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ADVERTISEMENT.

IN offering to the public this greatly enlarged edition
of the late Mr. Procter's “ Barber's Shop,” the publishers
desire to say that the MS. had been carefully prepared
for the press by its author, and that it has been followed
with scrupulous exactness. The illustrations include
several etchings and some additional wood engravings,
chiefly from drawings by the author's friend and artistic
colleague, Mr. William Morton. The book has been seen
through the press by another of Mr. Proctor’s friends,
Mr. William E. A. Axon, who has prefixed to it a
biographical sketch of the author.
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IN MEMORIAM.

Husl ! I will give you this leaf to keep :
See, I shut it inside the sweet cold hand !
There, that is our secret : go to sleep !

You will wake, and remember, and understand.

1851.






IN MEMORIAM -
RICHARD WRIGHT PROCTER.

AMONGST the literary worthies of Manchester, an
honourable place must always be assigned to the author
of “The Barber's Shop,” who did much to foster a
popular taste for local history, and whose life was itself
an interesting example of the beneficial and refining
effects of the love of literature.

RicHARD WRIGHT PROCTER was born 1gth Decem-
ber, 1816, in Paradise Vale, at the foot of Green Bank,
near Broughton Bridge, Salford. This is now a densely
populated and dingy district, but its bygone rural attrac-
tions are still recorded in such place names as Wheat
Hill, Spring Field, Garden Lane, Posy Street, and others
that smack of fair meadows and country lanes.

His education was begun in one of the “dame's
schools,” then almost the only provision for the training
of young children, When about six years old he received
occasional lessons in a school conducted by Mr. Ralph
Crompton, at Bury. His impressions of Bury he has
recorded in one of his later Books, and has included in it
a graphic portrait of his uncle, who was resident there—
“ A robust practical person, with a trifle of eccentricity in
his manner, and with a partiality for brevity of speech,”
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who was chary of words but generous of deeds. PROCTER’S
father died in 1823, and his mother endeavoured to
gain him admission as a blue coat boy at Chetham’s
Hospital, but his scanty and spasmodic opportunities for
instruction had not qualified him for a scholarship.

He has left an account of this anxious period :—
“ About the close of my ecighth year we removed from
Salford to Manchester ; at that period my mother's
health was seriously impaired, and she endeavoured to
secure, ere the crisis of her death arrived, an asylum for
me in Chetham’s College. But as her anxious efforts in
that direction proved fruitless, she turned her attention to
a scholarship of minor value at the Lancasterian School.
where my stay was exceedingly brief. It was about this
time that my mother, accepting the invitation of her
kinsfolk, spent a few weeks on her native Fell Side.
During the absence of my mother and two brothers I was
left in the charge of an acquaintance named Slack, who
lived at the first house in Bradshaw Street, Shude-hill,
Mr. Slack was a teacher at the School attached to Every
Street Chapel, Ancoats, and on this long journey I ac-
companied him every Sunday morning. At his home
my daily reading lesson was a consecutive chapter in the
Bible. His garret was occupied as a Commercial School
by Mr. Francis Looney, a superior instructor, who kindly
gave me a daily lesson in writing. In the following year
(after a strange series of vicissitudes on my part in the
meantime), I had again the pleasure of meeting Mr.
Looney at the shop of David Dodd, with whom he was a
customer and neighbour, Again, too, he set me oc-
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casional copies in writing, drawing, and pen-printing. In
the latter art I attained some proficiency, and, changing
the pen for the graver, reaped from it some pecuniary
advantage, chiefly cutting letters and emblems on glasses,
at a certain recompence per dozen."

In 1826 his mother died, and in the same year, when
he was only nine years and two months old, he was ap-
prenticed to a hairdresser, and he followed that business
almost to the end of his life.

In the “ Barber’s Shop" he has sketched with much
vividness and humour the character of his master, David
Dodd, and the many odd customers who frequented his
shop. In another unpublished note he says:—* It wasat
one of David's customary carousals in those early days
that he, seeing a readiness on my part to drain beer jugs,
and to light pipes in order that I might take puffs at the
tobacco, gave me my will at both, to surfeit and cure me,
He succeeded in his aim. I was then the merest boy, but
certainly I have never smoked pipe or cigar since ; nor
have I once been ‘over the line’ with liquor, although
liking: and enjoying a friendly glass occasionally. In
this way, I believe, confectioners wean their boys from
the love of sweet-meat, and the plan seems worthy of
adoption by other persons.”

MR. PROCTER has himself told how keen was his
boyish hunger for literature, His first bookish purchase
was made at a stall in Shudehill Market, where he bought
a twopenny number of the Mirror at half price. This
was the first of a long series of purchases by which he
accumulated a somewhat large, though very miscellaneous

+
+
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Williams pushing the Advertiser underneath our door so
early as four o'clock on Saturday morning. Leaping out
of bed at the welcome sound, I have turned the paper to
the familiar page, and placed my hand over the poetical
department, so that my happiness or misery might be
gradually revealed, and not overpower me with its sudden
fulness.” He adopted “ Sylvan " as his nom de plume, and
has himself made pleasant allusion to his quest into the
region of verse. “The rhymes of this anonymous
minstrel have never been printed collectively upon
foolscap, nor bound in calf, nor lettered with dubious
veracity ‘Poetical Works,’ consequently they have
escaped the critical hands who knock down books
(like ninepins in a skittle alley) as fast as they stand
up for judgment. Yet, in his spring-time, friends
(usually indulgent and often indiscreet) were desirous
that his metrical pieces should be published, promising
to procure a list of subscribers sufficient to exhaust a
small edition. . . . With discretion superior to his
years, and with more firmness of purpose than Eve
displayed before the tempter in Eden, the nameless
youth declined the alluring yet fatalapple. . . . Thus
Sylvan’s effusions remain scattered abroad, maintaining
a vagrant kind of existence. True gipsies of literature,
they have long nestled in the retired nooks and poets’
corners of newspapers, or have pitched their nameless
tent among the sheltering leaves of magazines.”

~ His verse earned the warm admiration of Ebenezer
Elliott, but he himself has said :—* Since the new light of
poesy broke upon my intellect, perhaps no piece of mine
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has yielded me more pleasure than did a simple Christ-
mas hymn, which was adapted to an impressive tune by
my Sunday School companions, and sung at my door
one Christmas morning, thus gradually awakening me
from my sleep. There was a mystical charm about that
awaking which is still remembered. In that instance
poetry was indeed its own reward. The refrain rang
through my dreaming ears like angel music :—

He lived—example pure to give 3
He died—that we might Time outlive.”

About 1836 Mr. PROCTER—then in his twentieth
year—appears to have been interested in the “temper-
ance cause,” and many contributions, in verse, from his
pen appeared in the Manchester and Salford Temperance
Journal, which had also Charles Swain, Isabella Varley,
and Henry Anderton amongst its supporters,

In 1840 he married at St. Mary’s Church, in the
Parsonage, Eliza Waddington, of Salford, who died in
1867. The young couple sought to add something to the
income derived from the razor, and towards the close of
the year he bought the remains of what had been a
circulating library. “Sylvan” and his good wife busied
themselves in cleaning, in covering with paper or cloth,
and in making good in MS. the leaves that were missing
in print, and so restored some of the cripples to active
service. The couple of hundred volumes so obtained
were afterwards augmented by the purchase of a thousand
volumes from Mr. Penks, who was giving up his circulating
library. It was not until July 13, 1845, that he was able
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to record in his diary :—“‘ Out of debt, out of danger, is a
notable axiom. I have this morning cleared away the
last of my little incumbrances, and now stand perfectly
free and independent of the world, Itisa proud hour;
for after a persevering up-hill struggle, I have at length
reached the table-land. How soothing to my tread are
the flowers which have strewed my path in perspective
so many years!” He now ventured to come out profes-
sionally, by placing a sign above his windows, on which
might be read in conspicuous gold character, “ R. W.
PROCTER’S Library.”

He continued to keep open this modest temple of
literature after he had given up, some years previous to
his death, the business of hairdresser.

He was not one of the mob of gentlemen who write
with ease. On the contrary, he wrote slowly and corrected
with careful anxiety as to the niceties of phrase and
construction. He preferred to revise and polish his
thoughts whilst they were in MS. When they had passed
from his hands the matter still occupied him, and he was
sometimes anxious to change an inadequate synonym for
one that more fully expressed his exact shade of meaning.
His care in such matters, though not finical, was far
greater than is common in an age of quick writing and
careless reading. Of his desire to be exact to have thke
word that would convey his meaning and present his
thought in the precise garb that he thought would best
impress the reader, many examples came within my
own experience during the long years of our friend-
ship.
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Prince, who once occupied a miserable garret in this
street. If he delighted to recall the bygone glories of a
time when the Millgate stood amid pleasant fields, with
rural stiles, and was the abode of wealth and fashion,
still more was he pleased to conjure up those men whose
names have given it a lasting connection with the literary
history of the district. He had been the true friend of
most of that group which included John Bolton Rogerson,
Sam Bamford, John Critchley Prince, and some who,
like William Rowlinson and Thomas Arkell Tidmarsh
were called away before they could justify the praises and
the hopes excited by their early efforts. Of those who
met at the “Poet's Corner” few now survive. The
effusions read at these meetings were collected into a
volume called the “ Festive Wreath,” which is now a rare
and highly-prized book. To this Mrs. Linnazus Banks—
then Miss Isabella Varley—and others also contributed.
Mr, PROCTER’S circulating library not only contained the
novels demanded by his customers but many local books
of importance. The works of those we have named and
the earlier literary periodicals of the district were amongst
them.  The most important portions of Mr. PROCTER’S
library has found a home in the Manchester Free Library,
Some of his local tracts were very rare, as for instance
the Pleniv and the Faleon. The latter is believed to be
the only copy in existence, and Mr. PRoCTER has added to
its value by appending in his neat handwriting the names
of the contributors.

