangs away at something resembling an inverted scale, and it presently dawns upon us that he
is pretending to be drunk. The
gallery laugh immoderately, especially when he lurches down to the footlights and says something like, "I was walking along without saying a word to any-body when one of these paving-stones jumped up and kicked me in the eye." For his next song he appears in a suit of fustian, cracking a whip. He is supposed to be a coster. He does it much better than either of the others, because by this time his exertions have made him very hoarse and dirty. Then his turn is finished and the chairman announces "the Evergreen Tottie, the irresistible male impersonator." The orchestra jingles again — all music-hall tunes have a family resemblance — and the "Evergreen Tottie," a fat, brazen-faced, vulgar-looking woman, in tights, short yellow hair, and a cavalier hat, struts on to the stage. She opens her mouth, and there issues forth a horrible scream of the most discordant character, out of which it is almost impossible to make any sense, although one may occasionally catch such words as "Charlie," "squeeze," "goodbye," and so on. She sings three songs, each in different-coloured tights, but otherwise much about the same, and then disappears. She gets more applause than poor "Poppy John," because she is a woman, and the gallery is ever gallant. She is followed by a child with no power to make itself heard at all, a nigger minstrel, two men with Irish brogues who tumble down without the slightest occasion, and fall very much harder than anybody else would, more men, more women, and then the end. Towards 9.30 the place becomes nearly full, and the waiters are running about with drinks and cigars. Everybody is smoking, and nearly every one joins in the choruses that are at all catching.  There are
many young girls in the audience, and every song that is sung has something that is objectionable in it. When it is not absolutely indelicate it is absurdly inane, and when it is not vulgar it is without feature at all. The women accompany their efforts with movements and motions that offend the taste and that arouse the laughter of young men already fuddled with smoke and spirits. When the audience disappears a horrible odour remains in the building, which has but a poor chance of being dispelled before the next evenings owing to the defective ventilation of this, in common with most other music-halls.

 
Tempted London, 1889







next ...
 
Newgate Gaol
 
  "Just outside the dock there was a gaoler, and he instantly let us out, and separating me from the other two, marched me through some passages, and when he got to some steps that led down to the cells, he called out my name and the length of my sentence, and handed me over to another gaoler. Mine wasn't at all dirty work, and I always wore a decent suit of black clothes. Now, however, I had to take them off. "Strip," said the warder, and when I had taken off everything he gave me a gray suit, consisting of a jacket, waistcoat, and trousers, and a sort of Glengarry cap, and a pair of woollen stockings; but he allowed me to keep my boots, and as soon as I had put on the gray suit, he made a bundle of the clothes I had taken off, pinned a ticket to them, and threw them into a cupboard then he led the way to a cell, unlocked the door of it, and pushed me in. And all so quickly, that from the time when my wife saw me in my own clothes till when I was in a prison suit and in a Newgate cell, if she walked home, she could hardly have got as far as Blackfriars Bridge.
    Knowing nothing about prison cells, I thought the one I found myself in the most wretched place that could be imagined. It was a very little place, with a window with an iron grate before it, and lime-washed walls, and a floor of asphalte. There were two shelves in the cell, one to stow the hammock away in the daytime, and the other to accommodate a tin pannikin, a copper bowl, a wooden spoon, and a wooden saltcellar, a piece of soap, and a brush  the soap, though I don't know for what reason, being carried away at night and returned the next morning. Besides the furniture mentioned, there was a stool and a wooden flap hinged to the wall and propped with an iron crutch that served as a table. The hammock was a comfortable thing enough, and there were two sheets and two blankets. By-the-by, I mustn't forget the books — three in number — a Bible, a Prayer-book, and a Hymn-book, ranged in a row with the copper bowl and the other things.
     It was half-past two when I was locked in, and at five the warder brought me a pint of gruel and a good slice of bread for my supper. "Make the most of it," said he "you'll get no more till the morning." But he needn't have troubled on that score. I was too stunned yet awhile, and too heart-sick to think about eating and drinking. I had never made a bed in my life — and how I made that one in that awkward hammock, how I got into it and passed my first night in Newgate, isn't worth while to dwell on when there's so much more to be told.
     At half-past six next morning the prison bell rang for getting up, and as soon as I was dressed a warder opened a little trap in the door, and put through into my cell a small brush and a dustpan, at the same time telling me to make my place tidy, and when I had swept up, and folded away my hammock on the shelf; he brought me a piece of cloth and told me to polish the floor, which, as before mentioned, was of asphalte, and would take a sort of shine if rubbed long enough. When that job was done, my day's work was brought to me, consisting of a pound and a quarter of oakum. Along with the oakum was an iron hook, with a strap to it, and this was to fasten to the knee to help tear the tarred rope, which is as tough almost as catgut. A pound and a quarter does not seem much, and it doesn't look much — a piece as thick as a man's wrist and as long as his hand would weigh a pound I should say — but a pound and a quarter of it to a man whose fingers are as soft as a woman's, and who hasn't the least idea how to go about it, is a tremendous day's work. I knew that for the first four or five days I was at work on it from morning till night, with my nails broken and my fingers bleeding, and even then it was not done so well as it should have been — at least, so the warder said when he came to "weigh it away." The oakum is weighed after picking as well as before, a slight allowance being made for dust and waste — a precaution that seems unnecessary, only that (and I don't think I before mentioned it) there is a water-closet in the cell, and it would be easy to stow some of it there.
     For breakfast I got one pint of gruel and a half-pound of bread — both very good. Then a bit of work till ten o'clock, when the chapel bell rang, and we were filed out and marched to chapel, where we heard a chapter read out of the Bible and a hymn sung, and then marched back to the cells again. At twelve o'clock dinner was brought, which I may as well here mention consisted, three days out of the seven, of a pint of meat soup and half-pound of bread, and the other four days of four ounces of meat and a pound of potatoes. During the day one hour's exercise in the yard is allowed — that is, you walk round and round with the rest unceasingly for an hour. At five o'clock, supper, as before mentioned.
     After a man's conviction one visitor is allowed, and, if necessary, you may write a letter to the friend you wish to come and see you. The prison authorities find you note-paper and an envelope, though if a man wanted to write to a relation who moved in respectable society he would much rather be allowed to find his own writing materials, since those that are provided for you are stamped "Gaol of Newgate" in black printed letters both on the paper and the envelope. I of course had a friend come to see me — poor little woman! She had found out all about it by this time, all about the small wages I had always had, and the rest of it; and p'r'aps being fond of each other, she found more excuse for me than I deserved. She would have given something considerable, I'll wager, to have got close enough to shake hands. But there is no shaking hands between Newgate prisoners and their friends. There is a grated door and a cross-passage about six or eight feet from it, and in this passage your visitor stands along with a warder. That's how I saw my wife that day, looking through the iron grating, and that's how she saw me. For her sake, I was sorry that she came at all, and for my sake, too, for that matter, though I suppose it all went to make up the punishment I deserved, but never till it was my good luck to see it again could I get her woeful face out of my sight, as I saw it that afternoon. It was worse to me than the oakum-picking, the knowledge that I was a convict — everything."

 
James Greenwood, The Wilds of London, 1874



next ...
 
Night Houses
 
      We are now at Barnes's, a famous night house, or, rather, an infamous night house, in the Haymarket. When the dancing places and music-halls of the metropolis close, this door remains open to catch all stray night birds who can find no other resting place. The place is an ordinary drinking saloon, with a confectionery and pastry counter, and the attendants are five or six over-dressed young ladies, all of whom have their hair dyed of a light color, and are very free and chatty in their manner. These girls are well supplied with jewelry and lockets. Their salary is not large enough to furnish them with the trinkets, as they only get one pound five shillings a week; yet they manage to dress expensively, and Champagne is so common to their palates that they have become indifferent to it and it absolutely palls upon them. Yet there is a percentage on every bottle that is consumed here, and consequently they do their best to sell Moet & Chandon at ten shillings a bottle to the customers — and will even drink with them.
     This is a great place for rump-steaks and native oysters late at night, and a good business is done here in those articles of food. The oysters are small, black, and have a bitter, copperish taste. A New Yorker, used to Sounds and East Rivers, would leave them in disgust; but Englishmen, whose throats are parched with the liquors they get at the Argyle and in the Haymarket, prefer them to the most luscious Saddle Rocks. There is a large screen in the center of the room, the bar glitters with costly mirrors, and behind the screen are a number of small boxes partitioned off, and haying red plush seats. In these are several noisy women, inflamed with liquor, eating and drinking and halhooing at their male companions. One girl, in a black silk dress, with her hair hanging down in disorder, is crying drunk at one of the tables, and has just spilled a bottle of wine over her handsome dress. She is cursing the waiter, who is also drunk, with much earnestness of purpose, and as soon as she sees the detective she halloos at him in a harsh voice:

    "I say, Bobby, you don't want me, do you? I 'avent done nothink, although I wos wonst in Newgate for taking a swell's watch, which he guv to me for my wedding present, as was just four year ago, come Micklemas Goose. I wish I could throw meself in the Thames, but I 'aven't got the art — 

    "'Hoh, my 'art is in the 'Ighlands
     A follerin the vild roe.
     My art is in the 'Ighlands, 
     Wheresomdever I-go-I go." 

    "Ah! that's a rum customer," said the policeman; "she's fly to heverytlnink. Now, if that gal ain't watched this night, she is jest as likely to go to London Bridge and throw her blessed body hoff into the dirty water as not. They always goes to Lunnun Bridge when they want to make way with themselves — it's so lively like." 

 
Daniel Joseph Kirwan, Palace and Hovel : Phases of London Life, 1878 



next ...
 
Nuisances
 
  Nuisances. — A few of the desagremens to which metropolitan flesh is heir have been legally settled to be "nuisances". 

(a) THE FOLLOWING WILL be summarily suppressed on appeal to the nearest police-constable: 

Abusive language; Advertisements, carriage of (except in form approved); Areas left open without sufficient fence. 

Baiting animals; Betting in streets; Bonfires in Streets; Books, obscene, selling in streets. 

Carpet-beating; Carriage, obstruction by; Cattle, careless driving of; Coals, unloading, between prohibited hours; Cock-fighting; Crossings in streets, obstructing. 

Defacing buildings; Deposit of goods in streets; Dogs loose or mad; Doors, knocking at; Drunk and disorderly persons; Dust, removal of, between 10 am, and 7 p.m. 

Exercising horses to annoyance of persons; Exposing goods for sale in parks. 

Firearms, discharging; Fireworks, throwing in streets; Footways, obstructions on; Footways unswept; Furious driving; Furniture, fraudulent removal of between 8p.m. and 6 am, 

Games, playing in streets. 

Indecent exposure. 

Lamps, extinguishing. 

Mat-shaking after 8 a.m; Musicians in streets. 

Obscene singing; Offensive matters, removal of, between 6 am. and 12  night. 

Posting bills without consent;  projections from houses to cause annoyance. 

Reins, persons driving without; Ringing door bells without excuse; Rubbish lying in thoroughfare. 

Slides, making in streets; Stone-throwing. 

Unlicensed public carriage. 

(b) THE FOLLOWING WILL require an application to the police-courts: 

Cesspools, foul. 

Dead body, infectious, retained in room where persons live; Disease, person suffering from infectious, riding in public carriage, or exposing himself, or being without proper accommodation; Disorderly houses; Drains, foul. 

Factory, unclean or overcrowded. Furnace in manufactory not consuming its own smoke; Food unfit for consumption, exposing. 

Gaming houses. 

House filthy or injurious to health. 

Infected bedding or clothes, sale of. 

Letting infected house or room; Lotteries. 

Manufactures (making sulphuric acid, steeping skins, &c.); Manure, non-removal of; Milk, exposing, unfit for consumption. 

Obstructions in highways, bridges, or rivers; Overcrowding of house. 

Powder magazine, or keeping too large a quantity. 

Theatres, unlicensed; Trades, offensive (keeping pigs, soap-house, slaughter-house, or manufactures in trade causing effluvia, &c.). 

Want of reparation of highway; Warehousing inflammable materials; Water-fouling or polluting. 

(c) THE FOLLOWING WILL require a summons in the County Court: 

Any of those nuisances next-mentioned where the value or the rent of the premises in dispute, or in respect of which and over which the easement is claimed, shall not exceed £20 per annum; or where damages in a personal action not exceeding £50 are sought to be recovered, unless by consent of both parties.

(d) THE FOLLOWING WILL require a regular action at law: 

Buildings from which water falls on to another house. 

Commons, injury to soil, digging turf, injuring pasture. 

Drainage, interruption of. 

Encroachments on highways, rivers, streets, or squares. 

Gas company fouling any stream. 

Lights, obstruction of. 

Party wall, paring off part of; Publication of injurious advertisements. 

Rivers, pulling down banks of; Right of way, interruption of. 

Sewage, conducting, into river; Stream, pollution or diversion of. 

(e) THE FOLLOWING HAVE NOT been definitely settled either way, but may, under certain circumstances, be worth the cost and trouble of a trial: 

Church bell-ringing 

Hospital, infectious. 

Manufactory, near house, introducing more noisy machinery, or new way of working it; Music,  powerful band near house. 

Rifle practice; Rockets or fireworks, letting off, frequently. 

Sewage contributed by several persons, amount contributed by each not being sufficient to cause a nuisance. 

 
Charles Dickens (Jr.), Dickens's Dictionary of London, 1879



next ...
 
A Nursery
 
  In Peter Street, getting towards Tufton Street, there is a quiet-looking house in a row with the others. It has a shop, but the windows are now partially whitened, and nothing now is sold there. On the door is a notification that this is the infant nursery, all information concerning which may be obtained on ringing the bell.
     I rang the bell, and a decent-looking woman answered, and in reply to my inquiry, civilly informed me that the matron was from home, but that I was very welcome to look over the establishment. The shop and parlour appeared to be used as a sort of office and living rooms in one. The young woman took me upstairs to the first-floor, where one of the oddest sights it was ever my lot to witness immediately met my view. In the front room, which is a large room, there is a space in the middle railed round like a miniature horse circus, the rail being about eighteen inches high, a netting of string extending from it to the floor. Spread within this ring was first a wool mattress, then an indiarubber sheet, and over all a warm woollen rug. This was where the babies, the tiny things from a month old up to toddling size, disported, and there they were disporting  happy and contented, seemingly, as birds in a nest.
     Toddling about the room, which was plentifully furnished with comfortable little chairs, were several other little children, all with clean faces and well-brushed hair, and all wearing an ample pink pinafore with the sleeves tied up with a bit of blue ribbon. There were toys to play with, and pictures on the walls, and a swing, and a magnificent rocking-chair, presented by some kind patron; and somehow the decent little women in charge of them had such a capital way of managing them that they were all as merry as grigs, and in the best of humours one towards the other.
     Out of this room you came to one even prettier, for here ranged along the walls were tiny iron cots with white sheets and feather pillows; and this is where the youngsters tired of play were laid to rest of afternoons. There was one so resting now, with an elephant out of Noah's Ark in his chubby hand.
     The civil young woman took me a little higher in the house, and showed me a lead flat securely railed in, and on one side of which were growing some blooming scarlet-runners. This was the babies' playground.
     She took me to another room which was the bath-room, and the water-closets were here too, but without the very faintest evil smell, a fact accounted for, probably, by the existence of a capacious cistern, as large as many in the neighbourhood, that had to do duty for an alley of twenty houses. And when I had seen all that was to be seen the civil young woman told me what it all meant.
     Five years ago some kind ladies in the neighbourhood, pitying the shocking condition of the little children such as I have endeavoured to describe, and knowing that the mischief arose chiefly out of the circumstance of their mothers being compelled to be out at work from morning till night, laid their heads together and opened this babies' home. They undertook the charge of little children from a month old and upwards from seven in the morning till eight at night, to feed, tend, nurse, and wash them for the sum of threepence per day. And ever since they stuck to the good work, with what blessed result who can tell? The average attendance of children at the nursery I am informed is twenty; they have received as many as thirty; and, without doubt, the greater part of these, had they not been snatched from it, would have been shock-headed, black-legged, gutter grovellers, like the poor little wretches to be seen all round about.

 
George Sala, Gaslight and Daylight, 1859



next ...
 
The Old Bailey
 
  Curiosity has occasionally led us into both Courts at the Old Bailey. Nothing is so likely to strike the person who enters them for the first time, as the calm indifference with which the proceedings are conducted; every trial seems a mere matter of business. There is a great deal of form, but no compassion; considerable interest, but no sympathy. Take the Old Court for example. There sit the judges, with whose great dignity everybody is acquainted, and of whom therefore we need say no more. Then, there is the Lord Mayor in the centre, looking as  cool as a Lord Mayor CAN look, with an immense BOUQUET before him, and habited in all the splendour of his office. Then, there are the Sheriffs, who are almost as dignified as the Lord Mayor himself; and the Barristers, who are quite dignified enough in their own opinion; and the spectators, who having paid for their admission, look upon the whole scene as if it were got up especially for their amusement. Look upon the whole group in the body of the Court — some wholly engrossed in the morning papers, others carelessly conversing in low whispers, and others, again, quietly dozing away an hour — and you can scarcely believe that the result of the trial is a matter of life or death to one wretched being present. But turn your eyes to the dock; watch the prisoner attentively for a few moments; and the fact is before you, in all its painful reality. Mark how restlessly he has been engaged for the last ten minutes, in forming all sorts of fantastic figures with the herbs which are strewed upon the ledge before him; observe the ashy paleness of his face when a particular witness appears, and how he changes his position and wipes his clammy forehead, and feverish hands, when the case for the prosecution is closed, as if it were a relief to him to feel that the jury knew the worst. The defence is concluded; the judge proceeds to sum up the evidence; and the prisoner watches the countenances of the jury, as a dying man, clinging to life to the very last, vainly looks in the face of his physician for a slight ray of hope. They turn round to consult; you can almost hear the man's heart beat, as he bites the stalk of rosemary, with a desperate effort to appear composed.
     They resume their places — a dead silence prevails as the foreman delivers in the verdict — 'Guilty!' A shriek bursts from a female in the gallery; the prisoner casts one look at the quarter from whence the noise proceeded; and is immediately hurried from the dock by the gaoler. The clerk directs one of the officers of the Court to 'take the woman out,' and fresh business is proceeded with, as if nothing had occurred.
     No imaginary contrast to a case like this, could be as complete as that which is constantly presented in the New Court, the gravity of which is frequently disturbed in no small degree, by the cunning and pertinacity of juvenile offenders. A boy of thirteen is tried, say for picking the pocket of some subject of her Majesty, and the offence is about as clearly proved as an offence can be. He is called upon for his defence, and contents himself with a little declamation about the jurymen and his country — asserts that all the witnesses have committed perjury, and hints that the police force generally have entered into a conspiracy 'again' him. However probable this statement may be, it fails to convince the Court, and some such scene as the following then takes place:
     COURT: Have you any witnesses to speak to your character, boy?
     BOY: Yes, my Lord; fifteen gen'lm'n is a vaten outside, and vos a vaten all day yesterday, vich they told me the night afore my trial vos a comin' on. 
     COURT. Inquire for these witnesses. 
 Here, a stout beadle runs out, and vociferates for the witnesses at the very top of his voice; for you hear his cry grow fainter and fainter as he descends the steps into the court-yard below. After an absence of five minutes, he returns, very warm and hoarse, and informs the Court of what it knew perfectly well before — namely, that there are no such witnesses in attendance. Hereupon, the boy sets up a most awful howling; screws the lower part of the palms of his hands into the corners of his eyes; and endeavours to look the picture of injured innocence. The jury at once find him 'guilty,' and his endeavours to squeeze out a tear or two are redoubled. The governor of the gaol then states, in reply to an inquiry from the bench, that the prisoner has been under his care twice before. This the urchin resolutely denies in some such terms as — 'S'elp me, gen'lm'n, I never vos in trouble afore — indeed, my Lord, I never vos. It's all a howen to my having a twin brother, vich has wrongfully got into trouble, and vich is so exactly like me, that no vun ever knows the difference atween us.'
     This representation, like the defence, fails in producing the desired effect, and the boy is sentenced, perhaps, to seven years' transportation. Finding it impossible to excite compassion, he gives vent to his feelings in an imprecation bearing reference to the eyes of 'old big vig!' and as he declines to take the trouble of walking from the dock, is forthwith carried out, congratulating himself on having succeeded in giving everybody as much trouble as possible.

 
Charles Dickens, Sketches by Boz, 1836







next ...
 
Omnibuses
 
  Sir, — If the police can spare any time from the persecution of such poor persons as try to keep themselves out of the Workhouse, by selling fruit and other commodities in the streets, it would be well for them to bestow it on the alarming nuisance of racing between rival omnibuses. At this very time the most desperate contest is being waged between two sets of omnibus proprietors for the sole possession of the road from Sloane-square to Holloway. In my way home this afternoon I have met no fewer than seven omnibuses between the White Horse Cellar and Wilton-place, all going from Chelsea to Islington and Holloway, and all being driven at such a rate, that at first sight it might be imagined that all the inhabitants of Chelsea were going to drive with all the inhabitants of Islington, and were afraid of being too late. A second glance, however, shows that nothing of the kind is going on, for all the passengers contained in the whole seven omnibuses might have been accommodated in one, and have left room to spare. But no matter! The drivers, as if they did it for mere brutal gratification, were flogging their horses and galloping through Piccadilly with no more regard to men or cattle than the Khan of Bokhara has for the lives of a few Christians. If there be no remedy for this, we passengers must do the best we can to take care of our worthless lives, but if, as I believe, such wanton and furious driving is an offence in the eye of the law, let those who are paid to put laws in force look to it, before "cruelty to animals" is succeeded by destruction of human life.
     I remain, Sir, your most obedient servant,
     A.WALKER

 
The Times, 1845



Sir,  'CHILDREN MUST BE PAID FOR.' Such is the sensible law now of certain Omnibuses! Mothers tremble as they read it. Grandmothers pout and shake with suppressed rage as they point out the offensive document to their offended daughters. In the meantime the new code has effected a great revolution in our public vehicles. The north and west Ridings of London are much quieter, and a gentleman can really dismount now from his horse, and enter a Twopenny Omnibus in peace without fear of being hemmed in with a baby on each side of him, besides having a little prodigy deposited in his lap, in addition to the comfort of having a couple of twins opposite staring him out of countenance. The latter infliction I have always looked upon as one of the most fearful sights of the metropolis, for I have particularly noticed that when a baby takes a fancy to stare at you, it will do so for hours, and that nothing will induce it to take its little eyes off your face but a penny bun, or a bunch of keys to swallow, or some act of great violence.
     Since the march of reform has turned its steps in the direction of the Omnibuses, I should like a few more improving placards to be suspended inside.
     The following one is indispensable: 'NO POODLES ADMITTED.' It is not agreeable to have an ugly beast of a French dog looking at one in this warm weather. I beg to say I hate poodles at any time, and dislike them still more in a shut-up carriage, when they will keep eyeing your calf in a most wistful manner, as much as to say, 'Shouldn't I like to have a bit!'  It makes me nervous.
     Again, I should like to see 'ALL BUNDLES, BASKETS, AND CAGES, RIGIDLY EXCLUDED.' Washerwomen have got into the shameful habit of carrying their Saturday's linen inside the Omnibus; and I have seen the melancholy instance of a fine young fellow turning quite pale upon beholding a false front drop out of the basket with his name written in full in the corner of it. Then bundles are always in the way, and the ladies who bring them in always think that they should be the last persons who ought to have the trouble of carrying them. I dislike parcels in any shape, upon the principle that we never can tell what they may contain, until they burst; and I recollect having a bricklayer's dinner spilt all over my light trousers, from the awkward fact of the knot of the towel in which it was wrapt up giving way. I smelt of onions all the afternoon. Parrots and birds, also, are just as disagreeable for I never knew a parrot yet inside an Omnibus, that was not extremely spiteful, and took the earliest opportunity of biting somebody's finger.
     I have only one more suggestion to make, and that is, that an intimation be likewise exhibited in a conspicuous part, to the effect that, 'GENTLEMEN ARE REQUESTED TO KEEP THEIR WET UMBRELLAS BETWEEN THEIR OWN LEGS.' This is a nuisance, that to be appreciated must have been felt. In my many journies through life I have experienced that man is too apt to thrust his drenched  parapluie between the legs of his vis-a-vis. The practice is, I am aware, a very old one, but cannot be defended upon any footing whatever.
     Omnibuses may then, when they are properly ventilated, and carry precisely half their present number, and are severely fined every time they stop, be made endurable; but the tax upon babies is certainly a great blessing. The sooner all the other nuisances are thrown after the children, the better.
     I remain, Sir,
         (And hope all my life to remain so),
              A CONFIRMED BACHELOR.

 
Punch, 1849



next ...
 
Opium
 
  Opium, and its preparations, Laudanum, &c.— Solid opium is mostly seen in the form of rich brown flattish cakes, with little pieces of leaves sticking on them here and there, and a bitter and slightly warm taste. The most common form in which it is taken as a poison, is that of laudanum. — Symptoms. These consist at first in giddiness and stupor, followed by insensibility, the patient, however, being roused to consciousness by a great noise, so as to be able to answer a question, but becoming insensible again almost immediately. The pulse is now quick and small, the breathing hurried, and the skin warm and covered with perspiration. After a little time, these symptoms change; the person becomes perfectly insensible, the breathing slow and snoring, as in apoplexy, the skin cold, and the pulse slow and full. The pupil of the eye is mostly smaller than natural. On applying his nose to the patient's mouth, a person may smell the poison very distinctly. — Treatment. Give an emetic draught directly, with large quantities of warm mustard-and-water, warm salt-and-water, or simple warm water. Tickle the top of the throat with a feather, or put two fingers down it to bring on vomiting, which rarely takes place of itself. Dash cold water on the head, chest, and spine, and flap these parts well with the ends of wet towels. Give strong coffee or tea. Walk the patient up and down in the open air for two or three hours; the great thing being to keep him from sleeping. Electricity is of much service. When the patient is recovering, mustard poultices should be applied to the soles of the feet and the insides of the thighs and legs. The head should be kept cool and raised.
    The following preparations, which are constantly given to children by their nurses and mothers, for the purpose of making them sleep, often prove fatal:— Syrup of Poppies, and Godfrey's Cordial. The author would most earnestly urge all people caring for their children's lives, never to allow any of these preparations to be given, unless ordered by a surgeon.

 
Mrs. Beeton's Book of Household Management, 1861



WHAT OPIUM-SMOKING FEELS LIKE. By ONE WHO HAS TRIED IT. 
 

My first visit to China Town, and my experience of opium then acquired, had whetted rather than sated my curiosity, and not many days elapsed before I found my way back again. I chose a Saturday again for my expedition, because I knew that Saturday was the day when I was most likely to meet the habitual frequenters of the Chinese boarding-houses in which opium-smoking goes on. Work is over early on a Saturday, and the Chinese sailors from the ships of the various lines trading to China come up from the docks, and stay at these houses over the Sunday. As soon as their marketing is over they take their purchases of rice, pork, and fowls to the saloons they frequent, and there get them cooked, cut up into small morsels so as to be conveniently eaten with chopsticks. On this occasion I refrained from trespassing on the hospitality of my former host, and succeeded in affecting an entrance into a larger "joint," which seemed to be doing a flourishing business.  As is often the case, the lower room was a shop, and the smoking was carried on in an upper room. 

THE OPIUM DEN. 
 

After seeing the accommodation of one or two of these places, I cannot but think that those who have spoken of them as low and filthy haunts of vice have either never seen them or must have been singularly unfortunate in the specimens they hit upon. The room I was in this evening was considerably larger than the one I had been in before; it was perfectly clean, and had a good many ornaments of various kinds about it in the shape of pictures, Chinese weapons, figures, and strange-looking musical instruments round the walls. The general arrangements were much the same as before — couches, tables, pipes, &c.; but in the middle of the room was a table, the use of which I soon saw, and some chairs. When I first went in there was no one but myself there, and before beginning my smoke I asked a few questions as to the cost of the pipe, &c. My host, who spoke English perfectly, explained that pipes varied very much in price; a common bamboo pipe might be had for eight or nine shillings, while others, examples of which he showed me, made of some special kind of dark cane, and ornamented with silver, were valued at from five to ten pounds. He spoke of having sold one to a lady, an American, so he said — who used at one time to go there regularly to smoke. I had some difficulty in believing this, but it was confirmed from another source. I also examined some of the musical instruments. They were very quaint : one was something like a banjo in shape, but looked as if it were made from the lid of a butter tub, and had four huge wooden tuning pegs; the strings seemed to be of wire, and it was played with a sort of plectrum. Another was a sort of mandolin, but with a very small body and very long neck; while a third was a fiddle with one string, which was played with the bow beneath it, after the style of a clown in a circus.

THE COMPANY
 

Sailors now began to drop in and looked at me curiously, but seemed take the fact of my being in the room as good proof that I had a right there. I thought it well to begin to smoke, to show that I was present on business; so I lay down on a couch, and my host prepared my pipe for me. I watched the preparation of the opium more carefully than before, and was surprised to see how the tiny bead of opium at the end of the wire swelled up over the flame, and admired the skill with which it was rolled and shaped into a cone, and worked into the tiny hole in the pipe bowl. As I smoked I lay and watched the company; they were a pleasant-looking, good-tempered lot, so far as I could judge by their behaviour. There must have been members of two or three different races; they differed very much from one a other in physique, some being, as I had noticed on my first visit, very big, and some very puny. Many of them took a drink of tea from a kettle that stood there as they came in. I had a cup myself, but did not find it particularly good. I found that some of them did not object to a glass of whisky. It seemed to me a sort of club; some smoked opium, some tobacco; some settled down at the table in the middle of the room, and started playing various games with Chinese cards — long, narrow strips of thin cardboard — Chinese dominoes, &c. The table was covered with "cash" and silver coins, but these may have been simply markers. Of the games I could make neither head nor tail, but they seemed to interest the players, who chattered and laughed as if they were having a good time. Sometimes a new comer would take down one of the musical (?) instruments and produce some discordant sounds from it, which I concluded were the Chinese equivalent for "Daddy wouldn't buy me a bow-wow."

THE EFFECT OF FIVE PIPES. 
 

I made a point of watching the effect of the successive pipes on myself carefully. As before, the first pipe had no effect at all; after the second pipe I found I was beginning to perspire gently, and the skin was soft and relaxed, exactly as if I had been taking Dover's powder. From this it struck me that opium-smoking might be useful in muscular rheumatism. I smoked five pipes one after the other, and fancied that the action of the heart was slightly depressed; but beyond this I felt nothing whatever. I had been chatting with my host as he managed my pipe for me, and had ascertained that there were no public restaurants, the cooking being done in the boarding-houses; nor was there a public "joss" house; my host had his "joss" in a special room in his own house. As time was getting on I rose to leave, and received several friendly nods and grins from the other men there. After I had left the place about a quarter of an hour, I began to find that the opium was taking effect. My limbs felt as if they did not belong to me; I could control them, but they seemed to be a part of some one else. My brain seemed quite clear and very active, but I became aware that it was doing the thinking on its own account; I could not govern or direct the chain of my thoughts, which proceeded in the most grotesque order, the most irrelevant ideas following one another, and getting mixed up with the ideas called up by external surroundings. My sight, too, was affected; I fancied there was a very faint haze over everything, and it seemed as if the power of adjustment was lost, and size and distance were difficult to determine. I had slight hallucinations also for instance, I was, for a moment, certain that a centipede about four or five inches long, with a chain round it, was walking up my leg; at the same time I know it was only a vision, and that it arose from my having seen during the day a man in the street selling one of the reptile toys which run along and are held by a string. Soon after I found the greatest difficulty in keeping my eyes open, though my brain was still abnormally active; this passed on; and I felt no ill effects of any kind; and I may mention that next morning I had neither headache nor the least feeling of discomfort of any kind. Certainly this will not be my last trial; the experience was sufficiently interesting to make me curious to carry it a point further, and see what the dreams of the actual opium sleep are like. I think also it might be useful if the subject were investigated by medical men, to see if opium smoking might not be found a convenient way of administering the drug to patients who otherwise cannot take it without the stomach being upset. As for the so-called "dens," they seemed to me simply poorly fitted social clubs, and certainly as free from anything visibly objectionable as, to say the least of it, public-houses of the same class.  

 
Pall Mall Gazette, 1893



next ...
 
Outings
 
  "Outings" are a prominent feature in the working man's Sunday. Once or twice in the course of the season — especially if he has been doing pretty well in the way of overtime or piecework — Jones may take his wife and children for a Sunday trip to Brighton and back, and sometimes him and his family are asked to go and spend the day, and more frequently the afternoon, with some friends, and occasionally he will dine early, and, starting out immediately after dinner, take "the missus" to one of the parks, on for a trip down the river. Then Charley sometimes "makes one in four" for hiring a boat or trap for the day, and on some of Polly's Sundays out he will take her down to Greenwich, and insist upon being extravagant in the matter of standing eighteenpenny "teas with whitebait," and sixpenny donkey rides round Blackheath; and these outings necessarily cause considerable alterations and modifications in the proceedings which characterize the Sunday at home. The arrangements for outings are generally made beforehand, and with the proviso "weather permitting," for a rainy day is fatal to "outing," and as "the rain it raineth every day," those by working people dreaded and objurgated events, wet Sundays, will occur. The worst case of all, however, is when, after a bright or comparatively fair morning — a morning that fully justifies the putting on of Sunday clothes — rain comes on in the afternoon, when the "outing" parties have reached their destination. Rain, under these circumstances, is a serious matter indeed, for then it not only breaks up parties and sours tempers, but also does material damage to the treasured Sunday clothes. At one fell sweep Jones' "superfine black," Mrs. Jones' new dress, and the bonnet and shawl on which Susan has expended the whole of her last quarter's wages, are made "not fit to be seen." The least disastrous form of wet Sunday is the very wet one, the one which begins before you rise in the morning, and gives every indication of being "set in for the day." It is of course grievously disappointing, but still in this case you know the worst at once; and so, after giving vent to your disappointment by making the usual remarks, that it's always raining on a Sunday, and you're bless'd if ever you saw such weather, you quietly accept your fate. 

 
Thomas Wright, Some Habits and Customs of the Working Classes, 1867



next ...
 
A Packed Lunch
 
  As need not be repeated here, a boy's estimate of earthy bliss might be conveniently contained in a dinner-plate of goodly dimensions. When he first goes out to work, his pride and glory is the parcel of food his mother makes up for the day's consumption. There he has it — breakfast, dinner, tea! Possibly he might get as much, or very nearly, in the ordinary course of events at home, but in a piecemeal and ignoble way. He never in his life possessed such a wealth of food, all his own, to do as he pleases with. Eight — ten slices of bread and butter, and may be — especially if it happen to be Monday — a slice of meat and a lump of cold pudding, relics of that dinner of dinners, Sunday's dinner!
     His, all his, with nobody to say nay; but still only wealth in prospective! It is now barely seven o'clock, and, by fair eating, he will not arrive at that delicious piece of cold pork with the crackling on it until twelve! It is a keen, bracing morning; he has already walked a mile or more; and it wants yet fully an hour and a half to the factory breakfast time. It is just as broad as it is long; suppose he draws on his breakfast allowance just to the extent of one slice? Only one, and that in stern integrity: the topmost slice without fee or favour! But, ah! the cruel fragrance of that juicy cut of spare-rib! It has impregnated the whole contents of the bundle. The crust of that abstracted slice is as savoury, almost, as the crisp-baked rind of the original. Six bites — "too brief for friendship, not for fame" — have consumed it, and left him, alas! hungrier than ever. Shall he? What — taste of the sacred slice? No. It isn't likely. The pork is for his dinner. But the pudding — that is a supplemental sort of article; a mere extravagance when added to so much perfection as the luscious meat embodies. And out he hauls it; the ponderous abstraction afflicting the hitherto compact parcel with such a shambling looseness, that it is necessary to pause in one of the recesses of the bridge to readjust and tighten it. But, ah! rash boy! Since thou wert not proof against the temptation lurking in that slice of bread-and-butter, but faintly odorous of that maddening flavour, how canst thou hope to save thyself now that thou hast tasted of the pudding to which the pork was wedded in the baker's oven? It were as safe to trust thee at hungry noon with a luscious apple-dumpling, and bid thee eat of the dough and leave the fruit. It is all over. Reason, discretion, the admonitions of a troubled conscience, were all gulped down with that last corner, crusty bit, so full of gravy. The bridge's next recess is the scene of another halt, and of an utterly reckless spoliation of the dwindled bundle. And now the pork is consumed, to the veriest atom, and nought remains but four reproachful bread slices, that skulk in a Corner, and almost demand the untimely fate visited on their companions. Shall they crave in vain? No. A pretty bundle, this, to take to the factory for his mates to see. A good excuse will serve his purpose better. He will engulf the four slices as he did the rest, and fold up his bag neatly, and hide it in his pocket, and, when dinner-time comes, he will profess that there is something nice at home, and he is going there to partake of it; while, really, he will take a dismal stroll, lamenting his early weakness, and making desperate vows for the future.

