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Old Time Restaurants 9

The Mermaid was another favourite resort of the

Elizabethan poets.

Beaumont, in his lines to Ben

Jonson, reminds him of the hours they had spent

there :

“What things have we seen

Done at the Mermaid ! heard words that have been
S0 mimble, and so full of subtle flame,

As if that everyone from whence they came

Had meant to put his whole wit in a jest,

And had resolved to live a fool the rest

Of his dull life.”

And the same might have been said of the gatherings

at the Devil Tavern.

It is almost exasperating, when one considers what
manner of men they were who foregathered in these

old tavern rooms—
Shakespeare, Ben
Jonson, Beaumont
and Fletcher, Shir-
ley, Herrick, and
many another of
lesser note — to
think that the only
record we have of
such nights is a
chance reference or
two, such as have
been given above
in the lines of Her-
rick and of Beau-
mont. If only some
Boswell could have
been present, what

Ben Jonson

a record he might have compiled, and what a book
he might have written! Little, probably, did the host


















Old Time Restaurants 1§

Centlivre, that most prolific of lady dramatists, in the
prologue to her play, “ Love’s Contrivances” (1703),
says :

“At Locket's, Brown’s, and at Pontack’s enquire
What modish kickshaws the nice beaus desire,
What famed ragouts, what new-invented salad,

Has best pretensions to regale the palate.

If we present you with a medley here,

A hodge-podge dish served up in China ware,

We hope ’twill please ’cause like your bills of fare.”

Even the waiters at Locket’s, like their brethren of

Swift at the Christening Supper in the St James's Coffee-House

the favourite coffee-houses, were so well known to the
fashionable world of the day that their names found
their way into the plays and other popular literature
of the time. Steele talks familiarly in the Zatler
of Humphrey Kidney, the waiter and keeper of book-









18 Bygone London Life

But not many taverns or restaurants have existed for
practically a hundred years, and throughout that time
have maintained one unvarying reputation for the
excellence of their catering. Such, however, was the
case with the once well-known “ Pontack’s.”

This famous resort of London epicures, from the days
of the restored Stuarts until the last quarter of the
eighteenth century, was situated in the heart of the
city—in Abchurch Lane, Lombard Street. The founder
of the house was a scholar and a gentleman. M. Pontaq
was the son of the President of the Parlement of
Bordeaux, who owned a famous claret district in that
southern home of the grape. Evelyn, the diarist,
mentions meeting him in 1683, and although im-
pressed by his wide reading and knowledge, thought
that much learning had made him mad. “M. Pontaq,”
he says, “was exceedingly addicted to cabalistical
fancies, . . . and half distracted by reading abundance
of the extravagant Eastern Jews. He spake all
languages, was very rich, had a handsome person, and
was well-bred, about forty-five years of age.” It appears
somewhat singular that a man of wealth and scholarship,
such as Evelyn describes, should open an eating-house
in London ; but there seems to be no question that he
did so, and by way of sign to his establishment—for in
those days every shop and house of business had its
signboard—he put up his father’s head.

The house was opened somewhere about the time
of the Revolution of 1688, and soon became famous
both for its French cookery and for the quality of its
wines. Men of science are not less susceptible of
gastronomic pleasures than other men, and the infant
Royal Society held its annual dinner beneath M.
Pontaq’s hospitable roof almost from the opening of
the house until the year 1746. There are very many
allusions to the excellence of the provender at Pontack’s,
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liked also to grumble at the prices. He was there one
day, with some city acquaintances, when Pontack himself
told the company that, although his wine was so good,
he sold it cheaper than others; but as the price per
flask was seven shillings, equivalent to considerably
more in the present value of money, Swift might well
say in writing to Stella: ‘“ Are not these pretty rates?”.
A contemporary rhymester says:

“What wretch would nibble on a hanging shelf,
When at Pontack’s he may regale himself?