The singular minuteness of his information, his un-
relaxing, painstaking industry, and the exactness of his
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statements, are abundantly exemplified in two large and
handsome volumes, “ Manchester Streets” and “ Bygone
Manchester.” These are, in fact, collections of a long
series of articles which he contributed to the Manchester
Guardian. Throughout these valuable and interesting
records his style is lucid and somewhat quaint, and the
humorous element is not obtrusive, but constantly bubbles
up. Pervading all is a gentle and delicate vein of sentiment.
There is a poetical aroma characterising everything
that proceeded from his graceful pen. His publications
were not numerous. In 1855 he issued a small volume
entitled *“ Gems of Thought and Flowers of Fancy,” his
aim being to bring together all his favourite poems of
various English writers into one book. Two—the first
and the last—pieces are his own. Shortly afterwards
appeared “ The Barber's Shop,” with illustrations by
William Morton. This was his favourite work, and in
subsequent years he continued to add to its store of
biographical gossip and quaint reflection, so that the new
edition now offered to the public may almost claim to be
a new work, so largely has it been augmented.

In 1860 he published his “ Literary Reminiscences ;"
in 1862, “Qur Turf, Stage, and Ring;” in 1866,
“ Manchester in Holiday Dress ;" in 1874, “ Manchester
Streets ;” and in 1880, “ Bygone Manchester,” To do
justice to these books it is requisite that the reader should
constantly bearin mind the object oftheir genial and chatty
writer. Whoever expects to find in them a methodical
history of the events which have transformed a small
manorial village into a mighty city will be grievously
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disappointed, and equally fruitless will be the labour
expended upon it by any seeker after guide-book lore.
Mr. PROCTER is neither historian nor systematic cicerone,
but a pleasant gossiper upon the days that are no more.
The Zeitgeist has touched him indeed, but only lightly,
and with the very edge of her wing. His eyes are turned
to the past, and his delight is to turn away from the
rushing tide of human life which foams through the great
city, and to watch the peaceful meandering of the pellucid
stream which ran through the olden village, wherein the
foundation was laid of the commercial supremacy of our
nation. The great charm of the book is contrast. Those
who are familiar only with the Manchester of to-day—one
of the most modern places in existence—in turning over
these pages will continually be startled and amused by
the evidences of a former state of affairs now almost
beyond conception. Arm in arm with our author we
wander through the few streets which formed Old Man-
chester. The present disappears; the warehouses—
stately palaces of commerce—vanish “as at the touch of
an enchanter's wand ;” and in their place rise the quaint
burgages of those whose fair daughters tempted the
Flemings from their marshy fields. Lounging at the
doors (for “fine old Leisure” was not then dead) stand
well-to-do townsmen in doubtlet and hose, chatting, it
may be, with some demure damsels, and raising their
caps to the lady in ruff and farthingale who sweeps by on
her way to church. A quaint old town it was, with a
fine church, at whose foot ran a shining river glittering
in the summer sunshine, and sparkling with many-
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coloured fish—a quaint old town, with a bridle for
refractory scolds, and a ducking-stool for still more
unmanageable termagants, with a dungeon for recusants
and a gallows for thieves. Through the old streets we
wander, and listen to Mr. PROCTER as he tells us of their
origin, and of the more modern associations which have
clustered round them.

Mr. PRoCTER'S life was spent almost entirelyin the city,
but the choice of his early pseudonym of “ Sylvan ” shows
a love of the green trees and the fresh air. It may be
his country rambles were enjoyed with a keener zest
because of their unfrequency. Thus he says —* Once,
and once only, we chanced to be at Cartmel—a sea-girt
valley reached by crossing the sands from Lancaster, and
placed at the foot of the Fells which herald the grand
mountain range of the Lake District. It was Sunday ;
the stillness was impressive, and as we loitered among
the mounds and headstones and scattered sheep the bell
rang out for morning service, and we entered the ancient
priory church. One member of the limited congregation
was the lord of the neighbouring lands (the Earl of
Burlington)* paying due homage to the Lord of all,
During the sermon birds were flying from opened window
to window, or singing on the war-worn banner, as it
waved fitfully from the ceiling. Here and there, along
the aisles, were monumental brasses, which shone in the
vivid sunlight. Though all this might be commonplace
to the isolated villagers, the scene afforded to us, who had
passed our Sundays busily within a crowded city, an

* The present Duke of Devonshire,
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agreeable specimen of Sabbath life in the country. It
was a glimpse of a fresher existence—a breathing of a
purer atmosphere than we had hitherto shared.” In such
rambles—only too rare,—in company with some con-
genial spirit like “ Old Mortality " (Mr. John Owen, to
whom he dedicated the “Memorials of Manchester
Streets”) or with his artist friend of earlier years, Mr.
William Morton, who illustrated many of his books, he
would find refreshment and inspiration.

He lost something by the absence of communion with
his fellows, with those who would gladly have recognised
his worth and rendered to him the homage due to his
talents and to his blameless life. There was latterly evena
pessimistic flavour about his writing, but it was held in
constant check by a genial spirit and popular sympathies.
He was a regular attender at the Chetham’s Library and
the City Library, where he was frequently to be seen on
the Sunday evenings, revelling in some old world records.
His last visit to Chetham’s venerable foundation was on
the 23rd of August, 1881. His interest in literature
continued to the end. About a week before his death
he sent a note to the Palatine Note Book about one of
De Quincey’s early stories.  When this article ap-
peared in the October number its writer was in the grave.
He was particularly gratified to receive from the then
Mayor of Manchester (now Sir Thomas Baker) an in-
vitation to meet Mr. Harrison Ainsworth at the banquet
given to the Lancashire Novelist, in the Town Hall,
September 15th, 1881. Mr. PROCTER spoke of this
shortly before his death. He died on Sunday the 11th






PREEACE

TO THE FIRST EDITION.

PREFACE,” says D’Israeli, in his
Curiosities of Literature, “being the
entrance to a book, should invite by its
beauty. An elegant porch announces
the splendour of the interior,” This

is admirable advice for an architect,

who possesses the organ of constructive-
ness, and trades on it ; but what can the poll of a barber
possess in commeon with a porch—or how shall it extract
beauty and similitude from a splendid interior? If
D'Israeli had said plainly that a preface should be bright
and keen as a razor, yet soothing as honey soap ; long
and graceful as ringlets, yet short and crispy as crop-
hair ; that its component parts should harmonise withal,
like the two halves of a pair of weeding scissors when
neatly riveted: why, then I might have more fully

realised his ideal in my prefatory matter,



XXX PREFACE,

Taking leave of I)'Israeli, and also of banter, | cannot
help feeling seriously that at the present time the literary
standard is high, and that practised hands are exceedingly
clever—higher and cleverer in prose than in poetry ; so
if inclined I might here imitate to adﬁntage the diffident
style usually adopted by beginners, and assure the public
that, writing only for my own individual amusement, I
have no idea of winning an audience ; that I publish to
please my friends, not to gratify my ambition. But as
‘such assertions would lack sincerity, no one who plumes
himself on being an honest speaker could make use of
them. Never yet was there an author who wrote without
the hope of being read : neither do I. To be read, and
to be worthy of the reader’s attention, are my chief aims.

A word of acknowledgment is due to Mr. MORTON,
and to Mr. LANGTON, for their illustrations, which are
specimens of what Manchester can produce in pictorial
Design and Engraving. It may be, that some persons,
while caring little for the author’s portion of the book,
will yet prize the pictures, and shall thus be induced to
save the tares for the sake of the wheat. When we sail

in a leaky vessel, we should not forget the life-preservers,

R.W.P.
Royal Oak, and Peace

Repotcing Day, 185 0.



- PREFACE
TO THE REVISED AND ENLARGED EDITION.
Tt comes again,"—Mamlef,

PEN and a Pencil, becoming united, pro-
duced an original little book, which was
gi-.r'-‘:n with becoming diffidence to the world.

The aforesaid Pen and Pencil are much
indebted to the gentlemen of the press, who

received the tiny tonsorial venture with

kindly approval. In return for such evidences of good
faste, we greet them with an Eastern salutation indicative
of good feeling : “ May their shadows never be less,”

. Not entirely for our performance, but rather for the
promise indicated, was, we believe, the critical encourage-
ment given. In the present edition, therefore, we have
conscientiously put forth our best endeavours for the
purpose of expanding our literary and pictorial blossom
into fruit. Much of the leisure of many years (during

which space of time countless “new-born chins have






CHAPTER L

THE BARBER'S CLERK TAKES UP THE PEN IN LIEU OF
THE LATHER BRUSTH.