 
James Greenwood, The Seven Curses of London, 1869



next ...
 
Paving
 
  In the New York Sun of August 18th, some interesting facts are given regarding pavements in London, by its correspondent in that city. He says that until 1839 the road ways of the London streets were paved almost exclusively with granite blocks. Macadam was indeed somewhat used then, and is even now employed to some extent, but it was not durable enough and too soon wore into holes. Its defect was, that it did not sufficiently resist heavy traffic. Granite blocks are durable, but the noise made by vehicles passing over them is almost deafening. In 1839, the first wood pavement was laid in the Old Bailey, which runs past Newgate Prison, and this was soon followed by many others. As then made, however, these pavements were not at all satisfactory, and when they wore out they were mostly replaced by granite. Wood pavement for heavy traffic was, in those early experiments, a sign of failure. Stone again had the field undisputed. 
     In May, 1869, Threadneedle street was paved with compressed asphalt by the Val de Travers Company. Several other varieties of asphalt pavement have been tried, but the Val de Travers is the only one that has come into extensive use. It is as smooth as marble slabs and not noisy, and the only objection to it comes from horse owners, members of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, and the horses themselves. Unfortunately, the horses cannot vote, or the asphalt would all be removed at once. The general public, who like to travel on a smooth roadway and object to noise, are very well suited with it. 
     At present the greater part of the streets are still paved with granite blocks. The early stone pavements were of large square blocks of uniform size, laid in rows across the street. The stone now used is oblong and between three and four inches thick. It is aim improvement on the old stone pavement. The fashionable quarter of the West End, where traffic is not so trying, uses mostly macadamized roadways, and desires nothing better. In Central London, where traffic is heavy, there have been most frequent changes, and here improved wood and asphalt prevail to a considerable extent. The streets radiating from the Bank of England are nearly all asphalted. 
     To macadam the only objection is that it does not resist heavy traffic well enough. But where traffic is light it is likely to be the favorite road. Stone is so noisy that the more fashionable quarters reject its use altogether, and no locality uses it except under protest. Almost any change is welcome. But its cheapness and durability appeal strongly to the pockets of the tax-payers, and this is a very cogent argument. Some streets have complained that their noisy granite pavement has driven much of their custom into quieter streets, and this consideration is beginning to weigh quite heavily. In the future the contest for public favor is likely to be mainly between wood and asphalt. In spite, however, of the great difference in cost, wood pavement is now taking the lead. It has really no serious drawbacks, except in its cost; it is quiet, and gives good foothold for horses. At one time twenty-four large horse owners presented a petition against the further use of asphalt in the London streets. Among these was the London General Omnibus Company; sixteen of the signatory parties, including the one named, owned in the aggregate 13,448 horses. When horses fall on this pavement they have great difficulty in regaining their feet. Its most dangerous condition is when a light dash of rain falls on a thoroughly dry pavement. When quite dry or thoroughly wet it is not so bad. After a slight rain horses often have the greatest difficulty in keeping their feet at all, even at a slow walk. At such a time it is often possible to see three or four horses down in Cheapside at once from one point of view. 
     The improved wood pavement is laid upon a thick bed of concrete; a layer of planks is placed upon the concrete, and upon these the blocks are set upright in parallel rows across the street. The blocks used are of pine, and the size is usually six inches deep, eight inches long, and three inches thick. The rows are separated by a strip three-quarters of an inch thick, and the interstices are then filled with a mixture of asphalt and pitch poured in hot. When cold it is almost as solid as rock. 
     In 1873, the City Police made observations with a view to testing the merits of wood and asphalt. The observations extended over 150 consecutive days, and for 12 hours each day. The weather was mostly cool and dry. The results were averaged, and made to show how far a horse might be expected to travel before falling, in given kinds of weather. In all kinds of weather, and including complete and partial falls, it was found that on asphalt a horse might travel 191 miles before falling, while on wood he might be expected to travel 330 miles before falling. But on asphalt 43½ per cent of the falls were complete, while less than 12 per cent of those on wood were complete. Considering only complete falls, and all varieties of weather, a horse would travel 686 miles on asphalt before falling; but on wood 2,939 miles. On dry asphalt pavement he would fall once in going 1,101 miles, and on wood he goes 4,180 miles before having a complete fall. On damp pavements, a fall in 333 miles on asphalt, and on wood a complete fall in 1,592 miles. On asphalt, when the pavement is wet, a horse gets a complete fall in going 568 miles, and on wood he may travel 3,583 miles before falling. 
     The figures given do not contradict the statement that the asphalt is most dangerous when slightly damp; they  refer to a condition of settled dampness. This statement refers to a peculiar condition which immediately follows a dash of rain on an entirely dry pavement. In every case it will be seen that the figures tell most decisively against asphalt and in favor of wood.

 
Manufacturer and Builder (New York), 1878



next ...
 
Pawnbrokers
 
  Clothing and bedding are, as a rule, the articles most readily available to deposit as "material guarantees" for small pawnbroking loans. Even in winter-time blankets usually go first, as their loss can in some measure be made up by using the wearing apparel of the day as bedclothes by night. If the want of employment continues, however, the wearing apparel has soon to follow the blankets. Underclothing, overcoats — if there are any — even at last the boots off the children's feet, everything that upon the most liberal construction of the term can be considered spare clothing, is gradually "put away." Nor does it take long for all to go. The articles are poor of their kind, the amounts lent upon them small, and the demands upon those sums many and urgent. When there is nothing left to pawn, or at any rate that is pawnable, and the pressure of want still continues, there is sometimes a trifle still to be realised out of the sale of the pawn-tickets.
     The hopefulness of the poor is one of their most striking and, for themselves, one of their most blessed characteristics. It might without exaggeration be said that all their days are days of adversity, but they do not themselves take that view. They are thankful for small mercies, and even during what they consider times of adversity they are still hopeful of a good time coming — are fain to persuade themselves of each dark hour that it is the proverbial darkest hour that precedes the dawn.
     It may be noted indeed that they are greatly given to comfort themselves with the proverbial philosophy that teaches hope. That when things get to the worst they will mend; that it is a long lane that has the turning; and that "many a dark and cloudy morning turns out to be a sunshiny day," are sayings familiar in their mouths as household words. When they are first driven to pawning they are buoyed up by this spirit of hope, and strive to believe that work will soon "turn up," and that they will speedily be able to redeem their goods again. Influenced by this feeling, they begin their pawning operations by pledging their property for less amounts than the pawnbrokers would be willing to lend upon it. By acting in that fashion, they argue, they will have the less capital to make up, the less interest to pay when the happy day arrives when they shall be in a position to repossess themselves of the articles "put away" in their hour of need. But the hoped-for good time coming lingers by the way. By degrees they are compelled to part with all pawnable possessions, and with so much "away" they begin to realise that it will scarcely be possible to redeem everything in the time within which it is redeemable. In this state of affairs they seek to make the best of those earlier transactions in which they have taken less upon their pledges than they might have obtained. Sometimes they will, by a special effort, raise the means to take out those particular "lots," and immediately repawn them for the utmost amounts they can get advanced upon them; but the more general plan is to try to sell the tickets for about the sum that it is calculated they would gain upon the "double shuffle" in the way of pawning. In this way there is usually a considerable amount of traffic in pawn-tickets going on in poor neighbourhoods.
     Pawning among the poor is not quite the simple affair that to outsiders it might appear to be. The poor themselves soon become aware of this. When a woman for the first time finds herself under the necessity of parting with the home through the pawnshop, she will generally seek the advice of some friend who, from having been more or less frequently "through the mill," has become an expert in the matter. Such a friend will know which particular local pawnbrokers do or do not care for this or that special line of pledges; or which of them again are "hard" in setting their faces against the "marrying" of pledges — that is to say, against taking "a made-up parcel" as a single pledge. They insist upon a separate ticket being taken for each article — a method of business profitable to them, seeing that they are entitled by law to charge a halfpenny for each ticket. The experienced hand will know further to about the extent the more liberally disposed pawnbrokers will allow making up in pledges, and what classes of articles are held to go well together in constituting a "lot;" all of which is materially valuable information to the inexperienced pawner.
     But even to those whose sad lot it is to have become experienced in this matter, the pawnshop is but a poor resource. The pawnbrokers, as they inform their clients, must secure of themselves — can't afford to run risks. As a matter of fact they do take exceeding good care of themselves, and, to use a paradoxical phrase, grow rich upon poverty. The proportion of the value of a "pledge" that they will lend upon it, is small, and the pawnable effects of a poor family are soon engulfed. Of course I am speaking here of the class of poor whom misfortune alone has driven to the pawnshop, the class who pawn hoping and meaning to redeem, but who in the first instance pawn indefinitely — until they shall have got into work, and have remained in it long enough to have time to "turn themselves round." Such a period of — relative — prosperity may not, however, indeed too frequently does not, come within the time for which the goods are put away. The pawnbroker knows even better than the pawners of this type that there is a considerable risk of their pledges being left on his hands. And as it is from the payment of interest upon his loans, not on the sale of unredeemed pledges, that he makes his largest  profits, his advances in this connection are, as already intimated, upon a low scale. It is in this fashion that he takes care of himself. He so manages his business that at the worst he is assured of a good profit. Still the customers here in view are not his best customers.
     The pawnbroker's most profitable clients are the regular hands — the reckless, thriftless, habitual pawners, with whom to pawn has become a thing of custom. In work or out of work, these finance themselves through the pawnshop. They are the Monday to Saturday pawners, and it is of them that the bard of street minstrelsy has slangily sung —
         "What goes up the spout on Monday comes out
             On Saturday afternoon."
     To these the pawnbroker will make advances upon a more liberal scale, and as he is free to charge not less than a month's interest on any transaction, it will be seen that the regular hands pay for their accommodation at a highly usurious rate. This holds them in the net; "it finds them poor, and it keeps them so." These Monday to Saturday pawners, these payers of fifty-two months' interest to the year, are a decreasing class, though when their characteristics are considered, a still lamentably numerous one.

 
Thomas Wright, The Pinch of Poverty, 1892



next ...
 
Pedestrianism
 
  SOME years since, the feat of walking one thousand miles in one thousand hours was considered next to an impossibility; but here we have to record the wonder doubled. This has been accomplished on the Surrey Cricket-ground, Kennington Oval, by Richard Manks, whose feats of walking present instances of the capability and endurance of the human frame altogether unparalleled. Manks commenced this feat on Friday, the 26th of last September; but, being suddenly attacked with diarrhoea, he was compelled to give up on the Monday following, after having walked 129 miles. His surgeon ordered Manks to rest for a time to recruit his health and strength. This the pedestrian reluctantly yielded to, and for a fortnight he remained under medical treatment. On Friday the 10th October, he re-commenced his great task, starting for the first mile at four o'clock in the afternoon; on he went, full of spirit, completing his first 100 miles at 43 min. 15 sec. after five o'clock on Sunday evening, 12th Oct., his second 100 miles at 44 min. 10 sec. past seven o'clock on Tuesday, 14th Oct., his third 100 miles on Thursday, 16th Oct., at 44 min. 45 sec. after nine o'clock P.M., his fourth 100 miles, at 45 mm. 16 sec. after 11 o'clock, P.M, Saturday, 18th Oct.; his fifth 100 miles, on Monday, 20th Oct., at 44 min. 10 sec. after 1 o'clock in the morning; his sixth 100 miles on Wednesday. 22nd Oct. at 47 min. 10 sec after 3 o'clock in the morning; his seventh 100 miles on Saturday morning, 25th Oct. at 44 min. 16 sec. after 5 o'clock; his eighth 100 miles on Monday morning, 27th Oct., at 44 min.30s.ec. past 7o'clock; his ninth 100 miles on Wednesday morning, the 29th Oct., at 45 min. 15 sec. after 9 o'clock; his 950th mile at 45 min. 20 sec. past 10 o'clock in the morning of Thursday, 30th; and finally going for his 1000th mile at half-past 11 o'clock on Friday morning, Oct. 31.
     The weather was delightfully fine for the season up to Wednesday, 15th October, when it rained heavily throughout the whole of the day; after which it continued favourable up to Tuesday night, 28th October, when, at about ten o'clock, there commenced a heavy fall of rain, which continued for nearly six hours: this was very trying for the almost worn-out pedestrian; and, although so near the finish, many persons were apprehensive that he would not be able to complete his task; still onward Manks went, against the most fearful odds and obstacles; although his feet were severely blistered, his limbs in great pain and he altogether showed the frightful effects of his incessant labour. On Wednesday the weather cleared up, yet the ground was slippery and difficult to traverse; notwithstanding his treading-path was strewed with sawdust, each separate mile took two or three minutes more off his limited period to go through, whilst his feet were covered with blisters and sores. The surgeon ordered them to be poulticed which was done. Manks's shoes were then changed and cut, to give him more ease, and in that state he kept on his task. During Wednesday night it again rained heavily, so that it was with great difficulty Manks could get over the ground. Thursday morning brought again sunshine, which enabled the pedestrian to proceed; and the 1000th mile was gone over in 7 min. 49 sec., in the presence of upwards of 3000 spectators, besides a great crowd outside the Oval.
     To perform every 100 miles, 50 hours were required, including rest, meats, change of clothing, ablution, &c. The average rate of walking for the first 300 miles was about 14 minutes per mile, leaving about 16 minutes only for rest &c. The next 300 miles took 16 minutes on an average for a mile, leaving less than 14 minutes for sleep, &c. The third 300 miles averaged 16 min. 30 sec. per mile, allowing about 13 minutes respite between each mile; and up to the finish about the same time per mile was taken.
     Every mile Manks walked measured 1781 yards, being 21 yards beyond the requisite distance; consequently, to complete his monstrous feat, he went 11 miles 7 furlongs and 100 yards beyond the stipulated 1000 miles.
     Manks's appetite remained good, and his general health excellent:  ten minutes sufficed to refresh him at any one time. He partook of animal and other nourishing food eight or ten times during the twenty-four hours; including  game and poultry, roast beef and steaks, mutton, and chops &c.; strong beef tea he drank in considerable quantities. Old ale was his favourite beverage; and he took tea with brandy in it during the night.
     Manks has been heard to declare that never again will he attempt such a frightful feat. At half-past two o'clock on Friday morning he refused to rise, cried like a child, and said to the timekeeper, "I shall walk no more," asking, "Do you want to kill me?" But he at length was induced to persevere unto the finish.

 
Illustrated London News, 1851



next ...
 
Penny Dreadfuls
 
  As soon as the children were in bed, the woman went out, and returned in a few minutes with two pots of strong beer —  purchased with the alms that day bestowed by the charitable upon her suffering offspring.
     She and her husband then partook of some cold meat, of which there was a plentiful provision — enough to have allowed the boy and the girl each a good slice of bread.
     And the bread which this man and this woman ate was new and good; but the morsels thrown to the children were stale and mouldy.
     "I tell you what," said the woman, whispering in a mysterious tone to her husband, "I have thought of an excellent plan to make Fanny useful."
     "Well, Polly, and what's that?"
demanded the man.
     "Why," resumed his wife, her countenance wearing an expression of demoniac cruelty and cunning "I've been thinking that Harry will soon be of use to you in your line. He'll be so handy to shove through a window, or to sneak down a area and hide himself all day in a cellar to open the door at night, —  or a thousand things."
     "In course he will," said Bill, with an approving nod.
     "Well, but then there's Fanny. What good can she do for us for years and years to come.  She won't beg — I know she won't. It's all that boy's lies when he says she does: he is very fond of her and only tells us that to screen her. Now I've a very great mind to do someot that will make her beg — aye, and be glad to beg — and beg too in spite of herself."
     "What the hell do you mean?"
     "Why, doing that to her which will put her entirely at our mercy, and at the same time render her an object of such interest that the people must give her money. I'd wager that with my plan she'd get her five bob a day; and what a blessin' that would be."
     "But how?"
said Bill impatiently.
     "And then," continued the woman, without heeding this question, "she wouldn't want Henry with her; and you might begin to make him useful some how or another. All we should have to do would be to take Fanny every day to some good thoroughfare, put her down there of a mornin,' and go and fetch her agen at night; and I'll warrant she'd keep us in beer — aye, and in brandy too."
     "What the devil are you driving at?"
demanded the man.
     "Can't you guess?"
     "No — blow me if I can."
     "Do you fancy the scheme?" 
     "Am I a fool? Why, of course I do: but how the deuce is all this to be done? You never could learn Fanny to be so fly as that?"
     "I don't want to learn her anything at all. What I propose is to force it on her."
     "And how is that?"
asked the man.
     "By putting her eyes out," returned the woman.
     Her husband was a robber — yes, and a murderer: but he started when this proposal met his ear.
     "There's nothin' like a blind child to excite compassion," added the woman coolly. "I know it for a fact," she continued, after a pause, seeing that her husband did not answer her. "There's old Kate Betts, who got all her money by travelling about the country with two blind girls; and she made 'em blind herself too — she's often told me how she did it; and that has put the idea into my head."
     "And how did she do it?"
asked the man, lighting his pipe, but not glancing towards his wife; for although her words had made a deep impression upon him, he was yet struggling with the remnant of a parental feeling, which remained in his heart in spite of himself.
     "She covered the eyes over with cockle shells, the eye-lids, recollect, being wide open; and in each shell there was a large black beetle. A bandage tied tight round the head, kept the shells in their place; and the shells kept the eyelids open. In a few days the eyes got quite blind, and the pupils had a dull white  appearance."
     "And you're serious, are you?"
demanded the man.
     "Quite," returned the woman, boldly: "why not?"
     "Why not indeed?"
echoed Bill, who approved of the horrible scheme, but shuddered at the cruelty of it, villain as he was.
     "Ah! why not?" pursued the female: "one must make one's children useful somehow or another. So, if you don't mind, I'll send Harry out alone tomorrow morning and keep Fanny at home. The moment the boy's out of the way, I'll try my hand at Kate Betts's plan."

 
extract from The Mysteries of London, 1844



next ...
 
Penny Gaffs
 
  In many of the thoroughfares of London there are shops which have been turned into a kind of temporary theatre (admission one penny), where dancing and singing take place every night. Rude pictures of the performers are arranged outside, to give the front a gaudy and attractive look, and at night-time coloured lamps and transparencies are displayed to draw an audience. These places are called by the costers "Penny Gaffs;" and on a Monday night as many as six performances will take place, each one having its two hundred visitors.
    It is impossible to contemplate the ignorance and immorality of so numerous a class as that of the costermongers, without wishing to discover the cause of their degradation. Let any one curious on this point visit one of these penny shows, and he will wonder that any trace of virtue and honesty should remain among the people. Here the stage, instead of being the means for illustrating a moral precept, is turned into a platform to teach the cruelest debauchery. The audience is usually composed of children so young, that these dens become the school-rooms where the guiding morals of a life are picked up; and so precocious are the little things, that the girl of nine will, from constant attendance at such places, have learnt to understand the filthiest sayings, and laugh at them as loudly as the grown-up lads around her. What notions can the young female form of marriage and chastity, when the penny theatre rings with applause at the performance of a scene whose sole point turns upon the pantomimic imitation of the unrestrained indulgence of the most corrupt appetites of our nature? How can the lad learn to check his hot passions and think honesty and virtue admirable, when the shouts around him impart a glory to a descriptive song so painfully corrupt, that it can only have been made tolerable by the most habitual excess? The men who preside over these infamous places know too well the failings of their audiences. They know that these poor children require no nicely-turned joke to make the evening pass merrily, and that the filth they utter needs no double meaning to veil its obscenity. The show that will provide the most unrestrained debauchery will have the most crowded benches; and to gain this point, things are acted and spoken that it is criminal even to allude to.
    Not wishing to believe in the description which some of the more intelligent of the costermongers had given of these places, it was thought better to visit one of them, so that all exaggeration might be avoided. One of the least offensive of the exhibitions was fixed upon.
    The "penny gaff" chosen was situated in a broad street near Smithfield; and for a great distance off, the jingling sound of music was heard, and the gas-light streamed out into the thick night air as from a dark lantern, glittering on the windows of the houses opposite, and lighting up the faces of the mob in the road, as on an illumination night. The front of a large shop had been entirely removed, and the entrance was decorated with paintings of the "comic singers," in their most "humourous" attitudes. On a table against the wall was perched the band, playing what the costers call "dancing tunes" with great effect, for the hole at the money-taker's box was blocked up with hands tendering the penny. The crowd without was so numerous, that a policeman was in attendance to preserve order, and push the boys off the pavement — the music having the effect of drawing them insensibly towards the festooned green-baize curtain.
    The shop itself had been turned into a waiting-room, and was crowded even to the top of the stairs leading to the gallery on the first floor. The ceiling of this "lobby" was painted blue, and spotted with whitewash clouds, to represent the heavens; the boards of the trapdoor, and the laths that showed through the holes in the plaster, being all of the same colour. A notice was here posted, over the canvass door leading into the theatre, to the effect that "Ladies and Gentlemen to the front places must pay Twopence."
    The visitors, with a few exceptions, were all boys and girls, whose ages seemed to vary from eight to twenty years. Some of the girls — though their figures showed them to be mere children were dressed in showy cotton-velvet polkas, and wore dowdy feathers in their crushed bonnets. They stood laughing and joking with the lads, in an unconcerned, impudent manner, that was almost appalling. Some of them, when tired of waiting, chose their partners, and commenced dancing grotesquely, to the admiration of the lookers-on, who expressed their approbation in obscene terms, that, far from disgusting the poor little women, were received as compliments, and acknowledged with smiles and coarse repartees. The boys clustered together, smoking their pipes, and laughing at each other's anecdotes, or else jingling halfpence in time with the tune, while they whistled an accompaniment to it. Presently one of the performers, with a gilt crown on his well greased locks, descended from the staircase, his fleshings covered by a dingy dressing-gown, and mixed with the mob, shaking hands with old acquaintances. The "comic singer," too, made his appearance among the throng — the huge bow to his cravat, which nearly covered his waistcoat, and the red end to his nose, exciting neither merriment nor surprise. 
    To discover the kind of entertainment, a lad near me and my companion was asked "if there was any flash dancing." With a knowing wink the boy answered, "Lots! show their legs and all, prime!" and immediately the boy followed up his information by a request for a "yennep" to get a "tib of occabot." After waiting in the lobby some considerable time, the performance inside was concluded, and the audience came pouring out through the canvass door. As they had to pass singly, I noticed them particularly. Above three-fourths of them were women and girls, the rest consisting chiefly of mere boys — for out of about two hundred persons I counted only eighteen men. Forward they came, bringing an overpowering stench with them, laughing and yelling as they pushed their way through the waiting-room. One woman carrying a sickly child with a bulging forehead, was reeling drunk, the saliva running down her mouth as she stared about her with a heavy fixed eye. Two boys were pushing her from side to side, while the poor infant slept, breathing heavily, as if stupified, through the din. Lads jumping on girls' shoulders, and girls laughing hysterically from being tickled by the youths behind them, every one shouting and jumping, presented a mad scene of frightful enjoyment.
    When these had left, a rush for places by those in waiting began, that set at defiance the blows and strugglings of a lady in spangles who endeavoured to preserve order and take the checks. As time was a great object with the proprietor, the entertainment within began directly the first seat was taken, so that the lads without, rendered furious by the rattling of the piano within, made the canvass partition bulge in and out, with the strugglings of those seeking admission, like a sail in a flagging wind.
    To form the theatre, the first floor had been removed; the whitewashed beams however still stretched from wall to wall. The lower room had evidently been the warehouse, while the upper apartment had been the sitting-room, for the paper was still on the walls. A gallery, with a canvass front, had been hurriedly built up, and it was so fragile that the boards bent under the weight of those above. The bricks in the warehouse were smeared over with red paint, and had a few black curtains daubed upon them. The coster-youths require no very great scenic embellishment, and indeed the stage — which was about eight feet square could admit of none. Two jets of gas, like those outside a butcher's shop, were placed on each side of the proscenium, and proved very handy for the gentlemen whose pipes required lighting. The band inside the "theatre" could not compare with the band without. An old grand piano, whose canvass-covered top extended the entire length of the stage, sent forth its wiry notes under the be-ringed fingers of a "Professor Wilkinsini," while another professional, with his head resting on his violin, played vigorously, as he stared unconcernedly at the noisy audience.
    Singing and dancing formed the whole of the hours' performance, and, of the two, the singing was preferred. A young girl, of about fourteen years of age, danced with more energy than grace, and seemed to be well-known to the spectators, who cheered her on by her Christian name. When the dance was concluded, the proprietor of the establishment threw down a penny from the gallery, in the hopes that others might be moved to similar acts of generosity; but no one followed up the offering, so the young lady hunted after the money and departed. The "comic singer," in a battered hat and the huge bow to his cravat, was received with deafening shouts. Several songs were named by the costers, but the "funny gentleman" merely requested them "to hold their jaws," and putting on a "knowing" look, sang a song, the whole point of which consisted in the mere utterance of some filthy word at the end of each stanza. Nothing, however, could have been more successful. The lads stamped their feet with delight; the girls screamed with enjoyment. Once or twice a young shrill laugh would anticipate the fun — as if the words were well known — or the boys would forestall the point by shouting it out before the proper time. When the song was ended the house was in a delirium of applause. The canvass front to the gallery was beaten with sticks, drum-like, and sent down showers of white powder on the heads in the pit. Another song followed, and the actor knowing on what his success depended, lost no opportunity of increasing his laurels. The most obscene thoughts, the most disgusting scenes were coolly described, making a poor child near me wipe away the tears that rolled down her eyes with the enjoyment of the poison. There were three or four of these songs sung in the course of the evening, each one being encored, and then changed. One written about "Pine-apple rock," was the grand treat of the night, and offered greater scope to the rhyming powers of the author than any of the others. In this, not a single chance had been missed; ingenuity had been exerted to its utmost lest an obscene thought should be passed by, and it was absolutely awful to behold the relish with which the young ones jumped to the hideous meaning of the verses.
    There was one scene yet to come, that was perfect in its wickedness. A ballet began between a man dressed up as a woman, and a country clown. The most disgusting attitudes were struck, the most immoral acts represented, without one dissenting voice. If there had been any feat of agility, any grimacing, or, in fact, anything with which the laughter of the uneducated classes is usually associated, the applause might have been accounted for; but here were two ruffians degrading themselves each time they stirred a limb, and forcing into the brains of the childish audience before them thoughts that must embitter a lifetime, and descend from father to child like some bodily infirmity.

 
Henry Mayhew, London Labour and the London Poor, 1851



next ...
 
Piccadilly
 
  TYPES OF THE THOROUGHFARES.
 No.7 — Piccadilly

 

There are few streets whose appearances at different times in the day vary more than that of Piccadilly. At early dawn groaning market-carts, cabbage-laden, and creaky-axled, toil slowly along it, the drivers. with a strange semi-rustic look, trudging beside  them. These carts are more pleasant to look at and smell just now than they will be later on their return journey from Covent Garden, loaded with manure for the market gardens.
     Presently, as it grows lighter, the early coffee-stall at Hyde Park corner vanishes like a goblin at the approach of day. The early work folk have passed to their labours, and partaken of the delicacies it offers, so its task is completed. Have any of our readers ever tasted the spirit, of mysterious manufacture, which is at times procurable at such stalls? If not, let us recommend them to abstain — it is needless to warn them against a second taste if they have once tasted and survived. It is said to be made out of old rope. and its choking capabilities are more painful in this form, we should think, than as an outward application to the throat.
     And now come the shop-girls tripping along, sprinkled with a few clerks whose business at the other end of the town calls them forth betimes. Later comes the luckier clerks of the West End, the Civil servants — fortunate fellows, who have the pleasure of surveying the aforesaid shop-girls, busily engaged in dressing the windows.
     By eleven or twelve the ordinary stream of life flowing eastward and westward occupies this broad channel, and it has little of special character until the afternoon. Then come the swells, the faultless swells, to saunter in the Park or take a turn in the Burlington. And where they are the Soiled Doves will gather, like the vultures about a carcass. They perceptibly leaven the Park, but they have the Arcade almost entirely to themselves. By some occult instinct, after a certain hour close on noon, ladies shun the covered promenade; even the girl of the period dares not carry her imitation of Lais so far as that!
     Meanwhile Piccadilly is densely crowded with carriages and horses of every description, from the aristocratic chariot to the plebeian 'bus. For there is a republicanism about Piccadilly which is not shared by other streets lying close upon it. It is more democratic than Bond Street and St. James's-street, while Pall Mall has nothing in common with it, and is so grand and so dull that one quite pities the War Office clerks for not having a more lively view from their windows!
     The roadway of Piccadilly is crowded with fine equipages and shabby growlers, with the barouche of Rank, and the brougham of Beauty (not always unadorned); with the mail-phaeton of the guard's-man, and the hansom of the private not in the Guards; with the curricle, and the cab, and the cart.
     This is the time to see Piccadilly, for as its roadway is choked with vehicles so its pathway is crammed with pedestrians, of as many different classes as the vehicles. That is a peer of long creation — that is a bankrupt of yesterday's making. Here is a pure sweet woman, going mayhap on an errand of mercy — yonder trips painted Vice, going to spread its snares for gilded youth.
     Mind you, the street itself is a wonderful study, without a word about the people in it. Beginning from SWAN AND EDGAR'S, you pass that strange fossil the Geological Museum, and that recent formation the St. James's hall, which is a conglomerate of dinners, Christy Minstrels and other entertainments. St. James's Church, with its ugly modern sham-antique gate, and Burlington House with its present frontage, unpretentious in everything save ugliness, balance each other; and then comes the Egyptian hall, with the multifarious WOODIN, and the two huge Egyptian figures trying to pretend they don't notice what goes on in the Arcade over the way.
     Then you skirt the Wellington, and pause to weep over the departure of the good old coaching days outside the White Horse Cellar — then away, past FRANCATELLI'S by many a noble residence looking over the Green Park. More than one noted residence has of late changed hands, and its noble owners have been succeeded by clubs. One has been kept closed and uninhabited for years! So you come to Apsley House, and the WELLINGTON statue, and the Park, and St. George's Hospital. That is the climax of Piccadilly — after that it dwindles, to lose all its individuality near Tattersall's.
     And as the street dwindles after Hyde Park Corner, so its glory dwindles as the evening closes in. The swells have gone home to dinner, the humble folk have gone home to tea. Later and later, the traffic diminishes in quantity, without improving in quality. Toward the small hours noisy cabfuls from the haunts in the Haymarket, which innocent people believe to have been quite extirpated by this time, awake the echoes of Piccadilly. They become fewer and farther between, until the clump of the policeman's boots is almost the only sound; and another day has completed its round in the existence of Piccadilly.

 
Fun, 1870



next ...
 
Photography
 
  CORRECT LIKENESS! ONLY A SHILLING!

 "ONLY a shilling, sir! — c'rect likeness, frame included! done in one minute !" 
     We defy any pedestrian to walk leisurely between the breakfast hour and sunset, along any frequented thoroughfare in London, without having the above brief sentence drummed upon the tympanum of his ear in a charming variety of tone and accent. Now it is vociferously announced with the gusto of an inventor who has just discovered an extraordinary secret, and is driven forth by some irresistible impulse to shout his Eureka in the streets; anon it is breathed into your ear in a kind of confidential whisper, by a man with unctuous epidermis and a hooked nose, who holds in one hand a specimen, and with the other retains you by the button with the familiarity of an old acquaintance, and who, instead of saying "Done in one minute," says, "Dud id vod biddit;" and again it is bawled, like a costermonger's cry, in as matter-of-fact a way as though it were "taters three poun' tuppens."
     Sometimes the tariff is even lower than a shilling. Your "c'rect likeness, frame included," is offered for sixpence; and in the galleries of art in Cowcross, Whitechapel, and Bethnal Green the figure is even halved again, and you may be done as low as threepence. 
     Surely the depths of popular vanity and self-esteem were never so profoundly fathomed as they have been and still are by the photographic plummet. All the world has its correct likeness now, from the "oldest inhabitant" to the babe in long clothes. Of the two and a half millions of faces in London, it is likely that the odd half million would outnumber those who have never sat to the photographer's camera : how many have sat twice, thrice, ten times over is a question not likely to be answered. Our own Betty, who is forty if she is a day, has been "done for sixpence" five times within our cognisance, and one can but guess what may be the case  with Betties twenty years younger. 
     The entire aspect of the shop-world of London has undergone a material change since Mr. Archer invented the collodion process. The photographers' "cards" (which is the technical name for their show-boards) occupy at this moment, it is our opinion, taking the metropolis throughout, about as much space as the placards of the bill-sticker, with this notable difference, that they are always placed in the sight level, and it is next to impossible to miss one of them. There is a universal "great exhibition" of portraits always open — portraits of the great uncelebrated, done in lead-colour; and meanwhile the "cards" of the miniature painters, which used to line both sides of the way from Charing Cross to Aldgate, and from the Edgware Road to Fleet Ditch, have disappeared. The time-honoured inscription, "In this style, one guinea," has given place to an inscription tantamount to the shilling temptation quoted above. 
     It is on record — at any rate we remember reading the tragedy in the "Times" newspaper — that one of the first miniature-painters who saw a photographic portrait, went home astounded, and incontinently hanged himself in his studio. The example was not generally followed by his brethren: they bided their time, and ultimately reaped the reward of their patience and fortitude : what threatened at first to prove their ruin and annihilation, has proved instead their safety and indefinite multiplication. They took to photography, learned the collodion process, and, producing heads by the hundred a week, found their account in it. At first it was only the popular miniature-painters — those whose exhibition gallery were the door-posts, and open entries of Oxford Street and the Strand — who did this; but gradually men of higher standing and greater pretensions began to do the same; some of them blended their old art with the new, but others abandoned the old altogether, and set about improving or developing the capabilities of the new. What is the case now? Go into the miniature-room of the Royal Academy, in this year of Grace '59, and see how many miniature painters exhibit, compared with the number who exhibited seven years ago. The fact that stares you in the face is just this : that photography has annihilated miniature-painting, with the exception of the very highest walk of that department of art. People will not pay a high price for anything short of first-rate excellence, while light-pictures are to be had, for a few guineas at the utmost, surpassing in fidelity all the efforts of the painter's art, and wanting only in colour. 

 
The Leisure Hour, 1859



next ...
 
Policemen
 
  The continental policeman is the torment of the stranger. The London policeman is the stranger's friend. If you are in search of an acquaintance and only know the street where he lives, apply to the policeman on duty in that street, and he will show you the house, or at least assist you in your search. If you lose your way, turn to the first policeman you meet; he will take charge of you and direct you. If you would ride in an omnibus without being familiar with the goings and comings of those four-wheeled planets, speak to a policeman, and he will keep you by his side until the "bus" you want comes within hailing distance. If you should happen to have an amicable dispute with a cabman — and what stranger can escape that infliction? — you may confidently appeal to the arbitration of a policeman. If, in the course of your peregrinations, you come to a steam-boat wharf or a railway-station, or a theatre or some other public institution, and if you are at a loss how to proceed, pray pour your sorrows into the sympathetic ear of the policeman. He will direct yourself and baggage; in a theatre, he will assist you in the purchase of a ticket, or at least tell you where to apply and how to proceed. The London policeman is always kind and servicable.
     At night, indeed, as some say, he is rather more rough-spoken than in the day-time; and when you meet and address him in some solitary street, he is reserved and treats you with something akin to suspicion. Whether or not this remark applies to the force generally, we will not undertake to decide. But it is quite natural that they should not be altogether at their ease in solitary or disreputable quarters, and that their temper gets soured thereby. A glass of brandy now and then may also contribute to produce the above effect. But the English climate is damp; the fog makes it home in the folds of the constable's great-coat; the rain runs from the oilskin cape which stands the policeman in the stead of an umbrella; the wind is cold and bleak; and we leave the policeman on his beat with "the stranger's thanks and the stranger's gratitude". 