Drawers must be trusted, through whose hands conveyed,
You take the liquor, or you spoil the trade ;

For sure those honest fellows have no knack

Of putting off stum’d claret for Pontack.”

“ Stum’d claret ” was, presumably, adulterated or inferior
wine.

It was possible to dine at Pontack’s for so small a
sum as four or five shillings, but the usual cost was
nearer a guinea.—"“Would you
think,” says satirical Tom Brown,
“that little lap-dog in scarlet
there has stomach enough to
digest a guinea’s worth of enter-
tainment at Pontack’s every din-
ner-time?” The proprietor laid
himself out to provide luxuries
and expensive dainties, so that
dinners could be ordered by
wealthy epicures at most extra-
vagant rates. In 1730 a guinea
ordinary was held at the house,
and among other items in the
bill of fare were such dainties (for those who liked them)
as “chickens not two hours from the shell” and “a
ragout of fatted snails.” In those days John Bull's sons

Swift Writing to Stella
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repression and sullen domesticity of the Puritan times,
people went to the other extreme, and lived in public to
a much greater extent than had ever before been
customary in England. The coffee-houses just hit the
taste of the times. Within their walls men of all ranks
in life assembled day by day to see and be seen, to talk
and to listen, to discuss politics, the news, foreign and
domestic, literature and the drama—everything, in short,
that was of the slightest public interest. Quicquid agunt
homines might have been the motto of the coffee-houses
during their palmy days—that is, from the Restoration to
near the middle of the eighteenth century.

An outlay of a penny or twopence made the visitor
free of the house, and for this small sum the poorest
customer as well as the richest could enjoy all the
advantages, such as they were, of what was then the
only equivalent for the modern club. An anonymous
poet of 1696 describes :

“Grave wits, who, spending farthings four,
Sit, smoke, and warm themselves an hour ;
Or modish town-sparks, drinking chocolate,
With beaver cocked, and laughing loud,

To be thought wits among the crowd,
Or sipping tea, while they relate
Their evening’s frolic at the Rose.”

Men love talk just as much as women are supposed to
do, and the coffee-houses were centres for gossip and tittle-
tattle as well as for more rational conversation. The
appetite for chatter grows by what it feeds upon, and a
constant running about to see and to hear some new
thing by those whose time, even in those days of leisure,
meant money, naturally often led to neglect of business
and consequent loss and misfortune. Moralists were
not slow to point this out. In a pamphlet called “ The
Worth of a Penny,” printed in 1676, the writer warns his
readers against idle society, where a great deal of time
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and agents that “Ready Money is expected of all
Strangers, especially for the first Parcel.” The once
famous Daffy’s Elixir was prominent in the advertise-
ments of this time. So early as 1685 Mrs Daffy was
informing an attentive world, through the medium of
the London Gaszette, that since her husband’s death she
had moved to the Two Blue Posts and Golden Ball in
Salisbury Court, Fleet Street, where any person could
be furnished with “ Dr Daffy's Elixir.”

The coffee - house proprietors, in addition to their
regular trade in the ordinary beverages ordered by their
customers, acted as agents for the sale of many of these
quack medicines as well as of the Epsom and other
mineral waters.

A certain “Royal Bitter Tincture,” described as
“much experienced and highly approved” in the usual
variety of troubles and diseases, and to be taken in
doses of forty or sixty drops in wine, coffee, tea, brandy,
or any other liquor, was on sale at such well-known
houses as the St James’s, Sam’s, the Marine, and Tom’s,
in Devereux Court. The mineral water from Epsom
Old Well was sold at Sam’s and one or two other
coffee-houses. A “Ticket of the seal of the Wells”
was said to be affixed to water so sold in order that
people “might not be cheated in their waters.”