BARBER'S SHOP
has always been a
favourite and con-
venient house of call
—in a literary sense—
for authors of every
grade, country, and
period, from the
dreamy time of the
“Arabian Nights'
Entertainments,” and
of their immortal
hero, the barber-sur-
geon of Bagdad, to
Don Quixote de la
Mancha, with his
shaving basin of glit-
tering brass; from
Gil Blas of Santillane
to Roderick Random
and Tom Jones; and
downward even to our
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on. Probably the best description extant of a beard is
that of the Puritan knight's : it is quaintly elaborated,
almost every hair being analysed and furnished with a
meaning. “To Philip Nye's Thanksgiving Beard” is
also rendered full justice in a separate poem. The idea,
however, of Butler being a hair-dresser is speedily set at
rest by a reference to the “ Lives of the Poets,” wherein he
is briefly described as the son of a British yeoman, from
whom he received such scholarly education as a limited
income would allow ; and, further, that he spent most of
his life in the houses of great families. 5till, although
Samuel Butler never cropped Roundhead or trained the
flowing locks of Cavalier, it is quite evident he possessed
the taste and genius requisite for shining in the hair-
dresser's shop, had he not taken to poetry in preference.
The barber’s shop has proved a kind of wayside
stile, where the aforesaid authors, while musing over
their deathless books, have rested and diverted them-
selves during their mental journeys, leaving a kindly
wish or a pleasing reminiscence for the benefits received.
So often, too, has the genial owner of the shop been
introduced to our notice, that it would be an easy task
to raise a visionary troop, or form a shadowy procession,
of the lively craftsmen. Mercury, the first acknowledged
shaver, would, of course, claim priority in the march.
The second and third worthies must needs be Crusellus,
our famous trade oracle of ancient Rome, and Silence,
the charming prattler of the city of the Caliphs, who,
with open razor in hand, sang the song and danced the
dance of the Zantout. Surely this loquacious Silence
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Had we desired to
give preference to the
“mould of form,” by
placing the most com-
manding presence in
front, after the manner
of the armour-cased
champion in the coro-
nation processions, we
should doubtless have
summoned to our aid
this gigantic son and
assistant of a Paduan
hairdresser; but believ-
ing that all must be
well that ends well, we
have reserved him in
order that our tonsorial
train may be wound up
with due dignity, thus
filling the reader’s eyes
with manly beauty long
after the ideal proces-
sion has slowly melted
into space,

Belzoni,though best
known as an Eastern

explorer, who found his
Pelzoni as the Patagonian Samson.  Afier gwn  un imel rrave

spirited sketch by Van Assen, i - }r Ere
drawn in 1504. while searching for
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ancient tombs, spent nine years in England, sustaining
various characters of public interest and prominence.
While practising as a lather-boy for his father, a trans-
lation of Robinson Crusoe is said to have fallen in
his path, creating a passion for wandering. He ran
away from Padua, but soon repenting, returned to his
parent’s shop, and worked- steadily at his business
during several years, Once more quitting home to
improve his position, he traversed several European
Inations. The first appearance in this country of the
Italian shaver was at a showman’s booth in Bartholomew
Fair.

There, in 1803, and afterwards at Sadler’'s Wells and
elsewhere, he figured as the Patagonian Samson. One
of his Herculean feats consisted in carrying a group of
five men, which number he subsequently increased to
seven, in imitation of the Strong Man described in
Wilhelm Meister. One of Belzoni’s stage associates,
Thomas Ellar, the harlequin, has left an interesting
record of that period. *I became acquainted,” writes
Ellar, “with Signor Belzoni, then styled the French
Hercules, at the RD}-".’-llt}-" Theatre, Wellclose Square, in
1808 ; his salary two pounds per week ; it closed after
the second week., September, in the same year, I saw
him performing in Bartholomew Fair. In 1809, we were
jointly engaged in the production of a pantomime at
Crow Street Theatre, Dublin, he as an artist to superin-
tend the last scene. The columbine was a lady of great
beauty, and is now [1840] the wife of the celebrated
Thomas Moore, the poet.”
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Belzoni being industrious and frugal during his career
as a showman, his savings enabled him to visit Egypt,
where his researches and discoveries rendered him cele-
brated and comparatively rich. On his return towards
England he again visited Padua, but this time not to
lather, shave, or cut hair. He was received with public
rejoicing, a medal being struck in his honour. When, a
few years afterwards, their famous townsman died, the
grateful Paduans erected a statue to his memory, in
return for the glory he had reflected on the place of
his birth. Belzoni expired at Benin, on his way to
Timbuctoo, December 3rd, 1823, at the age of forty-five.
The sailors amongst whom he died placed a simple
memorial above his grave, with a kindly request that
each European who visited the spot would clear the dust
from the stone, and keep the railing in due repair.*

Other sons of hairdressers—as my Lord Tenterden ;
Turner, the master-spirit of English art ; Falconer, the
shipwrecked seaman poet ; Bishop Jeremy Taylor, and
how many more P—though emerging from the portals of
the shop to enter upon their diverging pathways to fame,
are not included in our trade procession, which is limited
to actual or mythological operators.

The painter’s pencil, scarcely less frequently than the
author's pen, has lingered lovingly about the barber's
shop. Here is laid the scene of the Blunt Razor, by
Bird (the sometime rival of Wilkie), which is a careful,
unexaggerated transcript of the place, when tie-wigs and

* Chambers's Book of Diays, vol. il.  Also, Noter and (Queries, Second
Series, viil., 163
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men composed, according to the popular idea, of acids
and ice) have received into their frigid souls a “genial
current ” from the atmosphere of the hairdresser’s shop,
and their natural irritation has been soothed by the
emollient properties of honey-soap. Becoming pleasantly
anecdotal, they have drawn their critical thrones around
the familiar shaving chair, and have told us that the
barber’s shop is a place almost within the precincts of
the Temple of Learning—that it may be said to be on
the confines of Trade and philosophy—and that although
science has renounced connexion with the tonsorial art,
the associations of the shop with literature are not so
easily cast off.

On the stage—which * holds, as 'twere, the mirror up
to Nature "—who has figured so frequently or to so
much mirthful advantage as the hairdresser? From the
redoubtable musical Figaro to the dancing Fitz-Frizzle,
his dramatic visitations have been joyous and manifold.
The best actors have brought their best talents to bear in
portraying the tonsorial character. Quick, as Razor;
Suett, as Gossip; Bannister, as the mock peruquier;
Farren, as Frissac; Matthews, as Morbleu; Rice, as
Fitz-Frizzle, will live in the tenacious memory of the old
playgoer. Why the character should always be found
upon the comedian’s »dk, or why it should be rendered
more or less farcical, with never a shade to chequer the
merry sunlight, is something paradoxical. Albeit the
haircutter is cheerful—as a matter of business—during

business hours, he is not without his share of serious
thought and acute feeling.






THE BARBER'S CLERK, 11

excellence lies in the subject, apart from the pen. If
such be the truth, as appearance indicates, I may venture
into the field of friendly competition, relying confidently
upon the strength of my superior acquaintance with the
theme, Although I shall not be enabled to boast, in the
complacent language of Sir Richard Baker, that, “if all
other of our chronicles were lost, this only would be
sufficient to inform posterity of all incidents memorable
or worthy to be known” touching our ancient and
favoured craft, I may, perchance, add another link to the
chain which binds the barber and his shop so permanently
to the good opinion of mankind—a good -opinion, truly,
when the proverb runs thus .—

Walk into their shops, and see
What witty fellows these shavers be,

Do not be deterred by the Boston Transcript, nor by
any other doubtful authority, that tells you two years of
an old man’s life is wasted by attending the hairdresser’s
shop—that the wearing of your beard will keep you out
of many a painful scrape—and that the cost of shaving
would build you an ornamental cottage. Ornamental
nonsense! Walk in frankly and often. Accept the
invitation of the pole. Think of Marc Antony, who got
himself barbered ten times over before going to feast
with Cleopatra, the voluptuous, dark-eyed Queen of
Egypt. Think, too, of Moliére, the wittiest of French
wits, and the long visits he used to pay to his cherished
friend the frizeur of Pezenas. Nor must we forget Sir
Richard Steele, who paid fifty pounds a year to his
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the summer of 1768, Water was the favourite drink of
the abstemious monsieur, who ate only once a day. Per-
chance Goldsmith was a customer of Lautier's, and so
became impressed with the idea that “man wants but
little here below.”

Should the reader still feel disposed to rely on the
assertion of the American scribe, rather than confide in
the assurance of this official narrative, he may seck and
find a certain remedy in China, where little time or
money is wasted in listening to the melody of the
tonsor's tongue. Silence is one of the virtues of the
Chinese practitioner. As a rule he talks less and works
more than the traditional Figaro of other lands; but as
he does not run into the opposite extreme of sullenness,
the merry tale is sometimes as briefly told, the current
news as quaintly narrated, and familiar chat as pleasingly
rendered among the pigtails as elsewhere.
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putting the eye-brows in order, the barber’s recompense
amounts to a trifle over a halfpenny. Such, at least, was
the usual charge a few years ago, and as the progress of
change is much slower in China than in England, the
mercurial tonsor's recompense is probably the same still.
The operation finished, he once more rings his bell, lifts
his portable seat, and trots on his way in search of
another engagement. The mode of operation is much
the same at Madras, and in Japan, where a whistle,
instead of a bell, is used as a signal. How much the
Chinese shaver of flesh and blood resembles the spectre
barber of German romance, and the barber-baron of
the stage! This spectral German operator was a
mysterious denizen of “the barber’s village,” a fairy-
haunted retreat near Reichenberg, on the Rhine.