 
Max Schlesinger, Saunterings in and about London, 1853



next ...
 
The Polytechnic
 
  The POLYTECHNIC, 309 Regent Street, offers an agreeable mélange of popular science and music, of lectures on scientific subjects, "made easy to the humblest capacity." In the centre hall, devoted to manufactures, are to be seen in operation several model machines; up-stairs is the theatre, in which lectures, on various branches of natural philosophy, are delivered on a most extensive scale; and in the new theatre, the oxyhydrogen microscopes, dissolving views, dissolving orrery, the physioscope (by which the human face is magnified to a gigantic size), and other apparatus, are exhibited. In the great hall there is a surface of 700 feet of water, and a diving-bell, with air-pumps, for four or five persons to descend with comfort; and the floors and galleries are crowded with other interesting objects. A gymnasium has been erected in the upper gallery. This gymnasium is the same as that erected at the Crystal Palace, Sydenham, and is always open. An educational department has been formed, with suitable class-rooms, for the study of Art, Science, and Literature, for both male and female pupils, under the direction of the Rev. Charles Mackenzie, A.M., Honorary Director. The highly-important and interesting collection of models and drawings of inventions, calculated to promote the saving of life in railway travelling, is now open in the Picture Gallery behind the diving bell. There is also a series of pictures of the Statuary of the International Exhibition of 1862, which is well worthy the attention of all art-lovers.
     Admission, 1s.; schools and children half-price; hours open, 12 to 5 and 7 to 10 p m.

 
Cruchley's London in 1865 : A Handbook for Strangers, 1865



next ...
 
Pornographic Objects
 
GUILDHALL — Yesterday Dominique Barsatti, an Italian itinerant vender of plaster casts, was brought up before Mr. Alderman HUNTER, charged with exhibiting some indecent plaster medallions. 
     Mr. Clarkson, the barrister, stated that he appeared to prosecute on behalf of a society which had been sometimes the object of remarks which he was sure would find no echo in that court, the Society for the Suppression of Vice. The charge was that the prisoner had been offering casts for sale that would disgust the natives of any country, and at prices calculated to suit the pockets of the uneducated and low. The magistrate would see that those who purchased them could not but be corrupted by them. The society, having heard that the prisoner was in the habit of standing in Smithfield, after dark on Saturday evenings, for the purpose of selling his abominable goods, took the necessary steps to apprehend him. He charged the prisoner with wilfully exposing to public view an indecent exhibition. 
     James Daniels, a newsvender, stated that he was employed by Mr. Pritchard, the secretary to the Society for the Suppression of Vice, to make a purchase of some of these medallions, Mr. Neale, the clerk to Mr. Pritchard, and a policeman accompanied him. He found the prisoner standing in Smithfield, about 8 in the evening, with a basket of medallions before him. These were all representations of Venus and other classical subjects, copies from antique models. The prisoner also had a box with him. Witness asked him if he had any fancy medallions, and he produced a large one. Witness asked him if he had any others. The prisoner produced three others. The Italian had taken him aside to look at them, but Mr. Neale and the policeman came up and looked over his shoulder. Upon seeing the nature of them, Mr. Neale gave charge of the prisoner and his whole stock. He produced the medallions the prisoner exhibited. 
     These fancy medallions had no pretensions to be of a classical nature, but were copies after some of the vilest French pictures for illustrating infamous books. 
     Mr. Neale and the policeman corroborated the testimony of the last witness. 
     Mr. Clarkson pressed for the extreme penalty. There were but two questions — Whether the medallions might be called an indecent exhibition? and whether the prisoner had wilfully exposed them? He asked if there could be a doubt that prisoner knew he was exciting immorality in a most extravagant degree. . . . The prisoner said he did not bring them out to expose for sale, but to give them to a gentleman whom he expected to pass, and who had ordered them. 
     Mr. Alderman HUNTER asked who the gentleman was? 
     The prisoner said he did not know, but he did not exhibit the articles till the complainant asked for such things. 
     Mr. Clarkson asked Mr. Neale whether they were manufactured in this country? 
     Mr. Neale replied he understood from the prisoner that they were manufactured in Cow-cross. 
     The Alderman said, that as this was the first time he had been charged with such an offence, and in the hope that he would take care for the future, the punishment would be mitigated to a month's imprisonment. 
     The prisoner asked if he could not pay a fine instead? 
     Mr. Alderman HUNTER said he had no option of that kind, and the prisoner was committed.  
The Times, 1845



next ...
 
Postal deliveries
 
  Sir — I believe the inhabitants of London are under the impression that Letters posted for delivery within the metropolitan district commonly reach their destination within, at the outside, three hours of the time of postage. I myself, however, have constantly suffered with irregularities in the delivery of letters, and I have now got two instances of neglect which I should really like to have cleared up. 
      I posted a letter in the Gray's Inn post office on Saturday at half-past 1 o'clock, addressed to a person living close to Westminster Abbey, which was not delivered till 9 o'clock the same evening; and I posted another letter in the same post office, addressed to the same place, which was not delivered till past 4 o'clock in the afternoon. Now, Sir, why is this? If there is any good reason why letters should not be delivered in less than eight hours after their postage, let the state of the case be understood: but the belief that one can communicate with another person in two or three hours whereas in reality the time required is eight or nine, may be productive of the most disastrous consequences. 
           I am, Sir, your most obedient servant, K.  

 
letter to The
Times, 1881



next ...
 
The Potato Thrower
 
  Such gross barbarities are no longer in favour even amongst the very lowest classes, but there is room for further improvement still. As witness the performer who, for many years now, has been exhibiting in the streets of London, the tools of his craft being a bag of large-sized raw potatoes. The man is beyond middle age, and his head is bald, or nearly so; and all over his cranium, from the forehead to the base of his skull, are bumps unknown to the phrenologist. There are blue bumps, and bumps of a faded greenish hue, and bumps red and inflamed, and his bald sconce looks as though it had been out in a rain of spent bullets. It is not so, however; it has only been exposed to a downpour of raw potatoes. He is well known, and as soon as he puts his bag down, and divests himself of his coat, is quickly surrounded by a ring of spectators. 
     "Here I am again!" he says, with a grin, as he takes off his cap and exposes his mottled skull; "here is the old man once more, and he's not dead yet. You'll see a treat to-day, for my taters are bigger than ever they were before, and, what's more, they're 'Yorkshire reds,' the hardest tater that grows. I shall do it once too often, there's no mistake about that; but I've served the public faithful for five years and more, and I ain't going to funk over it now. Here you are: here's a tater that weighs half a pound if it weighs an ounce. Chuck threepence in the ring, and up it goes."
     And threepence is "chucked into the ring," and up it does go — high above the houses; and the man with the mottled head folds his arms like Ajax defying the lightning, and gazes skywards, prepared for the descending missile; and presently it strikes him with a sounding thud, and is smashed into a dozen pieces with the concussion, and bespatters his visage with the pulp.
     "Now chuck fourpence in," says the exhibitor, wiping his eyes, "and we'll see what we can do with a tater just as large again."

 
James Greenwood, Mysteries of Modern London, 1883



next ...
 
Prams
 
  Sir — I beg leave to draw the attention of the public (I was about to say police) to one of the now existing nuisances. It is that of perambulators. You cannot walk along without meeting several of those novel vehicles; and, as their name implies, they "walk through" the foot-passenger; for you must either go fairly off the pavement or suffer the more pleasant sensation of having your corns (if you are accompanied by those agreeables) run over.
     If it were a truck of apples, instead of children, the police would interfere. Why not in this? 
          Apologizing,
              I remain yours respectfully,
                   ONE OF THE INCONVENIENCED PUBLIC

 
letter to The Times, 1855







next ...
 
Prostitution
 
  PROSTITUTES AND POLICEMEN
 

Sir, — I wish I could prevail upon you to walk up the Haymarket some evening. Whether you are young and handsome, or old and ugly, will matter not; you will, in either case, be received with terms of endearment, and will be embraced with an ardour dangerous to your pockets, if there be anything in them.
     If you do accept my invitation, pray carry with you a good temper and no money, so that you may submit to your fate without much damage. If you resist, be assured you will have abundance of abuse at least; and that there will be no policeman near, of, if there be, that he will quickly look on and leave you to your fate.
     Do not suppose me to be one of those who would add to the misery of the unfortunate women to whose conduct I allude. Often "more sinned against than sinning," they are driven to a course of life most hateful to themselves, till, feeling that they are for ever banished from respectable society, and are unnecessarily persecuted, they become perfectly indifferent to the opinions of the world, and careless as to every thing but their own immediate wants.
     In most of the continental states women of this description are under better management, both as respects their own comforts and the morals of others. Instead of being allowed to make their market amidst our wives and daughters at the theatres, and to interrupt passengers in the most public streets, they are located in districts where the evils of their residence is least felt, and are thus placed more immediately under the control of the police authorities.
     In this canting age it is not possible to expect any material improvement of our bad system. While fools and fanatics abound, and are so ignorant as to suppose it possible to subdue one of the most powerful passions of the rising generation by any other course than that which would soon terminate the race of saints as well as that of sinners, amendment is out of the question; but I do ask that the higher police authorities will give attention to the state of the Haymarket, which is worse than any other in London, and that they will secure us a free passage through it.
     I am, Sir, your most obedient servant,
                 J.R.

 
letter to The Times, 1846



Saturday, 30 July. . . Going to the Opera, I met in the Strand one Sarah Tanner, who in 1854 or 5 was a maid of all work to a tradesman in Oxford Street: a lively honest rosy-faced girl, virtuous & self-possessed. A year or so after, I met her in Regent St. arrayed in gorgeous apparel. How is this? said I. Why, she had got tired of service, wanted to see life and be independent; & so she had become a prostitute, of her own accord & without being seduced. She saw no harm in it: enjoyed it very much, thought it might raise her & perhaps be profitable. She had taken it up as a profession, & that with much energy: she had read books, and was taking lessons in writing and other accomplishments, in order to fit herself to be a companion of gentlemen. And her manners were improved — she was no longer vulgar: her dress was handsome & good, and she was, & is still, a fine looking girl, with good features & brunette complexion, & fine hazel eyes, remarkably large & bright. With these advantages and the education she was giving herself, she thought she might get on: for she was not extravagant — she cleaned up her own lodgings, she said, before taking her professional walk. And the girl was as quiet and honest looking and self-possessed as ever. So, after giving her a glass of ale — which she did not ask for — we parted. During the next two or three years I saw her twice or thrice at intervals on duty, and generally stopped to talk. She was always well but not gaudily dressed; always frank and rosy and pleasant, and never importunate: nor did I ever hear her say a vicious word. Yes, she continued to like it — she had some good friends, & was getting on nicely. After this I never saw her till tonight, when I met her in the Strand, walking with another young woman. She was stouter & healthier than ever, and was dressed, not professionally as a 'lady', but quietly & well, like a respectable upper servant. She stopped with a frank smile, & shook hands; and How is this? said I again. 'Well, I've left the streets & settled down,' she said quietly. 'Married?' I asked. 'Oh no! But I'd been on the streets three years, and saved up — I told you I should get on, you know — and so I thought I'd leave, and I've taken a coffeehouse with my earnings — the Hampshire Coffeehouse, over Waterloo Bridge.' I laughed, incredulous. 'Quite true,' said she simply. 'I manage it all myself, & I can give you chops & tea & anything you like: you must come & see me.' 'That I will,' said I; for her manner was so open & businesslike that I saw it was true: and with a friendly goodbye we parted. Now here is a handsome young woman of twenty-six, who, having begun life as a servant of all work, and then spent three years in voluntary prostitution amongst men of a class much above her own, retires with a little competence, and invests the earnings of her infamous trade in a respectable coffeehouse, where she settles down in homely usefulness and virtuous comfort! That the coffeehouse is respectable, is clear I think from her manner: that she did invest her earnings in it I believe, because she was not fashionable enough to be pensioned, & if she were, men do not pension off their whores in that way. Surely then this story is a singular contribution to the statistics of the 'Social Evil' and of female character and society in the lower classes. 

 
Arthur Munby, Diary, 1859



In another recess, however, there was life that was not of the still kind. There sat two women, one young and well but flashily dressed, the other a miserable shabby woman of middle age, with an old black stuff cloak on; and with the two was an individual of the male sex, whose appearance it is not easy to describe. If the reader can imagine a man whose visage was a blending of the characteristics that distinguish the dog-stealer, the area sneak, and the fighting man, he may form some idea of the cadaverous, vicious-looking individual in question. The place was so still that there was no necessity to cross the road to hear what was going on.
     "It's all nonsense what she says about not going back, you know," said the shabby woman; "she'll have to do it. I ain't going to get into a row on her account."
     "Lor! you needn't fret about that," growled the cadaverous gentleman, with a growl that sounded like a preliminary to a bite, "she'll come to her senses when she's had her temper out a bit, and had a cooler. She'll find it hot for herself if she doesn't. She's a pretty one to cut the high caper — without a rag to call her own."
     This last sneer at her poverty stung the showily-dressed young woman over whose fine mantle and bonnet the shabby woman had solicitously cast a corner of her frowzy old cloak to protect them from the rain, and provoked her to immediate and fierce reply.
    "Curse you both!" she exclaimed, starting up from the shabby woman's protecting wing. ("Dear me! she'll get her clothes drenched!" cried this worthy person, wringing her dirty hands in despair.) "Curse you both !" exclaimed the girl, "and who was it that robbed me of my good clothes? Who cheated and plundered me but you, you thief" — (this to the cadaverous gentleman) — "and the set over there, till I hadn't a skirt to call my own."
     "Never mind who cheated you; that's nothing to do with them clothes what's only lent you," growled the bully. "If yer don't know how to behave in 'em, come on home and get out of 'em. It isn't likely that this woman who is sent with you to look after you is going back to tell 'em that you're slipped off;" and then, for the first time perceiving me, the villain nudged the shabby woman, and again addressing the girl, in a softer voice, remarked that it was no good her sitting there "ketchin cold," and that they might just as well walk as they talked; on which the trio moved off towards the Surrey side; the young woman still persisting that she wouldn't go back — she would sooner be dead and buried.
     "That's the way with them marms; they gets a silk gownd on, and then a Duchess ain't good enough to be their sister. Serve her right, whatever she gets." It was a female voice that gave utterance to these generous sentiments — a ragged wretch, starved-looking, and with the bones showing sharp under her white skin, but who somehow had contrived to get so intoxicated that she had to hold on by the stone-work for support.
     "Do you know her?" I asked.
     "Not her, I don't; but I know the set," returned the scarecrow, spitefully. "She's a dress-woman, that's what she is."
     "A dress-woman?"
     "Ah! one of them that they tog out so that they may show off at their best and make the most of their faces. But they can't trust 'em," pursued the awful creature, venturing to take the steadying grasp from the stone coping that she might clap both her skinny hands in gleeful malice, "they can't trust em, you heard that.  They never trust 'em further than they can see 'em. You might tell that by the shadder."
     "By the what?"
     "The shadder. That was the shadder, that woman that was with her. They call 'em that because they sticks so close to 'em, and never leave the track of 'em, not for a minute. They're no more their own mistresses than galley-slaves are; and serve 'em right."
     "And who was the man?" I asked. But, however much the creature of rags and gin lacked sympathy for the wretched victim of the "shadder," she had no good word for the male ruffian.
     "He! he hasn't got a name," she replied scornfully. "That has" — and she spurned some mud before her with her broken old shoe — "but he hasn't. He's worse than a dog, for dogs don't eat each other. He'd steal his mother's crutches if she was a cripple, and get drunk with the money he sold them for, and go home and beat her."
     So saying, the shameful creature staggered away, and as by this time morning was breaking, and it seemed to me unlikely that the toll-gate man would have many customers more interesting than those I had already made acquaintance with, I too passed out at the turnstile.

 
James Greenwood, Low Life Deeps, 1881



THE SOCIETY FOR THE RESCUE OF YOUNG WOMEN AND CHILDREN
 

Sir, — By your able advocacy of the claims of the Refuges last year this society received about 400l., and was by this means enabled to receive about forty young women, who, but for this timely aid, might otherwise have remained slaves to vice and crime. Our wants now are just as great, and we therefore implore your permission to make them known through your extensively-read paper.
     In the brief space of 11 years this society has admitted to its Homes (12 in number) 3,940 destitute females — sheltering, clothing, feeding and training them to earn their own livelihood, and then placing them out in situations. Of these, 1,792 have been placed in domestic service, 664 restored to friends, 41 sent out as emigrant, 541 otherwise assisted, leaving 679 as unsatisfactory, and 224 in the Homes.
     Out of the 676 who were under the society's care during the past year, 479 had lost one or both parents. Although rescued from the streets and dens of London, only 193 were natives of London; the others, 483, being from the country. Hence their destitution and friendlessness.
     But the ages at which they fell into evil almost exceeds credibility, and claims for them the deepest sympathy. Out of 472 of the fallen class, two were eight years of age, 4 were 9, 9 were 10, 10 were 11, 37 were 12, 28 were 13, 53 were 14, 52 were 15, 80 were 16, 47 were 17, 56 were 18, 36 were 19, 13 were 20, 12 were 21, 10 were 22, 7 were 23, 7 were 24, 4 were 25, 1 was 26, 1 was 27, 2 were 28 and 1 was 30.
     It will be perceived that only 33 fell after arriving at the age of 21, while double the number were victimized when under 13 years of age.
     The number of children driven to the streets of London is almost beyond belief. Recent returns quoted in The Times
show that the number of "unfortunate" girls under 16 years of age was eight times as many in England as in Ireland, according to population, and we fear this evil increases. This society is rescuing them by hundreds from the streets of London, and earnestly begs for help from the public.
     No fewer than 455 during the year have been sent away from want of funds, making a total of 3,087 who have been rejected from want of funds during the last five years. The sad circumstances of the history of each of these 3,087 rejected one has been preserved. During the past few months the applications have been very numerous and while the society has received to the utmost of its means, many have been sent away from lack of funds, and many are at present time being sent away from the same cause. Therefore we plead for immediate assistance.
     Yours most obediently,
         D. COOPER, Sec.
 Office, 85, Queen-street, Cheapside, E.C. Dec 22.

 
The Times, 1864



next ...
 
Privies
 
  It is scarcely possible to conceive the utter degradation of the human mind which permits it, at least, to tolerate the disgusting offensiveness of these abominable nuisances, which exist in the form of common privies, in the poorer neighbourhoods. One open necessary for numerous families, and for 20, 30, or 50 persons, is surely most objectionable, but it is quite a common occurrence. It is true that Bethnal-green is not so bad as Sunderland, where there is only one necessary for every 76 persons, but there is a vast amount of moral degradation entailed upon the inhabitants by their being compelled to make use of such a scanty number of such filthy receptacles. . . . 
     The generality of the privies in this parish are full, and most offensive, great numbers are overflowing. The cesspools attached are, in the majority of instances, in no better condition. Many of the privies are wooden sheds erected over holes from which a surface hollow conducts off the fluid refuse to some other part of the ground. Many are most dilapidated, and some are dangerous to make use of. In numerous instances the soil has infiltrated the walls, percolated through them, and spread itself over the surface of the neighbouring yard; the soil has likewise percolated through the walls, and into the houses, and in some instances, the floors have been saturated, and have been rendered very quagmires of filth; the flooring, in such cases, has become rotten. In numerous instances, the inhabitants have piled either in their yards, or in their houses, or in the alleys fronting the houses, collections of dust and cinders, to conceal from the eye the soil which has oozed from the neighbouring privies or cesspools.
     The soil from the privies and cesspools is very rarely removed, it is an expensive process, and its occurrence is reckoned on as a disgusting event, necessary to be postponed as long as possible. The landlords of the poorer tenements very rarely indeed remove the contents of the cesspools or privies, and often neglect to do so, till compelled by the devastations which the exhalations from the soil produce, in the form of fever, and alarmed lest their property should get a bad name, and be thus rendered untenantable. The poor, left to rot in their filth, sometimes attempt to rid themselves of this nuisance, and fancy they effect it by burying the soil in their yards. Not unfrequently it happens that the supply of water to such houses is by a well in these yards; the water necessarily becomes tainted, and a slow or active poison according to the amount of soil which has percolated into it; the poor inhabitants who have gardens near or attached to their dwellings, generally manure the ground with the soil from their privies. Not only do the poor find the removal of night soil an expensive process but even those inhabiting the better class of houses and public institutions are known to remove the soil from their privies and bury it in their gardens. Often this burying consists in merely sprinkling earth over the surface of the soil so as to conceal it from sight. In some parts of the parish the privies of whole rows of houses drain into black ditches, and thus render these ditches horrible nuisances; the effects of such modes of dealing with animal refuse are daily exemplifted, — head-ache, indigestion, nausea, loss of appetite, debility, pallor, wasting, diarrhoea, dysentery, cholera, fever and zymotic diseases, in a malignant form, are the every day consequences, and whenever an epidemic attacks a place, those localities, where such abominations exist, suffer the most; the influenza in Bethnal-green has chiefly exhausted its virulence in prostrating and destroying the unfortunate inhabitants of such filthy abodes. While there has been little increase in the usual mortality in the healthy, and clean streets, the mortality has been quintupled in the unhealthy and dirty streets. These dwellings are indeed reservoirs of pestilence, that only require the match to be applied to cause enormous destruction of life. In some places, as in Shacklewell-street, food cannot be retained a single night without becoming tainted, and leather rapidly becomes covered with green mould.
     The disgusting and abominable state of the open and common privies, proves a source of much disease and domestic discomfort in another way; women and children find these places so repulsive that they avoid them, and retain, in their ill-ventilated rooms, their refuse; the utensils are seldom emptied on account of the trouble thereby occasioned; the air of the rooms, therefore, becomes most offensive, and deleterious, and the walls absorb the emanations, and render the abode permanently unhealthy.
     The nearly total want of efficient house drainage, and the general absence of sewers, necessitate, to some extent, the present state of things. This is proved by the fact that in the new buildings in Hackney-road, duly provided with house drainage, water closets are attached. Probably there are more water-closets to these few houses than in all the 13,000 houses in the parish. Certainly there are not fifty water-closets for the 82,000 inhabitants.

 
Hector Gavin, Sanitary Ramblings, 1848



next ...
 
Public Bathing
 
  Sir, — Will you permit me to inquire why it is that the new rule which has been recently, and very properly made, and placed on boards along the northern bank of the Serpentine River, prohibiting any bathing on that side, is so soon to become a dead letter?
     I was taking my usual walk last Saturday evening in Hyde Park, after the hours of business were over, when, to my great surprise, I saw several persons bathing, as of old, on the northern bank of the Serpentine River; and, on making the circumstance known the police, I was politely informed that their orders were not to interfere in the matter. Is it because the great and noble of the land have left town that those less fortunate than themselves are to be subjected to the nuisance, which they flattered themselves had been abated, of seeing hundreds of naked men and boys surrounding that beautiful piece of water, and by their yells and discordant noises preventing any respectable persons from enjoying a quiet walk on either bank of the river?
     I am, Sir, your obedient servant,
     Sept. 11.             A CONSTANT READER

 
letter to The Times, 1843



Sir, — I read in your paper of this morning a querulous letter from a "Constant Reader" respecting the numbers of poor people who are, I am happy to find, now permitted to bathe in the Serpentine River. I wonder that you, who so lately employed your pen in showing the necessity of providing the means of general ablution for the bodies of our poor working people, should now publish the complaints of this person.     What are the poor people to do? There are no free baths provided by the State; the great highway of the Thames is interdicted, perhaps not improperly; but with respect to the Serpentine River, there can be no objection to the use of it as a great public bath.
     If "constant readers" and others of such sickly fancies do not like to witness the scene of so much enjoyment, let them go somewhere else and take their "quiet walks" for the walkers, quiet or otherwise, may go to many places, whereas the bathers can go but to this one. For my part, I cannot sufficiently express my gratitude to those in authority who have had the merciful kindness to allow the poor working man to refresh and strengthen his body in the comfort and salubrity of a bath in the Serpentine River.

 
reply to letter to The Times, 1843



Of course most people who come to the Park of an evening are aware of the swarm of small boys who assemble on the bathing ground (or space), some four hundred yards allotted for that purpose on the south shore, who have been waiting hours before the time, especially after a hot day in July; (they come in droves and batches from all quarters of London) anxiously looking for the signal to plunge in — and this signal was the approach of the Royal Humane Society boats from the opposite side of the water, exactly at half-past seven, to be in readiness to render assistance to any of the bathers that may be in danger of drowning — three as a rule, one at each end of the boundary and one in the centre.
     I assure you it is no easy job for the police a few minutes before the approach of these boats to keep them from undressing and plunging in, the eagerness of the young rascals being so great. When I say "undressing" I mean stripping off what little they have on — the word is superfluous, for to keep them from undressing long before the time was a matter of impossibility; it appeared a certain amount of gratification to them to undress, and it was only with firmness and intimidation of sending them away altogether that they could be prevailed upon to squat about with even their shirts on. We usually supplied ourselves with a light stick or cane, and shook it at them in a threatening manner, occasionally impressing upon them the fact that they would get a taste of it, if they did not behave themselves, or we should have been overrun; and even when the boats did appear, and the shout went up — "All in!" I have been in a state of suspense while the boats were coming across, as in sheer excitement the smaller ones were so apt to get out of their depth. But it is surprising — owing, I believe, to the promptness and watchfulness of the R.H.S.'s boatmen under Mr. Supt. Horton — that very few casualties happen; and when you come to consider, three men have to keep at this particular rush (I don't think I shall be exaggerating)  between six and seven hundred bathers, young and old;, under their observation, I think you will admit all credit is due to this Society. A scene of excitement now takes place, the splashing, laughing and yelling one to another in their intense delight for the first few minutes are perfectly deafening, and is heard almost all over Park; many, I am sure, hear this din and wonder where it proceeds from. 
     After the bathe and the excitement are over, there comes the dressing business, and often trouble with it — for I have frequently known a youngster's neighbour take a fancy for his superior pair of boots, leaving his inferior pair instead, and often not even that consideration shown, to say nothing of the squabbles one with another brought about by the intermixing of each other's clothing.
     So much for evening bathing. Just a little about the morning — that takes place from five to eight o'clock, all the year round. This may be doubted, so far as the attendance is concerned, but it is actually true, for, frost or no frost, there are an exceptional few elderly bathers who come regularly and have their morning dip; even should the ice be ever so thick, they manage to keep a sufficient space so as to have a plunge at this one particular spot. I have often seen them with a drag pole breaking the ice which had frozen since the morning before.

 
Edward Owen, Hyde Park, Select Narratives, Annual Event, etc, during twenty years' Police Service in Hyde Park, 1906



next ...
 
Public Toilets
 
  PUBLIC WAITING ROOMS

     The Council of the Society of Arts on the 14th of May requested the following noblemen and gentlemen to act as a committee for establishing forthwith a certain number of model water-closets and urinals in public thoroughfares, with the object of proving that these public conveniences, so much wanted, may be made self-supporting:— The Earl of Carlisle, Earl Granville, Mr. Henry Cole, Mr. S.M.Peto, M.P., and Mr. C. Wentworth Dilke.
     The committee consider that the following regulations should be adopted in commencing this experiment:—
     "1. That these conveniences be established on a moderate scale, in connexion with shops, in some public thoroughfares, and be called 'Public Waiting-rooms.'
     "2. That the public waiting-rooms for men and women be established in distinct shops, on opposite sides of the street.
     "3. That in each shop there be a waiting-room, having two classes of water-closets and urinals, for the use of which a penny and two pence should be charged.
     "4. That each set of waiting-room be provided with a lavatory for washing hands, clothes' brushes, &c., at a charge of twopence and threepence.
     "5. That each set of waiting-rooms have a superintendent and two attendants.
     "6. That the charges for the use of the lavatories, water-closets, and urinals should include all attendance, and be publicly affixed in the shop.
     "7. That the police should be requested to cause these establishments to be visited from time to time."
     The committee recommend that the Council should undertake to lease several ground floors in the Strand, Holborn and Cheapside.
     Mr. Minton having offered to present 24 earthenware urinals and a number of encaustic tiles for labels, and Mr. J. Ridgeway having also offered to present some of his new fountain washhand-stands, the committee recommended that their liberal offers be accepted with thanks.
     The committee recommend that it be suggested to manufacturers of lavatories, water-closets, and urinals, who desire to bring their inventions before the public, immediately to present samples for the object in question.
     The committee recommend that no time should be lost in inviting respectable persons holding shops in public thoroughfares, who may be desirous of connecting the proposed public waiting-rooms with them, to inform the secretary, Mr. G. Grove, of the accommodation which their premises offer for the purpose. The shops which appear to be most suitable for waiting-rooms for ladies are staymakers', bonnet-makers', milliners', &c. Those most suitable for gentlemen's waiting-rooms are hairdressers', tailors', hatters', taverns, &c.
     All communications should be addressed to Mr. George Grove, secretary of the Society of Arts, John-street, Adelphi.

 
The Times, 1851



At WORSHIP-STREET, Dr. JAMES CAMPBELL, residing at 6, Church-lane, Whitechapel, attended in answer to a summons which charged him with having unlawfully caused and procured one Richard Cleverley to affix certain posting bills upon a building without the consent of the owner. Richard Shirley, 286 A Reserve, deposed that on the morning of the 31st October, between 9 and 10 o'clock, he saw the man Cleverley in the act of posting four bills on a urinal situate in High-street, Shoreditch. The witness asked him who was his employer, and he replied "Dr. Campbell of 6, Church-lane, Whitechapel." In answer to a further question from the constable, he stated that he was paid 2s. a day for posting the bills. He had a can of paste and a number of bills with him at the time. The constable called on the defendant Campbell, and on inquiring as to whether he employed Cleverley to post bills he replied in the affirmative. He further said, "I have not been in the business long. I was not aware that I was doing wrong or that it was an offence. I only came into the profession in July last." One of the bills in question was produced and it was understood that in it the defendant had represented himself to be a legally qualified medical practitioner. . . . They related to the defendant's ability to cure certain diseases. The magistrates convicted the defendant in the penalty of 40s. and costs.

 
The Times, 1867



George Williams, 21 years of age, was indicted for a robbery with violence.  . . . The prosecutor was Mr. Augustus Delany Smith, a solicitor in Great James-street, Bedford-row. On the night of the 18th of November, about a quarter to 10 o'clock, he was passing along King's-road, going towards his office. He turned into a urinal at the back of Bedford-row. There was a gas-lamp immediately over the urinal, and a boy was inside with lighted candles. He was leaving the place, when the prisoner entered, seized the gold guard chain of his watch, and attempted to take it from him.

 
The Times, 1869

 
 



next ...
 
Quackery
 
  STREET vendors of pills, potions, and quack nostrums are not quite so numerous as they were in former days. The increasingly large number of free hospitals, where the poor may consult qualified physicians, the aid received at a trifling cost from clubs and friendly societies, and the spread of education, have all tended to sweep this class of street-folks from the thoroughfares of London. Although of late years much has been done by private charities to supplement the system of parochial relief, there is still a vast field open for the extension of medical missions among the lower orders of the community. Far from being in a position to record the extinction of the race of "herbalists" and "doctors for the million" who practise upon the poor, my investigations prove they are still about as numerous as their trade is lucrative. 
     It would be unjust to say that the itinerant empirics of the metropolis have advanced with the age, as it is part of their "role" to adhere to all that is old in the nomenclature and practice of their craft. An intelligent member of the fraternity informed me that as members of the medical profession, they are bound to use what may be called "crocus" Latin. "Our profession is known, sir, as 'crocussing,' and our dodges and decoctions as 'fakes' or rackets. Many other words make up a sort of dead language that protects us and the public from ignorant impostors. It don't do to juggle with drugs, leastwise to them that are ignorant of the business. I was told by a chum of mine, a university man, that 'crocussing' is nigh as old as Adam, and that some of our best rackets were copied from Egypshin' tombs." I ventured to remark possibly they were inscribed on the tombs as a warning from the dead. "Like as not," was the rejoinder, "I expect the dead in this country could tell us summat about poisoning by Act of Parliament. Pardon me, sir, you may be a licensed surgeon yourself. But I would as soon swallow a brass knocker as some of your drugs. A brass knocker is a safe prescription for opening a door, it's poison as a pill. I believe it is just the same with the poisons took out of the bowels of the earth, where they should be left to correct disorders. Herbs are the thing, they were intended for man and they grow at his feet, for meat and medicine. You see, sir, I'm a bit of a philosopher; when I'm not pattering — speaking — I'm thinking. I have been a cough tablet 'crocus' for nine years, only in summer I go for the Sarsaparilla 'fake.' Sometimes this is a regular 'take-down' — swindle. The 'Blood Purifier' is made up of a cheap herb called sassafras, burnt sugar, and water flavoured with a little pine-apple or pear juice. That's what's called sarsaparilla by some 'crocusses.' If it don't lengthen the life of the buyer it lengthens the life of the seller. It's about the same thing in the end. A very shady 'racket' is the India root for destroying all sorts of vermin including rats. It's put among clothes like camphor. Any root will answer if it's scented, but this racket requires sailor's togs; for the 'crocus' must just have come off the ship from foreign parts. It also requires a couple of tame rats to fight shy of the root. The silver paste is a fatal 'fake.' The paste is made of whiting and red ochre. The crocus' has a solution of bichloride of mercury which he mixes with the paste, and rubbing it over a farthing silvers it. He sells it for plating brass candlesticks and such like, but it's the mercury that does the business, he don't sell that. The mercury in time gets into his blood and finishes him. I have known two killed this way." . . . 
     I found in the course of my inquiries that the poor, many of them, prefer either resorting to quack remedies or employing their own paid surgeon, to placing themselves in the hands of the parish doctor, or under hospital treatment. This is accounted for in two ways. An honourable feeling of in dependence deters the poorer orders of the labouring classes from seeking parish relief in any shape. Others, who would gladly avail themselves of free medical advice, cannot find time to obtain a certificate from the relieving officer, and to present the certificate in the proper quarter. When all the forms have been duly complied with, grievous delays frequently occur in obtaining advice, and the necessary prescriptions; the latter have, in some instances, to be taken to the dispensary at the other end of the parish. Some of the aged, infirm, and friendless poor, who receive regular out-door relief, have under ordinary circumstances to pay a messenger a shilling for collecting their weekly pittance of half-a-crown. In time of sickness, when they cannot crawl from their door, they too are fain to avail themselves of the remedies of itinerant doctors.

 
 

John Thomson and Adolphe Smith,

Street Life in London, 1877



next ...
 
Raffles amongst the poor
 
  To start in the street fishmongering line about £1 is required for a barrow, and about 10s. for stock-money to trade upon. Some people are brought up to the business from their childhood; others take to it because they cannot find employment at their regular trade. Many prefer it, because they like what is called a "roving life," and prefer to be their own masters. When any one of the class is in distress — that is to say, without stock-money, and unable to borrow it, or sick — a raffle for some article of his is called at a public-house in the neighbourhood. Cards are printed, and distributed among his mates. The article, let it be whatever it may — perhaps a handkerchief — is put up at 6d. a member, and from twenty to forty members are got, according as the man is liked by his "mates," or as he has assisted others similarly situated. The paper of every raffle is kept by the party calling it and he refers to the list of subscribers to his raffle before he puts his name down to a raffle for another party, in order to see if the person ever assisted him. Raffles are very "critical things, the pint pots fly about wonderful sometimes" — to use the word of one of my informants. The party is expected to take the chair, if he can write down the subscribers' names. One who had been chairman at one of these meetings assured me that on a particular occasion, having called a general dealer to order, the party very nearly split his head open with a quart measure. If the hucksters know that the person calling the raffle is "down," and that it is necessity that has made him call it, they will not allow the property put up to be thrown for. 
 
Henry Mayhew, Morning Chronicle, 1849



next ...
 