At one end of the coffee-room was the bar, where
messages were left and letters taken in for known
customers, and where the female attendants chatted and
flirted with young and handsome beaux, to the neglect
of the older and plainer customers, in a manner that has
become hereditary among barmaids. A correspondent
of the Spectator—who was possibly either old or ugly—
grumbles at the ways of these “idols,” as he calls them.
Tom Brown describes the “idols” as “a charming
Phillis or two, who invite you by their amorous glances
into their smoaky territories.” The crusty Spectator
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were addressed at first under cover to Addison, and,
after the breach in their friendship, to Swift direct, to be
left at the St James's, where they were stuck in the
glass frame behind the bar until they were called for.
It must have been rather a difficult task to write love-
letters, or, indeed, letters of any kind, amidst the dis-
tractions and hum
of a busy coffee-
house. A poem of
1690 says that

“The murmuring
buzz which through
the room was sent,

Did bee-hives’ noise
exactly represent,

And like a bee-hive,
too, 'twas filled, and
thick,

All tasting of the
Honey Politick
Called ‘news,” which
they all greedily

sucked n.”

“News” was a
chief attraction at
e the St James’s:

B, i fashion and pleas-

“ A clean pipe, a dish of coffee, and ure in the form of

the Supplement” dice anlie

drew crowds of scented and curled beaux to White's.

Literature and the drama were patronised at Will’s, and

afterwards, in succession, at Button’s and the Bedford.

Lloyd’s, in Lombard Street, was famous for auctions.

In a poem on “ The Wealthy Shopkeeper,” published in
1700, there is the allusion:

“Then to Lloyd’s coffee-house he never fails,
To read the letters, and attend the sales.”




The Coffee-Houses 31

- Whist was the chief attraction about 1730 at the
Crown, in Bedford Row. Jonathan’s Coffee-House, in
Exchange Alley, was a great centre for speculators
during the disastrous year of 1720. Squire’s, near
Gray’s Inn Gate, is for ever associated with the memory

of Sir Roger de Coverley. The picture drawn by
Addison of the
knight at this |[Wge. -~
house gives a | '
vivid  present-
ment of coffee-
house life. Sir
Roger seated
himself at the
upper end of the
high table and
“called for a
clean pipe, a
paper of to-
bacco, a dish of
coffee, a wax
candle, and the
Supplement,
with such an air
of cheerfulness
and good-hu-
mour that all
the boys in the
coffee - room,
who seemed to The Caledonian Coffee-House
take pleasure in
serving him, were at once employed on his several
errands, insomuch that nobody else could come at a
dish of tea until the knight had got all his conveniences
about him.”

The Smyrna was beloved of Addison and Steele, of
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succeeding years were wont to meet was on the first
floor. There for many years Dryden held undisputed
sway as the leader of literary fashion, and, in Cibber’s
words, the arbiter of critical disputes. The exact year
when Will's first opened its hospitable doors is un-
known. Perhaps the earliest mention of the coffee-
house is to be found in Mr Pepys’s diary—entry of
3rd February 1664, wherein that lover of gossip notes :

“In Covent Garden to-night, going to fetch home
my wife, I stopped at the great coffee-house there,
where I never was before; where Dryden, the poet I
knew at Cambridge, and all the wits of the town, and
Harris the player, and Mr Hoole of our College. And
had I had time then, or could at other times, it will be
good coming thither; for there, I perceive, is very witty
and pleasant discourse.”

This early notice shows that Dryden, who at that
time had published little poetry beyond the * Astraa
Redux,” and whose first play, the “ Wild Gallant,” had
only been out a year, was already recognised as a man
of light and leading. From this time till within a
short period of his death, thirty-seven years later,
Dryden continued to be the ruling spirit amongst the
wits of all kinds and degrees who frequented the
Russell Street coffee-house and discussed poets and
poetry to the accompaniments of dishes of tea and
coffee, fortified sometimes by more potent liquors.