In China, where each native man goes whiskerless
and with head shaven, expert wielders of the razor are of
necessity numerous. In that mysterious land the
clippings and shavings of the hair are appropriated to the
purposes of agriculture. In England the hair clippings
were carefully hoarded by apprentices as perquisites, and
were regularly bought by bricklayers to mix with mortar.
This was the custom of the trade in the beginning of my
experience ; but human hair has long ago ceased to be
generally used for building purposes. 1 know not to
what use hair clippings can be now applied, unless they
are burned as charms against witchcraft ; to which end
our grandmothers held burned hair to be more efficacious
than even the nailed-up horse-shoe. The Chinese have
the credit of originating, as well as preserving, the pigtail,
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be, of the harp that was anciently hung upon the willow.
The card in question is headed, “Important to the Lovers
of a good Shave,” and after a few commonplace prose
particulars, proceeds with the poetry, of which one stanza
is here presented—

With nerves correct, with steady hand,
As a Corinthian pillar grand,
Upon its solid base ;
Yet shaving easy, and so clean,
That not a vestige can be seen
OF beard, upon the face.

Not bad for a barber, is it? the idea of the Corinthian
pillar more especially.

Not wishing to multiply these instances, I will quit
the shops of other shavers, coming presently to our own,
For a time, the general may yield its interest to the
individual,—the tens give place to the units, One
particular haircutter,—his shop,—his apprentice,—his
customers,—may form a common centre, around which
the Trade will fitfully linger, or pleasantly shine, Did
you ever see a Catherine-wheel revolving, when lighted
by a pyrotechnist? or a Chromothrope, when expanded
and variegated by a magic lantern ?
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Although a strict injunction has been laid on the
author’s pen to be cheerful, if not merry, throughout the
course of this narrative, I find it well-nigh babbling of
those green fields of childhood, after the manner of
Falstaff when dying in the hands of Dame Quickly —
well-nigh sucking melancholy out of a thought, as the
peerless Monsieur Jaques sucked melancholy out of a
song. But such under-currents must be carefully avoided
as the depths are always gloomy ; better to bridge the
hidden chasm, and keep while we may with the pleasant
sunshine, In this respect the little Nautilus—fairy
skimmer of the ocean—may teach us a serviceable lesson,

The scenes and incidents fitting for present considera-
tion are those of a more general character, which mainly
linked themselves, through a strange series of years,
with one tonsorial establishment. Into that establish-
ment I was not ushered in the customary manner ; father
never pressed me to business, neither did mother draw
me back to her apron-strings ; they had entered on their
pathless pilgrimage prior to the date of my indenture.
Leaving such personal matters aside, we may now enter
upon events more varied, circumstances more peculiar
(and for the most part unrecorded), by passing at once
beneath the pole and portal of a certain bygone Figaro.
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HALL.—It is proper and necessary for me to explain to
you (my lad, who have this day been bound) the nature
and obligation of the agreement you have entered into
with your master. You are henceforth to look upon
your master as your parent, and as such to love, honour,
and obey him. You are, during the seven years of your
servitude, to consider your time no longer as your own,
but the property of your master, and accordingly to
employ it all in his service, except only that part of it
which the laws of your country have set apart, and
dedicated to public worship. You are, in cw.'Er}fthing.
else, to consult your master’s credit and advantage ; to
be sober, careful, and diligent in his business, and neither
to wrong him yourself, or suffer him to be wronged by
others ; always remembering that you hope in time to
become a master yourself, and that you must in reason
expect to be treated by your apprentices and servants as
you shall behave to your master during the course of
your apprenticeship. Lastly, to enable you to continue
in the performance of your duty, let me advise you to
avoid the company of the idle, the vicious, and profane,
whose conversation and example cannot fail, sconer or
later, to debauch your principles, and drive you into
unjustifiable and destructive practices, such as must end
in your inevitable ruin. By pursuing the advice now
given to you, you will, among other advantages, secure
to yourself the favour of your master, the good opinion

of the world, and what is above all—the blessing of
Almighty God.”
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Seal of the Barbers’ Company.

This official document has awakened a few congenial
fancies of my own, which will best reveal themselves in
rhyme. For this purpese I may re-string a long-
neglected lyre, hanging, like the harp of Tara, mute and
idly upon the wall,

WHAT THE SHAVEE SAID TO THE LATHER BOYS.
A NEW PARODY ON THE OLD **PSALM OF LIFE."™

Tell me not, in joyless numbers,
Shaving is a hopeless trade ;

Learn to shave man while he slumbers |
Soon your fortune will be made.

Beards are real ! Beards keep growing !
And the barber's is their poal ;

Thaough the few refrain from mowing,
Many hasten to the pole,

Naot the soap, with brush combining,
Is your destined aim or end ;

Razors sharp, and scissors shining,
With your future prospects blend.






CHAPTER: .

THE FIRST AND THE LAST SHAVE.

A Young Shaver.”

“ Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, send thee a beard."
Tivelfth Night.
AT the early age of nine years, I was initiated into
the arts and mysteries connected with my calling,—the

“divine art of dressing chins and top-knots,” as, with
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native politeness, Master Chastellier was wont to"Style itrw
Scissors in hand, the harvest of top-knot hair was timidly
approached ; and the multiplicity of beards, some "of
them wild enough for Hercules, or frowning Mars,
puzzled me strangely. Early practice for my razor was’
afforded by the chin of an obliging friend of the family,
whose sensations during the progressive trials were not
to be envied. Intervals of silent suffering were varied
by moments of acute pain, which forced a murmuring
utterance, notwithstanding his complacency. My dcébut
with the heated curling-tongs was still less propitious,
and was more injurious in its result than Hubert's well-
known essay with similar instruments in the tearful
presence of Prince Arthur, Being one day entrusted
with the dressing of a lady’s ringlets, they were so much
burned through inexpertness that some of the curls came
off in my fingers, even as the singed and forfeited beard
perished in the Court of the angry Vathek, or upon the
chin of Dionysius, tyrant of Syracuse. Luckily the
ringlets were on the block—not the head—so a new fillet
repaired the damage. But a truce to noviciate blunders.
A modern professor of the tonsorial art calls the atten-
tion of ladies and gentlemen to the “ Singeing” of hair
as the best method of preserving and restoring it, at the
same time conferring a beautiful appearance. But with
my early experience of the singeing process, I cannot
conscientiously endorse the professor's recommendation.
Not long ago the singeing operation was tried upon
the beard, at the Greyhound Inn, Tetbury, Gloucester-
shire, proving most effective in the trial. A tailor of that
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small town, possessing a full flowing beard, fell asleep
amongst his boon companions, one of whom, a farmer,
and a wag, suggested a practical joke—which is usually
so enjoyable to all concerned, save the victim. Lighting
a spill, he placed it to the beard. The flame quickly
spread, and when the tailor, springing to his feet, began
to dance without waiting for music, the farmer laughed
loudly at the novel fun he had suddenly created. It is
needless to add that the skin was singed as well as the
beard, The result of a trial for damages was a verdict
awarding twenty-five pounds to the plaintiff, with all
costs pertaining to the suit. How much better and
cheaper had the said beard been bought at the hair-
dresser’s shop !

The obliging friend referred to as taking the place of
the traditional sheep’s head in the shaving trials was a
singular character in his homely way, still faintly re-
membered by the cognomen of “Tin John!” He was
eccentric at times ; gentle and good natured always ; and
wiser people frequently took undue advantage of his
peculiarities. Though naturally joyous, a hopeless sor-
row had checked his mirthful impulses, causing a jarring
conflict of opposite elements. Thus placed at a per-
manent disadvantage in the battle of life, few persons
could comprehend him thoroughly. Little known and
less understood, might have served for his motto or his
epitaph. We who can preserve the golden mean,—the
happy medium,—in all things, even to the cutting of a
curl or the shaving of a beard, have reason to be grateful,
John, full of whims, was well nigh alone in the world.
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Yet the loneliest spirit cannot be utterly isolated in his
Crotchet Castle. As Picciola nurtured his simple prison
flower, and as the Preston hermit fed his consoling robin,
so Tin John found companionship in a dumb favourite.
Fortunately for himself, his days were not prolonged.
The consecrated mould of the churchyard covered him,
years ago, from my view. When he lay stretched in his
lonely cellar, insensibly awaiting his Last Shave, with his
pet Grimalkin for chief mourner, I wondered what the
mission of such a life could possibly be. But no solution
of the mystery presented itself, unless it were to suffer
through a certain modicum of years on earth, in order to
make heaven surer and sweeter. But why question thus
vaguely? If “ God has a plan for every man,” why not
for Tin John?

From the early day when first I placed my razor
upon the face of Tin John, to the present hour when I
take my pen to chronicle that maiden operation, many a
noteworthy customer has sat under my hand who will
never sit under barber’s hand more ; many a scene of
interest has passed before my eyes; many a deep im-
pression has been forced upon my mind. Some of these
I will endeavour to depict, howsoever faintly, during the
progress of this truthful story,—this narrative of fasr-
breadth adventures.

Return we now to our immediate text—the young
shavers. In the contemplation of our Last Shaves there
must of necessity be something saddening ; but in the
idea and realisation of a First Shave—“when the little
beardling is first detached from the maiden chin, and






CHAPTER VL

DAVILL

“You know me, my lady—I am David."—T%e Aivals.
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**T wish that each customer quilted his cares
Ag freely as I can get quit of his hairs."