Rail Journeys
 
  Q. What is a Railway?
 A. An ingenious and complex contrivance for extracting as much money as possible from the travelling public and giving it the least possible amount of convenience and comfort in return.
 Q. How is this managed?
 A. By means of that Cuttlefish of Commerce, a Company.
 Q. What is a Company?
 A. A composite partnership for the annihilation of conscience and the minimising of responsibility.
 Q. How is this achieved?
 A. By the devices of division and distribution.
 Q. Can you explain the processes?
 A. It is an admitted maxim that what is everybody's business is nobody's business. The principle applies with peculiar force to "business" involving questions of conscience or of responsibility. Some organisms are only multiplied by division, each section forming a complete and independent creature. It is precisely the reverse with conscience and responsibility. A divided responsibility has no appreciable weight, and a distributed conscience does not work. There is nothing so conscienceless as corporate responsibility, nor so irresponsible as corporate conscience.
 Q. You spoke of a Company as a cuttle-fish. Would you liken a Railway Company to that creature?
 A. It is more like it than any other Company.
 Q. How so?
 A. Because it reaches it victims through so many arms and suckers while it is so difficult for its victims to get at its head.
 Q. Illustrate this.
 A. In one way among myriads. In pursuance of some autocratic, irrational and unannounced bye-law from head-quarters a hundred ticket-collectors at a hundred stations may be ready at any moment to mulct you in excess fare. It will take weeks of correspondence to bring the surcharge home to the "Corporate Conscience" in its hidden lair.
 Q. What is a Railway Station?
 A. It may best and most briefly be described as a place of public torture.
 Q. What are the kinds of torture therein inflicted upon the Public?
 A. They are so many and subtly varied as almost to defy exhaustive classification. They may, however, for purposes of illustration, be ranged under various heads, as, for example
     1. The torture of Difficult Access.
    2. The tortures of Labyrinthine Complexity and Maze-like Muddle.
    3. The torture of Hurry-scurry.
     4. The torture of Noise.
    5. The torture of Imperative Stupidity
    6. The torture of Clownish Incivility
    7. The tortures of Dirt, Deprivation, and Physical Discomfort generally.
 Q. How is difficulty of access secured?
A. By many ingenious devices, such as the multiplication of steep slopes and precipitous staircases, the careful laying out of intricate passages and complicated corridors, the artful adjustment of numerous narrow wickets and the sedulously maintained mystery of many and capriciously used platforms. Perhaps, however, the most successfully tormenting of these devices of delay is the great Ticket trick.
 Q. What is the special purpose of this device?
A. To make the procuring of the necessary pasteboard-pass as difficult as possible to the would-be passenger.
 Q. For what reason?
A. Reason has nothing whatever to do with it Railway regulations.
 Q. How is it managed?
A. First, by refusing to issue the ticket for a particular train until that train is about to start, and a long, close-packed, and agitated queue of passengers is in waiting; secondly, by making the species of port-hole through which the tickets are issued so small that only one passenger at a time can obtain a ticket, and that slowly and with exceeding difficulty.
 Q. What are the results of these singular arrangements?
A. Uncomfortable hurry, great confusion, needless waiting, and frequent missing of trains. A traveller arriving in good time, must watchfully linger in a dreary and draughty corridor until it pleases the haughty young gentleman within the rabbit-hutch to raise the hatch thereof. A traveller arriving rather late, must take his place at the end of a long "tail" of eager and angry applicants, with much probability of getting his ticket just in time to lose his train. In any case, he has to stoop and shout his instructions through a little square hole into the reluctant ears of an austere being who is the victim of constitutional superciliousness and chronic disgust. This Diogenes in a box is generally hard of hearing, slow of understanding, and much readier with rude questions than with civil answers. When he deigns  after the delay due to his dignity  to understand you arright, he "chucks" your ticket at you in a manner suggestive of lofty contempt or deep resentment. If you require change, he "dabs" it down in a scattered heap, leaving you, if you are nervous or considerate, to claw it up hastily; or, if you are dogged or selfishly indifferent, to count it carefully. In the former case you may possibly be cheated. In the latter case you will certainly be hated  by the impatient crowd waiting behind you for their turn at the port-hole. In this dilemma, the printed notification, that you are requested to count your change before leaving, as no correction can subsequently be made, will probably strike you as sardonic, if not impertinent.
 Q. But has this painful process always to be gone through before you can obtain a railway ticket?
 A. Not in its entirety. At slack times, or in little-frequented Stations, you may escape certain of the worst passages in the ordeal. You will wait, of course; you will probably rap repeatedly and vainly at the wicket; you will certainly have to bow your head to the awkwardly-placed hole, and your spirit to the awkwardly-tempered ticket-clerk. But the hurried crush, the angry and sometimes militant crowd, the lost change, and the missed train  these, as the cream of the great Ticket Distributing Joke, are commonly reserved for the Stations you are most likely to have to attend, and the seasons when you will most probably be compelled to attend them.

 
Punch, 1882



next ...
 
Ratcliffe Highway
 
  Ratcliffe-highway — and Ratcliffe-highway by night! the head-quarters of unbridled vice and drunken violence — of all that is dirty, disorderly, and debased. Splash, dash, down comes the rain; but it must fall a deluge indeed to wash away even a portion of the filth to be found in this detestable place. Like a drab, it lies side by side with the river, who holds it in a foul embrace, kissing its rottenness with slimy lips, and receiving into its broad bosom a portion of the corruption it contains.
     In another paper it is our intention to describe the aspect of Ratcliffe-highway by day; our present business is with it by night  — a journey taken in the rain, to see something of the wild life it contains. Everything here, like the shops we have described in the Old Mint, has a character of its own — all the shopkeepers have but one object, but one endeavour — viz., to attract the eye of the sailor, and inveigle him within their doors. "Man," it has been said, "is a dupeable animal;" and "that there is scarcely one who may not, like the trout, be taken by tickling." This may or may not be true as regards the generality of mankind: but there can be little doubt of its truth when applied to "poor Jack." He cannot move a step along the pavement without stumbling upon some magnificent attraction — some man-trap placed there for his especial behoof — some quaint device or "artful dodge calculated to turn his silly head with wonder and delight — to draw the money from his capacious and ever-opening pocket. Here, now, is a bushy-whiskered, broad-chested fellow, with a face like a piece of elaborate carving in the very darkest mahogany; he is caught in a moment — that watch in the window has done his business. Twice has he essayed to pass the shop, but in vain; and he now stands eyeing the trinket with a look of comic irresolution. The watch is of large, nay vast proportions, and, with undeniable utility, combines much that is ornamental in the shape of a gorgeous, pictorial, and moral adornment — a ship in full sail, a stormy sea, and the motto, "Such is Life," making to the sailor's eye a pleasing allegory. There is a card attached to this treasure, setting forth other and more hidden virtues; it is as good as a chronometer; is jewelled in no end of holes; is engine-turned, and to be sold, as a matter of philanthropy, for merely the price of the silver-casing. Still irresolute, Jack half turns away; when the shopkeeper — a hawk-visaged Jew, who had his eye upon him from the first — puts forth his hand and removes the trinket from the window. It is enough — Jack hastily enters the shop, soon to emerge triumphant with his purchase. Ah! Jack, there are few dangers in thy adventurous life so hard to avoid as those that here encompass thee at every step. New rum was bad enough, but the old rum sold here is worse. Doctored porter and "jigger gin" will kill body and brain faster than arrack punch or sangaree; and though the sharks of Port Royal have keen eyes and sharp teeth, they are but novices in their trade compared to these — the sharks of Ratcliffe-highway!
     It is strange Jack's fondness for large watches — watches of pantomime dimensions — watches such as Gargantua might have used, whose manufacture Gulliver might have witnessed in the thriving kingdom of Brobdignag — watches similar to the one of which a legend exists, that its owner having late one night wound it up with the bed-key, it was found going the next morning as well as ever, the treatment having by no means disturbed its internal arrangements; or to another, of equal celebrity, whose proprietor could never wind it up at all when on shore, the operation disturbing the entire house in which he resided.
     What is this? A dram-shop, rendered doubly attractive by sundry pictorial embellishments of sailors dancing horn-pipes — sailors carousing with their sweethearts; a sailor with a huge punchbowl before him, crammed with guineas, and labelled "Prize-money!" which he is supposed to have brought home to his "Molly," — an exceedingly flighty-looking young woman, who might be very capable of making him grog, but never of washing his trowsers. Beneath these cartoons are sundry announcements; such as "Grand Concert held here every evening, admission 2d.;" "Le petit Elisa and le belle Pauline on the tight-rope" (the French of Ratcliffe-highway being decidedly French without a master);  "Mr. Darley will dance a hornpipe; and "the celebrated Mr. Towler, as the Maniac!" There is a very spirited drawing of Mr. Towler, in this, his favourite character, representing that gentleman in a thick and much-dishevelled head of hair, large staring eyes, and a suit of clothes in so dilapidated a condition that none but a maniac would have thought them worth putting on at all. He holds several yards of chain in his bands, and is glancing fiercely at a plump young lady dancing in a distant corridor, and who is evidently the cause of Mr. Towler's great internal and external disarrangement.
     Round the door of this temple of harmony — which, despite the weather, is filling rapidly — are grouped sailors of all kinds, and women of but one; here are mariners from every part of the globe — the negro from the Gold Coast; the lithe, active, tiger-cat Malay, with his voluble utterance, rapid gesticulation, and bright treacherous eyes; rough, weather-beaten men from the Arctic Seas; bronzed, hirsute fellows from the far Pacific Islands, or the burning coasts of Africa; ill-conditioned, careless-looking rascals from the American liners, who ask no questions, but man their vessels with refuse of all kinds,— the scurf of the earth, growls an old sailor, who has been impatiently surveying a group of these noisy-rioters.
     Shall we enter? No, not yet; "our friend" has another house in view, and so we proceed till we arrive at the commencement of New Gravel-lane. "All this is coming down", we are informed, and we utter a thanksgiving for the news as we pass down the lane, and glance at the dens of infamy — at the men and women with which these dens are peopled. "These are all sailors' lodging-houses." We glance at the right and left, and shudder: the "little cherub" must indeed keep a bright look out, who, in places such as these, "watches over the life of poor Jack." The women — look, here is one, a terrible sight to see — a drunken, screaming maniac, the wretched wreck of a woman, clinging to a post, and with hoarse, loud utterance, challenging the sailors as they pass, demanding "gin." Let her have it, in Pity's name — let her have oblivion at any price.

 
Watts Phillips, The Wild Tribes of London, 1855



next ...
 
Rats
 
  RATS! RATS! RATS!
 On Monday, the —, the Canine Fancy may make
 sure of a treat by dropping in at Billy Skunko's,
 THE TURNSPIT, QUAKER'S ALLEY, SOMERS TOWN.
 Rats in the pit at Half-past Eight precisely.
 Previous to the above entertainment, Mr. Chitley will sing his finch Peeler against Edward the Topyob's celebrated bird, for a pound a side. Cages uncovered at Eight. Plenty of rats on this occasion, with squeakers for youngsters and shy'uns. After the sports a harmonic meeting, with
 THE RENOWNED BILLY HIMSELF IN THE CHAIR.

 
handbill, from James Greenwood, The Wilds of London, 1874



Our first visit was to Turnham's, a pot-house in Newman Street, where extensive arrangements had been made for some badger drawing under the personal auspices of Bill George. In later years this canine authority developed into a trusted dog-provider to the nobility, and resided in the vicinity of Kensal Green; at the time of which I write his transactions in dog-flesh were of a more miscellaneous character, and, as he once told me with pride, a letter addressed "Bill George, Dog Stealer, London" would reach him without delay.
     Our next move was to Jimmy Shaw's, but whether it was to Windmill Street or to a new house he took when his old place was demolished (next to the stage door of the Lyric Theatre) I cannot recollect.
     Here rats in sackfuls were awaiting us, amongst other a rough-haired mongrel terrier, which not long previously had performed the astounding feat of killing 1,000 rats in an incredibly short space of time.
     To see 1,000 sewer rats not long in captivity together in a pit, after having seen each one counted out by an expert rat-catcher diving into a sack, is something my enlightened twentieth-century reader will never again see in London.

 
'One of the Old Brigade' (Donald Shaw), London in the Sixties, 1908 



next ...
 
Reading
 
  I am a white-wood toy-maker in a small way  that is, I make a variety of cheap articles  nothing beyond a penny  in sawed and planed pine wood. . . . To earn 22s. a week, you'll understand, there are four of us engaged — myself, my wife, my daughter and my son. My daughter is 18, and my son is 11. That is my boy, sir; he's reading the Family Friend just now; it's a little work I take in for my girl for her future benefit; there's many useful receipts in it concerning cooking and household medicines, and good moral instruction in it besides. My girl is as fond of reading as I am, and always was. I should take in a number of periodicals myself, only I can't afford to spend a penny on myself in that way; but I think it's my duty to take in some good work or other for my girl. My boy goes to school every evening and twice on a Sunday. I am willing they should find as much pleasure from reading as I have. In my illness I found books often lull my pain — yes! I have, indeed, for many hours and days. For nine months I couldn't handle a tool, and my only comfort was the love of my family and my books. I can't afford them. I have no wish to incur any extraneous expense, while the weight of the labour here lies on my family more than it does on myself. Over and over again, when I have been in acute pain with my thigh, a scientific book, or a work on history, or a volume of travels would carry my thoughts far away, and I should be happy in all my misery; I shouldn't know that I had a trouble, a care, or a pang to vex me. I always had a love of solid works. For an hour's light reading I have often turned to works of imagination, such as Milton's Paradise Lost' and Shakespeare's Plays; but I prefer science to poetry. I think every working man ought to be acquainted with the general sciences. If he is a mechanic, let his station be ever so simple, he will be sure to find the benefit of it. It gives a man a greater insight into the world and creation, and it makes his labour a pleasure and a pride to him, when he can work with his head as well as his hands. 

 
Henry Mayhew, Morning Chronicle, 1850



next ...
 
Recycling
 
  On a murky morning in November, wind north-east, a poor old woman with a wooden leg was seen struggling against the fitful gusts of the bitter breeze, along a stony zigzag road, full of deep and irregular cart-ruts. Her ragged petticoat was blue, and so was her wretched nose. A stick was in her left hand, which assisted her to dig and hobble her way along; and in her other hand, supported also beneath her withered arm, was a large rusty iron sieve. Dust and fine ashes filled up all the wrinkles in her face; and of these there were a prodigious number, for she was eighty-three years old. Her name was Peg Dotting.
     About a quarter of a mile distant, having a long ditch and a broken-down fence as a foreground, there rose against the muddled-gray sky, a huge Dust-heap of a dirty black color, being, in fact, one of those immense mounds of cinders, ashes, and other emptyings from dust-holes and bins, which have conferred celebrity on certain suburban neighborhoods of a great city. Toward this dusky mountain old Peg Dotting was now making her way.
     Advancing toward the Dust-heap by an opposite path, very narrow, and just reclaimed from the mud by a thick layer of freshly-broken flints, there came at the same time Gaffer Doubleyear, with his bone-bag slung over his shoulder. The rags of his coat fluttered in the east-wind, which also whistled keenly round his almost rimless hat, and troubled his one eye. The other eye, having met with an accident last week, he had covered neatly with an oyster-shell, which was kept in its place by a string at each side, fastened through a hole. He used no staff to help him along, though his body was nearly bent double, so that his face was constantly turned to the earth, like that of a four-footed creature. He was ninety-seven years of age. As these two patriarchal laborers approached the great Dust-heap, a discordant voice hallooed to them from the top of a broken wall. It was meant as a greeting of the morning, and proceeded from little Jem Clinker, a poor deformed lad, whose back had been broken when a child. His nose and chin were much too large for the rest of his face, and he had lost nearly all his teeth from premature decay. But he had an eye gleaming with intelligence and life, and an expression at once patient and hopeful. He had balanced his misshapen frame on the top of the old wall, over which one shriveled leg dangled, as if by the weight of a hob-nailed boot that covered a foot large enough for a plowman.
     In addition to his first morning's salutation of his two aged friends, he now shouted out in a tone of triumph and self-gratulation, in which he felt assured of their sympathy —
     "Two white skins, and a tor'shell-un!"
     It may be requisite to state that little Jem Clinker belonged to the dead-cat department of the Dust-heap, and now announced that a prize of three skins, in superior condition, had rewarded him for being first in the field.
     He was enjoying a seat on the wall, in order to recover himself from the excitement of his good fortune.
     At the base of the great Dust-heap the two old people now met their young friend — a sort of great-grandson by mutual adoption — and they at once joined the party who had by this time assembled as usual, and were already busy at their several occupations.
     But besides all these, another individual, belonging to a very different class, formed a part of the scene, though appearing only on its outskirts. A canal ran along at the rear of the Dust-heap, and on the banks of its opposite side slowly wandered by — with hands clasped and hanging down in front of him, and eyes bent vacantly upon his hands — the forlorn figure of a man, in a very shabby great-coat, which had evidently once belonged to one in the position of a gentleman. And to a gentleman it still belonged — but in what a position! A scholar, a man of wit, of high sentiment, of refinement, and a good fortune withal  — now by a sudden turn of law bereft of the last only, and finding that none of the rest, for which (having his fortune) he had been so much admired, enabled him to gain a livelihood. His title-deeds had been lost or stolen, and so he was bereft of everything he possessed. He had talents, and such as would have been profitably available had he known how to use them for his new purpose; but he did not; he was misdirected; he made fruitless efforts in his want of experience; and he was now starving. As he passed the great Dust-heap, he gave one vague, melancholy gaze that way, and then looked wistfully into the canal. And he continued to look into the canal as he slowly moved along, till he was out of sight.
     A Dust-heap of this kind is often worth thousands of pounds. The present one was very large and very valuable. It was in fact a large hill, and being in the vicinity of small suburb cottages, it rose above them like a great black mountain. Thistles, groundsel, and rank grass grew in knots on small parts which had remained for a long time undisturbed; crows often alighted on its top, and seemed to put on their spectacles and become very busy and serious; flocks of sparrows often made predatory descents upon it; an old goose and gander might sometimes he seen following each other up its side, nearly midway; pigs rooted around its base,— and now and then, one bolder than the rest would venture some way up, attracted by the mixed odors of some hidden marrow-bone enveloped in a decayed cabbage-leaf — a rare event, both of these articles being unusual oversights of the Searchers below.
     The principal ingredient of all these Dust-heaps is fine cinders and ashes; but as they are accumulated from the contents of all the dust-holes and bins of the vicinity, and as many more as possible, the fresh arrivals in their original state present very heterogeneous materials. We cannot better describe them than by presenting a brief sketch of the different departments of the Searchers and Sorters, who are assembled below to busy themselves upon the mass of original matters which are shot out from the carts of the dustmen.
     The bits of coal, the pretty numerous results of accident and servants' carelessness, are picked out, to be sold forthwith; the largest and best of the cinders are also selected, by another party, who sell them to laundresses, or to braziers (for whose purposes coke would do as well;) and the next sort of cinders, called the breeze, because it is left after the wind has blown the finer cinders through an upright sieve, is sold to the brick-makers.
     Two other departments, called the "soft-ware" and the "hard-ware," are very important. The former includes all vegetable and animal matters — everything that will decompose. These are selected and bagged at once, and carried off as soon as possible, to be sold as manure for plowed land, wheat, barley, &c. Under this head, also, the dead cats are comprised. They are generally the perquisites of the women searchers. Dealers come to the wharf, or dust-field, every evening; they give sixpence for a white cat, fourpence for a colored cat, and for a black one according to her quality. The "hard-ware" includes all broken pottery pans, crockery, earthenware, oyster-shells, &c., which are sold to make new roads.
     The bones are selected with care, and sold to the soap-boiler. He boils out the fat and marrow first, for special use, and the bones are then crushed and sold for manure.
     Of rags, the woollen rags are bagged and sent off for hop-manure; the white linen rags are washed, and sold to make paper, &c.
     The "tin things" are collected and put into an oven with a grating at the bottom, so that the solder which unites the parts melts, and runs through into a receiver. This is sold separately; the detached pieces of tin are then sold to be melted up with old iron, &c.
     Bits of old brass, lead, &c., are sold to be molted up separately, or in the mixture of ores.
     All broken glass vessels, as cruets, mustard-pots, tumblers, wine-glasses, bottles, &c., are sold to the old-glass shops.
     As for any articles of jewelry, silver spoons, forks, thimbles, or other plate and valuables, they are pocketed off-hand by the first finder. Coins of gold and silver are often found, and many "coppers."
     Meantime, everybody is hard at work near the base of the great Dust-heap. A certain number of cart-loads having been raked and searched for all the different things just described, the whole of it now undergoes the process of sifting. The men throw up the stuff, and the women sift it.

 
Household Words, 1850







next ...
 
 Rollerskating
 
  Yet another skating rink! No sooner has Professor Gamgee turned the Floating Swimming-Bath by Charing-cross Bridge into the "Floating Glaciarium" or Real Ice Rink, than we hear of a new West-End Rink of the handsomest description. The Dungannon-Cottage Marble Rink at Knightsbridge (like "The Marble" on the other side of the water) offers to Plimptonians a surface the smoothness of which is unrivalled save by a clear sheet of ice. How beautifully Dungannon Cottage has been fitted-up, by an enterprising gentleman for this healthy if hazardous exercise devotés to the roller-skate will quickly find out for themselves. A praiseworthy feature of this new marble rink is that "ladies desiring to chaperon their daughters" are granted a season-ticket for a merely nominal charge. To give spirit and zest to the skating, an excellent band discourses good music. Success to the Dungannon!

 
Penny Illustrated Paper, 1876



LONDON SKATING RINKS

 At Ebury-street, Eton-square; at Addison-road; at Camberwell New Road (near L.C. and D. station); at South Kensington (entrance in Thistle-grove); at The Standard Theatre; at Royal-avenue, King's-road, Chelsea; at Oxford-circus; at Highbury (opposite the station); at Kennington-oval; at Brixton; at Harely-road (near Swiss Cottage station); "The Blaize" (close to Swiss Cottage station); "The Empress" (Tichborne-street, Piccadilly); at Cambridge-heath-road (opposite the station); "The Kennington" (71, New-street, Kennington Park-road); "The City" (Little Moorfields); "The Marble" (Clapham-road); at Clapham Junction (adjoining the station); "The South Metropolitan" (Blackfriars-road); at Dungannon Cottage (Knightsbridge); at Lillie-bridge; at the Crystal Palace and Cremorne Gardens; at "The Holborn" (late Amphitheatre); and at "The Floating Glaciarium" (foot of Northumberland-avenue, Charing-cross) nine a.m to ten p.m. The Real-Ice Skating-Rink is at the Old Clock House, King's-road, Chelsea; and the Charing-cross Floating Bath has also been temporarily transformed into real-ice skating-rink. 

 
The Penny Illustrated Paper,1877



Late in the seventies of our century the social craze of what was called 'rinkomania' set in. Any available buildings were laid down with floors more or less lubricated, on which the sons and daughters of the various sections of the great middle class, shod with a peculiar adaptation of wheels, slipped about, and called it skating. These resorts were no doubt admirably conducted. Acquaintances made at them were probably blameless. They often perhaps ended in blissful and desirable marriage. But not without a shock to her sense of maternal propriety did the English matron of old-fashioned ideas see, or hear of, her daughter being twirled round in the arms of some youth just introduced, or perhaps without even the preliminary of that easy form. the young woman could cite plausible precedent for the process. The most fond and nervous of mothers suffered her fears to be allayed. No evil, and it may be hoped some good, to mind and body, came perhaps from these experiences.
     It was, nevertheless, an innovation on the usage of generations to which bygone ancestors and ancestresses would not readily have reconciled themselves. In plain words it signified the revolt of the sons and daughters of the middle class against their exclusion from modes of social enjoyment that to their contemporaries slightly above them in the social scale had long been allowed.

 
T.H.S Escott Social Transformations of the Victorian Age, 1897



next ...
 
 Rotten Row, Hyde Park
 
   Hundreds of equestrians, ladies and gentlemen, gallop to and fro. How fresh and rosy these English girls are! How firmly they sit! What splendid forms and expressive features! Free, fresh, bold, and natural. The blue veil flutters, and so does the riding-habit; a word to the horse and movement of the bridle, and they gallop on, nodding to friends to the right and left, the happiness of youth expressed in face and form, and no idea, no thought, for the thousand sorrows of this earth. A man of a harmless and merry mind may pass a happy summer's evening in looking at this the most splendid of all female cavalcades but he who has become conscious of those all-pervading sufferings of humanity which, felt through thousands of years, denied through thousands of years, and asserted only within the last few years by the millions of our earth — he who has pressed this thorny knowledge of the world to his heart, let him avoid this spot of happiness-breathing splendour, lest the thorns wound him more severely still. Then comes an old man, with his horse walking at a slow pace, his low hat pushed back that the white hair on his temples may have the benefit of the breeze. His head bent forward, the bridle dangling in a hand weak with age, the splendour of the eyes half-dimmed, his cheeks sunken, wrinkles round his mouth and on his forehead, his aquiline nose bony and protruding; who does not know him? His horse walks gently on the sand; every one takes off his hat; the young horse-women get out of his way; and the Duke smiles to the right and to the left. Few persons can boast of so happy a youth as this old man's age. He turns round the corner; the long broad row becomes still more crowded; large groups of ten or twenty move up and down; fast riding is quite out of the question, when all of a sudden a couple come forward at a quick pace. There is room for them and their horses in the midst of Rotten-row, however full it may be, for every one is eager to make way for them: it is the Queen and her husband, without martial pomp and splendour, without a single naked sword within sight. The crowd closes in behind her; the young women appear excited; the old men smile with great glee at seeing their Queen in such good health. Dandies in marvellous trowsers, incredible waistcoats, and stunning ties, put up their glasses; the anglers on the lake crowd to one side in order to see the Queen; the nursery-maids, the babies, and the boys with their hoops come up to the railings; the grass plots, where just now large groups of people sat chatting, are left vacant, and the shades of the evening are over the park. The sun is going down behind the trees; its parting rays rest on the Crystal Palace with a purple and golden glare, whose reflection falls on Rotten-row and its horse-men.  

 
 Max Schlesinger, Saunterings in London, 1853



next ...
 
 St. James's Park
 
  St. James's Park joins the southeast corner of the Green-park, and is little more than an enclosed garden, nearly half of which is occupied by a shallow piece of ornamental water, probably the safest for skating in London. The Mall, a broad walk planted with elms, limes, and planes, runs along the north side, and gets its name from the game formerly played there. On the east side is the parade-ground of the Horse Guards, where the guard is trooped daily at 11 a.m. One of the oddest sights in London is afforded by the colony of gingerbread and sweetstuff stalls in the north-east corner of the park, at the back of Carlton House-terrace. There is a large consumption of curds and whey, and of milk fresh from the cow, at these primitive restaurants, and the cows which are tethered to the stalls give an air of reality to the promises of their proprietors. NEAREST Railway Station, St. James's-pk; Omnibus Route Regent-street, Parliament-street, and Victoria-street.

 
Charles Dickens (Jr.), Dickens's Dictionary of London, 1879



next ...
 
 Samuel Scott, The American Diver
 
  Yesterday afternoon, shortly after 2 o'clock, great excitement pervaded the western portion of the metropolis by a rumour that Scott, "the American diver," who had of late become so notorious by his extraordinary feats, had met with his death during the performance of his customary evolutions prior to taking his dive from the summit of Waterloo-bridge into the Thames. It appears that in the morning a placard, of which the following is a copy, had been posted throughout the metropolis:—
     "Challenge to the world for 100 guineas! Monday next, Jan.11th, 1841, and during the week, Samuel Scott, the American Diver, will run from Godfrey's, White Lion, Drury-lane, to Waterloo-bridge, and leap into the water, 40 feet high from the bridge, and return back within the hour every day during the week, between 1 and 2 o'clock. S. Scott will be in attendance every day at the above house, open to any wager."
     This notice drew, long before the time appointed, thousands of persons to Waterloo-bridge, and at five minutes past 2 o'clock Scott, accompanied by several persons, arrived on the bridge. He was merely attired in a blue striped shirt and white canvass trowsers, and had on neither shoes nor stockings. On his arrival there could not have been less than from 8,000 to 10,000 persons assembled upon the bridge and along the banks of the river to witness his extraordinary performance. Immediately over the second arch on the Middlesex side and nearest to Somerset-house, was erected a species of scaffolding, composed for two upright poles, and three others crossing them at intervals of about four or five feet, the entire height of which above the balustrades being about 10 feet. Scott appeared as usual, firm and undaunted, and made several jocular remarks to those around him. Having ascended the scaffolding, he attached the rope he carried with him, which was about 10 feet long, to the uppermost cross pole, and after placing some tin boxes round the necks of several of his friends who were to collect money for him, proceeded to commence his performance, observing, "Why you all appear to be cranky." He first put his head into a noose of the rope, and suspended himself for a minute or two; after which he placed his feet in a similar position, and swung with his head downwards. He again mounted the top beam of the scaffold, and, taking a handkerchief off his head, placed it on the top of one of the perpendicular poles. He then seized the rope, and placing it round his neck, exclaimed at the top of his voice, "Now I'll show you once more how to dance upon air before I dive." The unfortunate man again let himself down to the extremity of the rope with his head in the noose, but had scarcely hung more than three or four minutes when a person named Brown observed that he much feared the man had hung himself in reality, as animation appeared suspended. To this one of Scott's friends replied, "Oh, he has not hung half his time yet." In two or three minutes after, however, shouts were heard in all directions of "Cut him down." Mr. Brown immediately ascended and raised the poor fellow's arm, which on being let go fell heavily back to its original position by his side. This gave convincing proof of the suspension of animation, and renewed cries were raised from all quarters of "Cut him down, cut him down." Some time elapsed before a knife could be procured, and then two persons ascended the ladder, and with the aid of some of the F division of police, succeeded in cutting the man down. Mr. Havers, surgeon of the York-road, and another medical gentleman who happened to be upon the spot, immediately stepped forward and opened the jugular vein, and also a vein in the arm, but only a few drops of blood followed; and to all appearances Scott was lifeless. A cart was then procured, in which he was conveyed with all possible speed, followed by hundreds of persons, to Charing-cross Hospital. On his admission, it was ascertained by Dr. Golding, the senior physician of the institution, that life was not quite extinct. Under that gentleman's direction, the unfortunate man was, in the first place, subject to the galvanic process; secondly, cupped between the shoulders; and then, lastly, placed into a warm bath, in which he had been but a few seconds when it was ascertained that the vital spark had fled.
     Scott was a remarkably fine young man, about 30 years of age, and, although he called himself an American, was supposed to be a native of Deptford, where, he, together with his wife, was residing. She was not, as was her usual custom, with him on the present occasion; but information, however, of the melancholy affair was immediately despatched to her on its result becoming known.
     The cause of the occurrence is not to be attributed, as it was generally rumoured, to the unfortunate man having indulged in drinking prior to his undertaking his perilous exhibition, but to the mere accidental circumstances of the knot in the noose having slipped from under his chin in such a manner as to produce suffocation. It will be remembered, that a similar accident occurred to the celebrated Blackmore, and which almost terminated fatally, a few years since, whilst performing his evolutions at Vauxhall-gardens.
     The body awaits a coroner's inquest.

 
The Times, 1841



next ...
 
 Sea Water Baths
 
  SEA-WATER BATHS. — question of the possibility of providing a regular supply of sea-water to the metropolis for bathing purposes has long exercised the ingenuity of projectors. Indeed, things at one time went so far, that it was in contemplation to form a company to lay a gigantic pipe to Brighton for the purpose of turning the Channel waters on to London in much the same way as the waters of Loch Katrine are laid on to Glasgow. For the present, however, this and other schemes of almost equal grandeur remain in abeyance — possibly in consequence of that uncomfortable want of confidence with which the investing public has of late years been so much afflicted. It has occurred to the manager of the Great Eastern Railway Company that, if the sea cannot be brought to London wholesale, something might be done to organise its transmission by instalments. Accordingly, sea-water from Lowestoft will be delivered daily, except Sundays, at any station on the railway, or at any address within the ordinary cartage delivery of the Company in London or the country at one uniform price of sixpence for every three gallons (in London quantities of not less than 12 gallons) payable on delivery. The vessels containing the water are perfectly tight, well corked, and fitted with a handle to admit of their being easily carried upstairs; they are left by the Company's carmen, if required, for the convenience of the consignee, and called for afterwards without extra charge. Orders can be sent by post to the Sea-Water Office, 138, Bishopsgate St.Without, E.C.; to the stationmaster at Lowestoft, or given verbally to any stationmaster on the railway, or to the carmen when delivering or fetching the vessels. The water is got from the sea at Lowestoft by means of pipes extending into deep water. It is delivered by the Company between 8 and 12 in the morning, as, for the present, it is only brought into London by the night mail passenger train. If, however, it he found that this does not meet the requirements of the public, arrangements will be made for its conveyance by any passing train, so that delivery can made the same day as it is take from the sea. Hotels, schools, hospitals, and other places in London requiring large quantities of sea-water can be supplied by water-carts filled from tank trucks specially constructed to plying between Lowestoft and London.

 
Dickens's Dictionary of London, c.1908



next ...
 
 Secret Vice
 
  Of the two forms of immorality, secret vice is not the least destructive. We have been urged from the most influential quarters not to pass by this painful subject. We have before us a collection of letters and testimonies which, if we dared to print them, would astound every reader. This vice, in the opinion of many who know the secrets of young men, is at the bottom of more misery than any other. It is generally learnt early at school, and when it gets a hold is rarely shaken off. Its results are in many cases complete collapse of body and mind. It is the cause of nearly all premature break-downs among young men, and every lunatic asylum is full of its victims. The feeling of hopelessness and degradation which it speedily engenders is of the most intolerable kind, and often leads to suicide. The opinion of one whose name, were we permitted to give it, would carry great weight is that it is the great cause of suicide. On this painful subject two things need to be said very plainly —
     1. That it is necessary for parents and teachers to warn their sons against this ruinous practice and its consequences. We do not think there can be any doubt about this, whatever difference of opinion  there may be on other subjects. We are glad to say that young men's Christian associations are becoming alive to this and are taking means to warn and to save young men. We have found the chief workers among young men in London very much alive on this subject, and doing their part.
     2. That advertising quacks are as numerous and as dangerous as ever. There is an impression that they have been less active of late years, and that respectable journals now refuse their advertisements. As a matter of fact this is not so. Now, young men should be told that they will never, under any circumstances, get any help from these men, but harm, and harm only.

 
Tempted London: Young Men, 1889



Self Abuse in Women.— Dr. Horatio R. Storer has an article n the Western Journal of Medicine, on this subject, in which he enunciates opinions which are a disgrace to the profession of medicine and a libel on the women of America. The following is his statement:
     "Now I venture to say at the outset, that self abuse in women is not of rare occurrence; that it prevails alike in those who are married and who are unmarried; in the young, and in the old; that it is not necessarily a vice, nor primary, but that it may be the result of physical causes, and therefore is amenable to moral than to physical treatment; that it is not always a sign of partial insanity, its effect or its cause; that while far less frequently than in the male, productive of extreme nervous exhaustion, it is even more frequently than in him productive of partial or extreme nervous irritation, explaining many of the cases of so-called hysteria; and that in many instances the habit initiates from no normal or abnormal longing of the woman's own heart, from no direct or indirect physical sensation upon her part, from no endeavor to simulate previous sexual intercourse had with husband or lover, but from manual caresses conferred by some half-timid man, or from the measures injudiciously or too frequently employed, however honestly, by a medical attendant, or from certain legitimate and very common employments of life, such for instance, as the use of the sewing-machine. I have space but for a few words as to the causation of self abuse in women. The greater portion of my remarks I shall endeavor to devote to its rational treatment.
       "It may be permitted me here to say, that the views that I shall present are the result, not of thought alone, but of many hundreds of confessions, and many years observation of sick women. I acknowledge freely that the statements of women concerning sexual matters are often to be received with extreme caution, but I would call attention on the other hand to the fact that here, as elsewhere, a single positive case outweighs very many negative ones. With reference to the frequency of the habit to which I am alluding, it is as with the somewhat co-relative question of the frequency of criminal abortion. Both of them are matters of very delicate character ; concerning both of them, physician and patient would gladly preserve silence, were it not that by this means the evils referred to with all their train of deplorable results, would be sure to proceed unchecked. The frequency of unjustifiable abortion, is now recognized by every medical man, and reform is rapidly taking place. Ten years ago, howerer, the situation was very different. Upon my directing the attention of the profession to the matter in a paper read before the Suffolk District Medical Society at Boston, I think in 1856, I presented tables based upon confessions made to me within a given time by patients, said patients being married well to do in life, and professing, for the most part, to hold by the tenets of religion. In answer to my paper, the evidence of which was irresistible, one of our oldest and most influential physicians, at that time Professor in Harvard University, felt called upon to express his astonishment and doubt, in as much as during some forty years or more of practice, he had never known a single case of criminal abortion.   The method of adjustment of our diverging experience I commend to the attention of all who may suppose that self abuse is comparatively unknown among women. My statements to the Society, as I have said, were based upon the confessions of patients. I asked the gentleman if, during his long experience, he had ever questioned a woman if her abortion had been an intentional one. "I consider, Sir, that I should have insulted her by so doing," was the reply. To obtain positive evidence in these matters, the physician must seek it; obtained, as I have said, the experience of the seeker will outweigh that of all who cross over and pass on the other side, without inquiry."
     It is probable that there are some cases of self abuse in woman, but these are very rare. I have taken occasion to make inquiry in such quarters as would be most likely to give definite information, in regard to two classes. The one had been for many years a teacher in a female college, the other was a noted courtezan, and for a dozen years the keeper of a house of prostitution. The answers were in both cases alike, "self abuse in women is of rare occurrence." The sexual orgasm is rarely strong in women, say in not more than ten per cent., and even in these cases, it is frequently associated with a strong will. It is my experience that such opinions grow out of a prurient imagination. As to the "many hundreds of confessions," which establish the fact of self abuse in women beyond peradventure, it sounds fishy for one small young man, and we would like to hear from some of his Boston confreres on the same subject. It is barely possible that the virtuous land of the pilgrims offers an exception in this respect, to more favored portions of our country.
  