From the reminiscences of various writers who had
attended Will's in their youth some materials may
be gathered for a mental picture of the poet as he
sat on his coffee-house throne. In the earlier days of
his London career he wore a plain suit of Norwich
drugget, but when he became better known he advanced,
says a correspondent of the Gentleman's Magazine in
1745, “to a sword and Chedreux wig.” What a
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of the alteration that had taken place since Dryden’s
time, and laments that where formerly were seen in
the hands of every man songs, epigrams, and satires,
there were now only packs of cards, and instead of
discussions on expression and style, only disputes
about the game. Ned Ward says “there was great
shaking of the elbow
at Will's about ten.”
Defoe, writing a few
years later in his
“Journey through
England,” gives a
more favourable ac-
count of the place,
and shows that cards
and dice had not en-
tirely supplanted the
earlier attractions of
the coffee-house, for
at Will’'s, he says,
there is playing at
Picket and the best
of conversation till
midnight.

Addison mentions,
in the first number of
the Spectator, his oc-
casional visits to
Will's, but he soon transferred his patronage to But-
ton’s, on the other side of the street, which was opened
about 1712. Button had been employed in Addison’s
household. The old servant was naturally patronised
by his former master, who brought with him his circle
of literary and political friends, and consequently
Button’s soon became the chief place of resort for men
of letters and politicians of the Whig persuasion. Little

Midnight : IHomeward Bound
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Steele was a constant attendant at the afternoon
meetings of the club. Early in 1713, in one of those
innumerable little notes that he was so fond of sending
to his wife at every possible opportunity, he asks her
to call exactly at five o’clock at Button’s for him, and

Addison’s Circle at Button’s : Steele’s arrival

he will go with her to the Park or wherever she may
prefer. Towards the end of the same year we have a
glimpse of his light-hearted way of meeting all personal
attacks on himself. He was then in the thick of political
dispute and struggle, and such attacks were plentiful.
One December afternoon he hobbled into the coffee-
room, supported on crutches and assisted by Mr Button

i e e i e ——
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Guardian were informed that the lion's head had been
duly set up, and its appearance is described as being
“in imitation of the antique Egyptian lion, the face of
it being compounded out of that of a lion and a
wizard. The features are strong and well furrowed.
The whiskers are ad-
mired by all that
have seen them. It is
planted on the west-
ern side of the coffee-
house, holding its
paws under the chin
upon a box, which
contains everything
that he swallows. He
is indeed a proper
emblem of knowledge
and action, being all
head and paws.”

The lion’s head re- § 10 Cmidhm.
mained an ornament )] Noa Hﬁ?ﬁ Pafclear
of Button’s for some (@ B
time after the Guar- Rt

dian had ceased to ok I&I}::j;:iz SO
appear. Below the

head was cut a couplet from Martial, which a corres-
pondent of the Gentleman's Magasine, many years later,
thus translated :

“Bring here nice morceaus; be it understood
The lion vindicates his choicest food.”

. With the closing of Button’s the famous head started
on its travels. It was first removed to the Shakespeare’s
Head Tavern in Covent Garden Piazza, and thence to the
Bedford Coffee-House, a literary successor to Button’s,
where it was put to its original use in connection with
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Many other well-known names are found among the
frequenters of the Chapter. One day when Foote, the
dramatist and actor, was with some friends in the
coffee-room a broken-down player asked for help, and
passed his hat round the circle. All contributed, and
Foote remarked, with characteristically malicious wit:

Goldsmith

“If Garrick hear of this he will certainly send in his
hat” The English Roscius was imagined to be of an
unduly thrifty disposition, and many were the jokes
that were made at the expense of his supposed penuri-
ousness. Garrick was undoubtedly careful in money
matters, but there is plenty of evidence to show that
at the same time he could be very generous where help
was really needed. But Foote never missed an
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Spain: “I would faine save Italy and yett drink tea
with you at the Smirna this Winter.” His lordship’s
spelling was weak, but his wish to mingle duty with

Garraway's

pleasure, to serve his country and yet to taste the
pleasures of tea and gossip with his friends, has a
pleasant touch of naturalness.