The name in the above card—which is silent as re-
gards bleeding and tooth-drawing—is introduced because
the story of our shop would be very imperfect without a
pen-and-ink sketch of its master, *“ Old David.” Old he
was not, in reality, though generally so called, for he
died at the age of forty-six, before his eye had quailed
at the discovery of his first grey hair—the first deserter
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marriage with the shoemaker's niece, the baker's daughter
rather speedily followed his example by wedding her
father's foreman, In his matrimonial preparations David
was sufficiently commonplace; no procession of hair-
cutters dressed in full tonsorial costume lengthened his
church-bound train, nor added glory to his homeward
march at the completion of the ceremony. Such honour
was reserved for Tobias Tims and the Barber-Baron.
Only for those apochyphal worthies has the craft stepped
forth as wedding-guests, with cutting-comb placed in the
hair, and in each supple right hand a painted pole sur-
mounted with a powdered wig. Although David's
wedding was enlivened by none of these rare accessories,
seasonable congratulations hailed him as a matter of
course from wvarious quarters; some for mere custom’s
sake,—some for banter,—others through better feeling.
That every moon, like the first, might contain essence of
honey, was the burden of those salutations. But such
merry-go-round of happiness is out of question, The
blythest Yorick will find sufficient of sadness wherewith
to temper his jocularity, for in the domestic calendar of
every man there are dark days.

The honeymoon over, and romance having yielded to
reality, David sought out a likely shaving place. As his
exchequer forbade him to be ambitious, he engaged a
cellar, in a wide thoroughfare. While arranging his curls
and combs, his blocks and razors, his brushes and strops,
he chanced to look across the street, and whom should
he espy but his rejected sweetheart. She was standing,
as mistress, in the doorway of a large flour store. One






CHAPTER VII.

THE SHOP.
“This shop of Figaro's is most handily situated, "—Barder of Seorile, -

DAVID was thirty-two years of age when first I knew
him ; the number of my own summers, as already stated,
being nine. His shop, like many a goodly prototype,
had seen better days. I formed its acquaintance as the
ivy claims companionship with the oak—in its “sear, its
yvellow leaf;" and certainly I adhered to its declining
fortunes quite as tenaciously. Ewven in my time, the
shop had a liberal share of public favour, though in a
humbler way than heretofore. It never was one of those
sparkling, ambrosial, fashionable emporiums which boast
of cutting rooms for gentlemen, and dressing apartments
for ladies, where all is formal and artificial as you may
please ; where the starched and stately busts that display
their (h)airs in the window, are just as emblematical of
the manners of the establishment as of the skill of the
perfumer, Neither was it a Wolsey's palace, to rival the
fortunate tonsor of Temple Bar; nor was a censer
swinging therein, to suggest a comparison to some
modern Petruchio. On the contrary, ours was an unpre-
tending place, and literally a barber’s shop; where

¥
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true that * ornamental hair manufacturer” was painted
on our half-door, but it was nothing more than a flattering
fiction. Seldom did ornamental hair pass through our

fingers, and the weaving-frame was almost a stranger to

our bench,  So I cannot recount, with Hugh Strap, how
many days I have sat “weaving hair till my toes were
numbed by the cold, my fingers cramped, and my nose
as blue as the sign of the periwig that hung over the
door.,” Once, David affirmed, he had made a wig that
gave great delight to himself and to his customers ; but
in my ears it always sounded like a tradition, Still, it
seemed unfair to doubt his assertion, when he pointed in
confirmation to the battered wig-stand, which during
many years had occupied a corner of the room, looking
what it really was, a forlorn relic of the past. The bare
block was its only crown. During my experience it
never was surmounted by periwig, peruke, scalp, or other
contrivance of hair,—legal, theatrical, or domestic. David
was not alone in his pride of wig-making ; in that respect
he was surpassed by Edmund Harrold, a conscientious
frizeur of an older school, who once,among other strange
conceits, got his head shaven as an atonement, because
he had mis-fitted a customer’s wig. How different this
procedure to the confidence shewn by a French tonsor
when similarly circumstanced :—Dr. Franklin, while
officiating as American Ambassador at Paris, ordered a
wig from a celebrated artiste.  When the ornament was
brought home the following dialogue ensued : “1 think,”
said Franklin, trying on the peruke, “ you took measure
of my head ?” “I had that honour.” “Well, then, you

e
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upon-Avon. Nothing had we, cither, so curious in
character as the Latin inscriptions hung around the shop
of Hew Hewson, the original of Smollett’s Strap,—who,
by the way, survived to the age of eighty-five, and was
buried, in 180g, at St. Martin-in-the-Fields, London.
~ Another claimant for this distinction was put forward by
Mr. Faulkner, in his “ History of Chelsea,” The historian
states he resided seven years with the widow of W,
Lewis, hairdresser, of Lombard Street, Chelsea, and
had thus opportunities of knowing that Mr. Lewis was
the original of Strap. He began business in Chelsea, it
is stated, by the advice of Smollett, and died there about
the year 178s.

Our walls enclosed no ornament of such historic
interest as the keys of Venice, exhibited by the heir of
Manini the last Doge, in his perfumer's shop at Saint
Denis. Those keys, confided to the hereditary keeping
of the family, reposed beneath a glass shade on the
mantel-piece, for the edification of customers, while
awaiting their turn to be trimmed at the hands of that
perfumer of the blood-royal. Neither could we boast of
old-world gimcracks similar to those displayed on the
walls and ceiling of Don Saltero’s museum, in Cheyne-
walk, Chelsea,

Don Saltero, it is well known, was the most noted
barber-surgeon of our great-great-grandfather’s time.
Besides pleasing the eye with rarities from the stores of
antiquity and natural history, he won the ear with strains
of music from the violin, or the rebeck gay. His shop,
which he converted into a coffee-house (where the /Jiterati
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Muscum and Coffee House.  From *° Historieal and Literary Curiosities,™
Ry the late C. J. Smith.

of the day sat in council), afterwards became a tavern.
The front of this hostelry exhibits to the present day, I

believe, the name and period of its founder—" Don

Saltero’s, 1695 "—as an attraction to all people who

love odd men and odd things. It is recorded that

Richard Cromwell, *a little, and very neat old man,
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with a placid countenance,” was one of the frequenters
of the Spanish Don’s establishment.®

David Dodd was peculiarly adapted to his business ;
he had a genius for it ; and if genius be innate, as many
sound reasoners have advanced, he was born to cut a
figure over the heads of his customers, and to suit their
fancy to a hair. He possessed a fund of homely and
unique humour, which constituted him a favourite, in the
comprehensive language of the press, with all who had
the pleasure of his acquaintance. Nor did he lack that
general intelligence, that cheerful every-day interest in
the goings on of the world, which are entailed on the
shop, and descend from barber to clerk, though not made
conditional in our indentures. There are, of course,
exceptions to-this, as to all other rules. A few of our
brethren prefer being quietly meditative ; they are too
retiring in disposition to volunteer their opinions on
passing events, or to press customers to purchase toilette
luxuries when not wanted. Like the silent parrot of
Joe Miller, they talk little, but think the more. Of this
class, perhaps, the most notable member on record was
worthy John Abbott, of Canterbury, father of Lord
Chief Justice Tenterden, for whose life story the reader is
referred to Lord Campbell’s biographies of the principal
Judges of England. It is related of Baron Tenterden
that he one day took his son to a shed then standing

* This rare curiosity shop, linked so closely with the Steele and Addison
period, and celebrated in verse by its eccentric owner, was taken down ir
the beginning of 1866, It is stated that clay pipes have been dug up by the
dozen upon its site, ;
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well to keep the bench and the woolsack in close
proximity. The son of a haircutter practising in a
homely shop near Lincoln’s Inn, Lord St. Leonards has
carved his own way to distinction, and justly prides
himself on the manly achievement. It is no mean
gratification to compare the unpromising blossoms of his
youth with the rich fruitage of his mature years. An
excellent anecdote is recorded of this nobleman, which
must be transplanted to its natural soil in these pages.
When in his mid-career, and known as Sir Edward
Sugden, he was a candidate for the representation of
Cambridge, in opposition to Mr. Spring Rice. While in
the fervour of his nomination speech someone in the
crowd sought to disconcert him by enquiring the price
of “ soap,” the composition of “lather,” and the general
nature of “suds.” Sir Edward, making a momentary
pause, pointed to the interrupter, saying, “I am particu-
larly obliged to that gentleman for reminding me of my
lowly origin. It is true that I am a barber’s son, and was
once a barber myself. If the gentleman who so politely
reminds me of these facts had once been a barber he would
have continued one to the end of his life.” The happy
retort was received, as it deserved, with general applause.
Lord St. Leonards, at the age of ninety, continued to
make his voice heard with effect in the House of Peers.
He was the only person who has been Chancellor both
in England and in Ireland. His favourite country
residence was Boyle Farm, at Thames Ditton, Surrey.

In his ninety-first year his lordship was desired to
explain the secret of his longevity, to which he replied






CHAPTER VIII,

THE SHAVER.

i Maclather, the Radical barber of Perth,

Was the saddest of all pul ians on carth &
But his business increas'd while his thooghis darker grew,
Fur his shop was a news-shop and barber's shop oo™

Fleneser Eifradl,

““The Blunt Razor."

Davip Dopp (as unlike as might be to my Lord St.