Eclectic Medical Journal, 1867



next ...
 
Seven Dials
 
  The stranger who finds himself in 'The Dials' for the first time, and stands Belzoni-like, at the entrance of seven obscure passages, uncertain which to take, will see enough around him to keep his curiosity and attention awake for no inconsiderable time. From the irregular square into which he has plunged, the streets and courts dart in all directions, until they are lost in the unwholesome vapour which hangs over the house-tops, and renders the dirty perspective uncertain and confined; and lounging at every corner, as if they came there to take a few gasps of such fresh air as has found its way so far, but is too much exhausted already, to be enabled to force itself into the narrow alleys around, are groups of people, whose appearance and dwellings would fill any mind but a regular Londoner's with astonishment. On one side, a little crowd has collected round a couple of ladies, who having imbibed the contents of various 'three-outs' of gin and bitters in the course of the morning, have at length differed on some point of domestic arrangement, and are on the eve of settling the quarrel satisfactorily, by an appeal to blows, greatly to the interest of other ladies who live in the same house, and tenements adjoining, and who are all partisans on one side or other. 
     'Vy don't you pitch into her, Sarah?' exclaims one half-dressed matron, by way of encouragement. 
     'Vy don't you? if MY 'usband had treated her with a drain last night, unbeknown to me, I'd tear her precious eyes out — a wixen!'
     'What's the matter, ma'am?' inquires another old woman, who has just bustled up to the spot.
     'Matter!' replies the first speaker, talking AT the obnoxious combatant, 'matter! Here's poor dear Mrs. Sulliwin, as has five blessed children of her own, can't go out a charing for one arternoon, but what hussies must be a comin', and 'ticing avay her oun' 'usband, as she's been married to twelve year come next Easter Monday, for I see the certificate ven I vas a drinkin' a cup o' tea vith her, only the werry last blessed Ven'sday as ever was sent. I 'appen'd to say promiscuously, "Mrs. Sulliwin," says I — '
     'What do you mean by hussies?' interrupts a champion of the other party, who has evinced a strong inclination throughout to get up a branch fight on her own account ('Hooroar,' ejaculates a pot-boy in parenthesis, 'put the kye-bosk on her, Mary!'), 'What do you mean by hussies?' reiterates the champion.
     'Niver mind,' replies the opposition expressively, 'niver mind; YOU go home, and, ven you're quite sober, mend your stockings.' 
     This somewhat personal allusion, not only to the lady's habits of intemperance, but also to the state of her wardrobe, rouses her utmost ire, and she accordingly complies with the urgent request of the bystanders to 'pitch in,' with considerable alacrity. The scuffle became general, and terminates, in minor play-bill phraseology, with 'arrival of the policemen, interior of the station-house, and impressive DENOUEMENT.'
     In addition to the numerous groups who are idling about the gin-shops and squabbling in the centre of the road, every post in the open space has its occupant, who leans against it for hours, with listless perseverance. It is odd enough that one class of men in London appear to have no enjoyment beyond leaning against posts. We never saw a regular bricklayer's labourer take any other recreation, fighting excepted. Pass through St. Giles's in the evening of a week-day, there they are in their fustian dresses, spotted with brick-dust and whitewash, leaning against posts. Walk through Seven Dials on Sunday morning: there they are again, drab or light corduroy trousers, Blucher boots, blue coats, and great yellow waistcoats, leaning against posts. The idea of a man dressing himself in his best clothes, to lean against a post all day! 
     The peculiar character of these streets, and the close resemblance each one bears to its neighbour, by no means tends to decrease the bewilderment in which the unexperienced wayfarer through 'the Dials' finds himself involved. He traverses streets of dirty, straggling houses, with now and then an unexpected court composed of buildings as ill-proportioned and deformed as the half-naked children that wallow in the kennels. Here and there, a little dark chandler's shop, with a cracked bell hung up behind the door to announce the entrance of a customer, or betray the presence of some young gentleman in whom a passion for shop tills has developed itself at an early age: others, as if for support, against some handsome lofty building, which usurps the place of a low dingy public-house; long rows of broken and patched windows expose plants that may have flourished when 'the Dials' were built, in vessels as dirty as 'the Dials' themselves; and shops for the purchase of rags, bones, old iron, and kitchen-stuff, vie in cleanliness with the bird-fanciers and rabbit-dealers, which one might fancy so many arks, but for the irresistible conviction that no bird in its proper senses, who was permitted to leave one of them, would ever come back again. Brokers' shops, which would seem to have been established by humane individuals, as refuges for destitute bugs, interspersed with announcements of day-schools, penny theatres, petition-writers, mangles, and music for balls or routs, complete the 'still life' of the subject; and dirty men, filthy women, squalid children, fluttering shuttlecocks, noisy battledores, reeking pipes, bad fruit, more than doubtful oysters, attenuated cats, depressed dogs, and anatomical fowls, are its cheerful accompaniments. 

 
 Charles Dickens, Sketches by Boz, 1836



The Clock House on the Dials, now an apparently well-conducted pot-house, was in those days a hotbed of villainy. The king of pickpockets there held his nightly levee, and the half-dozen constables within view would no more have thought of entering it than they would the cage of a cobra.
     If a man lost a dog, the reward was offered there; if one's watch disappeared, it was there that immediate application was desirable; and if the emissary was not "saucy" he might with luck save it from the melting-pot that simmered all day and all night within fifty feet of Aldridge's horse repository.
     The walk through the Dials after dark was an act none but a lunatic would have attempted, and the betting that he ever emerged with his shirt was 1,000 to 60. A swaggering ass named Corrigan, whose personal bravery was not assessed as highly by the public, once undertook for a wager to walk the entire length of Great Andrew Street at midnight, and if molested to annihilate his assailants.
     The half-dozen doubters who awaited his advent in the Broadway were surprised about 1 a.m. to see him running as fast as he could put legs to the ground, with only the remnant of a shirt on him; after recovering his breath and his courage he proceeded to describe the terrific slaughter he has inflicted on an innumerable number of assailants.

 
'One of the Old Brigade' (Donald Shaw), London in the Sixties, 1908



next ...
 
Shooting Galleries
 
  Samuel Porter, 38, a gentleman described as an engineer of Magheramorne, Ireland, was charged on Tuesday with unlawfully shooting Charles Cresswell, an attendant at one of the rifle saloons of the Royal Aquarium, Westminster. Mr. E. Duncan Rymer, solicitor, who appeared for the accused said he wished at the outset to say that no one regretted this sad occurrence more than his client did. It will be shown that it was a pure accident. — Mr. Safford, the chief clerk, mentioned that the injured man was in Westminster hospital, and he was informed progressing favourably. — Inspector Noviss deposed that at a quarter to nine o'clock on Monday night, he was on duty at the Aquarium and was called to the shooting-gallery, where he found one of the attendants named Cresswell, lying on his back with a bullet-wound in the left breast. The defendant was pointed out as the person who had shot the man. Mr. Porter, who  appearance greatly distressed, said he was handed a pistol by Cresswell, and it went off accidentally. He (the inspector) had examined and produced the pistol. He found that there was no trigger guard, and scarcely any trigger. The slightest pressure would discharge the weapon. — Mr. Rymer observed that it was a most dangerous weapon to be used in a place of public entertainment. — The magistrate, after examining the pistol, said he quite agreed with Mr. Rymer's opinion. There was no guard to it, and if a man took it up with the least pressure it must explode. It appeared that the attendant handed the pistol to the accused with the barrel pointed at his own breast. It was a more deplorable accident, but the defendant was not to blame in the least. He was discharged.

 
Lloyd's Weekly Newspaper, 1891



POLICEMAN SHOT IN HOLBORN. — David Purcell, 44, confectioner, 39, Verulam-street, Holborn, was charged with being drunk and discharging an air-gun in Leather-lane, to the common danger of the public. Police-constable Scoveil, 471 G, said that on the afternoon of Good Friday he was on duty in Leather-lane, and noticed the prisoner at a shooting-gallery stall. On getting some twelve yards past the stall, he felt something strike the back of his helmet. He turned round sharp, and saw the prisoner with an air-gun to his shoulder, the muzzle pointing at witness. The prisoner, who was under the influence of drink, said he knew nothing about it. The pellet lodging inside the helmet. In defence, the Prisoner said he was having "four shots a penny" and was twisting the gun round, when it went off accidentally. It was stated that the prisoner had only come out of gaol on Thursday. There were several previous convictions against the prisoner for assaults. Mr. Horace Smith now sent Purcell to prison for six months for assaulting the constable.

 
Reynolds's Newspaper, 1894



next ...
 
Shopkeepers' Greek
 
  One thing is certain, that manufacturers and shopkeepers are becoming remarkably prone to the use of fine hard unknown names. An 'emporium' sounds much more important than a 'shop;' ergo, it is better to keep an emporium than a shop; ergo, it is desirable to give your shop the dignity of an emporium. But it is in the names of commodities that this superhuman learning shows itself: we do not know how great our Greek and Latin knowledge is until we have studied the sign-boards and shop advertisements. Nor is it merely Greek and Latin; there are French, and Italian, and original, and composite names in good store. Let us see around us a little.
      The names which manufacturers give to their woven goods are so capricious, that we cannot fix them down under any rule at all. Sometimes the name is an elaborate combination of Greek or Latin syllables, to denote in some degree the quality of the cloth; sometimes it is an imported French, or Italian, or Spanish name; frequently it is the name of a town or a district; quite as frequently it is the name of a person. Among cotton goods we find 'saccharillas,' 'nainsooks,' 'tarlatans,' 'surougs," grandvilles,' 'Selampores,' 'denims,' 'panos da Costa,' 'Polynesian swansdown' (did the cotton come from the breast of a swan, and did it grow in Polynesia?) 'doeskins, and moleskins, and lambskins'  'coutils,' and a host of other queer examples. The woollen and worsted people are not less liberal in nomenclature, for they give us 'anti-rheumatic flannel,' 'swanskin,' 'valencias,' 'reversible Witneys,' 'double-surfaced beavers,' 'Himalayas,' 'satin-face doeskins' (a doe would hardly know herself with such a face), 'fur Janus beavers,' 'Moscow beavers,' 'Alpa Vicunas,' 'three-point Mackinaws,' 'barege-de-laine,' 'Saxes Coburgs,' 'Orleans,' 'napped pilots,' 'double Napiers,' 'elephanta ribs,' 'elephant beavers' (unknown to naturalists, certainly), 'rhinoceros skins,' 'paramattas', 'barracans,' 'moskittos,' stockinettes,' wildboars,' 'aravenas ponchos,' 'princettas,' 'plain backs,' 'fear-noughts,' 'chameleons,' 'figured Amazonians,' 'alpaca incas and madelinas,' 'velillos,' and 'cristales,' and 'cubicas,' 'Circassians,' 'madonnas,' 'balzarines,'  'durants,' and 'cotillions,' 'Genappes,' 'Henriettas,' 'rumswizzles' — all, be it observed, varieties of woollen and worsted goods. Nor do the silk-weavers forget to supply us with 'mayonettes,' 'diaphanes,' 'glace gros d'Afrique,' 'brocatelles,' 'barrattheas,' 'armoyine royales,' Balmorals,' 'paraphantons,' 'Radzimores,' 'moiré antiques,' 'Algerias,'  'levantines,' and other oddly-named goods. The flax-folks, too, have their own favourite list; such as 'dowlases,' 'ducks,' 'drills,' 'huckabacks,' 'gray Baden Badens,' 'diapers,' 'drabbets,' 'tickings," 'crankies,' 'commodores,' 'Wellingtons,' 'towellings,' 'dusters,' 'paddings,' 'Osnaburgs,' 'ficklenburgs', 'Silesias,' 'platillas,' 'estopillas,' 'bretanas,' 'creas legitimas,' &c.
      The boot-and-shoe fraternity have their own list of fine names. We talk not of the 'red morocco leg patent goloshed vandyked button boot,' or the 'ladies' ottoman silk goloshed elastic button gaiter,' because these are simply heapings-up of words one upon another, to astound the purchaser with a verbal crash. But the 'soccopedes elasticus' is much more classical : do we not feel at once, even in the very words, the softness of the ladies' elastic silk-boots? Our old friends the 'acmé' boots seem to have died away, and all we can recollect concerning them, is the first two lines of some beautiful poetry which the bootmaker addressed to his customers :—
          Acmé boots and shoes you'll find 
          Better than any other kind.
      The 'pannuscorium boots' ought surely to be worn by every Latin school-boy; and the 'resilient boots' are little less worthy of attention.
      The tailors beat the bootmakers hollow in their Latin and Greek. The 'subclavian sector' is tremendous — it sounds so surgical-like; it is, however, very innocent — nothing more than a tailor's measure. And a tailor's measure, likewise, is the 'registered symmetrometer.' We are afraid to say how many learned names besides 'siphonia' are given to waterproof garments. The 'unique habit,' cut in one piece, and having no seam on the top of the shoulder, or the outside of the arm, or down the middle of the back, is one among many examples of an ambitious kind of tailoring; of which Mr Watts's 'complete coat, trousers, and waistcoat, in one piece, without any seam,' is another. And if 'unique' be a good name, why not 'bis-unique?' There is, accordingly, the 'bis-unique or reversible garment,' a cunning device, which presents two sides: you turn your coat or vest inside out, and present another surface of a different colour, both surfaces being prepared and finished sufficiently for external show. The 'Anaxyridian trousers' we have already duly honoured, and have only to hope that the wearers, depending abidingly on the soundness of the Greek, will find that the trousers 'remain as a fixture to the heel without straps or braces.' The bis-unique theory is carried to P. further stage by another tailor, for he has coined the name 'monomeroskiton' — long enough to form a very pretty Greek lesson — for a, 'single-piece coat, cut from one piece of cloth.' So far as we can venture to guess, the 'duplexa' must be first-cousin to this bis-unique family; for it is a 'morning and evening coat, intended to answer the purpose of two garments of opposite character.' The 'anti-rheumatic belt and drawers' we will say nothing about, for rheumatism has, unfortunately, become quite as much English as Greek.

 
Chambers Edinburgh Journal, 1853



next ...
 
Shop Work
 
  IN nine cases out of ten a youth comes to London from the country, either to thoroughly learn some business, in order that he may then return to the provinces and devote his acquirements to the management of his father's shop, or to enter upon a career of his own, with the idea of thus slowly working his way to the
fore in London. The former is by far the more happily situated, seeing that he is sure of succession to a business, and his only quest is experience. But whatever the object of the young man, his first place is in the "entering-room," probably on the basement of
the premises, where he prepares the invoices of the daily consignments of goods sent out. His hours are long and very irregular. In busy seasons he may be kept for several nights in succession until midnight. No especial talent is expected of him. He must display shrewdness and sharpness, that is all.
     The first move is into a "department." All the departments however widely they may differ from one another as to the hands employed and the emoluments to be earned, are constituted alike. The head is "the buyer" whose duty it is periodically to visit the manufactories and purchase all new goods and who is directly responsible to the firm for the success of his branch of the business.
     The second in command is styled the first man. He does not initiate movements, but he follows up the buyer's policy. If he can lay no claim to daring or originality, he must be pushing and energetic. After him come the rank and file, as a rule moving up by seniority to the more coveted and lucrative
positions. Once a year each assistant appears before the firm. His record is called over. He is advanced or retained in his position, according to circumstances, and his salary is settled for the next twelve months. But as the result of visits to most of the leading houses in the city, it is clear that a young man who has served a five years' apprenticeship in some retail house may expect to begin life on a salary of £25 a year, rising £10 annually, until he is in receipt of £120. After that he cannot reckon on an regular or definite scale of annual increment. His future will depend upon his own good fortune. But should he be fortunate enough to rise to the position of first man or buyer, he may expect to receive from £300 up to £1,000 a ear and beyond it,  according to the standing of the house to which he belongs and to the value of the department in which he serves. But salaries of £1,000 a year are very few and far between. He may, however, elect to a "on the road," or become an "ambassador of commerce;" in other words, a "commercial." In this capacity he will probably receive as a start £150 a year and £1 1s. a day for expenses. His district will be assigned him, and in that given area he has to push the trade to the utmost of his power. His firm will expect a definite amount of business at his hands; and should he fall short of it, he will be cold-shouldered, Should, however, he exceed this standard, he will have a commission upon the excess. There are cases in which a traveller may net £1,000 a year over and above his stipend in the shape of commission, but they are not frequent. It follows, then, that if all goes well, if a lad behaves himself, learns his business, manifests ordinary capacity, and makes no stupid blunders, he may hope, upon reaching middle age, to be in receipt of £300 a year, perhaps even more. Such is the prospect the wholesale drapery trade, for instance, holds out to him.
     There is some difference of opinion as to whether salaries are rising or falling; but it is generally agreed that there has been a distinct declension in business prospects, even though the actual salaries may remain little altered. For example, age does not tell as it used to do; indeed, it not infrequently goes to the wall; for employers are making the young men do what used to be the peculiar province of the old, and, of course, are not giving them the same salaries as the old. They are expected to do, and to do better, for £300 or £400 a year, what their elders received £700 to £1,000 for doing. To add to this disadvantage, there is the German competition, which has pushed its way into most commercial fields now, saving, perhaps, the drapery trade.
     But to return to the young man's novitiate. He is expected to "live in" — in other words, to make his home on the premises of the firm. He will breakfast, dine, have tea, and sup at the warehouse or shop, and probably sleep on some adjacent premises, where his leisure time must be spent. Of course the domestic accommodation varies greatly, but in the best firms nowadays it is, on the whole, very fair indeed. About 7.30 a.m every one is expected to have left
the dormitory and to be at the warehouse. In some houses the junior hands will have to use the broom an sweep out the floor; in almost all they will be expected to dust the goods. This work done, the young man changes his clothes, generally arranges his toilet, and goes to breakfast. Tea, coffee, and bread and butter are the invariable fare. Such luxuries as eggs, bacon, marmalade, etc., must be provided out of the individual's private purse.
     From 8 or 8.30 to 12 he follows the usual routine of warehouse life. Few customers have to be served before 11
o'clock. but there are cases to be unpacked, windows to be dressed, goods to be displayed, bales of stuff to be measured, and innumerable duties to be accomplished before the world comes to buy. At 12 o'clock the first party goes to dinner: in most city houses it goes up to the third, or fourth, or fifth floor; in suburban neighbourhoods it often goes down to the dismal gas-lit cellar or basement. The officer responsible for the catering of the establishment is the steward, generally one of the hands, who in some way or another has developed a capacity for domestic economy, and upon whose shoulders lies the responsibility of supplying according to strict regulation several hundreds of men. Beer — of a very indifferent quality — is put on the table in jugs, for all who choose to drink. It is of the kind known in town as porter, and especially fancied by the charwomen of the metropolis. In some houses what may be termed the "aristocracy" of the establishment — that is, the heads and the principal buyers — dine by themselves, and are provided with their own table and their own menu; but in others all share alike, the prentice boy being as well catered for as the "head boss." After dinner most of the buying and selling is done, and from 12
to 5 are the busiest hours of
the day. A quarter of an hour is allowed for tea, after which the day's work is wound up. The place is closed to the public at 6, and, except in busy times, most of the employés are at liberty to leave about 7, and do what they like with the remaining hours until 11.
     Usually a housekeeper or "locker-up" presides over the dormitory, and hers is almost the only feminine influence vouchsafed to the youth of the establishment within its walls. She attends to
the sick, reigns supreme over the bedrooms, and is at the call of any who have complaints or wants to make known. She is generally a lady, not only by courtesy, but by birth and behaviour, and often exerts a very wholesome, softening, and refining influence over those who come in contact with her. A large and well-appointed reading-room, supplied with most of the leading daily papers and possessing a library of general literature, is to be found in most houses, as well as a smoking-room. Some have a billiard-room also. There is often a spare room used for religious or club meetings where the business of the rowing, swimming, football, or cricket clubs is transacted, where prayer-meetings are held, and other agencies find their temporary home. The bedrooms, which are after all the most important, are in many instances the most cheerless rooms in the establishment. It is true they are generally scrupulously clean, but they are monotonously plain. The number of beds in each room varies from three to fifteen; in some houses each bedroom is distinct. The furniture is sound and good. Spring mattresses are occasionally used. Chests of drawers, apportioned out to each occupant, and small cupboards, or rather lockers, form the chief articles in addition to the beds, lavatories being often provided on each floor in lieu of the washhand-stand of private houses. There is little or no attempt at ornamentation. In some instances it is absolutely forbidden. After business hours the young man
is thrown on his own resources, Life in the house is life in barracks, and lacks excitement, even interest.

 
Tempted London : Young Men, 1889



next ...
 
Slang
 
  SLANG WORDS AND PHRASES — A lecture recently delivered in Carlisle by the Rev. A. Munsell contained the following amusing and instructive passage: The point to which I have next to direct attention is manliness in speech. There are many young men who seem to consider it essential to manliness that they should be masters of slang. The sporting world, like its brother, the swell mob, has a language of its own; but this dog-English extends far beyond the sporting world. It comes with its hordes of barbarous words, threatening the entire extinction of genuine English. Now, just listen for a moment to our fast young man, or the ape of a fast young man, who thinks that to be a man he must speak in the dark phraseology of slang. If he does anything on his own responsibility he does it on his own "hook." If he sees anything remarkably good, he calls it a "stunner," the superlative of  which is a "regular stunner." If a man is requested to pay a tavern bill he is asked if he will "stand Sam." If he meets a savage-looking dog he calls him an "ugly customer." If he meets an eccentric man, he calls him a "rummy old cove." A sensible man is a "chap that is up to snuff." Our young friend never scolds, but "blows up," never pays but "stumps up;" never finds it difficult to pay but is "hard up;" never feels fatigued but is "used up." He has no hat but shelters his head beneath a "tile." He wears no neckcloth, but surrounds his throat with a "choker." He lives nowhere, but there is some place where he "hangs out." He never goes away or withdraws, but he "bolts"  he "slopes"  he "mizzles" - he "makes himself scarce"  he "walks his chalks"  he "makes tracks"  he "cuts his stick"  or, what is the same thing, he "cuts his lucky." The highest compliment you can pay him is to tell him that he is a "regular brick." He does not profess to be brave, but he prides himself on being "plucky." Money is a word which he has forgotten, but he talks a good deal about "tin" and "the needful," "the rhino," and the "ready." When a man speaks he "spouts"  when he holds his peace, he "shuts up;" when he is humiliated, he is "taken down a peg or two," and "made to sing small." Now, a good deal of this slang is harmless; many of the terms are, I think, very expressive; yet there is much in slang that is objectionable. For example, as Archdeacon Hare observes in one of his sermons, the word "governor" as applied to a father, is to be reprehended. I have hear a young man call his father the "relieving officer." Does it not betray on the part of the young men great ignorance of the paternal and filial relationships, or great contempt for them? Their father is to such young men merely a governor  merely the representative of authority. Innocently enough the expression is used by thousands of young men who venerate and love their parents; but only think of it, and I am sure you will admit that it is a cold, heartless word when thus applied, and one that ought forthwith to be abandoned.

 
The Times, 1858



Barker — gun
Beano — rowdy entertainment, festivities, fun
Boko — nose
Brass — money
Bull-dog with six teeth — gun
Bung — landlord
Can — barman
Chivvy — face
Class, to be; doing something class - being or doing something impressive, admirable amongst criminals
Cocker — mate, pal
Cop — policeman
Crack a crib — burglary
Dabbed about — thrown
Dial - face
Fanlight jumping — burglary by breaking in through fanlight
Full up to the knocker — thoroughly drunk
Gargler — throat
Glim — candle, light
Hooks — hands
Kip — somewhere to sleep
Lagged — imprisoned
Lam — beat up, thrash
Lamps — eyes
Lever — lever-watch
Mug — idiot
His number's up — he's finished
Napper — head
Nipper — child
Off your rocker - mad
Prig — thief
Put someone's lights out — kill them
Ready — ready money, money
Quiff — dodge, trick, ploy
Raws — bare fists
Razzo — nose, esp. a red nose
Row —  fight
Do a scoot — flee; do a runner
Shut your head! — shut up
Slavey — (female) servant, maid of all work
Slop — policeman
Snide coin — counterfeit; planting snide coin
Snuff (someone) — kill, harm
Split — informer/detective/policeman
Sticker — knife
Step short — hurry up
Swag — ill-gotten gains
Swank — behave ostentatiously, swagger
Tea-leafing — petty opportune theft
Throttle — throat
Ticker — watch
Trotter cases — boots
Wet — beer/drink
Wobbler  egg

 
slang from Clarence Rook, The Hooligan Nights, 1899



next ...
 
Slops
 
  Breakfast having been served, Mary goes to the chambers, throws up all the sashes, opens all the beds to air, and proceeds to empty the slops. The pails and cloths which are used in this service are never, on any account whatever to be taken for any other purpose. It is not enough to empty out the dirty water which is left in the basins, and then to wipe the basins dry : the clean water that is left in the ewers and bottles must all be emptied out too, with a good rinsing, and fresh water put in every day. When everything is emptied into the pails, these pails must not be left standing so much as five minutes. They are a disagreeable sight; and besides, a great number of accidents have happened from persons falling over pails which the housemaid has left standing where they have no business to be. Heedless children, and old people, who do not see well, have caught many a fall in this way, for which the housemaid has had to blame herself. The pails should be carried down at once, emptied, and set standing bottom up to dry, and prevent any bad smell hanging about them. The housemaid will then carry up with her two pitchers or cans, the one with fresh soft water for the ewers, and the other with spring water for the bottles. From these all the ewers and bottles are to be filled, unless it be sweeping day. In such a case, instead of filling the vessels, Mary will put the bottle into the empty ewer, and the ewer into the basin : she will double up the towels, and lay them on the top of the ewer, and cover all with a cloth, that no dust may reach them from the sweeping of the floor.

 
The Housemaid and Her Duties and How to Perform Them, 1870



next ...
 
Smithfield Market
 
  Smithfield Market Days.-Monday for fat cattle and sheep. Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday, for hay and straw; Friday, cattle and sheep and much cows, and at 2 o'clock for scrub-horse and asses. All sales take place by commission. The customary commission for the sale of an ox of any value is 4s., and of a sheep 8d. The City receives a toll upon every beast exposed to sale of 1d. per head, and of sheep at 2d. per score, and for every pen 1s. The total produce to the Corporation is from 5000l. to 6000l. a-year. Smithfield salesmen estimate the weight of cattle by the eye, and from constant practice, approach so near exactness, that they are seldom out more than a few pounds. The sales are always for cash. No paper is passed, but when the bargain is struck, the buyer and seller shake hands and close the sale. Several millions, it is said, are annually paid away in this manner in the narrow area of Smithfield Market. Quantities sold — The average weekly sale of beasts is said to be about 5000; and of sheep about 30,000; increased in the Christmas week to about 4000 beasts, and 47,000 sheep. As a sheep market, Smithfield has been constantly on the decrease within the last ten years. The following return shows the number of cattle and sheep annually sold in Smithfield during the following periods 

    Cattle /  Sheep.
 1841  194,298 /  1,435,000
 1842  210,723 /  1,655,370
 1843  207,195 /  1,817,360
 1844  216,848 /  1,604,850
 1845  222,822 /  539,660
 1846  210,757 /  1,518,510 

In addition to this a quarter of a million pigs are annually sold. There are about 4000 butchers in the metropolis. The best time, indeed the only time that a stranger should attempt, to see Smithfield, is on a Monday morning before daylight, on the second week in December preparatory to the great cattle show. The scene by torch. light is extremely picturesque, but the visitor must harden his feelings to the scenes of cruelty, which he cannot fail to witness in seeing so many wild over-driven oxen forced into a narrow circle, with their heads concentrating in what is called the ring. The cruelties inflicted are "pething," hitting them over the horns, and "hocking." The drovers have stamped sticks. The market commences at 11 o'clock on Sunday night. Many attempts have been made to remove Smithfield Market to a less central situation and less crowded thoroughfare. The principal thoroughfare to the market is by St. John-street. A market, admirably adapted for the purposes for which it was intended, was built in the Lower-road, Islington, and opened April 18th, 1836, but such was the influence of custom in the name of Smithfield, and the associations attached to an old spot, that salesmen still continued through crowded streets to drive their cattle to the favourite locality of the London butchers. An Abattoir Company has since proved a failure, and as recently as the 8th of January, 1849, another attempt has been made (I hope successfully) to establish a market for the sale of beasts at Islington. Nothing, I fear, but an act of Parliament will ever remove Smithfield Market. To pen the cattle sent for sale at Smithfield, as they are pent at Poissy, near Paris, from seven to eight acres would be required; the present extent is, as we have seen, five acres and three quarters. The insufficiency of space has therefore led much cruel packing, and the closeness with which the animals are wedged together has not been untruly likened to the wedging of so many figs in a drum. The space is not capable of holding more than 4000 head of cattle and 30,000 sheep.  

 
Peter Cunningham, Hand-Book of London, 1850







next ...
 
Smoking
 
  The habit of smoking in the dining-room has invaded all classes. Directly the ladies have left the dining-room, the silver cigarette-box and the dainty spirit lamp wherewith to light it are passed round. Ladies encourage and imitate the habit, and, being always anxious to please, willingly learn to take a puff at the odorous weed themselves. This condescension on their part has insensibly resulted in an acquired taste that bids fair to rival the habits of men. A lurid fact which invests matrimony with fresh terrors! Only think of the expense of smoking for a couple! Think of the disadvantage under which a poor woman will lie, who can no longer reproach her spouse with his abominable extravagance in cigars! Think of the disappointment of the ardent lover when, pressing the lips of his adored one, he finds upon them the flavour of an inferior quality of tobacco! Ladies will surely not stop short at cigarettes; they will require shilling cigars, until eventually, perhaps, they may, from motives of economy, even take to the 'churchwarden'. The mysteries of back-hair-brushing conclaves in the silence and seclusion of the night will be aggravated by the smell of tobacco issuing through the keyhole and under the door, while the dear girls themselves gravely discuss the respective merits of 'Bird's-eye', 'Cavendish', 'Turkish Latakia', and 'Irish Twist'. A man will hand his partner a cigarette as naturally as an ice, and the first present of the happy bridegroom must consist of a cigarette-case and a match-box! 

 
Lady Greville, The Gentlewoman in Society, 1892



next ...
 
The Snail Telegraph
 
 France and England united by telegraph, although for more than fifty years they had been competing with each other in the invention of instruments of telegraphy.
      It was just about this time, 1850, that an ingenious Frenchman propounded the idea of dispensing with communicating wires altogether, and of transmitting messages to any distance by the utilisation of animal magnetism. This was one Jacques Toussaint Benoit, who, in conjunction with a mythical French-American, named Biat-Chretien, submitted to the wonder lovers of Paris a scheme for telegraphing by means of  snails.
      As described in the French newspapers of 1850, this "discovery" was a reputed evolution of galvanism, terrestrial and animal magnetism, and of natural sympathy. The base of communication was said to be a sort of special sympathetic fluid  strongly suggestive of Sir Kenelm Digby's sympathetic powder which was composed of the blending of the galvanic, magnetic, and sympathetic currents by a certain process.
      Why snails were selected as the developers of the required animal sympathetic current, was thus explained. M. Benoit declared that by experiment he had found that snails, which have been once put in contact, are always in sympathetic communication. When separated, he affirmed, they discharge a species of fluid, of which the earth is the conductor, which unrolls like the thread of the spider or silkworm, and which can be uncoiled and prolonged almost indefinitely into space without breaking. But this thread of "escargotic fluid," he said, is invisible, and the pulsation along it is as rapid as the electric fluid.
      With such a marvellous fluid it was not necessary to have connecting wires. All that was required was that a wire, at each end of the sympathetic telegraph, should be carried into the earth, and the earth would complete the circuit. All that now remained, therefore, was to construct the apparatus for developing and transmitting the magnetic fluid. This was described in the Paris paper, "La Presse," of the twenty-seventh of October, 1850; and we use a translation made by Mr. Baring-Gould, who has preserved the curiosity from oblivion :
      "The apparatus consists of a square box, in which is a Voltaic pile, of which the metallic plates, instead of being super posed, as in the pile of Volta, are disposed in order, attached in holes formed in a wheel, or circular disc, that revolves about a steel axis. To these metallic plates, used by Volta, MM. Benoit and Biat have substituted others, in the shape of cups or circular basins, composed of zinc lined with cloth steeped in a solution of sulphate of copper, maintained in place by a blade of copper riveted to the cup. At the bottom of each of these bowls is fixed, by aid of a composition, a living snail, whose sympathetic influence may unite and be woven with the galvanic current, when the wheel of the pile is set in motion, and, with it, the snails that are adhering to it."
      Alas! poor snails; but they required brethren in misfortune to complete the circuit. Each galvanic basin, we are told, rests on a delicate spring, so that it may respond to every "escargotic commotion." Such an apparatus obviously required a corresponding apparatus at the point to be communicated with, disposed in the same manner, and having within it snails in sympathy with those in the other apparatus. This was necessary so that the "escargotic vibration" should pass from one precise point in one of the piles to another precise point in the other complementary pile.
      "When these dispositions have been grasped," goes on the report, "the rest follows as a matter of course. MM. Benoit and Biat have fixed letters to the wheels, corresponding the one with the other; and at each sympathetic touch on one, the other is touched. Consequently it is easy by this means, naturally and instantaneously, to communicate ideas at vast distances by the indication of the letters touched by the snails. The apparatus described is in shape like a mariner's compass, and to distinguish it from that it is termed the pasilalinic-sympathetic compass, as descriptive at once of its effects and the means of operation."
      On these principles M. Benoit  no one ever saw M. Biat  constructed his apparatus at the expense of an admiring friend. Then he held a select "private view" in his workshop, at which the enthusiastic reporter of "La Presse" was present.
      The machine proved to be a large scaffold, formed of beams ten feet long, supporting the Voltaic pile, in which the poor snails were stuck by glue at intervals. Or rather there were two such machines  one at each end of the room, and each containing twenty-four alphabetic and sympathetic snails. They looked very unhappy, and tried hard to get away from the unsympathetic solution of sulphate of copper which dribbled upon them. But whenever they put out their horns to creep away, a dribble sent them back quickly to their shells. This was doubtless the "escargotic commotion."
      It was rather objected by the spectators that the two machines should be in the same room ; but M. Benoit explained that while space was limited in his premises, it was of no account to the snails. They would communicate as freely, and almost as rapidly across the globe as across the room. Indeed, he professed to be in daily converse with his friend Biat, in America, and intended telegraphing to him after they had themselves tested the machines.
      So the journalist went to one of them to manipulate a message, while M. Benoit went to the other to receive it. The words certainly did seem to be reproduced, with some errors in orthography ; but then the inventor was rushing about so much, examining, adjusting, and explaining, that he seemed to be at both machines at the same time. The journalist touched the alphabetical snails at the one end as he spelled the words, and the snails in M. Benoit's machine, after a slight interval, put out their sympathetic horns in response to M. Benoit's sympathetic, but not perfectly grammatical, fingers.
      The spectators were puzzled, but not incredulous, and they waited with anxiety to see an interchange of messages with America. Somehow, the snails refused to respond to the adamic current in the mythical Biat across the ocean, and the scene ended in some confusion.
      A further test-seance was promised, and arranged for, when the machines were to be placed in different rooms. The day arrived, but M. Benoit did not. As for M. Biat-Chrétien, he is supposed to have been a sort of scientific Mrs. Harris.
      Such is the story of the snail telegraph, surely one of the most curious episodes in the history of telegraphy. And there is no doubt that it was for a time firmly believed in by some intelligent men, who had persuaded them selves that the crazy Benoit was an inspired genius. We may laugh at them now, of course; but have we not among ourselves, and in our own time, persons who devoutly believe in the production of spirit-photographs?
 