Casual allusions to the Smyrna are not frequent in
literature, and the date when it ceased to be a centre
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little earlier flourished the beaux of the Restoration,
who were dandies of the first water.

The beau of the Restoration era was a tremendous
creature. He wore the fullest and most flowing of

e AN T PSR P R b 1= e

Dandies of a Century ago (from an old print)

wigs; from his wrist hung the dandiest of clouded
canes; and in his hand he flourished the never-failing
snuff-box. At every step his wig and clothes and
daintily-laced handkerchief exhaled the most delicate
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about using his sword, or with his fists planting un-
answerable retorts upon the face or body of his critic.
The “blood” had no love for quiet folk. A modern
“buck,” says an old writer, curses you for a sullen
fellow if you refuse a pint bumper, and “looks upon
you as a sneak-
ing scoundrel if
you decline en-
tering into any
of his wild
pranks.”

At night the
usual custom of
these gentry was
to sally out into
the streets in
quest of what
they were pleas-
ed to call “frol-
ics.” Having
begun the even-
ing, and primed
themselves
“with insolence
and wine” by
an hour or two
spent in a tav-
ern, they went L_
forth to “beat A Tavern Insult (from an old engraving)
the rounds,” or,
in other words, to maltreat the watchmen, break the
few street lamps, insult and assault both men and
women, especially the latter, who were quietly going
about their business, and in every possible way to
violate all decency and order. The watchmen were
few in number, and often old and decrepit, and it
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morning suit, untidy shoes, and “the knees of his
breeches hanging loose,” Johnson had a great admira-
tion and liking for his lively companion. * Ewverything
comes from Beauclerk so easily,” he said, “that it
appears to me that I labour when I say a good
thing.” Miss Anne Pitt, the sister of the great Lord
Chatham, was stepping out of her chaise one day, with
Topham’s assistance, when she fell and sprained her
leg ; whereupon she declared that
. never for the future would she
' trust to the shoulder of a
macaroni. The nature of
the fashionable attire would
hardly be conducive to readi-
ness or agility of movement.
From about 1770 to 1775
the most noteworthy member
of the Macaroni Club was
Charles James Fox, then a
very young man, making his
mark in the House of Com-
mons as an able speaker and
debater. In every folly, in
prodigal expenditure, and in
excess of all kinds he was
foremost. Gambling was a
passion with him from a very
early age. When staying at Spa as a boy, with his
father, Lord Holland, he was accustomed to receive from
his too indulgent parent a few guineas each evening
with which to tempt fortune at the public gaming-tables.
The habit thus formed became a master-passion; and
as a natural result, Fox was always deeply in debt and
often in want of a guinea. He used to call his waiting-
room, where the tribe of money-lenders besieged him,
his Jerusalem Chamber. As a macaroni at the time

Johnson at Dreakfast
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to be able to add that the macaroni captain received
a very sound thrashing.
The macaronies gave their name to a magazine,

2 2

A Corner of Vauxhall

now very scarce, which was almost as short-lived as
their own absurd costume. In 1772 was published
The Macavoni and Theatrical Magazine, or Monthly
Register of the Fashions and Diversions of the Times.
It changed its name the following year to Z/e Macaroni,
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reference would have been useful. The “bird rock”
able to truss an elephant, seems, somehow, to have
wandered out of “ Sinbad the Sailor” or “ The Travels of
Lemuel Gulliver, Master Mariner.” A few other
ornithological rarities were “two feathers of the phoenix
tayle ” ; birds of paradise, some with, some without, legs ;
a white blackbird ; and a “dodar from the Island
Mauritius : it is not able to flie, being so big.”

Among foreign fruits some tea leaves were carefully
preserved. Tea was known and drunk by a few
judicious folk in the time of the Tradescants, but it was
long before it became a popular beverage. Mr Pepys
mentions how he sent for a cup of “tee (a China drink),”
of which he had never drunk before. In 1700 tea sold
for from twenty to thirty shillings a pound.