Leonards) was a somewhat dissatisfied anomaly as
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individuality at the bidding of others. In religion, as in
politics, he wished simply to speak and act as conscience
dictated, whilst yielding to all persons the same
natural freedom which he claimed for himself. In other
respects David's life experience, the reverse of assur-
ing, had rendered him somewhat cynical. When told
that his views were Utopian, he would quietly rejoin,
“It was a pity that Utopia was so far away from
England.”

David displayed a happy tact in giving familiar
versions, or rather burlesques, of leading events and
characters. This tact he was enabled to indulge with
impunity, for whomsoever ventured to check the barber
in his tale was liable, in accordance with our ancient rule
of forfeits, to pay for every such interruption one pot of
ale. If David, in his efforts to amuse his hearers, did
not always confine his tongue within the bounds of
probability, but chose occasionally to colour his truisms
with fiction, he was yet far from being so lax in this
respect as the worldly-wise beard-trimmer of Berlin, who
uttered truths merely to make his falsehoods pass current,
as coiners silver their leaden counterfeits, By this Prus-
sian shaver it was held as a rule, that if you give the
people a foundation of truth, you may build thereon a
tissue of falschoods to suit your convenience ; the base-
ness will seldom be suspected until too late.  “ Happy the
candidate,” he would sometimes assert, “who promises
peace and plenty to confiding voters, together with
bountiful harvests and wages galore, for he shall assuredly
head the poll.”
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fessor Wilson, “of a man having dependants and children,
if they will not record his good things?” In deference,
therefore, to the Professor's opinion, I will write down
one example. Although a political jest might be here
anticipated, a definition of imagination is given, because
the shaft of scorn and ridicule aimed at the politicians of
those far away days are now pointless, and the allusions
to public events then relished would be little understood
and less prized by my readers.

“What is imagination?” enquired an illiterate
individual one night, when David had been conversing
on poetry and poets: “Gazing steadfastly,” replied
the rhyming shaver, “at a naked wall, and viewing
Paradise !"

I suppose this may be accepted as an authorised
definition, for the definer—although he did not exactly
comb hair in iambics—had written various original verses,
and possessed something of the poetic element, until
strong liquor quenched it. To a certainty, David was
more of a poet than Mr. Jasper Dactyle, of Tatler
notoriety, who in his youth wrote a song and a half, and
in his mature years was found to be a week goneina
new ballad. Yet David took little pride in his poetry ;
there was no inducement, he said, in that direction. The
world seldom gave a rose to a poet without adding a
couple of thorns to embitter its sweetness,—rarely ex-
tolled one of his virtues without embalming two of his
failings. Finding the Muses withheld their sweetest
favours, David wisely retired from the vain pursuit, while
thus covering his retreat with a jest.  As the Muses never






THE SHAVER. 40

(& =
[ ET]

!

B
T e

!

The Frizeur's Four Physicians.

for them, they came not ; yet the moment he stepped out
of the shop they would assuredly stepin. Ere long the
trade declined: no more could he complain, with
Monsieur Morbleu, of being fatigued by his great busi-
ness, nor boast of cutting short the objections of the
multitude while cutting short their hair, Rather had he
fallen into the path of a Manchester wig-maker of the
last century, who narrates in his very original diary
that he was two days without cutting hair or shaving
in his public shop in Market-stead-lane. Eventually
David's place of business retained but few attractions ;

E






CHAPTER  IX.

AN ANGELIC NEIGHBOURHOOL,

 What's in a name ? That which we call a rose,
By any other name would smell as sweet.”— Komeo and Julic.

DURING my novitiate David’s shop was situated in
Angel Meadow—a sweet name, very ; but the angels had
long ago vanished, even to the last flutter of a wing ; and
the only remaining semblance to a meadow was a neigh-
bouring churchyard. Scarcely a particle of green, natural
or mental, could be found thereabouts. Although its
Eden was thus undoubtedly past, and the bitter fruit of
the tree of knowledge was painfully evident, there were
yet fallen angels in plenty, whose lewd ditties, glees, and
choruses, not unfrequently serenaded us to bed, or broke
the connecting incidents of our midnight dreams. Of
sprigs of shillelah there was a complete forest, the sons
of 5t. Patrick abounding more in that neighbourhood
than in any other, not excepting Little Ireland. Many
an attack have I witnessed with those same shillelahs.

Of those affrays the most remarkable took place at
Newtown, near Angel Meadow, A very large party of
Catholics attacked with shillelahs, and other weapons,
the house of an Orangeman named White, dwelling at
the front of Irish Row, which Row became one of the
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obnoxious document.* It was in our immediate neigh-
bourhood, likewise, that a bailiff, overtaken with a bed
which he had just distrained for rent, was rolled without
ceremony over Zion's Hill—another divine abode—quite
as high and as steep as the bailiff would desire.

Newtown had one other peculiarity. It contained a
favoured quarter, the inhabitants of which lived in a
state of primitive happiness worthy of the good old
times. They lived rent free, and knew nothing of the
dunning Monday morning calls of a landlord, calls that
must be very annoying to tenants, especially to those
who are unable or unwilling to pay. The property
in question had once an indubitable owner, but he
mysteriously and finally disappeared. Many were the
reasons put forth to account for his absence from New-
town. Some averred that his kind relations had thrown
him into Chancery, and that he had been gradually
caten up by the legal cormorants who there abound.
Others asserted that he went out on a voyage to some
Eastern land, for the purpose of marrying, like Aladdin,
a princess of surpassing beauty and untold wealth, but
was unhappily wrecked within sight of the princess, as
she stood on the shore to receive him. People of more
matter-of-fact tendencies maintained that, while sailing
out to sea, he deliberately indented a wave, and so freed
himself from his tenants. Ultimately, each man kept
his tenement by right of possession, and when he wished

* “ 1796—A constable being sent to serve a warrant in the neighbour-
hood of Newtown, was compelled by the people to eat the offensive docu-
ment, and was then sent about his Lusiness, "—Manchester Kecorder.









CHAPTER X.

THE FPEOFLE'S ASSEMEBLY,

Members of the PPeople’s Assembly.

PATRONS

consisted
% mostly of

toiling
men who strug-
gled through each
week-day at the
loom, the mill, the

foundry, or the
fustian cutting-

frame, and to
whom the Sab-
bath was indeed
a season of rest,
and our shaving
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shop a welcome haven. There, for a time, they forgot
their individual cares in the manifold and all-engrossing
troubles of the State, and animation gave lustre to faded
eyes that were soulless during six days out of every
seven. Many of those newsmongers resided at a distance
of from one to two miles, yet they seldom failed to make
their appearance duly as Sunday morning came. 5o
early did they rattle at our door, in summer, that David
frequently thought it useless to go to bed, and passed the
interval between closing and opening in setting his razors,
smoking his pipe, and conning the newspaper. For such
lack of sleep he found consolation in Poor Richard’s adage,
“ There will be sleeping enough in the grave,"—often
repeated to me in drowsy moments, David was as fond
as Sancho Panza of repeating proverbs. The affairs of
the political world the veterans would listen to, and
shrewdly comment upon until noon, for it was ever a
morning sitting, though many of the members remained
upstanding. Asin an assembly more august and national,
the infusion of private grievances sometimes checked
the stream of public debate, and the speaker (the shaver)
being lenient, strict order was seldom enforced. The
experience of the past was rich in illustrations of the then
present crisis, and these they would introduce by way of
clinchers to their arguments. But besides its tangible
advantages, the “sunset of life” must, I presume, have
given to them its “ mystical lore,” for the tact and
readiness with which they drew aside the inconvenient
curtain of futurity, and brought forth events unborn of
Time, have often filled me with amazement.
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Radical) systematically slighting and opposing another
class ; and we may cling to the belief that when men, or
women, conscientiously do their duty—according to their
lights—in the sphere of life assigned to them, they are
entitled to the civility of their fellow-beings.

But I am digressing too far. The earnest politicians
were left upon their feet, and although they never
wearied in the “good cause” (ever our own cause), still
I must hasten to relieve them, and bring the debate to a
legitimate conclusion. This is a matter of little diffi-
culty, inasmuch as the concluding remarks may be thus
generally rendered. Of course a lather boy, being merely
a listener, is in no way responsible for the multifarious
opinions or cynical comments of his master's customers.

“ Everything,” chimed in a British workman, as he
laid down the newspaper, “ everything is given to party—
nothing to patriotism, Parties are ever outbidding each
other for places, to the detriment of the general welfare.
A patriot, if poor, needs a place ; if rich, a title ; so each,
in turn, becomes obedient to the power that can grant
the coveted reward.”

“What can be fairer,” laughingly retorted another,
while using the long towel at the glass, “than such
natural exchanges? When leading politicians, out of
office, have harangued long and loudly for the good of
their country, may they not labour as earnestly for the
good of themselves, as soon as the possession of power
enables them so to do? What can be fairer ?”

“I think,” added a third, “ we had better do as Sir
Walter Scott has done—give over reading newspapers.
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It seems merely a waste of time and temper to read of
wrongs we cannot make right.”

“Aw'm not much of a politician,” said a ruddy,
village-born customer, “but aw know that in some
things eawr grondfeythers were better off thanus, They
had free exercise on the healthful moorlands, and were
not shut up for life in unwholesome factories. Th' new
system maks lots o brass, but it taks th’ pith out o’ men,
and England may need that pith some day.”