All the Year Round, 1890



next ...
 
Snow
 
  Wednesday, 2 January. Since midnight, snow had silently fallen, to the depth of 6 to 8 inches; by breakfast time it was all over except a slight flaky dropping, & the day was calm & very cold. Nothing could be more beautiful; no change more complete & charming. The trees around the fountain near Garden Court were loaded with snow: an exquisite tracery of white branches, relieved against the dark red housefronts. But in the streets the transformation was greatest. All traffic, except afoot, was stopped; no cabs, no omnibuses, no waggons. The snow lay in heaps in the road; men were scraping & shovelling the footways; & people in thick coats & wrappers stepped noiselessly along. The Strand was as quiet and empty as a village street at nightfall; even the footpassengers were far fewer than usual. Here in the heart of London, & at midday, there was absolute cleanliness & brightness, absolute silence: instead of the roar & rush of wheels, the selfish hurry, the dirt & the cloudy fog, we had the loveliness & utter purity of new-fallen snow. It fell without force or sound; & all things huge & hasty & noisy were paralyzed in a moment. I walked along enjoying the wondrous lovely scene, the long perspective of houses, all grown picturesque & antique; their gable roofs white against a clear sky, & every salient cornice & lintel in their outline picked out in brilliant white; and beneath them, the tumbled & tenantless pavement of snow. It was like the quaint still London of old; one might have been arm in arm with Mr. Pepys, or even Mr. W. Shakespeare. And this state of things lasted all day. There were many crossing sweepers about: I noticed one near S. Clement Danes, a girl of 17 or so, in ragged but warm shawl, & a bit of an old bonnet, whose dark rough hair was covered with snow, & hung in a tangled white mass, like the foam of a waterfall, over her brown bonny face, as she stood with her broom under her arm, stamping & blowing her fingers.
 Friday, 4 January. The cold out of doors at ten this forenoon was more intense, to my apprehension, than I ever remember. My beard froze, the nape of the neck, & the heart, seemed paralyzed, headache came on, & at the end of the short walk from here to Whitehall I was almost helpless. At 4, I walked westward, thinking to call on the Thackerays. The Horseguards Parade & the Mall were one sheet of snow, with paths trodden but not swept: a thick brown fog brooded over it, deepening the twilight; muffled spectral figures hurried to & fro across the slippery ground. . . . In Victoria Street a girl begged of me: a ragged tall lusty girl of 19, by name Caroline Randall, by trade an ironer; who has no home; who slept last night on a step in a sheltered corner, & felt 'as cold as a frog', she said.

 
Arthur Munby, Diary, 1867



next ...
 
Somaliland in London
 
  THE EAST AFRICAN EXHIBITION. Yesterday the directors of the Crystal Palace gave a private view of their East African Exhibition to a large company of invited guests. The chief feature of the show, a description of which appeared in The Times of Saturday last, is the presentation of a Somali village, and the display will not fail to attract, interest, and amuse large numbers of visitors during the coming season. Herr Hagenbeck and Herr Josef Menges, who have made the arrangements for the Crystal Palace Company, have certainly succeeded in bringing together a company of natives whose village life, with all its picturesque surroundings, affords an African scene of a novel and pleasing character. The troupe consists of 53 men, six women, and six children. With the exception of a few men of low caste — smiths and hunters — they belong to the tribes inhabiting the western part of the north coast of Somaliland and the interior. The new sports arena in the palace park forms an excellent ground for their operations. They have erected huts which have been brought over from their own country, and the nature of the ground enables any number of spectators to have an uninterrupted view of the village and everything that takes place around it. Unfortunately, the present weather is a discomfort to the natives. But, notwithstanding this, they braved the cold wind yesterday, and went through their performance in native costume. They evidently took much interest in the various contests, as well as in the method by which the spectators showed appreciation of their efforts. The scene opens in front of the village, where the natives are following their daily occupations. Dromedaries and other animals are grazing near to the huts. Some brigands appear and attempt to steal the dromedaries, and at once, amidst great excitement and much noise, the villagers, both men and women, attempt to beat off the thieves. There is a wild fight; some European hunters arrive, and the brigands are driven away. Many of the latter, however, are captured and detained as hostages, and have to be ransomed by presents of sheep, goats, and ostriches, while the brigands receive one of the maidens as a guarantee of peace. Festivities follow — dances of love and war, throwing the spear, shooting with the bow and arrow, dromedary races, horse races, and the like. The European hunters arrange a zareba in the village to buy animals, illustrating how young animals, birds and reptiles, are nursed, trained, and bartered, after which most of the hunters leave for the hunting grounds. They return, bringing with them some large game. Then follows a striking scene. A great caravan is formed, in which all the natives and animals take part; and, after parading the village, it finally disappears behind the mountain scenery. In addition to the native village there is an excellent African loan collection formed in the nave of the palace. The first public performance will be given to-day.

 
The Times, 1895



next ...
 
Song Writing
 
  
Saturday, 17 March. Went into Evans's on my way home & supped there, in a hubbub of nigger howlings, such as are in vogue in these times. I went, not so much for the supper, however, as to try and dispose of a song of mine, 'My Mother-in-law'. In this I was of course unsuccessful; but it gave me an opportunity of observing a kind of man whom one chiefly knows through Thackeray. The comic singer, to whom I addressed myself read through the song in a businesslike manner, praised it, but remarked that he was 'full of matter' for the next two months, and added, apologising for his professional language, that the 'tag' was not strong enough. 'You see Sir,' said he, 'I look to have something at the end that I can rely on to raise a laugh: now there's that song of mine "The Temptations of S. Anthony" (I wrote it myself, I generally write my songs); the audience keep looking for a hit, and at the last it comes, & then they burst out, and I make my bow and go off with a round of applause. That's what we chiefly look to — a good tag. And then there's the mildly virtuous style, like that song about Opinions, you heard me sing just now: I take care to put 'em in a good humour at the end, by saying "I hope we shan't quarrel, though we differ in opinion;" and then they feel pleased and applaud, and away I go — don't you see Sir? Oh, we have to consider all these things, I assure you,' said the man, with a grave businesslike civility. So there is a philosophy of comic singing, also. . .  so to the parson his sermon, to the painter his picture, to the musician his oratorio, is half 'tag' and business, and only those who know nothing of the machinery can purely enjoy the result. The poet, thank goodness, can scarcely as such be professional. This being so, it would seem better to choose some occupation, such as law for instance, which cannot possibly have any real value or interest. . . . Yet here again one thinks, why waste so much of life on that which is both distasteful in itself, and deadening to those very tastes which we seek to cherish by its aid? . . .  My 'comic' friend suggested that I should apply to certain 'niggers', who had just bowed themselves off the stage through that magnificent portal with the gilded cornices and the twelve-foot mirrors. Accordingly, stooping through a low door and half creeping under the stage, I found a wretched dingy stair, leading to the miserable den into which that gilded portal opened. In this den were two or three men with blackened faces, taking off their shabby nigger costume. The bare floor was littered with old 'properties', and scraps, and slops of beer; and the plaster walls were scrawled over with chalks and smeared with candle smoke. This was the apartment out of which those elegant persons in evening dress had emerged to sing and play. The niggers at once said that they sang only songs of their own making: but they said it most civilly and courteously, and I left them with a feeling of pathetic sympathy that was worth coming for. . . 
 
Arthur Munby, Diary, 1860



next ...
 
Spiritualism
 
  Having obtained Defendant's address from Mrs. Burns, Plaintiff wrote to him, stating her wish to become a subscriber to his Spiritual Athenæum. Not receiving any reply, she called upon him on the 2nd or 3rd of October, at his lodgings in Sloane Street, and there saw him for the first time. According to the Plaintiff's account (which materially differed from that given by the Defendant) Plaintiff, after being some little time in Defendant's company, was induced by him to believe that a manifestation of the spirit of her deceased husband was taking place through his instrumentality. The modus operandi was thus described: "They sat down at the table in the sitting room, and raps came to the table almost immediately. The Defendant said, 'That is a call for the alphabet;' and then repeated the letters of the alphabet from time to time, a rap being given as he arrived each time at the letter intended to be indicated, and so on, until a complete word or sentence was spelled out. In this way the supposed spirit on that occasion spelt out 'My own beloved Jane, I am Charles, your own beloved husband; I live to bless you, my own precious darling. I am with you always. I love, love, love you as I always did.'" The Plaintiff being much gratified with what she then believed to be a real manifestation of the spirit of her late husband, asked Defendant to call upon her at her lodgings, 18, Westbourne Place, and told him she would give him £10 as her subscription to the Athenaeum. On the following day (October 4), Defendant called upon the Plaintiff, and almost immediately raps came, indicative, as she was induced by him to believe, of the presence of her husband's spirit. Plaintiff, in return for this manifestation, gave Defendant a cheque for £30, instead of the £10 originally intended, and from this time became much impressed with what she believed to be the power of the Defendant to evoke the spirit of her husband. On the 7th of October, Defendant again called upon Plaintiff. Almost immediately afterwards raps came, indicating the presence of her husband's spirit, and the following message was spelt out: "My own darling Jane, I love Daniel (meaning, the Defendant Home); he is to be our son, he is my son, therefore yours. Do you remember, before I passed I said a change would take place in seven years. That change has taken place; I am happy, happy, happy." It was also spelt out that the departed Mr. Lyon wished Daniel, as he was to be their son, to be independent, the manner to be indicated another time. Plaintiff then gave Defendant a cheque for £50. At an interview next day it was represented to Plaintiff by the rapping process, that the spirit required her to adopt Defendant, and place him in a position of independence suitable to his rank and position in life as her adopted son, and also that Mr. S. C. Hall (the author, and an intimate friend of Defendant) should be sent for. The evidence upon this part of the case, and indeed as to all the early interviews, was in direct conflict, but it appeared that Mr. Hall called upon Plaintiff on the 9th of October, and saw her for a short time before Home came in. According to Plaintiff's case, at this meeting a message came from the spirit, that Defendant was to be their adopted son; that stock sufficient to produce £700 a year was to be transferred to Defendant as a provision for him; and that she was to hand over her stock receipts to Mr. Hall, who would arrange them for that purpose. This was accordingly done, and on the following day, the 10th of October, Plaintiff and Defendant drove in a cab from Bayswater to the City (constant raps being heard in and about the cab all the way, in testification of the spirit's approval); and on getting to the Bank of England Plaintiff ("in the full conviction and belief that she was fulfilling the wishes of her deceased husband, communicated to her through the medium of Home") executed a transfer to the Defendant of stock representing in value £24,000.
 . . .  In his answer, the Defendant Home stated that he was born in 1833. From his childhood he had been subject to occasional phenomena in his presence, not produced by himself or under his control, but occurring irregularly, and even during sleep. His will had nothing to do with them, and he could not account for them further than by supposing them to be effected by intelligent beings or spirits. These phenomena had been witnessed by many royal and distinguished personages, who had sought his acquaintance on account of them, and received him as a guest and friend. He never took money in respect of these phenomena; was not in the habit of receiving strangers, and never forced the subject of spiritualism on any one's attention. The Defendant swore that he did not produce these phenomena, or in any way whatever aid in producing them; and that he did not profess, and never did profess, to have the power of evoking the spirits of deceased persons, or of putting other persons in communication with them. Some of his friends, who were desirous of investigating these phenomena, established the Spiritual Athenaeum, at 22, Sloane Street, and he became resident secretary, with a salary. On Monday, the 1st of October, 1866, he received a letter signed Jane Lyon, of whom he had never heard before, requesting to be furnished with the terms of admission to the Spiritual Athenaeum. He laid this letter before the executive committee, and on the next day Plaintiff called and entered into conversation with him about his book, "Incidents in my Life," and said that she had been a believer from her childhood in such phenomena, and that she was a much more wonderful medium than himself. She appeared, however, to dwell much more on his aristocratic friends "them high folks," than on spiritualism, and said that it was a pity he should be poor, and asked him to call on her the following day to talk over her subscription to the Athenæum.

 
Lyon v Home, Law Reports [Equity], 1868



next ...
 
Spring-Heeled Jack
 
 Many among the public have hitherto been incredulous as to the truth of various representations made to the Lord Mayor of the gambols of "Spring-heeled Jack," the suburban ghost, and believed from there being no positive proof of the miscreant carrying his pranks beyond the mere act of alarming unprotected females, that those statements were more the effect of imagination than reality. The following authentic particulars, however, of a gross and violent outrage committed on a respectable young lady, and which might not only have caused her death, but that of both her sisters, by the unmanly brute, will remove all doubt on the subject.
     Yesterday, Mr. Alsop, a gentleman of considerable property residing at Bear-bind Cottage, in Bear-bind-lane, a very lonely spot between the villages of Bow and Old Ford, accompanied by his three daughters, waited upon Mr. HARDWICK at Lambeth-street Police-office, and gave the following particulars of an outrage committed on one of the latter:—
     Miss Jane Alsop, a young lady 18 years of age, stated that at about a quarter to 9 o'clock on the preceding night she head a violent ringing at the gate in front of the house, and on going to the door to see what was the matter she saw a man standing outside, of whom she inquired what was the matter, and requested he would not ring so loud. The person instantly replied that he was a policeman, and said "For God's sake, bring me a light, for we have caught Spring-heeled Jack here in the lane." She returned into the house and brought a candle and handed it to the person, who appeared enveloped in a large cloak, and whom she at first really believed to be a policeman. The instant she had done so, however, he threw off his outer garment, and applying the lighted candle to his breast, presented a most hideous and frightful appearance, and vomited forth a quantity of blue and white flame from his mouth, and his eyes resembled red balls of fire. From the hasty glance which her fright enabled her to get at his person, she observed that he wore a large helmet, and his dress, which appeared to fit him very tight, seemed to her to resemble white oil skin. Without uttering a sentence, he darted at her, and catching her partly by her dress and the back part of her neck, placed her head under one of his arms, and commenced tearing her gown with his claws, which she was certain were of some metallic substance. She screamed out loud as she could for assistance, and by considerable exertion got away from him and ran towards the house to get it. Her assailant, however, followed her, and caught her on the steps leading to the hall-door, when he again used considerable violence, tore her neck and arms with his claws, as well as a quantity of hair from her head; but she was at length rescued from his grasp by one her sisters. Miss Alsop added that she had suffered considerably all night from the shock she had sustained, and was then in extreme pain, both from the injury done to her arm, and the wounds and scratched inflicted by the miscreant about her shoulders and neck with his claws or hands.
     Miss Mary Alsop, a younger sister, said, that on hearing the screams of her sister Jane, she went to the door, and saw a figure as above described ill-using her sister. She was so alarmed at his appearance, that she was afraid to approach or render any assistance.
 Mrs. Harrison said that hearing the screams of both her sisters, first of Jane, and then of Mary, she ran to the door, and found the person before described in the act of dragging her sister Jane down the stone steps from the door with considerable violence. She (Mrs. Harrison) got hold of her sister, and by some means  or other, which she could scarcely describe, succeeded in getting her inside the door, and closing it. At this time her sister's dress was nearly torn off her; both her combs dragged out of her head as well as a quantity of her hair torn away. The fellow, notwithstanding the outrage he had committed, knocked loudly two or three times at the door, and it was only on their calling loudly for the police from the upper windows that he left the place.
     Mr. Alsop, who appears very feeble, said that he and Mrs. Alsop have been laid up for several weeks past with a rheumatic affection, so as to be scarcely able to get out of bed, but such was the alarm on the night before, that they both got out of bed, and he managed to get down stairs, and found his daughter Susan with her clothes torn and having all the appearance of receiving the most serious personal violence. Mr. Alsop also said, it was perfectly clear that there was more than one ruffian connected with the outrage, as the fellow who committed the violence did not return for his cloak, but scampered across the fields, so that there must have been some person with him to pick it up. In conclusion, Mr. Alsop said, he would most willingly give a reward of 10 guineas for the apprehension of the miscreant.
     Mr. HARDWICK expressed his surprise and abhorrence at the outrage, and said that no pains should be spared to bring its miscreant perpetrator to justice. 
 
The Times, 1838



next ...
 
Squirrels
 
  I once had two squirrels, Dick and Peter by name. They had a round-about cage, into which they might go for their amusement when they pleased, but in which they were never confined. On the contrary, they used to run about my bed-room, just wherever they pleased; so what I am going to relate must have been done for sheer amusement. One morning, waking from my night's rest, I heard a strange grating noise, like that of a rat working on timber. Directing my eyes to the cage of Dick and Peter, I saw the table on which it rested covered with small wood chips, and a hole established in the wooden side of the cage, through which the two squirrels were briskly skipping. Having found out a rough surface on the timber, convenient to begin working upon, they had improved on the occasion, and perforated a hole. Here I may remark, that to be gnawing away hard substances is occasionally more than amusement or mischief either to a rodent animal. Unlike the teeth of you or me, their teeth are continually growing, and if not proportionately worn away by contact with hard bodies, the consequences would be injurious to the animal, perhaps fatal. In the anatomical museum of the Royal College of Surgeons there is a curious specimen, illustrative of what I write. The skull of a rodent animal is seen, in which, owing to the loss of an upper tooth, the corresponding lower tooth has grown, out of all proportion, long, having turned circularly over the animal's upper lip, and (if I truly remember) even begun to perforate the skull. Moral. Let your pet squirrels crack their own nuts, my young squirrel fanciers, and don't, out of any presumed kindness, offer them the kernels. Nut-cracking does them good : their teeth would grow too long else. Give them a fig or a date now and then; they like that sort of food; but what is strange, they don't like any of the out-of-the-way sort of kernels, such as those of Brazil nuts, almonds, and so forth. Tea leaves they have a great partiality to. My poor Dick was clever enough to lift up the lid of a tea-pot with his paws, and help himself. 

 
The Leisure Hour, 1859







next ...
 
Street Acrobats
 
  The street-spectacles of the metropolis, however remunerative they may be to their projectors, yet supply gratuitous entertainment to the mass of the spectators, inasmuch as not a tithe of those who look on contribute to the recompense of the performers. In some tranquil  cul-de-sac of a street, perhaps abutting on the river, or ending in some wilderness of building-ground, one comes occasionally upon a wandering company of acrobats, conjurors, or jugglers, or all three united. They are dressed from head to foot in a light-fitting cotton suit, displaying their perfect symmetry of form they may be five or six in company, but there is no fool or clown, no nonsense, as they would say, about them. They mean business; such the stolid, matter-of-fact expression of their faces says that plainly. One of them bangs a big drum and blows a few inspiriting notes on the Pandean pipes, which is the signal for a general rush to that quarter from all the outlets of the neighbourhood. As the crowd gathers, the musician deposits his big drum on the ground, and as master of the ceremonies begins arranging the company in a grand circle. This he accomplishes by means of a wooden cannon-ball, attached to a string a couple of yards in length, which he flourishes vigorously around him on all sides, compelling all who have any regard for their shoulders or shins to keep at a respectful distance if the spectators are few, he is content with a small area; but as the crowd increases, he enlarges the circle with despotic impartiality, so that all may have a fair view. Meanwhile, a patch of old carpeting is spread in the centre of the circle, and the first performer steps upon it casting a tragic glance around, he immediately begins tying himself up in an inextricable knot, till he presents the figure of a compact ball rolling about under the impetus of the director's foot then a sudden transformation is effected — the performer's heels are clasped together behind his neck his hands, thrust beneath his hams, represent the claws of a fowl; and upon his outspread fingers he hops about in the character of that "strornary bird what was cotched in China." A burst of laughter acknowledges the merit of this exhibition, and a few stray coins begin to drop on the carpet. Now another professor seats himself on the ground, and begins whirling round his head a whole galaxy of golden balls; in a moment the balls drop into a box, and their place is supplied by a constellation of bowie-knives, gleaming, flashing, and shimmering in the sun, and the handle of each dropping momentarily into the man's hand, whence it whirls aloft to repeat its circular flight. This handy fellow finishes his display by a game at cup-and-ball, played in an ominous fashion:— tying a small cup round his temples, and inserting a. thick padding between that and his skull, he seizes a golden ball twice as big as your fist, and hurls it aloft in the air far above the chimneys, till it diminishes to a speck;— as it comes clown with a momentum that threatens to smash it to shivers, he pops his bold brow beneath and receives it in the cup; had it missed the mark, you feel assured it would have crashed through the fellow's occiput. This feat brings another dribble of coppers, and the third performer now steps out. He flourishes an old silk handkerchief, holding it at one corner, and drawing it through his left hand, fast clenched, a dozen times in a minute. "What will you have, ladies each gentlemen?" he asks. "Did you say eggs?" — and incontinently the passage of the handkerchief through his clenched hand is stopped by three or four egg's in succession, which are carefully taken out and laid on the drum. "Did you say a pint pot?" — and immediately the silk, which an instant before was waving loose in the air is seen to contain a pewter pot, which also is taken out and laid with the eggs. "Did you say rabbit-pie?" — and the next moment a live rabbit is struggling in the folds of the handkerchief, and has to be let loose. "Did you say something to drink, sir? Certainly, sir. Here, you little boy with the speckled face — come here, sir. Hold that funnel to your chin, sir.'' Then seizing an ale-glass, the wizard works the boys elbow as though it were the handle of a pump, draws off a glass of ale from the spout of the funnel, and drinks it to the health of the company. When the wizard has finished his marvels, there follows a gymnastic display of the whole company united, remarkable chiefly for feats of agility and strength, which we need not describe, and generally closing with a grand pyramid, in which three men support two on their shoulders, and the two support another, all standing erect; sometimes the pyramid cant be done for want of hands and then it is a pillar of three men, the second climbing to the shoulders of the first, and the third to those of the second. The whole performance is over in half an hour; and if one in a dozen of the spectators pay it copper for the spectacle, the troop is not ill remunerated, as it will get a small sprinkling of silver besides in the course of the day.

 
Charles Manby Smith, The Little World of London, 1857



next ...
 
Suburbs
 
  This happy district, which enjoys the designation of Tittlebat Fields, or something very like it, has been let for building. The tenants are served with a summary notice to quit by a certain day. The happy man who has a little freehold on the spot is bought out, or he refuses to be bought out, and remains and lives in his beggarly cottage, till the light of heaven is shut out of it by an enclosure of high walls. The whole colony takes wing, and, scattering in all directions, settles down again in some kindred locality, further than ever from the centres of fashion. The mode of building upon a district such as this, differs very materially from that pursued in the former case. The bricks are not made upon the spot, but brought from the brick-grounds, which lie beyond the region. The level of the land is too low to allow of the required drainage, and has to be raised perhaps ten or a dozen feet. The first step, therefore, is the building of the roadways which are to intersect the district. These are raised much in the same manner as are the embankments for railways  by carting earth and rubbish from the nearest depositary, and shooting it on the spot. A lively German writer, in a late work, has described the inhabitants of London as residing in houses built in ditches on each side of the roads. He would have been more correct had he said, that the roads were built up to the level of the ceilings of the basement-rooms — such being in practice the general rule. The floor of the so-called underground kitchen of a London house was never really under ground, but was laid originally a trifle above the level of the soil, and even in many cases at a considerable elevation above the level. As fast as the roads are formed, the houses, built according to a certain plan, to which the builders are bound to adhere, rise rapidly on either side of them. It will be frequently observed, however, that they halt at a certain stage for weeks or months, and, indeed, occasionally for years, before they advance to completion. This is evidence of a state of affairs which we shall have to notice presently. As the advancing suburb pushes its way forwards, it gradually eats up the old neighbourhood. What trees there are, are felled, unless they happen to stand in some patch allotted for a garden, or in the identical spot which forms the boundary between the footpath and the road, in which ease they are always left standing, and are sure to operate as a recommendation in the eyes of new-comers. The abandoned cottages are broken up into material for the new houses, of which their old bricks go to form the partywalls; and hence it frequently comes to pass, that you may remove to a new house, and find it literally swarming with vermin before it has ever been inhabited by human beings. A couple of years or so suffices to transform Tittlebat Fields into Tittlebat Town, with a splendid new church and congregational chapel, and swarming with inhabitants. Where they all come from is a mystery not easily solved.

 
Charles Manby Smith, Curiosities of London Life, 1853



next ...
 
Suicide
 
  SEDUCTION AND SUICIDE. — Mr. Collier, deputy-coroner for East Middlesex, held an inquiry at the Red Lion, Church-street, Stoke Newington, on the body of Frances Townes, aged twenty, a domestic servant, who had destroyed her own life under the following sad circumstances:— Deceased had been general servant in the employ of Mrs. Sarah Snellgrove of 44, Broughton-road, Stoke Newington, for a year and nine months. She had been keeping company with a young man up to Easter when it was broken off, and witness's husband, having reason to suspect deceased and his nephew of improprieties, instituted a watch upon them, the result of which was that he turned him out of the house early last month. After he left the girl became low-spirited, and more than once said she would commit suicide. On Tuesday last she was found in bed in great pain, and a doctor was sent for, but ere he arrived she was dead, and a packet which had contained Battles Vermin Killer was found close by her side. Her condition was not known until her pockets were searched, when the following letter was found amongst others:— "44, Broughton-road. — My Dearest Mother. — For the last time I write to you to state what a wicked daughter you have got. You will hear a great many lies about me but all of them are not true. I was made to tell lies by Mr. Hazell (the nephew spoken of). I hope that my sisters will never be led into such temptation as I was, and I hope they will see further than I have. I am not able to see you again on this earth, but I hope to meet you in the next. Please to thank her and Mrs. Snellgrove for their kindness to me. I remain, your wicked daughter, F. TOWNES. — You will find money in my box to bury me. I should like to see you all before I go." The medical evidence showed that deceased was five months advanced in pregnancy, and that death arose from the result of taking a large dose of Battle's Vermin Killer. The coroner having commented upon the heartless conduct of the seducer, and expressed his regret that such men could not be made answerable for the death. The jury returned a verdict of "Suicide while of unsound mind." 

 
Reynolds's Newspaper, 1879



THE CHARING-CROSS TRAGEDY

 Mr. Troutbeck held an inquest at St. Martin's vestry hall, Westminster, on Monday,  upon the body of Arthur Augustus Horne, who shot himself upon the platform of the Charing-cross District Railway station on the previous Thursday.
     William Henry Horne, who lived in Corporation-buildings, Farringdon-road, and was a printer, identified the body as that of his son, Arthur Augustus Horne. He was 18 years of age last August, and was a printer's layer-on. He lived with witness. Witness knew his son was in the habit of going out with Matilda Horton, and they appeared to be on good terms with each other. His son had never threatened to commit suicide after any quarrel, but he was of an irritable temper.
     Matilda Horton, who said her right name was Matilda Lympany, was then called, and deposed that she lived in Clerkenwell-close with her grandmother. She was employed at a stationer's, and had been keeping company with the deceased for over three months. She was Horne on Saffron-hill at 10 minutes to eight on Thursday morning last. They did not meet by appointment. She spoke to Horne and asked him if he were going to work. He replied "No," and asked her where she was going. She answered "Home." He walked home with her and waited for her. They then went for a walk together, passing through Fleet-street to Westminster-bridge, and as they went along Horne bought her an engagement ring, which he put on her finger. They then went to the Underground station at Westminster-bridge, and Horne took two first-class tickets to Blackfriars-bridge. Horne got in first as the train was moving, and the witness was left on the platform. The witness took the next train, and on arriving at Charing-cross Horne came to the window and said, "You are in the wrong train." She got out and sat on a seat. He stood on the left side of her, and draw what she thought was a revolver. She had felt the revolver in his pocket on the previous night, and asked him what it was. He then said it was a sailor's dagger. Horne then fired the revolver over her right shoulder. She did not think he pointed it at her. She was too terrified to look. Three shots went off, and Horne fired one into his own mouth. They had had no words together that morning or on the previous evening. After he had left her at home on Thursday morning he went to his own home. They had had one or two quarrels; one of which had reference to a ring someone else had presented to her, and which he did not wish her to wear. She could make no conjecture why he had committed suicide. — By a Juror: When she saw Horne on Thursday morning she went out to see whether he was going to work. She went out to meet him on this particular morning because "she had fears." The reason why she "had fears" was because of his possessing what she believed to be a revolver, but what he said was a knife. He had told her on Monday that he had had a "row" with his foreman, and he believed he would be discharged on the Friday following.
     Job Baker, a porter at Charing-cross station, deposed that when the shot was fired and Horne fell the girl said nothing but threw herself on Horne's body.
     Mr. Bowery, house surgeon at Charing-cross hospital, gave evidence as to the cause of death, which had been instantaneous.
     The jury returned a verdict of "Suicide whilst in a state of temporary insanity."

 
Lloyd's Weekly Newspaper, 1887



next ...
 
Surrey Zoological Gardens
 
  Surrey Zoological Gardens, Walworth. As these gardens cover a considerable extent of ground, we shall premise by stating that there are two several entrances thereto; one in Penton Place, Newington; the other in New Street, Kennington Road. These very beautiful grounds were first opened to the public in August, 1831, under the patronage of the now Dowager Queen Adelaide; and it would be in vain to deny, have proved a very formidable rival to those in the Regent's Park. The gardens are very extensive, they occupy an area of fifteen acres, are ornamented with a fine sheet of water, called the lake, and others of
 smaller dimensions, in which many of the larger quadrupeds are occasionally permitted to indulge. The whole of this charming pleasure-ground is finely timbered, the margin of the lake particularly so, and is throughout tastefully disposed; the sides of the principal walks and avenues being planted with every description of native and exotic forest tree, capable of enduring this climate. The large conservatory is itself a great curiosity, and being dome-shaped, has a very beautiful effect; it is the largest continued surface of glass in England, comprising upwards of 6000 feet; it contains a beautiful collection of the larger carnivorous animals, among which are some of the finest lions ever seen in this country; near this is a building of considerable dimensions, with suitable paddocks for the more domesticated animals, such as elephants, camels, zebras, lamas, Brahmin bulls, &c., with many of the largest birds of prey; the ostrich, cassiowary, pelican, &c. A beautifully picturesque, and ruinous pile of rock, that long adorned the garden of that great anatomist the late J.
Brooks, Esq., has been erected here for the eagle tribe (among which are some noble specimens); and, at the foot of this is a dam with chambers for beavers. A semicircular glazed building has been erected for that amusing assemblage of families, the monkeys, who here exhibit their fantastic tricks to the great delight of the junior visitors. A long range of aviaries contains among others some fine specimens of the falcon tribe, many of which are extremely rare. A large, varied, and beautiful collection of aquatic birds sport upon the lake. A rustic building, of considerable size, with a paddock for the elephant, is on the southern side of the grounds, as are also the habitations of the wolves and dogs; and upon the western side is a neat structure, with a raised terrace, that commands a beautiful view of the gardens; the antics of the bears and their activity in climbing the pole placed in the centre of the den for their amusement, are also seen here to great advantage. A magnificent view of the city of Rome, painted by Mr. Danson, is erected on the margin of the lake; the effect of the picture is considerably heightened by a grand display of fireworks, that, ingeniously contrived, give an appearance of reality to the illusion, and the whole being reflected in the water produces a coup-d'oeil at once brilliant and beautiful. Admiring thousands have crowned this establishment with complete success; and it is due to truths to add, that during the summer months these gardens may be considered one of the most delightful recreations in the metropolis. Admission one shilling each person.

 
Mogg's New Picture of London and Visitor's Guide to it Sights, 1844



next ...
 
 Sweatshops
 
   Mr. Lakeman, H.M. senior Metropolitan Inspector of Factories, says of the sweaters' dens in East London : "No greater squalor in houses can be seen; no more unhealthy workshops can be found.
     The following is Mr. Schloss's account of such a house:—  "Directing our steps through the narrow passage of a four-storied tenement dwelling of average size, we find ourselves in a yard which, though never spacious, was formerly of sufficient proportions to supply a reasonable amount of back ventilation. But a few years ago there was erected upon a large portion of this area a three-storied building, each floor of which is a workroom, and is connected with the tenement house we have just quitted by a narrow bridge. Examining what little is left of the original yard, we find that the uneven pavement is studded with pools of stagnant water, while the numerous cracks in the flagstones are filled with noxious rubbish. This area is supposed to be drained by a bell-trap, which, since its cover — as is usual with these unserviceable inventions — has long since disappeared, permits the sewer-gas to escape unchecked from the drain below. The dust-bin stands immediately under the windows of the ground-floor work-shop, which, however — perhaps to avoid the stench from the bin, but certainly with the result of rendering ventilation of the interior impracticable — are carefully constructed in such a manner that it is impossible to open them. The lid of the bin is thrown back at right angles to its proper place, so as not to interfere with the exhalations which proceed from a huge pile of refuse. . . . Finding that the ground-floor workshop is to-day without a tenant, we re-enter the house, and having ascended the cramped staircase, reach the stone-flagged bridge leading to the workroom on the floor above. From this gangway the light is all excluded by a high hoarding on both sides  a style of architecture which has been adopted with the view of preventing the tenants of the upper floors from casting forth rubbish from this convenient elevation on to the pavement below. . . . The workshop on the first floor we find in possession of a cabinet-making sweater, who employs from four to fifteen men, according to the orders which he may have on hand; while the sweater in the fur trade, on the second story, has invited from five to nine workers to enjoy with him the stifling fumes of his coke fire. The tenement house, to which these workshops form an appendix, affords accommodation (the limited character of which may be imagined) for nineteen individuals, belonging to six different families, while its ground floor is used as a butcher's shop.
     In a house like this we find the sweater's den, about which we have heard so much lately. We will describe one of the worst. The room, twelve feet square, held ten people  the sweater, eight men, and one girl. The window-panes were nearly all broken, and filled up with paper or canvas. The gas was burning, also a large coke fire. There was no ventilation whatsoever, and the men were covered with sweat, although they had on the veriest apologies for clothes. The girl wore an old ragged dress, open at the chest. Her forehead was studded with perspiration, and her hair was wet. The men had tins of beer beside their machines, and a large mug of beer stood on the pressers' table. All the men were Jews, but the girl was a Gentile.
     Such rooms are found chiefly in Spitalfields, Whitechapel, and the Jewish ghetto.
     But the greater number of East End tailoresses make trousers and vests at home; comparatively few are found working in "the blackholes of industry." Their number is said to be 25,000, and they are mostly Gentiles, living in Stepney, Bow, and Shoreditch.
     It is extremely difficult to get accurate information about the hours of work and the payment of these East End tailoresses. The following figures have been most kindly supplied by an excellent authority:-
    Lowest Class of Trousers. — 6d. per pair paid to sweater by manufacturer; 1¾d. or 2d. per pair paid by sweater to machinist; 2½d. per pair paid by sweater to finisher. Profit of sweater 1½d.
    Second Class of Trousers. — 9d. per pair paid to sweater by manufacturer;  2¾d. per pair paid by sweater to machinist; 3¾d.  per pair paid by sweater to finisher, including pressing. Profit of sweater 2½d
    Third Class of Trousers. — 1s. 2d.
per pair paid to sweater by manufacturer; 3¾d per pair paid by sweater to machinist; 4d. per pair, with extra 1d.
for pressing, paid by sweater to finisher. Profit of sweater 5¼d.
    Vests or Waistcoats. — These are made right out by one woman.— 6d. per vest paid to sweater by manufacturer; 4½d. per vest paid by sweater to tailoress. Profit of sweater 1½d.
    9d. per vest paid to sweater by manufacturer; 7d. per vest paid by sweater to tailoress. Proflt of sweater 2d.
    1s. per vest paid to sweater by manufacturer; 9d. per vest paid by sweater to tailoress. Profit of sweater 3d.
    Juvenile Suits in Two Garments. — 6d. per suit paid to sweater; 1¾d. per suit paid by sweater to machinist; 2¾d. per suit paid by sweater to finisher. Profit of sweater 1½d.
    These figures give the payment per garment but, with the machinists, money must be deducted for the hire of the machine, soap, thread, and firing. Singer's machines cost 2s. 6d. per week, and although machines can be hired at lower prices, they do not work well under 2s.
or 1s. 6d. per week. These machines are often forfeited during slack times, and the women find it difficult to buy them by weekly instalments. Finishers provide their own cotton, gimp, silk, irons, press-cloths, firing, and oil, for they get the work late, and sit up at night. Both machinists and finishers are often kept hours waiting for their work in the sweaters' shops, and as seats are seldom provided, they find the loads heavy to carry home after hours spent standing. The hours they work vary of course, but it has been calculated that their work lasts sixteen or seventeen hours a day when they can get employment, and is paid at the rate of little more than a penny an hour. Slack seasons are from the second week of December to the first week in February, also for two weeks after Whitsuntide and three weeks after the August Bank Holiday. The slackest season is just about Christmas.