The museum contained a considerable number of
what the catalogue describes as *“ Mechanick Artificiall
Works in Carvings, Turnings, Sowings, and Paintings.”
Some of these curious things were marvels of ingenuity.
There might be seen “halfe a hasle-nut with seventy
pieces of household stuffe in it” ; a cherry stone holding
ten dozen of tortoiseshell combs; a “nest of fifty-two
wooden cups turned within each other, as thin as
paper " ; figures and stories carved upon plum, cherry,
and peach stones; “flea chains of silver and gold with
three hundred links apiece, and yet but an inch long,”
with many other similar wonders. One or two of the
items in this section seem to require explanation.
What, for instance, was a *“ Heliotropian spoone,” or
* backside work acht upon crystall” ?

Among the miscellaneous rarities were several things
whose authenticity must have been taken very much
upon trust. Who could vouch for a piece of the stone
of S. John the Baptist’s tomb, or “a piece of the stone
of Sarridge Castle where Hellen of Greece was born”?
What or where was “ Sarridge Castle”? Other stone
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Henry the Eighth's spurs and coat of mail reposed
beside “a piece of Queen Katherine’s skin.”

Foreign parts contributed some strange items. China
was represented by pipes, a “waistcoat to prevent
sweating,” and a bird’s-nest “of which is made fine
soup.” Barnacles from the bottoms of ships; mussel-

Don Saltero’s, Chelsea

shells, containing pearls, from Port Mahon ; a rose from
Jericho ; “curious corn from South Carolina”—maize,
perhaps ; a purse made of a spider from Antigua ; and
other strange things, supposedly from foreign parts,
made the curious visitor stare. No collection of those
days was complete without examples of misdirected
ingenuity. Don Saltero could show one hundred and
four silver spoons in a cherry stone; a bowl and ninepins
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Yorkshire, in June 1702,* Petiver refers to the plants
which he had “yearly gathered att Hampton Court,
Fulham, etc.” Science was sometimes tempered with
conviviality. Writing to the same correspondent, on
11th September 1712,1 Petiver expresses a wish to make
a “herborizing journey” with him into Wales during
the following summer, and adds: “I was this day at
Chelsey Garden, where we dined at the Swan, itt being
our last herborizing till next spring.”

He collected, also, through the agency of others, a
vast number of specimens from foreign countries. He
not only had many correspondents abroad, with whom he
exchanged rarities from time to time, but he systemati-
cally employed captains and doctors of ships to bring
him home the seeds of plants, birds, stuffed animals,
insects, and so forth, as well as botanical specimens,
giving them careful printed directions and such in-
formation as enabled them to choose and select the
most desirable objects for collection.

It is worth noting here that Petiver’s zeal for foreign
collecting brought him into touch in an interesting way
at one point with general literature. Lovers of Sir
Richard Steele will remember his pleasant “ History of
Brunetta and Phillis” in the eightieth number of the
Spectator. In an article on “The Spectator's Essays
relating to the West Indies,” by Mr Darnell Dauvis,
which appeared in the West India Quarterly (vol. i
part iii. Demerara, 1885),] the writer pointed out that
he source of Steele’s story was to be found in a letter
among the Sloane MSS. 2302 in the British Museum,
written by “Captain Walduck, a resident for fourteen
years in Barbadoes, and addressed to ‘ Mr James Petiver,

* ¢ Extracts from the Correspondence of Richard Richardson, M.D.,
F.R.S5.” Privately printed, 1835, p. 49.

t fbdd, p. 110,

1 Quoted by the late Mr J. Dykes Campbell in Nofes and Queries,
seventh series, 1. 126.
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Apothecary to the Chartreux,” and Fellow of the Royal
Society in Aldersgate Street, London.” Captain
Walduck’s narrative, which obviously suggested the
“ History of Brunetta,” need not be repeated here; but
it may be guessed that Steele, when at the Charterhouse,
had made the acquaintance of Petiver, and probably had
from him the story which he afterwards turned to such

Steele

account in the Specfafor. It is not impossible, either,
that, as was suggested by Mr Dykes Campbell, Steele,
when a Barbadoes proprietor himself, may have helped
Petiver with his natural history collections.