“ Just so,” assented an elder, whose long silvery locks
made poverty look pictorial, “and in another point the
present age loses in comparison with the past. The
veneration due to silvery hairs is oftener ignored by the
young. The natural, pleasurable yielding to parental
wishes is seldomer seen ; and thus more homes are now
divested of homely charms.”

“Aye, aye,” bluntly exclaimed the closing debater,
after thoughtfully smoking his pipe, © things are not as
they ought to be. Day by day they are growing worse,
as in the reigns of Charles the First and James the
Second. Folks who are strong enough to inflict injury
can obtain justice—but how few besides. They preach
to us of the power of gentleness; but the lamb was
gentle in its dealings with the wolf, yet how did it fare?
Things were much the same with the French before the
Revolution in which Louis the Sixteenth and his Queen
lost their heads ; and, mark my words, the day is not far
distant—whoever lives to see it—when tyrants will again
suffer for their arrogance, and working men obtain a

comfortable livelihood by the sweat of their brows!"
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This decisive burst of enthusiasm was always hailed
with delight, and warmly supported by both sides of the
house ; after which some member of the People's
Assembly moved an adjournment to the Sunday
morning next following. As the debaters had talked
themselves hungry, and as their dinners were known to
be waiting, the motion for adjournment was invariably
carried, mem. con. as the Latin says. With buoyant
steps, and with hearts lightened by consoling hope, the
prophetic toilers then hastened to their several homes.

Thus early was I imbued with the notion that the
world had somehow gone sadly wrong, and that our
orators would assuredly set it right—so soon as they
obtained Radical Reform.

Poor old men! The time for the fulfilment of their
prophecy has arrived, and departed ; but over them-
selves, rather than over the State, has the great change
passed. Dispersed are the golden visions, the castles in
the air, which formed their only heritage. The earth-
mould has sounded with thrilling awe upon their coffins ;
whilst another generation of harmless speculators has
succeeded them, and another class of regenerative
bubbles glitter in the sunshine,

Contentment in our station is doubtless a “ wise saw,"”
and, perhaps, the ancient workmen erred in disregarding
its advice ; yet, like the generality of time-honoured
rules, this one is liable to exception ; for certainly it is
not good to continue satisfied with a mean and in-
glorious situation, when by honourable exertion we may
improve our position in life ; better to show some trace






CHAPTER XIL.
SKETCHES OF CUSTOMERS.
“Some of my heroes are low."—English Giee.

IN reverting to the buried and forgotten originals who
frequented our shop, a few characteristic traits may be
more just than any meagre descriptions ; and may serve
also to place the figures in a stronger light upon the
canvas. Here, as elsewhere throughout this book, are
given real in preference to fictitious names ; because the
names, with few exceptions, are without living owners,
and the dead feel no punctilios. Further, believing with
Leigh Hunt, that the penalties of life are sufficiently
numerous, without anyone causelessly inflicting pain, a
guard has been kept over every personal allusion,

One of those originals, a cannie Scot, kept a number
of looms, and boarded the weavers in his house. He
was so penurious that he would not allow a candle to be
burning during supper, but made shift by the light of the
fire. On a certain night when the party were eating,
almost in the dark, their usual dish of meal porridge, a
waggish workman who was seated next to the good man
of the establishment, took up a large spoonful of the hot
porridge, and while the spoon was on its way to his
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honourable. Had he placed upon their shoulders a
load of obligation they could not conveniently cast off,
they would naturally have writhed under the burden,
like Atlas when bearing the globe. Besides, he would
have committed a second fundamental error in lending
at once all that he had to lend : something should always
be kept in reserve. Ask any youth who understands the
nature of oranges how much he prizes a genuine St.
Michael’s when he has extracted all the juice it can
yield ?

Still pursuing his save-all theory of a pin a day is a
oroat a year, the Caledonian once saw a nice new brick
lying on the path before him. Thinking it were a pity
that so useful an article should be wasted, he stooped to
pick it up. No sconer up than down again: the brick
was red-hot. A malicious burst of laughter emanating
from a bakehouse close by, told him he had been
deliberately ensnared,—that he and his prize had both
been “done brown” in the oven. Taking no notice, he
went quictly home, whence he speedily returned with a
pair of tongs. By the aid of these he secured the coveted
Jire-brick, and flinging a bantering query to the bakers—
“Who has the laugh now?"—bore off his trophy with
the air of a conqueror.

The next who claims a reminiscence was long known
to us by the familiar name of Pendleton Peter. He was
a deaf old country weaver, and usually took out materials
for the construction of silk handkerchiefs from a manu-
facturer’s warchouse in town. The manufacturer's father
had, many years previous to the date of this anecdote,

F
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the full amount of his earnings, exclaiming, “ Away with
you home, you silly fellow, there is no driving sense into
you.” And Peter marched off, well pleased with the
success of his adventure ; pocketing, at the same time,
the reward of a convenient deafness,

I shall take my leave of those heroes of the shuttle
(who liked to cluster around our public chair), after pre-
serving a fireside anecdote of John Sands, perhaps the
most simple and inoffensive character of the unique
assembly. John Sands was a concocter of smallwares;
in plainer terms, he was a weaver by the swivel A
weaver's recompense in those days was something better
than the pittance doled out to him at present. Yet even
in those “ happy times "-—a phrase wedded by instinct to
the Past, and linked by Charles Mackay to the Future—
the weaver had little to spare from the amount of his
earnings, especially when, as in the case of Sands, he had
four or five children, and a termagant wife, to keep him
on the path of rectitude. Unfortunately, John had con-
tracted an illicit passion for the Split Crow, and the Sot's
Hole, two notable taverns in Manchester. Here he
lingered over the latest parliamentary intelligence, or
feasted on the new number of Cobbett's Political
Register, with all the wvoraciousness of Liverseege’s
familiar cobbler. When these had exhausted their
pleasures, Sands was seduced by the charms of a baga-
telle-table. At this agreeable game he prided himself on
his proficiency ; and its merry rattle possessed all the
witchery of a syren’s song. It was no unusual thing to
see his hands guiding the cue and cushing the ivory balls
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“ Ay ; aw dunno care if aw do.”

“ Hasto got—any money ?” (very languidly).

“Ay ; a trifle " (places his wages upon her lap).

“Is this all ?” (dejectedly).

“ Ay ; thou knows aw wusno so weel at th’ beginnin’
o'th week ; and thou knows aw borrowed a shillin' for
thee, that aw've had to pay back ; and there wur three-
pence to David Dodd, for shaving me and powin’ my
yure ; and——"

“Arto sure this is all?" (interrupting him, rather
tartly).

“Ay ; aw

The injured woman, without listening to further ex-
planation, brandishes the poker against the legs of
Sands, exclaiming terrifically, “Shift thy lazy shanks,
thou unfeelin’ brute, and let th' childer come and warm
theirsels !”

Is there no moral conveyed in this ludicrous scene—
no comfort for the weaker wvessels? When the poker
strikes the limbs of the defeated Sands, dees it not also
strike a practical lesson into the minds of my female
readers?—a lesson that might be applied with timely
aptitude by the two hundred ladies who recently
memorialised our Queen for some safeguard against
husbands,

From married life in its deteriorated state it is, how-
ever, time to part. When “love, honour, and obey”
have become hollow sounds, why linger with the broken
hopes of the marriage ceremony? ‘When marriage
becomes little more than a matter of wages and con-

1]
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venience—of selfishness that chills the kindly heart—it is
pleasant to revert to those early years when John Sands
and* his wife were playmates; when he deserted his
butterflies and she her skipping-rope, to share each
other's company on the log near her father's cottage.
One sunny day, as they were seated on that fallen tree,
exchanging strange glances, the tiny god measured his
distance, and took his unerring aim. He opened a
glowing prospect to their germing thoughts and feelings,
for Cupid is a marvellous castle builder—the chief of
the great Excelsior house of LOVE, HoPE, AND FANCY.

.\ L '- ‘-_ At tv*“'rf,
Hnuxqﬁ‘ﬂzﬁ ﬁHaar'lHEy.f'pﬂuu -,, R

I1 ¢’er the breast 1eels purely bless'd,
And life appears divine,

And laughing hours are wreathed with flowers,
The charm, young Love, is thine. P
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Well might Douglas Jerrold exclaim in effect, “ What
Rachaels do men woo, and what Leahs sometimes do
they find they have married.” Even Mistress Sands—
the matchless virago—was amiable in her spring-time.
So neat and winning was she in her manners, so domestic
in the minor household arrangements which fell to her
share, that she became the pride of her parents’ home.
When John, in his musing moments, remembers those
opening charms,—those morning lights,—and compares
them ruefully with the poker scenes of his evening hours,
he Teels the full force of the popular truism, that com-
parisons are odious. As his thoughts gradually resolve
themselves into language he thus soliloquises :—“It's a
weary world for poor wayvers. Hard to live in, hard to
die in. Aw'm awlus willin’ to follow good advice, and
th' Bible Praycher advises us to ‘eat, drink, and be
merry ;' yet if aw ventur' to make merry, just on Saint
Monday, aw'm punished for it a’ the rest o' th' week,
specially on pay-day. Aw'm one o' th’ unluckiest fel-
lows alive. If it were not for seein’, now and then, some
poor mortal more miserable even than mysel’,aw shouldn’t
be able to bear up. That’s th' only bit o’ consolation
aw have left.”