 
Toilers in London, 1889



next ...
 
 The Tea-Leafer
 
  AMONG the many minor comforts that render life agreeable, there are, perhaps, few that can fairly take precedence of a good cup of tea — the cup "which cheers but not inebriates." It is a daily blessing, and all the more so that, luxury though it be, it is one within the reach of the slenderest purse. The hissing urn, the silver service, and the transparent porcelain, afford no advantage to their possessor in the matter of tea-drinking: the beverage is just as grateful and exhilarating when sipped from the cheapest crockery replenished from a tin tea-pot, as when brewed in the costly material of Rundall and Bridge. Unfortunately, however, the owner of the tin tea-pot is not unfrequently the victim of a species of sophistication, from which the owner of the silver service is for the most part exempt. Now and then it happens that the poor man misses the refreshment his tea should afford him, and gets a headache, or something worse, in the place of it. The hot stream from the tin spout gushes forth temptingly brown, but proves inodorous to the sense, and nauseously acrid to the palate, in spite of a double allowance of sugar and milk: and if he drain the cup, it is from habit and without enjoyment that he does so, and he pushes it away with a sense of loathing. For this disappointment and deprivation he is indebted, without knowing it, to Madge Marpot, and her travelling sisterhood.
     Madge began life as a small servant in a small family, where she served for a small wage, for a very short period; and this, with very little alteration, might serve for the history of forty years of her career, during which she has lived in numberless households, and has ostensibly fulfilled every capacity in which woman lends her aid in carrying out the purposes of domestic economy. As nursemaid, housemaid, cook-maid, laundry-maid, barmaid, and housekeeper, she has figured in her time — everything by turns, and nothing long. Partly from incorrigible, slatternly habits, and partly, perhaps, from a nomadic element in her constitution, she has left one place after another, until at length her numberless servitudes are past even her own power of recapitulation. At the are of fifty-five she made the discovery that "service is no inheritance;" and striking out a new path to emolument, more in accordance with her wandering predilections, now pursues that, much more to her own profit, it must be confessed, than to the advantage of that portion of the public who reap unwittingly the pernicious fruits of her labours. 
     Madge's career of servitude has helped her to a large and various acquaintance among both mistresses and servants; and these constitute her business connexion. Her demand is seemingly the most modest that can be preferred. She pleads in forma pauperis for the possession of the tea-leaves which would else be thrown away after the extraction of their virtue. A species of charity which can be so cheaply exercised, is not likely to be refused; and hence it comes to pass that Madge having established a right of reversion in the peculiar staple of commerce, in at least a hundred different places, walks forth upon her daily round to collect the spoil, which she deposits in a capacious receptacle beneath her outer garment. 
     Her walk comprises a pretty extensive district and as she levies her contributions not only upon private families, but upon near a score of innkeepers, to boot, some of whom do a large business. Her gains are by no means contemptible. The tea-leaves thus collected she consigns at stated periods to the care of an industrious dealer, who, "born to blush unseen," trades unostentatiously in an obscure quarter in one of the labyrinths eastward of St. Paul's, and who, having first subjected them to the embrace of an ingenious instrument, which expresses every remaining drop of moisture, pays her generously a shilling a pound for the trouble of collecting — just half the amount which government exacts as duty. This clever genius, by dint of a little drying and rolling, and the adroit admixture of some dissembling drug and of a suitable colouring solvent, in the course of a few days will concert a hundred-weight of Madge's indiscriminate collections into so much genuine and extraordinarily fine and full-flavoured Souchong, Pekoe, or indeed — such magic power does he possess — into any other denomination of tea which may happen to be in demand among his customers. Mr. Jonathan Sloeman, who plumes himself upon his respectability, drives a large trade among the small houses, "general shops," and struggling tradesmen of the side streets, narrow courts, and poorer districts of the metropolis; hundreds of whom, as they can only pay for one consignment upon the receipt of another, are pledged irretrievably to transact business with him alone. Of such tradesmen the poor man, or the poor man's wife, purchases the weekly ounces of tea; and hence the transformation of what should be a refreshing meal into the cause of discomfort and temporary indisposition. 
     In this pursuit Madge leads a life much more to her taste than that passed in the laborious atmosphere of the kitchen or the servants' hall. She can indulge her wandering propensity in the full enjoyment of liberty, calling no man master, and no woman mistress. We have often encountered her upon her rounds, basin in hand, as though a basin full were all that she desired, and have seen her, when she fancied herself unobserved, depositing the contents of the basin in the furtive bag, previous to appearing before the next contributor on her route. She may be seen, with other matrons of a class which it would be difficult to define, refreshing herself with a glass of "mountain dew" at the gin-shop at the corner, after the fatigues of the day. There is a tell-tale tint at the end of her nose, which, as not a few of her unsuspecting patronesses would be horrified at the thought of encouraging intemperance, bids fair to militate against the continuance of her traffic. That, and her potations too, together with the prosperity of Mr. Jonathan Sloeman, world be abolished at once, were tea-drinkers, by way of contributing towards the integrity of' their favourite beverage, unanimously and invariably to make sure of the fate of their tea-leaves. 

 
The Leisure Hour, 1852



next ...
 
Telegraphic Paralysis
 
  Telegraph clerks will hear with alarm of telegraphic paralysis, a new malady reported by a French physician to the Academie des Sciences. An employé who had been engaged in a telegraph office for nine years, found that he could not form clearly the letters U, represented by two dots and a stroke, I by two dots and S by three dots. On trying to trace the letters, his hand became stiff and cramped. He then endeavoured to use his thumb alone, and this succeeded for two years, when his thumb was similarly attacked, and subsequently tried the first and second fingers, but in two months these were also paralysed. Finally he had recourse to the wrist which also shortly became disabled. If he forced himself to use his hand, both hand and arm shook violently and cerebral excitement ensued. It appears that this disorder is very common amongst telegraph clerks.

 
The Graphic, 1875



next ...
 
Telegraphists and Telephonists
 
  Almost all the manipulators at the different telegraph companies are young ladies. There are upwards of two hundred at the old Electric Telegraph Company at Lothbury, and they are found to do their work excellently well. At the telegraphic room of this Company, the number of manipulators is comparatively small; but we could not help being struck with the intelligence of their appearance. They evidently belonged to the class whose only resource, a few years ago, was to supply the more affluent with nursery-governesses. The labour is light, and gives them the interesting privilege, to ladies, of being the repositories of other people's secrets. The instruments are not at times at work, but their attendants must be always near them, in order that they may hear the click of the needle calling their attention to the coming of a message. Whilst waiting for the summons they are allowed to read or sew, and this mixture of work and amusement looks singular enough. The young ladies have to go through an examination before they are received into the service of the Company. They matriculate with writing and spelling; they are then taught the use of the needle instrument, a matter of some little trouble, as it necessitates a familiarity with certain signs, representing letters; and when they are sufficiently expert to be able to telegraph eight words per minute, they are placed upon the staff and paid 8s. per week. a sum which is augmented to 15s, as they grow more expert, and are able to telegraph with greater speed. 
      It is worthy of notice that a certain amount of refinement and consideration is shown to these young ladies by their employers. As their hours are between nine in the morning and seven in the afternoon, between which periods they are not allowed to leave the establishment, some arrangement is necessitated for the supply of their meals. The Company provides an excellent cook, who prepares the food they bring for dinner and tea, which is partaken of in a very comfortable dining-room. There is also a lavatory, embellished by a fountain, and all the arrangements indicate a very gallant appreciation, on the part of the Company, of the class of people it employs. We cannot help thinking that other employers of female labour of the better class might follow the example of the telegraphic companies, in this particular, with advantage. The young ladies are found to be admirable manipulators of the instruments, and they are said to possess this advantage over the other sex, that they are more manageable, and have less inducements to change their employment. But it is not only in the telegraphic department that female labour is employed: the clerks rustle about in silks, and manage to place a pen behind their ears with the best commercial air. The clearing-room is wholly worked by young ladies. In this part of the establishment all papers belonging to each message are docketted together, and placed in pigeon-holes, numbered with the sign of the office from which the message has been received. These papers contain the whole history of the message, through its entire process.

 
Andrew Wynter, Our Social Bees, 1865



The National Telephone Company recruit their operators from the ranks of bright, well-educated, intelligent girls, who are, in many cases, the daughters of professional men, doctors, barristers, clergymen, and others. After the preliminary examination the would-be operator goes into the telephone "school," which is fitted up as a dummy exchange, and is in charge of an experienced lady-instructor. Each pupil is furnished with a short list of terse, clear rules, and, sitting before the dummy plugs and switchboard, under the guidance of the instructor she is taught how to put these into practical use. The girls in turn act as subscribers, ringing up one another, and asking to be put on to certain numbers. An error made is pointed out, and continually questions are asked to test progress, until a pupil becomes sufficiently capable to be moved into the real exchange alongside an expert operator. A few weeks later and she becomes a fully fledged operator, whom practice and experience alone can improve. Her hours of duty are about nine daily, including the time allowed for midday dinner and afternoon tea. Few female operators work after 8 p.m., and their latest hour of duty is 10 p.m., when male operators take their places until the following morning has well begun.
     With pardonable feminine vanity the majority of the young ladies wear gloves while operating, to better maintain the contour and complexion of their busily worked fingers, and often conceals her ordinary walking habit under a loose kind of graduate's gown in dark material. This latter was a kindly idea of the N.T.C.'s administration to shield a sensitive and modestly-garbed operator from being distracted by an extra smart frock on either side of her.
     In the City calls practically stop at 7 p.m., but in the West-End half the day's work may be done between 10 p.m. and 12.30 am. The Holborn district wakes up first, owing chiefly to the Smithfield Meat Market, and the busy life of the other exchanges follows shortly afterwards. On the arrival of the dinner hour the operators are relieved by reserves, and take their seats at the attractively arranged tables in the dining-room. At every large exchange there is a spacious, cheerful room set apart for this purpose, — kitchen, cooks, crockery, plate, furniture, etc., being provided free by the company. Here the operators dine or take afternoon tea. They provide their own food in so far as paying for what they consume, or an operator may bring in her own chop and have it grilled. The operators decide what next day's joint shall be, and this is served up with two vegetables, bread, butter, tea, etc at a price that would bankrupt the 'cutest and largest London caterer. Before this very sensible innovation, through rain, slush or snow the staff had to rush into the streets hurry through a cup of tea, a scone or bun in a crowded tea-room, and then return to faint later at the switchboard for lack of proper nourishment. Marriage terminates an operator's connection with the company, but, if specially experienced, she is registered on the reserve as a stand-by when epidemics come along.

 
George R. Sims, Living London, 1902



next ...
 
Terrorism
 
  THE DYNAMITE OUTRAGE IN LONDON

THE SCOTLAND-YARD EXPLOSION

    The explosions in St. James's-square, combined with that at Scotland-yard, on Friday night, May 30, threw the West-End into a state of excitement such as probably has not been witnessed for many a year.
     LIKE THE REPORT OF A CANNON
 sounded the last explosion, which threw Scotland-yard into consternation. It took place shortly after half-past nine o'clock. Inspector Grainger was on duty inside the police station itself, and Inspector Robson of the Criminal Investigation Department, was in charge of the detective offices. Two police officers were stationed outside the police station, and two reserve men were with Inspector Robson in the detective office. Another policeman was on duty just outside the urinal on the north-east side of the building standing in the centre of the yard, the greater part of which is used as offices by the Criminal Investigation Department. This had been looked upon as a likely place to be fired upon if the Fenians should decide on attacking the chief police office, and special care was taken in watching it. It is certain that it was here the explosion originated, for the whole front of this portion of the building up to the second floor was found by Inspector Grainger and his men, when alarmed by the noise and the screams of people who had been hurt as they ran round to the scene of the catastrophe, to have been blown out.
     THE CONSTABLE ON DUTY
 near the spot was found to be severely injured, and had to be removed in a cab to Westminster Hospital. Just fronting this corner of the building stands a public-house with a wide frontage, known as 
     THE RISING SUN
 The whole of the frontage of that house was also wrecked. Two carriages had been standing waiting at this house. One of them had been completely destroyed, and the driver, who was standing by it, seriously injured. He was taken to the Charing-cross Hospital. The driver of the other vehicle, which also had a wheel wrenched off it, and fell side-ways on to the pavement, was, it was understood, seated on his box at the time, and blown right off it. He was also severely injured, and taken to Charing-cross Hospital, but his wounds, although serious, were not so bad as those of his fellow-coachman, he having apparently been less in the direction which the flying masonry took.
     THE COACHMEN'S INJURIES 
 were thus described at the hospital:— Arthur Preddy, coachman of Arlington-road, Brixton, severe scalp-wound and concussion; "W. Mingay, coachman, 3, St. James's-street, Notting-hill-gate, bad scalp wounds, fracture of the bones of the fore arm and ribs badly crushed" Other persons attended to and sent home were W. Jones, 23, Peter-street, Westminster; Geo. Weatherbog, 41, Spring-gardens; and Hy. Groves, of Little Scotland-yard.
     SCOTLAND-YARD OFFICIALS
     Naturally all the principal officers connected with Scotland-yard were quickly on the scene, together with a strong force of police from the A and E divisions to keep back the excited crowds that tried to get through, either from Whitehall or from the Thames Embankment entrance. Mr. Howard Vincent (retiring Chief of the Criminal Investigation Department), Mr. Cutbush, Chief Superintendent Williamson, Superintendent Dunlap, and many other well-known chiefs of the police force were seen anxiously walking about from office to office and conferring as to the outrage. The excitement was increased by the arrival of the news of the other explosion; and this, again, was greatly intensified by the arrival of sixteen packets of dynamite that had been found about 10.30 placed with a connecting fuse under
     THE NELSON MONUMENT
 in Trafalgar-square. The dynamite was placed in a corner of the yard and carefully guarded by a number of constables. No information could be gathered to by whom it had been found; but it was understood that a constable of the A division had his notice drawn to something burning, which, on examining closer, he found to be a fuse. A very few more minutes, and it is probable that the crowds of people who were flocking towards Whitehall would have been startled and many of them killed by the fall of the column, there being little doubt that the quantity of explosive material was sufficient to destroy the base of the monument.
     THE SHOCK AT THE RISING SUN
     The Rising Sun Public-House is in the occupation of Mr. Duncan, has a frontage of some fifty feet and was fitted with large squares of plate glass. Every window in this structure was shattered to atoms by the concussion. In the bar, which occupies the whole of the front portion of the ground-floor, pots, glasses, jugs, plates, and bottles were hurled from their shelves to the floor; the mirrors lining the inner walls were cracked and broken up; the partitions of wood and glass in the outer bar were twisted and curled into most fantastic shapes; the gaseliers and brackets were snapped asunder, and their ornaments destroyed; such liquids as stood in open vessels were dashed on to the floor; the beer-engine was shifted from its position.
     MR. DUNCAN, THE PROPRIETOR
 has been indisposed for some weeks, and at the time of the explosion he was in one of the front bedrooms with his wife. Mrs. Duncan was sitting near the window conversing with the invalid, when suddenly she was startled by a loud report, such as might have been caused by the discharge of a heavy piece of ordnance in the near vicinity. A second or two afterwards a still more terrific detonation took place, the glass through which Mrs. Duncan had been looking was shivered into fragments, the gas was extinguished, and the occupants of the apartment found themselves almost smothered in the debris caused by the falling plaster and woodwork. Fortunately neither Mr. nor Mrs. Duncan sustained any injury beyond a few slight scratches, though the lady's nerves were naturally unstrung. In another bed-room two barmen were dressing. The scene here was very similar to that witnessed by the proprietor of the house, and here also no serious bodily injury resulted. Down stairs in the bar there were from fifteen to twenty persons. 
     MISS COLLINS, THE BARMAID,
 was at the end nearest to the spot where the explosion was most seriously felt talking to two gentlemen who were standing in the reserved compartment. She was stunned by the report, and was cut about the neck by the flying glass and splinters, but escaped without worse injuries. Her interlocutors fared worse  one of them was hurt badly enough to justify his removal to the hospital and the other was also severely cut and bruised. 

 
Penny Illustrated Paper, 1884



next ...
 
The Thames
 
  The broad highway of the river — which at this part is near upon 300 yards in width — was almost blocked with the tiers of shipping; for there was merely a narrow pathway of grey, glittering water left open in the middle; and, on either side, the river was black with the dense mass of hulls collected alongside the quays; while the masts of the craft were as thick as the pine stems in their native forests.
     The sun shone bright upon the water, and as its broken beams played upon the surface it sparkled and twinkled in the light, like a crumpled plate of golden foil; and down the "silent highway," barges, tide-borne, floated sideways, with their long slim oars projecting from their sides like the fins of a flying fish; whilst others went along, with their masts slanting down and their windlass clicking as men laboured to raise the "warm-brown" sail that they had lowered to pass under the bridge. Then came a raft of timber, towed by a small boat, and the boatman leaning far back in it as he tugged at the sculls; and presently a rapid river steamer flitted past, the deck crowded so densely with passengers that it reminded one of a cushion stuck all over with black pins; and as it hurried past we caught a whiff, as it were, of music from the little band on board.
     The large square blocks of warehouses on the opposite shore were almost hidden in the shadow which came slanting down far into the river, and covering, as with a thick veil of haze, the confused knot of sloops and schooners and "bilanders" that lay there in the dusk, in front of the wharves. Over the tops of the warehouses we could see the trail of white steam, from the railway engines at the neighbouring terminus, darting from among the roofs as they hurried to and fro.
     A little way down the river, stood a clump of Irish vessels, with the light peeping through the thicket, as it were, of their masts — some with their sails hanging all loose and limp, and others with them looped in rude festoons to the yards. Beside these lay barges stowed full of barrels of beer and sacks of flour; and a few yards farther on, a huge foreign steamer appeared, with short thick black funnel and blue paddle-boxes. Then came hoys laden with straw and coasting goods, and sunk so deep in the water that, as the steamers dashed by, the white spray was seen to beat against the dark tarpaulins that covered their heaped-up cargoes. Next to these the black, surly-looking colliers were noted, huddled in a dense mass together, with the bare backs of the coalwhippers flashing among the rigging as, in hoisting the "Wallsend" from the hold, they leaped at intervals down upon the deck.
     Behind, and through the tangled skeins of the rigging, the eye rested upon the old Suffrance wharves, with their peaked roofs and unwieldy cranes; and far at the back we caught sight of one solitary tree; whilst in the fog of the extreme distance the steeple of St. Mary's, Rotherhithe, loomed over the mast-heads — grey, dim, and spectral-like.
     Then, as we turned round and looked towards the bridge, we caught glimpses of barges and boats moving in the broad arcs of light showing through the arches; while above the bridge-parapet were seen just the tops of moving carts, and omnibuses, and high-loaded railway wagons, hurrying along in opposite directions.
     Glancing thence to the bridge-wharves on the same side of the river as ourselves, we beheld bales of goods dangling in the air from the cranes that projected from the top of "Nicholson's." Here alongside the quay lay Spanish schooners and brigs, laden with fruits; and as we east our eye below, we saw puppet-like figures of men with cases of oranges on their backs, bending beneath the load, on their way across the dumb-lighter to the wharf.
     Next came Billingsgate, and here we could see the white bellies of the fish showing in the market beneath, and streams of men passing backwards and forwards to the river side, where lay a small crowd of Dutch eel boats, with their gutta-percha-like hulls, and unwieldy, green-tipped rudders. Immediately beneath us was the brown, gravelled walk of the Custom House quay, where trim children strolled with their nursemaids, and hatless and yellow-legged Blue-coat Boys, and there were youths fresh from school, who had come either to have a peep at the shipping, or to skip and play among the barges.
     From the neighbouring stairs boats pushed off continually, while men standing in the stern wriggled themselves along by working a scull behind, after the fashion of a fish's tail.
     Here, near the front of the quay, lay a tier of huge steamers with gilt sterns and mahogany wheels, and their bright brass binnacles shining as if on fire in the sun. At the foremast head of one of these the "blue Peter" was flying as a summons to the hands on shore to come aboard, while the dense clouds of smoke that poured from the thick red funnel told that the boiler fires were ready lighted for starting.
     Further on, might be seen the old "Perseus," the receiving-ship of the navy, with her topmasts down, her black sides towering high, like immense rampart-walls, out of the water, and her long white ventilating sacks hanging over the hatchways. Immediately beyond this, the eye could trace the Tower wharves, with their gravelled walks, and the high-capped and red-coated sentry pacing up and down them, and the square old grey lump of the Tower, with a turret at each of its four corners, peering over the water. In front of this lay another dense crowd of foreign vessels, and with huge lighters beside the wharf, while bales of hemp and crates of hardware swung from the cranes as they were lowered into the craft below.
     In the distance, towered the huge massive warehouses of St. Katherine's Dock, with, their big signet letters on their sides, their many prison-like windows, and their cranes and doors to every floor. Beyond this, the view was barred out by the dense grove of masts that rose up from the water, thick as giant reeds beside the shore, and filmed over with the gray mist of vapour rising from the river so that their softened outlines melted gently into the dusk.
     As we stood looking down upon the river, the hundred clocks of the hundred churches at our back, with the golden figures on their black dials shining in the sun, chimed the hour of noon, and in a hundred different tones; while solemnly above all boomed forth the deep metallic moan of St. Paul's; and scarcely had the great bell ceased humming in the air, before there rose the sharp tinkling of eight bells from the decks of the multitude of sailing vessels and steamers packed below.

 
Henry Mayhew and John Binny, The Criminal Prisons of London, 1862



next ...
 
The Thames Tunnel
 
  Our boat, too, turns to the left bank, and stops near an apoplectic grey tower, which reminds us strongly of the donjonkeeps of the city of Linz in Upper Austria. A similar tower rises from the opposite bank. These towers are the gates of the famous Thames Tunnel. We leave the boat to look at this triumph of British science and perseverance. The tower covers the shaft into which you must descend if you would enter the broad pathway under the water, and the sinking this shaft to the depth of eighty feet was the first step inn an undertaking which, since its completion, has commanded the admiration of the architects and engineers of all nations. The broad comfortable stairs and the pathway beneath the river, devoid of ornament and lighted with gas, do not indeed present any striking features to the unscientific visitor. Our railway tunnels are a good deal longer; and what mortal, unless he be a practical engineer, has a conception of the difficulties of this particular undertaking? Still those difficulties were enormous. The breadth of the river is above two thousand feet at high water — the weight pressing on the arches is about double the low water weight — among the strata which the workmen had to pierce there was a layer of floating sand — and, in spite of all precautions, the water broke in not less than five times, and several lives were sacrificed. On one occasion, Mr. Brunch, the architect, had a narrow escape. Through a breach of several thousand cubic feet, the water entered the tunnel, which had then advanced to the middle; the masonry and the machinery were destroyed; it took many weeks before the water was pumped out, and the disastrous hole stopped up with sand-bags; the workmen refused to go down again; the contractors had to double their wages; the works had to be carried on by day and by night without cessation, and the strictest watch had to be kept on the river itself, its tides, and its movements. At length, after an enormous outlay of capital and ingenuity, when even the most sceptical part of the public understood that the construction of a tunnel under the Thames was not an impossibility; it was found that the funds advanced by the shareholders were exhausted. The Parliament, however, granted a loan; the whole of England took an interest in the execution of this great undertaking; fresh machinery was invented; fresh workmen were engaged; the second shaft was sunk on the Wapping side of the river; and the English may say —"We carry out whatever we undertake to do. With us great undertakings do not languish for want of public interest and assistance. A crane standing for many years on a half-built tower, as is the case with the tower of the Cologne Cathedral in Germany — no! thank God, such cranes have no locus standi in England. May be, we are awkward, square-built people; but after all we are a people, and that's what not every nation can say of itself."
     Life in the Thames Tunnel is a very strange sort of life. As we descend, stray bits and snatches of music greet our ears. Arrived at the bottom of the shaft, there is the double pathway opening before us, and looking altogether dry, comfortable, and civilised, for there are plenty of gas-lights; and the passages which communicate between the two roadways, are tenanted by a numerous race of small shop-keepers, offering views of the tunnel, and other penny wares for sale. These poor people never see the sun except on Sundays. The strangers in London are their best, and indeed I may almost say, they are their only customers.
     As we proceed, the music becomes more clear and distinct, and here it is : a miniature exhibition of English industrial skill. It is an Italian organ, played by a perfect doll of a Lilliputian steam-engine. That engine grinds the organ from morning till night; it gives us various pieces without any compunction or political scruples. The Marseillaise, German waltzes, the Hungarian Rakowzy march, Rule Britannia, Yankee Doodle, etc., does this marvellous engine grind out of the organ. Those London organs are the most tolerant of musical instruments that I know of; they appeal to all nations and purses. And what is more marvelous still, they are not stopped by the police, as they would be in Vienna or Berlin, even though the cosmopolitan organ-grinder might descend tens of thousands of feet below the bed of the Spre or the Danube. In the present instance, the organ and the engine are mere decoy-birds. You stop, and are invited to look at "the panorama"— at the expense of "only one penny." You see Queen Victoria at that interesting moment in which she vows to "love, honour, and obey" Prince Albert. You also see a Spanish convent, which no panorama can be without; and the Emperor Napoleon in the act of being beaten at Waterloo — the chief scene of every London panorama, exactly as if the great Napoleon had passed all the years of his life in being beaten at Waterloo. The next view shows you M. Kossuth on horseback, and an Hungarian battle-field, which looks for all the world like an English park; and Komorn, of which the impregnability is demonstrated by its being, Venice fashion, immersed in water, with canals for streets, and gondolas for cabs.
     Of such like spectacles the tunnel has plenty, but we cannot stop for them. We hasten to the shaft, ascend the stairs, and feel quite refreshed by the free air of heaven.

 
Max Schlesinger, Saunterings in and about London, 1853



next ...
 
Till-Lifting
 
  Young Alf then proceeded to explain to me that the small shopkeeper simply invites depredation, by keeping the till just under the counter where any boy can get his hooks on it. This is especially foolish in the case of a shop kept by a woman. It is in such shops that three-fourths of the till-robberies are brought off. A foggy day, a till within easy reach of the first comer, an unprotected woman behind the counter — well, she has only herself to blame if she is robbed.
      As an illustration of the folly to which a woman shopkeeper will stoop, young Alf recounted to me his last exploit in the till-lifting line. It was at Peckham. The day was cold, wet, and foggy. And young Alf was going round with a piano-organ, which was wheeled by one of the lads that worked with him. Young Alf finds that a piano-organ gives excellent cover, and enables a boy to see the world without incurring the world's suspicion.
      He had ground out a couple of tunes in front of a small shop which dealt in sweets and newspapers, when the woman came out and gave him twopence. Moreover, seeing that his clothes were thin and poor, she said it was a shame that a boy should face such weather without a decent coat to his back. Young Alf was invited into the shelter of the shop, while the kind-hearted woman went upstairs to fetch a coat which had belonged to her son. She had no longer a son to wear it; so she told young Alf.
      Young Alf stood alone in the little shop, amazed at the folly of the woman who had left him there. He leaned over the counter and slid the till out.
      About fifteen shillings!
      He had the choice of fifteen shillings and a few odd coppers, or a second-hand coat which might be worth a good deal less, and was certainly not worth more than that sum. Such was the problem that presented itself to our young friend, nor do I think it was complicated by any other data.
      He chose the fifteen shillings — with the odd coppers, and scooted, leaving the other lad to find his way home with the organ.

 
Clarence Rook, The Hooligan Nights, 1899



next ...
 
Toll Gates
 
  WORSHIP STREET.— Yesterday the Duchess of Marlborough was summoned before Messrs. Codd and Mallard, a county magistrate, charged with having neglected to pay the toll of the Kingsland-gate; and William Simpson, coachman in her Grace's employ, was also summoned on a charge of assaulting George Hawkins, the toll-collector.
     Mr. Simpson, superintendent of the collection of tolls under the commissioners of the metropolitan roads, attended to support the case.
     James King, steward to the Duchess of Marlborough, stated the non-payment of the toll arose entirely from a mistake. In coming from Wanstead, where the Duchess had called upon a friend, the coachman came through the wrong gate, and her Grace was not aware that it was necessary to pay.
      Mr. Codd — Then as far as the Duchess is concerned she pleads guilty, and is ready to pay the toll?
     King said that he was ordered to pay.
      Mr. Codd — The charge against her Grace is then withdrawn, but that against the coachman is more serious, and we must proceed with that.
     The complainant stated that he was collector at the Kingsland gate on the 17th inst., between six and seven in the evening, when the defendant passed through with the carriage, which was drawn by two horses, and in which was her Grace and two children, he asked for the toll, when the defendant produced the Islington ticket. Complainant told him that it was not right. He then whipped his horses to go on. Complainant laid hold of their heads, and was carried about fifty yards, throughout which distance he, as well as the horses, was severely whipped. The coachman then showed the Dalston-lane ticket, which complainant said was not right. The defendant again whipped his horses, which he continued doing for 30 yards. He then stopped, when her Grace, who was greatly frightened, offered complainant 10s. to compromise the affair, which he refused to do.
     Mr. Codd — Are you sure that he struck you intentionally?
     Complainant — Yes, sir; he cut my ears so that they bled most profusely.
     Mr. Wm. Fleetwood, Shacklewell-lane, stock-broker, said that he was in an omnibus when he saw the occurrence. The defendant whipped the complainant at least five-and-twenty times. The whipping was most severe and the conduct of the defendant was most shameful.
     By Mr. Codd — It appeared quite premeditated on the part of the defendant, and his conduct was most deliberate.
    Two other witnesses corroborated this statement, and who added that the complainant behaved very leniently.
     243 N said that he would have taken the defendant into custody but that the complainant objected.
     The defendant expressed his regret at his conduct, which he admitted was not to be justified, but he was very much excited. It was the first time that he had been through that gate, and it was entirely through error that he refused to pay. He was very sorry for the occurrence. He had been two years in the Marlborough family and had a wife and two children.
     Mr. Codd observed that, according to the act 4 Geo. IV. c. 95, he was liable to a penalty of 10l. He and his brother magistrate could scarcely make up their minds to reduce the fine; but it was only in consideration of his penitence, that he had a wife and family, and that he had been two years in his situation, that could induce a mitigation. Persons in his capacity must be taught that they would not be allowed to act with impunity; and if ever he should be brought to this office again, or should be taken to any other office another time, the full penalty would be levied. The defendant was fined 40s. and costs. The fine was paid.

 
Morning Post, 1839



next ...
 
The Tooley Street Fire
 
  Between Epsom & Cheam, we saw from the train a great fire in the direction of London. A pyramid of red flame on the horizon, sending up a column of smoke that rose high in air & then spread, like that over Vesuvius. At Carshalton, where the villagers were gazing in crowds, as at all the stations, we heard that it was by London Bridge, at Cotton's wharf. At New Cross the reflection of the firelight on houses & walls began to be visible; & as we drove along the arched way into town, the whole of Bermondsey was in a blaze of light. Every head was thrust out of window, and the long black shadows of train and telegraph posts made the bright road look brighter. 
     The fire was close to the station: dull brick-red fumes & showers of sparks rose high between it and the river. The station yard, which was as light as day, was crammed with people: railings, lamp posts, every high spot, was alive with climbers. Against the dark sky southwards, the façade of S. Thomas's Hospital and the tower of S. Saviour's stood out white and brilliant; and both were fringed atop with lookers on.
     A few of the regular omnibuses had got, but hardly, into the station: men were struggling for places on them, offering three & four times the fare for standing room on the roofs, to cross London Bridge.
     I achieved a box seat on one, and we moved off towards the Bridge, but with the greatest difficulty. The roadway was blocked up with omnibuses, whose passengers stood on the roofs in crowds; with cabs and hansoms, also loaded outside; with waggons pleasure vans & carts, brought out for the occasion and full of people; and amongst all these, struggling screaming & fighting for a view, was a dense illimitable crowd, which even surged in heaps, as it were, over the parapet of the bridge. From my perch I overlooked the whole scene: and what a scene! For near a quarter of a mile, the south bank of the Thames was on fire: a long line of what had been warehouses, their roofs and fronts all gone; and the tall ghastly sidewalls, white with heat, standing, or rather tottering, side by side in the midst of a mountainous desert of red & black ruin, which smouldered & steamed here, & there, sent up sheets of savage intolerable flame a hundred feet high. At intervals a dull thunder was heard through the roar of fire — an explosion of saltpetre in the vaults, which sent up a pulse of flame higher than before. Burning barges lined the shore; burning oil & tallow poured in cascades from the wharfs, and flowed out blazing on the river. A schooner was being cut from her moorings, just in time, as we came up. And all this glowing hell of destruction was backed by enormous volumes of lurid smoke, that rolled sullenly across the river and shut out all beyond. Just above the highest flames stood the full moon in a clear blue sky: but except a pale tint in far off windows, not a gleam nor a shadow of hers could be seen. But the north bank, where she should have shone, was one fairylike panorama of agitating beauty. Every building from the Bridge to the Customhouse was in a glow of ruddiest light: every church tower and high roof shone against the dark, clear in outline, golden in colour: the monument was like a pillar of fire: and every window and roof and tower top and standing space on ground or above, every vessel that hugged the Middlesex shore for fear of being burnt, & every inch of room on London Bridge, was crowded with thousands upon thousands of excited faces, lit up by the heat. The river too, which shone like molten gold except where the deep black shadows were, was covered with little boats full of spectators, rowing up & down in the overwhelming light.
     So, through the trampling multitude, shouts and cries & roaring flame and ominous thunder, the air full of sparks and the night in a blaze of light, our omnibus moved slowly on, and in half an hour we gained the other end of the Bridge. All along King William St. and Cheapside the people were pouring in to see the fire, and eagerly questioning those who had seen it. And even far away in the dim streets where the houses were all in shade, every church tower that we passed reflected back the light of the conflagration. Bow Church was ruddy bright: the dome of St. Paul's was a pale rose colour on its eastern side . . .
     No such fire has been known in London since the Fire of 1666: which, by the way, began at a spot exactly opposite this. Two millions, at least, of property destroyed: near eleven acres of ruin: many lives lost, among them the chief of the Fire Brigade. The fire was at his height two or three hours after I saw it: but it is still (Wednesday afternoon) burning furiously.

 
Arthur Munby, Diary, 1861



next ...
 
Tooth Powder
 
  Phosphate of dry chalk . . . 2 ounces
 Iris powder . . . 1 ounce
 Powdered myrrh . . . 8 grains

Mix these and add

Solution of cocaine . . . 1 drop.
 Eucalyptus oil . . . 12 drops.

Mix and heat them all well together, and strain. This powder is very good for delicate teeth and spongy gums.

 
recipe for tooth powder (for cleaning teeth) in Baroness Staffe, trans. Lady Colin Campbell, The Lady's Dressing Room, 1893



next ...
 