At home Petiver was an intimate friend and corre-
spondent of John Ray, who acknowledges his assistance
in more than one of his works. He specially mentions
Petiver’s help in arranging the second volume of his
“ History of Plants.”
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how he “staid up till the bellman came by with his
bell just under my window as I was writing of this

¢ Past one of the clock, and a cold, frosty morning ™

very line, and cried, ¢ Past one of the clock, and a cold,

frosty, windy morning.’”
A capital representation of the Elizabethan bellman,

reproduced on the next page, appears on the title-page
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of Thomas Dekker's “ The Belman of London,” a tract,
printed in 1608, which professes to describe “the most
notorious villainies that are now practised in the King-
dome,” but is really confined to a graphic and amusing
account of the evil manners and customs of London
thieves, sharpers, and chevaliers d’industrie generally.

The FElizabethan Bellman
(From the title-page of Dekker's ** Belman of London,” 1608)

This worthy watchman supports his long staff or bill on
his left shoulder, and in the left hand carries his lantern,
within which burns a long candle ; while the right hand
holds the bell, which seems to be attached to his person
by a cord fastened round the waist. At the bellman’s
heels trots a comical-looking dog.

In the course of the pamphlet Dekker makes the
bellman explain that the ringing of his bell was not to
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charged were issued by the City authorities, or were
even embodied in Acts of Parliament. Thus, in 1515,
a statute was passed “concerning watermen on the
Thames,” which shows the low fares that the men
were forbidden to exceed. There was a daily boat
to and from Gravesend at twopence each passenger,
provided that there was a load of twenty-four persons ;
to Erith for a penny ; to Greenwich and Woolwich for
a farthing; to all places between Lambeth and St
Mary Overies, a farthing. But these low rates did
not please the watermen, and brawls and assaults
were of common occurrence in the course of the dis-
putes which daily arose between the boatmen and
those who employed them.

Not only was there a considerable body of passenger
traffic down the river, as shown by the above regula-
tions, but in the other direction the Thames showed
a similar scene of activity. A very large part of the
carriage of goods and merchandise between the up-
river counties, such as Oxford, Buckingham, and Berk-
shire, and the metropolis, as well as between the City
and the suburbs, was performed by water. Time was
not money in those days, and days were reckoned as
we should now count hours. ‘

About the end of the sixteenth century there seem
to have been many complaints of the great dangers
in which many people, passing between Windsor and
other up-river towns and the mouth of the Thames,
were placed, through the ignorant unskilfulness of the
watermen whom they employed to transport them and
their goods. And so in the first year of the reign of
King James I. an Act was passed which provided that
no waterman should take an apprentice unless he were
eighteen years of age, and bound for seven years, except
in the case of his own sons, “being sixteen at least,
and of convenient growth and strength, that formerly
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somewhat rowdy class of men. If a dispute arose the
chairmen were well provided with weapons, for their
carrying poles were always at hand. Mr Austin Dobson,
who may be regarded as quite as good an authority on
eighteenth-century matters as the writers of that era
themselves, has a poem on “The old Sedan Chair,” in
which he mentions the chairmen, Terence and Teague :

“ Stout fellows !—But prone, on a question of fare,
To brandish the poles of that old Sedan Chair.”

Perhaps, however, the combative tendencies of these
two worthies may be
set down to their
nationality, for Ter-
ence and Teague are
both true sons of Erin.
Gay has several
allusions to the chair-
men. He describes
how in winter they
kept themselves warm
while waiting, just as
cabby still does :

““At White’s the harness’d
chairman idly stands,

And swings around his
waist his tingling hands.”

In fine weather their John Gay

business was slack.