Toys
 
  DUGWELL and SON's GUINEA BOX of EVERLASTING AMUSEMENTS contains 
 THE SULTANS VOLCANIC FOUNTAIN. A Chymical Wonder.
 FIVE BUNDLES of STICKS, and How to Use Them
 ELECTRIC SPIDERS that Resent being Trod Upon
 A SNAKE in the GRASS, the Scientific Mystery. Caution — Not the L.S. Company's
 FAIRY INCANTATIONS, or Transformation Scene
 THE FUNNY WRESTLERS — The Lover Link — Wheel of Life — Optic Gyrator — Conjuring for Ladies — A Star to Puzzle Wise Men — &c. Most astounding guinea's worth (wide public press). Sent free on receipt of post office order payable to R. DUGWELL, toy importer, 97 New Road, Whitechapel, London. E. City depot, Steven's Model Dockyard, 22 Aldgate.

 
advertisement from The Times, 1873



next ...
 
Traffic
 
  Walking the streets of London with safety and speed, is an accomplishment not to be acquired without experience, and a diligent use of one's eyes in every direction from which danger may be apprehended. Considering the immense number of carriages, and the throng of foot passengers, it is surprising that so few accidents happen. I witnessed one, however, a few mornings since, which it was distressing to behold. A poor women, with a child in her arms, was knocked down in crossing a street, and got entangled under the coach horses, where she was severely bruised before she could be rescued. Before the by-standers could sufficiently recover their self-recollection to yield her any assistance, a well dressed lady actually sprang under the horses and snatched away the child, with no small personal risk to herself — a gratifying instance of female intrepidity. To observe the apparently reckless manner in which coaches are driven, one would imagine they could hardly pass the length of a street without causing accidents. But pedestrians learn to look to their own safety; and for this, an ever-vigilent circumspection becomes necessary. Were a coach to pull up till an opening was made in the throng of foot passengers, it would be in the predicament of the clown, who waited for the river to run by before he attempted to cross. The driver must make his way through, or come to a dead stand. If a passenger before him happens to be inattentive, which is not often the case, he ejaculates his accustomed heigh! in a tone so sharp, as to put the most heedless on their guard. The streets of London are no place for the reveries of an absent man.

 
 Nathaniel S. Wheaton, A Journal of a Residence during Several Months in London, 1830



Early in the morning, before the chimneys of the houses and factories, of the railway-engines and steamers, have had time to fill the air with smoke, London presents a peculiar spectacle. It looks clean. The houses have a pleasing appearance; the morning sun gilds the muddy pool of the Thames; the arches and pillars of the bridges look lighter and less awkward than in the daytime, and the public in the street, too, are very different from the passengers that crowd them at a later hour.
     Slowly, and with a hollow, rumbling sound do the sweeping-machines travel down the street in files of twos and threes to take off every particle of dust and offal. The market-gardener's carts and waggons come next; they proceed at a brisk trot to arrive in time for the early purchasers. After them, the coal-waggons and brewer's drays, which only at certain hours are permitted to unload in the principal streets of the city. At the same time, the light, two-wheeled carts of the butchers, fishmongers, and hotel-keepers, rattle along at a slapping pace; for their owners — sharp men of business — would be the first in the market to choose the best and purchase at a low price. Here and there a trap is opened in the pavement, and dirty men ascend from the regions below; they are workmen, to whose care is committed the city under-ground, which they build, repair, and keep in good order. Damaged gas and water-pipes, too, are being repaired, and the workmen make all possible haste to replace the paving-stones and leave the road in a passable condition. For the sun mounts in the sky and their time is up. They return to their lairs and go to sleep just as the rest of the town awakens to the labours of the day.
     Besides these, there are a great many other classes whose avocations compel them to take to the street by break of day. At a very early hour they appear singly or in small knots, with long, white clay pipes in their mouths; as the day advances, they come in troops, 'marching to their work in docks and warehouses. ill-tempered looking, sleepy-faced barmen take down the shutters of the gin-shops; cabs, loaded with portmanteaus and band-boxes, hasten to deposit their occupants at the various railway-stations; horsemen gallop along, eager for an early country-ride; from minute to minute there is an increase of life and activity. At length the shops, the windows and doors of houses are opened; omnibuses come in from the suburbs — and land their living freight in the heart of the city; the pavements are crowded with busy people, and the road is literally crowded with vehicles of every description. It is day and the hour is 10 a.m.

 
Max Schlesinger, Saunterings in and about London, 1853



next ...
 
The Travelling Cad
 
  THE TRAVELLING CAD

 JUDY grieves to say that her notice has been frequently called, of late, to certain cads, to be met with on most railways, especially on the Metropolitan. She may thus classify them:-
 1. The cad who whistles or hums obtrusively
 2. The cad who makes a horrid noise with his heel or stick, probably to convey the idea that he's of a musical turn. JUDY, who travels much herself, and knows the miscreant but too well, hopes he will take some other way of expressing himself.
 3. The cad who spits. This is a very low specimen.
 4. The cad who talks noisily to his friend, to the intense exasperation of all in the carriage. This is often a foreigner, who doesn't know better; but JUDY is ashamed, sometimes, to hear an Englishman so offend. The best excuse she can make for him is, that the train probably started before he could reach the third class. She trusts this warning may prove sufficient.
 5. The cad who smokes where such proceeding is sure to annoy passengers, either at the time, or after he or his nasty cigar has gone out. This person generally uses very cheap tobacco.
 6. The cad who wipes his dirty feet on the opposite cushion, and so leaves it. This is a cad one often sees.
 7. The cad who writes on the window with a diamond, or some cheap imitation of the same. A very dirty trick!
 8. The cad who cuts the cushions or straps, or otherwise injures the fittings of the carriage. JUDY hopes to see him caught oftener. Any one may kick him.

 
Judy, 1872



next ...
 
Underclothing
 
  A TRUE woman, who always has the instinct of elegance and of allowable coquetry, will not be content with having fresh and dainty only her outside garments — those that can be seen, such as dresses, bonnets, mantles, etc. — but her underclothes  — those that cannot be seen — will be just as correct, in quite as good condition, and even more scrupulously neat.
     I have been told that when bustles were the fashion some great ladies procured for themselves this abnormal development, so hated by artists, by means of worn-out old muffs, old aprons rolled up into bundles, and by all sorts of similar and strange devices.
     On the other hand, little sempstresses economised in their outer garments in order to afford themselves crinoline bustles, which they cast off the moment they were soiled or out of shape.
     Dressmakers declare that women in society are not ashamed to send them for patterns bodices the linings of which are horribly soiled and greasy, and which show that they have never undergone the little repairs always necessary after some little usage.
     I have seen satin petticoats frayed and ragged, and others encrusted with mud, appear under superb gowns when these were held up. This is indeed ignoble.
     Undergarments may be simple, but they should be as irreproachable as, or more so than, the dress, which even one spot disgraces. They should be as gracefully cut as possible; and if they can be cut out of very good material, so much the better. But rather than have only a scanty or insufficient stock, it is better to have less expensive material and the necessary quantity.
     Happily, the taste for underclothing made of coloured surah silk or cambric has lost ground for some time back. Many women of refined tastes, indeed, never gave up white linen or cambric, or even simple calico, which can be so easily washed, whether the washing is done at home or given out, and which comes back sweet and fresh, to be put away in the wardrobes.
     Chemises made of printed cambric, or pink, blue, and mauve surah, have, to my thinking, this drawback — they cannot be thoroughly washed. Moreover, they are in somewhat doubtful taste.
     A virtuous woman has a repugnance to excessive luxury in her underclothing. She does not like too much lace or embroidery or ribbons and bows. She has them trimmed, of course, but with a certain sobriety which speaks in her favour; she likes them to be elegant, assuredly, so far as she can afford it, but she denies herself the abuse of and over-richness of trimming.
     She prefers comparatively simple under-linen, which there is no fear of washing, and which can be changed daily. What can be more refreshing than to put on fresh linen?
     Coloured stockings begin to be less worn in summer, and only with shoes. With boots, we are coming back to white thread or cotton stockings — a habit much appreciated by women of refined habits, and who understand true elegance.

 
Baroness Staffe, trans. Lady Colin Campbell, The Lady's Dressing Room, 1893



next ...
 
Underground
 
  Yesterday the Metropolitan (underground) Railway was opened to the public, and many thousands were enabled to indulge their curiosity in reference to this mode of travelling under the streets of the metropolis.
     The trains commenced running as early as six o'clock in the morning from the Paddington (Bishop's-road) station, and the Farringdon-street terminus, in order to accommodate workmen, and there was a goodly muster of that class of the public, who availed themselves of the advantages of the line in reaching their respective places of employment. At eight o'clock the desire to travel underground in the direction of the City began to manifest itself at the various stations along the line; and by nine it became equally evident to the authorities that neither the locomotive power nor the rolling stock at their disposal was at all in proportion to the requirements of the opening day. From this time, and throughout the morning, every station became crowded with anxious travellers who were admitted in sections; but poor were the chances of a place to those who ventured to take their tickets at any point below Baker-street, the occupants being, with but very rare exceptions, "long distance," or terminus, passengers. This circumstance tended to increase the numbers at every station every minute, until there became sufficient to fill any train of empties which might be sent to overflow; and we believe we are correct in stating that ultimately a number of the Great Western narrow gauge carriages as well as engines, were brought into requisition, and by this means the temporary wants of the public were accommodated. Possibly the greatest point of attraction, if the collection of numbers may be taken as any criterion, was King's cross, which is certainly the finest station on the line throwing even the termini into the shade. At this point, during the morning, the crowds were immense, and the constant cry, as the trains arrived, of "No room", appeared to have a very depressing effect upon those assembled. Between eleven and twelve, at this station, and continuously for the space of an hour and a half, the money takers refused to take money for passengers between King's-cross and Farringdon-street, but they issued tickets between that station and Paddington, and many, whose destination was City-wise, determined to ride on the railway on its first day of opening, took tickets for the opposite direction, in order to secure places for the return journey. At twelve o'clock the clerks informed the public, who were certainly then assembled to the number of some 500 or 600 at King's-cross, that there were enough people at Paddington to fill four trains in succession; and that, therefore, their instructions were to issue no Farringdon-street tickets for an hour. This announcement had the effect of getting rid of very large numbers. Whilst, however, all the tendency of the traffic was towards the Farringdon-street terminus during the morning, the public were enabled to proceed westward with but little inconvenience. Towards afternoon, however, the tide set in the other way, and the approaches to the trains at Victoria-street can be compared to no other than the crush at the doors of a theatre on the first night of a pantomime. Between one and two o'clock thousands of anxious travellers by the new route were collected outside the Victoria-street terminus, and when the outer doors were opened, which was only at intervals, the rush was tremendous, and on reaching the ticket office the difficulty of exchanging cash for a ticket was an equally difficult task. The platform gained, the next grand struggle was for a seat in the incoming and presently outgoing train. Classification was altogether ignored, the holders of No.1 being obliged to be compelled to go in No.3 or not at all, and vice versa. Hundreds on each occasion, however, had to be left behind, to take their chance of the next train in rotation. Once in motion, all appeared to be right, the riding very easy, and a train which left Farringdon-street at 2:15 reached King's-cross station at 2:18 (a little over a mile), bringing up at the platform in three minutes. Gower-street was reached at 2:25, Portland-road at 2:30, Baker-street at 2:36, Edgware-road at 2:42, and the terminus at Paddington at 2:48; thus performing the journey in 33 minutes, including stoppages at the various stations. There were other journeys performed which were longer, reaching over 40 minutes, but the time above specified may be taken as about the average time of the running of the trains throughout the day. With regard to this point, however, the time occupied yesterday in the running of the trains from terminus to terminus can scarcely be taken as a fair criterion of what may be the actual time when the excitement of an opening day is over, and the line shall have sobered down to its ordinary traffic. The excitement of the public to get places, and the running about of officials at every station to each carriage to see if there was a seat for one here and for two there, no doubt took up more than half the time which will be occupied by the stoppage of a train at each station on ordinary occasions.
     Of the general comfort in travelling on the line there can be no doubt, and the novel introduction of gas into the carriages is calculated to dispel any unpleasant feelings which passengers, especially ladies, might entertain against riding for so long a distance through a tunnel. Yesterday, throughout every journey, the gas burnt brightly, and in some instances was turned on so strong in the first-class carriages, in each of which there were two burners, that when the carriages were stationary, newspapers might be read with facility; but, in motion, the draft through the apertures of the lamps, created so much flickering as to render such a feat exceedingly difficult. The second-class carriages are very nicely fitted with leathered seats, and are very commodious, and the compartments and arms in the first-class render overcrowding impossible.
     There is one point to which attention was attracted as being adverse to the general expectation, and that was that it was understood that there was to be no steam or smoke from the engines used in working this tunnel railway. All we can say is, that on one of the journeys between Portland-road and Baker-street, not only were the passengers enveloped in steam, but it is extremely doubtful if they were not subjected to the unpleasantness of smoke also. This may have arisen from the circumstance before alluded to, that in consequence of the extreme pressure upon their resources, the workers of the metropolitan line were compelled to avail themselves of locomotive as well as rolling stock of the Great Western, and that it is only a temporary inconvenience.
     Up to six o'clock the computation was that somewhere about 25,000 persons had been carried over the line, and it is gratifying to remark that, notwithstanding the eagerness of the public to get into the carriages, even when the trains were in motion, no single accident, of any kind, was reported.

 
The Times, 1863



next ...
 
Unwanted Pregnancy
 
  Mr. NORTON. — You have stated that the first time you had connexion with Mr. Gordon was in September. Can you state the last time you had improper intercourse with him?
     Witness. — Not for a month before I left home, and I have been from my home three weeks.
     Witness (in continuation). — On the following Monday, or two or three days afterwards, in the evening, I think I saw the prisoner Thomas at the shop in Leather-lane. He told me he had seen the gentleman and "he would do the job for the 10l." He did not say what he was to do. That was all that passed. He did not mention the name of his friend at that time. I was told to call, and though no time was mentioned I did call again in a day or two afterwards. I think it was in the evening; and I told the prisoner Thomas that I was not quite right. He asked me if I lived at home, and I told him I lived with my mother. He did not ask my name, but he gave me a bit of paper with Dr. Smith's address upon it. That paper I have lost, but it stated that Dr. Smith could be seen from 11 to 12 o'clock at Mr. Currie's, No.10, Norfolk-street, Tottenham-court-road, near the Middlesex Hospital. I went to Mr. Smith's address, and asked for him. On doing so I saw the prisoner Cunningham, who came out from the behind the counter. The shop was a chymist's shop, and the prisoner Cunningham asked me if I was the young person Mr. Thomas had been speaking to him about. I said "Yes." At this time I think Mr. Currie was in the shop, but I can't say whether he was near enough to hear what had been said. The prisoner Cunningham, alias Smith, said to me, "Go into the surgery," and I went. He pulled down the blind, and was going to examine me, but he would not do it without the money down. I told I had but 2l., which I took out of my purse, and placed them on the table. He said he could not give his advice until he had the 10l. down. I said I had not got it with me, but that I had got it at home; and I asked him if he would arrange to come down to my lodgings at 4 o'clock the next day. Before that I had asked Mr. Gordon for the money, and Mr. Gordon gave me the 10l. I called again at the prisoner Currie's and saw a woman, and asked if Dr. Smith was at home. The woman said "No," but called Dr. Currie. I asked him if Dr. Smith was at home. He replied in the negative, but that any message that I left he would deliver to him. Accordingly, I left a message for Dr. Smith to call on me at my lodgings. He came, and I gave him the 10l. He told me to lie on my left side on a sofa in the room, and I did so. He used some instrument under my clothes. A full quarter of an hour elapsed during the operation. I cannot tell how far the instrument went, but during the operation, in which both the prisoner's hands were engaged, I felt something going round like a worm or a corkscrew. There was not any particular pain. He told me to bear it patiently, and after half an hour I got up. He asked me "how I felt;" I said "pretty well," and then he left. He came again every day for about a week. I never saw the instrument, but I believe he used it every time he came. On each occasion that he came the operation was the same. I lay on my side every time and felt a pain, a short pain, when the instrument was used. At the end of the week he said "he was quite satisfied that everything was done that he could do; that I was no longer than two months gone with child; and that there had not been anything formed." This was all he said to me as to my being in the family way. He added "that he had cleared the womb completely out." About a week after this I went home to my mother's, where I remained for two months. In that time I frequently saw Mr. Gordon. I told him I was not in the way I should wish to be. He said he would write and ascertain if Dr. Smith would see me again. I called two or three times at the prisoner's Thomas's, and he said he should forward any letter or message to Dr. Smith, and eventually, I wrote a letter to Dr. Smith, and give it to Mr. Thomas, making an appointment with the former to meet him at 24, Essex-street, Strand, a lawyer's. There I went to an empty room at the top of the house, in company with a Mrs. Cornelius, who is sister to Mrs. Halcomb, in whose house I now live. The prisoner Smith came to us in the empty room, and then again performed another operation on me the same as before, and with an instrument, as I felt a similar pain.
     Mr. NORTON. — What! perform an operation in an empty room! Was there no furniture of any sort in it?
     Witness. — Only a carpet with a sort of couch or sofa bedstead. I lay on the latter, with my face to the wall. He then told me it was "polypus," and used the instrument as before. He told me I must get away from home for a week, and desired me to take a lodging; and, in consequence, I got the lodgings where I am now staying. It was on the 11th of April that I was in the empty room in Essex-street, and on the Tuesday following I went to Stockwell. After getting my mother's consent to go to Mrs. Halcomb's I wrote to the prisoner Smith to request him to call on me at my new lodgings, and left the letter at Thomas's, requesting him to forward it. Thomas inquired what Dr. Smith had said about me, and I said "a polypus." Smith called on me on the day I removed to Stockwell, and he then used instrument in the back parlour at Mr. Halcomb's, while I was in the same position as before, with my face to the wall. By his desire I had first locked the door and pulled down the blind. He came again on the Wednesday and Thursday, and applied the instrument as before. On the Friday and Saturday, he brought me some powders, which were taken in water, and were very nasty to the palate. They were of greyish colour, and gave me great pain in my stomach, and so I told Dr. Smith. On the Tuesday or the Wednesday he used the instrument again, but did not say anything about the powders. On the Saturday, I fell very ill indeed, and sent for him to the lodgings he had taken at Stockwell. He came between 7 and 8 on the Sunday morning and inquired how I was, and I said "very ill." He replied that the "pains were coming on." He came again in the middle of the day, when I told him I felt much worse, and he said, "it will be soon over." He came a third time, in the afternoon, and remained sitting at my bedside two or three hours. On Friday and Saturday he wished me to get up, but the pains were so great that I could not do so. On the Sunday evening, when my mother arrived, Dr. Smith was in the room with me, but on hearing her voice he left and went into another room. My mother finding me so ill, said she wished a doctor to see me, and while she was gone for a doctor Dr. Smith returned to the room. My pain at this time was very great, and Dr. Smith took something from me with his hand, which he put into a piece of paper and carried away with him. The prisoner Smith called on me on Monday, when he said he was very glad to see me going on so well, though I was very poorly, and I have never seen him since.
     Mr. Robinson declined putting any questions to witness, but Mr. Binns was about to cross-examine her when she became so faint and weak that it was deemed necessary to send for a glass of wine for hear and remove her into the fresh air. 

 
The Times, 1853



next ...
 
Vitriol Throwing
 
  STREET OUTRAGES — VITRIOL THROWING

 Sir, — May I venture to seek the aid of your columns to warn the public against attempts of the above kind to which they may be exposed?
     Between 8 and 9 o'clock last night my wife while walking (in company with another lady, my son and another gentleman preceding them a short way) from Regent-square to Gower-street, had a large quantity of vitriol thrown upon her back by some person or persons unknown. She did not discover the fact until after she had entered the house and was proceeding to take off her cloak. On reaching her hands behind to pull off the sleeves, her hands came in contact with the burning acid. It was then discovered that a large quantity of vitriol had been thrown upon her dress, and in a few seconds the velvet cloak (worth nine guineas) and a satin dress (worth six guineas) were destroyed in a manner that only made us thankful that her person had escaped, and that the outrage had been discovered before the acid had penetrated further through the apparel. As it was, it had gone through the satin dress to the petticoat below, and had burnt the heel of one of the boots. So far as one can judge, there must have been half a pint at least of acid thrown upon the dress, reaching from a little below the collar downwards and all over the back.
     Not long ago another lady was the object of a similar outrage while passing through Gordon-square about 6 o'clock in the evening — a large quantity of vitriol was thrown upon her back, and was not so soon discovered as in the instance of last night. In that instance a valuable shawl was destroyed and the clothing, almost to the skin, burnt through. They stays came in shreds, as did the whole of the underclothing of the back.
     I immediately gave information of last night's offence to the police at Hunter-street station, where several instances (including the one I have just recited) of the like outrage appear to be known. The superintendent said they had as yet failed to discover the perpetrators in any instance, although the police had made every endeavour in their power. He thinks the acid is discharged by means of a glass squirt.
     Trusting that this warning may be useful to the public, and that the police may yet discover the miscreants who perpetrate such outrages,
     I am, Sir, yours obediently,
     Nov.1 J.M.

 
The Times, 1867



next ...
 
Warnings to Travellers
 
  In walking through the streets, avoid lingering in crowded thoroughfares, and keep on the right-hand side of the footway.

     Never enter into conversation with men who wish to show you the way, offer to sell "smuggled cigars" or invite you to take a glass of ale or play a game at skittles.
     If in doubt about the direction of any street or building, inquire at a respectable shop or of the nearest policeman.
     Monday is the workman's holiday; Saturday the most aristocratic day for the Opera, Crystal Palace, &c.
     Consult the Post Office Directory for addresses of friends who do not live in lodgings.
     Do not relieve street-beggars, and avoid bye-ways and poor neighbourhoods after dark.
     Carry no more money about you than is necessary for the day's expenses. Look after your watch and chain, and take care of your pockets at the entrance to theatres, exhibitions, churches, and in the omnibuses and the streets.

 
Routledge's Popular Guide to London, 1873



A Londoner jostles you in the street, without ever dreaming of asking your pardon; he will run against you, and make you revolve on your own axis, without so much as looking round to see how you feel after the shock; he will put his foot upon a lady's foot or dress, exactly as if such foot or dress were integral parts of the pavement, which ought to be trodden upon; but if he runs you down, if he breaks your ribs, or knocks out your front teeth, he will show some slight compunction, and as he hurries off, the Londoner has actually been known to turn back and beg your pardon.
     Of course all this is very unpleasant to the stranger, and the more delicate among the English themselves do not like it. None but men of business care to walk through the City at business hours; but if, either from choice or necessity, you find your way into those crowded quarters, you had better walk with your eyes wide open. Don't stop on the pavement, move on as fast you can, and do as the others do, that is to say, struggle on as best you may, and push forward without any false modesty. The passengers in London streets are hardened; they give and receive kicks and pushes with equal equanimity.
     Much less excusable is the kicking and pushing of the English public at their theatres, museums, railway stations, and other places of public resort. Nothing but an introduction to every individual man and woman in the three kingdoms will save you from being, on such occasions, pushed back by them. You have not been introduced to them; you are a stranger to them, and there is no reason why they should consult your convenience. The fact is, the English are bears in all places, except in their own houses; and only those who make their acquaintance in their dens, know how amiable, kind, and mannerly they really are.

 
Max Schlesinger, Saunterings in and about London, 1853



next ...
 
Wet Nursing
 
  If a mother, with or without reasonable cause, deputes her duties to a wet nurse, she ought thoroughly to understand that the expedient is not without drawbacks. All the best accoucheurs agree that in choosing a woman for the office, observation of the figure, the complexion, the colour, the teeth, or even the shape and development of the breasts, and the analysis of their secretion, are all unimportant compared with a knowledge of the regularity of the catamenia. In this respect it stands to reason we must take the applicant's own character of herself, a serious temptation to dishonesty. An unmarried woman may not improbably have a concealed constitutional taint, which is communicated through the milk, and at the best is an unpleasant inmate in the family. A poor married woman, however respectable, is removed from a starving home to sudden abundance, and invariably over-eats herself and it is fortunate if she does not over-drink herself too. She pines and grows anxious about her own child if it is alive, and insists upon having her troublesome husband to see her openly or secretly, on the pretence (a fallacious one) that his visit increases the flow of milk. Moreover, a rich mother cannot but feel some compunction in purchasing for her own offspring what is stolen from another, who is sometimes seriously affected by the fraud, and retires disgusted from this false world.

 
Thomas King Chambers, A Manual of Diet in Health and Disease, 1876



next ...
 
Workhouses
 
  WORKHOUSE CURIOSITIES

 At a Conversazione of the Poor Law Commissioners, the following curiosities were the other evening shown:

 Photograph of a Poor-law Inspector, as he appears when 'inspecting' a workhouse with his eyes shut.

 Model of the 'rabbit hutch' which the Farnham Guardians considered in cold blood to be 'quite good enough for tramps'.

 A pair of damp sheets from a poorhouse infirmary.

 A bit of one of the hot bricks by which a girl was scorched severely, and was so weakminded as to die in consequence.

 Samples of workhouse wine in various stages of emaciation, showing its increasing weakness in every hand through which it passes, from the master of the workhouse down to the pauper nurse, until at length it reaches the poor patient for whom it is prescribed.

 Specimens of an infirmary blanket, warranted not to keep the cold out.

 A slice of pauper Christmas pudding, curious as showing how much pudding can be made with how few plums.

 One of the toys broken by the order of a master of a workhouse, in order that the children might not be too happy there.

 Sketch (coloured) of the cesspool into which the epileptic Farnham pauper fell perversely, and so died.

 A specimen of hard, tough beef, administered to toothless paupers, when they are ordered by the doctor a tender mutton-chop.

 A bottle of air taken from a workhouse bedroom. In proof of its impurity, a light being placed in it immediately goes out.

 One of the newspapers removed by the late Master at Farnham, who feared that the paupers might really be too comfortable. 

 
Punch, 1868



next ...
 
 X-Ray
 
  THE RONTGEN X RAYS — St. JAMES'S-HALL — PRACTICAL DEMONSTRATIONS of the X RAYS (Rontgen's Marvellous New Light Discovery) DAILY at 2.30 and 4.0 by T.C.HEPWORTH, F.C.S., F.R.P.S., Admission, 2s. 6d. Schools and parties at reduced terms by arrangement. Mr. Hepworth's entertainment includes illustrations by the aid of the new Electric Lantern of the wonders of Up to Date Photography. St. James's-hall, Piccadilly entrance. Mr. Hepworth will photograph the hand of any of the audience. Engagements booked for evening at homes at Tree's Ticket Office, St. James's-hall.

 
advertisement from The Times, 1896



At WEST HAM, JOHN JOLLY, 46, Lansdowne-road, East Ham, a builder was charged, on remand, with shooting Constable George Hill, 146 K, and with attempting to shoot Constable Edward Bateman, 697 K, with intent to murder them on January 25, outside the Stratford Police-court. . . . The circumstances have been reported. Hill, after being shot, was put under chloroform with the object of tracing the bullet, which, however, was not discovered till the Rontgen rays were employed. It was then seen to be in a cavity of the jaw, and up to the present it has not been considered advisable to attempt to remove it.
 
The Times, 1898



RONTGEN RAYS CASE AT HASTINGS. The Hastings coroner yesterday resumed the inquiry into the circumstances attending the death of Catherine Fanny Wilson, widow. Evidence was given to the effect that the deceased woman fractured her thigh when bicycle riding. On one occasion, the Rontgen rays were applied to the thigh for two hours to locate the fracture, and on the second occasion for two hours and 20 minutes. The woman wrote, a month before she died, a letter in which she alleged that her blood rested upon the two men — the medical man and photographer — who were the cause of all her suffering. Dr. Roberts said he considered the wound attributable to the Rontgen rays. In his opinion the cause of death was exhaustion from the effects of a shock caused by the fracture of the thigh and the Rontgen rays. Dr. Harry Mansell, who ordered the application of the rays, denied the allegation as to the time occupied. The jury ultimately found a verdict of "Death from shock and exhaustion," and stated that no blame was attached to the doctor or photographer.

 
The Times,1900



next ...
 
 Zuleilah
 
  Went to Bishopsgate Street, with a view to a paper on Female gymnasts; for at the Cambridge Music Hall near Shoreditch Station, one such is performing, soidisant Zuleilah. The boxkeeper, a civil and very decent man, informed me that 'Zuleilah' is a Miss Foster, a publican's daughter of the neighbourhood; that she only became an acrobat 2 or 3 months ago, stimulated, like the rest of them, by the success of La Pereira; and that she is a 'very respectable girl'. I went in, and she appeared on the stage with her tutor 'Leopold', a fine muscular young fellow. Lizzie Foster herself was drest like a male acrobat, in tights, with spangled trunk hose and a sleeveless vest; her dark hair drest like a woman's, & with a rose coquettishly placed over one ear. A respectable looking lass of 18 or 20, not tall, but robust and well made; with a comely rustic face like a milkmaid's. Two 'trapézes' were hung high in air, and a third below them: she climbed up by a rope to one, and he to the other; and then she sprang or climbed, monkey-fashion, from each to each, and hung and turned and twisted to and fro and up and down, sometimes alone, sometimes along with him; for he would seize her now and then by the wrist or the ankle, and toss her about, head downwards very often, as if she were a puppet . . . a year ago, it would have seemed incredible that my sketch above is a faithful picture of an English girl, as she appears nightly, before an applauding London audience.
     Coming out of this place, about ten o'clock, I observed just opposite the Shoreditch Station a brilliantly lighted entrance to a 'Temperance Music Hall'. The admission was only one penny; and I went in, and found myself in the pit of a small and very dingy theatre, with a narrow stage. The pit was crowded with people of the lowest class; chiefly costergirls and lads, in their working clothes. There was no drinking nor smoking, as in the grander Music Halls; both, indeed, were forbidden. Rough as they looked, the audience were quiet and well-behaved; and two policemen kept strict order. When I entered, a man and a lad were on the stage, drest in tights as acrobats, and performing in a humbler fashion and on one trapeze hung low, feats such as I had just seen. The lad seemed to be about ten years old; a sturdy well knit little fellow, with broad shoulders, and a round plump smiling face, and curly hair parted on one side. He showed both pluck and skill; he climbed the rope, and hung from the trapeze by one hand or one foot, and sat astride his master's shoulder, and let himself be tossed and tumbled about, as the manner of street acrobats is with their young ones. There was nothing weak or feminine about the boy; but remembering how many female acrobats there are just now, I asked a girl who stood next me in the crowd  — a shabbily drest but decent workgirl  — whether the young performer were a boy or a girl. 'It's a girl, Sir!' she answered, briskly; and added 'She's only been at it three weeks, besides 8 days, that she practised at home.' 'Who is she?' 'Well, they call her The little Azella; but her name's Betsy Asher, and she's a Jewess, & only nine years old.' 'You know her, then?' 'She's my little sister, Sir', said the girl, proudly.

 
Arthur Munby, Diary, 1868



next ...
 
 Appendix I - Picture Postcards

 
  A set of London views, from various guidebooks (c.1900), including Waterloo Bridge, The Strand, St. Paul's Cathedral, The Royal Exchange, The Royal Courts of Justice, Regent Street, Oxford Circus, Ludgate Hill, The Crystal Palace and Westminster Bridge. [see next page and following]























Appendix II - A Note on Sources

 
  There are very few famous names in this book. We have brief pieces from Dickens and Engels; an extract from Jack London's People of the Abyss; the rest, unless I am much mistaken, will only be familiar to those already enamoured with Victorian London.
 

The works I have quoted fall into a variety of categories:
Diaries, Memoirs, Letters:
Arthur Munby (1857-1903) is pre-eminent here. He was a middle-class civil-servant and an aspiring poet. He is now (in)famous for his fetishistic obsession with the lives of working women and his clandestine marriage to his servant Hannah Cullwick. His diaries, lost until the 1970s, reveal a kind-hearted, liberal individual (whatever his sexual preferences) and offer unparalleled insights into Victorian life. Others here include Jane Panton (1847-1923), daughter of the painter William Frith, given to rather tart observations; Jane Welsh Carlyle (1801-1866), renonwed letter-writer and wife of Thomas Carlyle; popular journalist, Edmund Yates (1831-1894), one of the many writers who were protégés of Dickens; the perennially miserable George Gissing (1857-1903) whose novels offer one of the best (and bleakest) portrayals of the late-Victorian metropolis; the pioneering engineer Alfred Rosling Bennett (1850-1928), an expert on telephony, whose concise memoirs of 1850s and 1860s Islington reveal countless lost details of daily existence; and the American, Mary H. Krout (1851-1927), a female journalist, who worked as a London correspondent in the 1890s. We also have brief comments from the unknown 'Walter' (an obsessive diarist of his own sexual exploits, whose identity remains contested); one Edward Owen (a policeman in Hyde Park); an anonymous man-about-town in the 1860s, under the pseudonym 'One of the Old Brigade'; and from the autobiography of a city missionary, James Inches Hillocks.
 


Guidebooks: Guidebooks are a great source of historical material. Books I have quoted range from the practical tourist handbook of The Popular Guide to London and its Suburbs,
 to the antiquarian/historical bias of John Timbs's Curiosities of London; an 1850s restaurant guide, London at Dinner; through to an 1890s version of the 'coffee-table book', George Birch's photo-illustrated Descriptive Album of London. Also, the rather unique Dickens's Dictionary of London (1879), an alphabetically arranged guide to London, produced by the famous author's son.
 

Magazines: The Victorian era marked the beginning of popular, mass-market magazines. Titles like the Leisure Hour  and various publications by the Cassells company (whose Household Guide offered useful advice to the middle-class housewife in every possible field of endeavour) are liberally quoted in this book, together with Punch, whose jokes now seem very dull indeed, but whose social commentary remains indispensable for students of the period.
 

 Instructive Literature: Books like The Housemaid and Her Duties and How to Perform Them were intended for both servants and mistresses, to define the boundaries of domestic life. I have also quoted the rather astonishing  Ladies and Gentlemen's Model Letter Writer, which is happy to include pro forma letters for marriage proposals and their rejection; and the The Lady's Dressing Room, which offers detailed guidance on every aspect of female beauty. More practically, the Police Duty Catechism and Reports was a training manual for policemen.
 

Newspapers: As with magazines, the circulation of newspapers grew exponentially in the nineteenth century, not least when tax was abolished and 'penny papers' began to appear. I have, admittedly, relied heavily on the old stalwart of The Times, not least for its amusing letters page and fascinating law reports. There are, however, a number of other titles quoted, not least the radical Morning Chronicle,
which contained journalist Henry Mayhew's original 'letters' on the London poor, full of statistics and first-hand accounts of grinding poverty in the metropolis (which would swiftly appear in book form as the famous work of documentary journalism
London Labour and the London Poor, in 1851).


 

Social Investigation:
The largest category of material in this book falls under what might be called 'social investigation'. Countless journalists followed both Henry Mayhew's lead (his Morning Chronicle pieces appeared in 1849/50) and Dickens's own example (not least his Sketches by Boz,
1836) and began to write up their own investigations of London life, particularly the seedier side of things. Some writers had polemical intent. The doctor Hector Gavin, writing a year before Mayhew, penned Sanitary Ramblings (an exposé of the filthy conditions in Bethnal Green in 1848) in an attempt to agitate for sanitary improvements; likewise the influential architect George Godwin, writing on London's slums in London Shadows (1854); or Thomas Archer, whose The Terrible Sights of London (1870) promoted charities dealing with child poverty. Others merely reported what they saw around them, for the instruction or amusement of their audience (largely in magazines, like Dickens's own Household Words and All the Year Round). James Greenwood is a particular favourite, a journalist who made his name in the 1860s by spending a night 'undercover' in the casual ward of a workhouse; but this book contains half a dozen of his contemporaries, including an excerpt from W.S.Gilbert's book on London Characters (1870), written before his famous partnership with Sir Arthur Sullivan.
 

Miscellaneous: Finally, some pieces stand alone: I have used Dr. William Acton's polemic against prostitution, although he is now largely remembered for one line in  The Functions and Disorders of the Reproductive Organs (1857): 'The majority of women (happily for them) are not very much troubled with sexual feeling of any kind.' There is a summary of food eaten by the millions of visitors the Great Exhibition, which continues to intrigue me; a list of slang compiled from Clarence Rook's fictionalised account of a Lambeth 'hooligan'; and, finally, one excerpt from pure fiction, taken from a best-selling penny dreadful, The Mysteries of London, which gives a clear idea of why many considered such cheap fiction 'corrupting'. 
 

Further reading, including the context of many of the items cited herein, can be found on my website www.victorianlondon.org

Lee Jackson  
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