Folk were content to walk, while “tavern doors the
chairmen idly crowd.” And this hanging about tavern
doors sometimes led to disaster for both the bearers
and for those who

“ Box’d within the chair, contemn the street,
And trust their safety to another’s feet” ;

for lo! the sudden gale
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“ The drunken chairman in the kennel spurns,
The glasses shatters, and his charge o’erturns.”
In those days the footpath was only distinguished from
the roadway by a line of posts, which afforded some
slight protection to pedestrians, and chairmen had no
right to pass within the posts. Gay warns his readers
against the rudeness of these men :
“ Let not the chairman with assuming stride,
Press near the wall, and rudely thrust thy side;

The laws have set him bounds ; his servile feet
Should ne’er encroach where posts defend the street.”

Johnson, it will be remembered, had a trick of
touching the
posts as he
walked along
Fleet Street.
Many years
later, when
Jonas Hanway
courageously
set the ex-
ample of carry-
ing an unfurled
umbrella in
the streets of
LLondon, the
chairmen, who,
like the wor-
shippers of
Diana at Eph-
esus, saw their
craft in danger,
were among
Jolinson in Fleet Street the loudest and
most daring of those who vainly tried to intimidate the
bold innovator by jeers and sarcasms and even threats.
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calling, for in days when fine white cotton stockings
and shoes with bright buckles were the only wear
for a gentleman, the operator needed a watchful eye
and a quick hand to black the shoe without soiling
the immaculate stocking or smearing the polished
buckle.

A shoeblack was not a very reputable member of
society, notwithstanding the usefulness of his calling.
His character was by no means good. Gay gives him
a mythological
descent  from
the unsavoury
goddess Cloa-
cina, and, as a
matter of fact,
he seems to
have been
drawn from the
dregs of the
population. At
the beginning
of Defoe’s “ Life
of Colonel
Jack ” that hero
describes him-
self as a dirty glass-bottle-house boy, sleeping in the
ashes and dealing always in the street dirt, so that he
could hardly be expected to look otherwise than he
was—that is, he explains, “like a ‘Black your shoes,
your honour ?’ a beggar boy, a blackguard boy, or what
you please, despicable and miserable to the last degree.”
Perhaps it was a recollection of this description that
made a candidate for admission to a Scottish Training
College a few years ago define a “blackguard” as one
who has been a shoeblack. It is somewhat significant
of the habits of Georgian shoeblacks that Hogarth, in
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A Georgian Shoeblack
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in December 1802, the banker - poet describes the
squares and bridges of the French capital, where an
array of shoeblacks, formidable in number and outcry,
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Johnson and Boswell in Bolt Court

saluted passers-by with the cry, “/ci on tond des chiens
et coupe les oveilles aux chiens et chats.”

It was about this time that the ranks of the London
black brigade began to thin. The invention of liquid
blacking, to be sold in bottles, greatly damaged the
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waistcoat. Of course he wore a tall hat. In those
days “chimney-pots” were worn in an oddly general way.
Cricketers sported them ; and the postmen as they went
their rounds, bell in hand (to warn folk to have their
letters ready for collection) were similarly hatted.

The red waist-
coat of the “run-
ner” was de ri-
cueur, and hence
the officers ob-
tained their cant
name of “robin
red-breasts.”
Dickens, writing
in 1862, said that
he remembered
these red-breasted
functionaries very
well as standing
about the door of
the office in Bow
Street. “They
kept company,”
he wrote, “with

~ thieves and the
= like, much more
“ X than the detective
policedo. I don't
know what their
pay was, but I have no doubt their principal comple-
ments were got under the rose. It was a very slack
institution, and its headquarters were the Brown Bear,
in Bow Street, a public-house of more than doubtful
reputation, opposite the police-office.” The Bow Street
police-office itself was established in 1749. The thief-
taking of many of the “redbreasts” was conducted

M i
11 III |:
i

L
III'||

The tall-hatted bell-carrying Postman

