I had the pleasure of operating, at that early part of
my career, on the chin of a singular and romantic cus-
tomer. His eccentricities, though sufficiently comical in
their character, sprang from the most tragical of causes,
—occasional derangement of the intellect. During his
lucid intervals, he always maintained a respectable
appearancé, whilst his manner was staid and unexcep-
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A customer of a very different stamp was Willie
Walton, as doggedly matter-of-fact in his ways and
words as the other was mysterious and flighty. He was
one of those sturdy old fellows, with burly calves, who,
knowing they can stand to advantage, are rarely found
seated. Ever professing to be in a hurry when coming
to be shaved, and frequently begging a turn, he would
yet deliberately rise when the operation was finished,
and spell the newspaper during an hour or more. To a
first request to exchange papers he paid no attention ;
to a second appeal came a gruff denial, or a sarcasm of
John Edwin’s—" Hurry no man’s cattle, you may keep
an ass of your own.” He was as slow to exchange
opinions as papers ; and seemingly so much absorbed in
sullen self-gratification as to be almost oblivious of
everything around.

Another of our visitors was one of Nelson's Agamem-
nons, who had lost, like his admiral, an arm, in some
desperate conflict at sea. He was a keen newsmonger,
yet unable to read.  With him I entered into a pleasant
engagement, more agreeable, as may be inferred, than his
previous engagements had proved. Often, upon the
Sunday afternoon, I carried the newspaper to his house,
and read every article presented to my view, until
nearly bed-time. He plied me liberally with fruit,
sweetmeats, and tea, placing a penny in my hand when
he bade me good night. This contract lasted a long
while, and [ felt regret when it was cancelled by the
sailor's death, He was one of the earliest of the cholera
victims.
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those disturbers were subsequently committed to the
sessions. The riot occurred in consequence of the dis-
covery that the head of a dead child had been removed
by an assistant, apparently because the coffin was too
small. The Asiatic cholera had committed dreadful
ravages in Manchester, Night and day the van was
kept in motion, until it became almost as ominous as a
hearse ; and well might the van be so considered, as its
stricken inmates seldom returned. The time was a
trying one, also, to the hospital surgeons ; for in addition
to incessant labour and imminent danger from contagion,
they were exposed to the galling insinuations of the
thoughtless, and the dangerous threats of the ignorant.
Shortly after this singular and unexpected disturbance
the pestilence departed, and friends and neighbours
mingled once more without fear and without suspicion.

In the next chapter I will endeavour to render a fair
account of two mechanical worthies whose adventures,
forming an interesting episode, come just within the
range of these sketches of customers and notable prac-
titioners.
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late in the day to make an addition to the numerous
volumes, treatises and plays, already written on the
subject. But it is never too late, we assume, to add a
fact to history, or to bring back a truth diverted from its
course.

It is believed by many, but doubted or denied by
others, that Sir Richard Arkwright was a great inventor.
To say he was a great improver—an energetic, practical
arranger, an untiring, far-seeing worker,—would be
nearer the fact. The balance of original, and of later
reliable evidence, leads us to such conclusion. Amongst
our carliest trade connections were numbered the son
and grandson of Thomas Hayes, the inventive reed
maker of Leigh, in Lancashire ; and by them, and others,
we have frequently heard this question of invention
canvassed and described. The son, who during the
better portion of his life was a soldier upon foreign
service, has been many years buried; but with the
grandson we still maintain a pleasurable acquaintance.
Feeling that this source of information, although genuine
and original, might be tinged with a little of natural
partiality, we have endeavoured to ensure candour by
collating sundry dates, inscriptions, and curious details
touching that distant and interesting period, which seem
to have escaped the notice of previous writers on the
subject.

Thomas Hayes, notwithstanding his priority to Sir
Richard Arkwright, was not the first in the spinning
field. Upon a machine for spinning by rollers Lewis
Paul had previously expended much time, ingenuity, and
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money, to little purpose, His deserts and disappoint-
ments, described at length by Mr. Robert Cole, and
inserted by the late Mr. Gilbert French in his “ Life of
Samuel Crompton,” may be summed-up in few words.
By documents there furnished, it is 5uﬁ"|a:ir::dﬂy clear that
Lewis Paul, in 1738, obtained a patent for the first
spinning machine, and subsequently sold many sets of
spindles to adventurous persons who hopefully experi-
mented with them. But so decisive was the failure, that
upon the expiry of the patent, in 17 52, the machines fell
into disuse. After making considerable improvements,
Mr. Paul took out a second patent, in 1758, but did not
long survive the grant thereof. He died at Brook Green,
Kensington, and was buried at Paddington, on the 30th
of April, 1750. So trifling was the value set upon his
unfortunate machines, that many of them were sold as
“ gim-cracks ” and waste material.

From this point, the simple history of the cotton
spinning machines, and of the ingenious contrivers
connected with them, may be thus continued. Thomas
Hayes, the next in order of time, was a reced maker and
weaver. Possessing a passion for mechanics that would
not be denied, his thoughts and time became engrossed
to such an extent, that the homely manufactures of the
reed and the loom were neglected. The sleep of many
nights was broken, the income of many days curtailed,
by the indulgence of his intellectual hobby. Mistress
Hayes did not admire his studying for the million : she
feared, as well she might, the million would prove a bad
paymaster,—owing much, but discharging little. The
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world is ever a gainer by such studious men, though the
gain is rarely reciprocated. The phantom honours and
visionary rewards of futurity possessed no charms in the
eyes of Mistress Hayes ; remembering the fable of the
bird-in-hand, she preferred the commonplace and service-
able. Husband and wife often argued this question of
fact versus fancy with varying resolutions, but with one
unvarying result. Nature was too powerful for Hayes,
who could not refrain from study and invention. He
first, in 1764, brought to light a rude spinning machine
which he christened after his eldest daughter, Jenny, who
was a favourite child, and noted within her rustic circle
as a superior singer. This contrivance he soon abandoned
and made public. It was thereupon taken in hand, freely
and fairly, by James Hargreaves, who retained the name
given to it by Hayes, and re-introduced it, with important
improvements in 1767. The machine could not have
been christened in compliment to Mrs. Hargreaves, whose
name was Elizabeth, not Jane, as erroneously printed in
a recent local novel professing to be founded upon facts.

Hargreaves obtained a patent for his Jenny, still
further improved, in 1770 ; at which date he had matured
Hayes's suggestive idea into a thoroughly practical
machine. The fate of this ingenious struggler was
scarcely one to be coveted. A man of undoubted
mechanical ability, whose labours have proved serviceable
through a long series of years, and of blameless character
withal, he found his prospects blighted for a time by
frequent evasions of his patent, and by the riotous
destruction of his machinery. This machine-breaking
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Truly, the pilgrim in search of equality must pass, ere he
find it, through the mysterious gate once closed against
the Peri.

w - - - & F ]

* There was much similarity in manners, habits, and religious
opinions, between Samuel Crompton and Highs (Hayes) of Leigh, who all
but succeeded with the parallel invention snatched from his hands by
Arkwright. Both were followers of Swedenborg.” — Life of Samuel
Crompton, by Gilbevt J. French.

Further particulars concerning the origin of the
throstle may be gleaned from Guest’s “ History of the
Cotton Manufacture.” Mr. Guest was a native of Leigh,
and his father, Dr. Guest, was well acquainted with Hayes.
This personal knowledge of the facts made the historian
earnest in his advocacy of the real inventor. A presenta-
tion copy of his book, now before us, bears this
inscription on its title-page :—“To James Highs, grand-
son of Thomas Highs, this book is given with feelings of
great respect for the memory of his grandfather, by
Richard Guest.”

Hayes, on resigning the primitive jenny, dedicated
his energies to the construction of the water-frame or
throstle ; and after much labour and anxiety, his efforts
proved successful in the beginning of the year 1767. At
this juncture Arkwright appeared upon the scene. John
Kay, a clock maker, who had made wheels, models, and
other requisites for Hayes, was induced to make similar
things for Arkwright, with whom he entered into a
business arrangement. Arkwright was of a more adven-
turous, energetic nature than Hayes, and soon left the
quiet originator in the rear.

L
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back upon all the long hair and the hair dyes, the hirsute
chins and the wig-blocks, with which he was familiar on
the northern circuit. He boldly entered upon a strange
path in the vicinity of “ Merrie Sherwood.” By display-
ing a model of the new throstle he promptly secured
moneyed partners, and in the following year took out a
patent as the inventor, under this singular description,
“Richard Arkwright, of Nottingham, clock maker.” A
mill at Nottingham being filled with the novel frames,
horse-power was there employed ; butin 177F Arkwright
and his partners erected a larger mill at Cromford, in
Derbyshire, the machinery in which was set in motion
by a water-wheel. A few years later, when Arkwright
had procured his second patent, they built another mill at
the same sequestered village ; which was followed, in
1783, by another, still larger, situated between Cromford
and Matlock Bath. From this focus they shot forth their
rays to Manchester and elsewhere. The first mill built
for them in this town was in Factory-yard, Miller-street ;
which concern was subsequently sold to the managers,
Messrs. Barton and Simpson, both of whom realised
fortunes. A tablet in St. Mark’s Church, Cheetham Hill
village, shews that John Barton, cotton spinner, of
Manchester, died in 1802, aged fifty years. So
lately as September, 1870, “Steeple Jack"” flew his
kite over the chimney in Factory-yard, with the view
of taking it down, but the idea was abandoned. The
chimney, wearing a somewhat peculiar aspect, is still
strong and useful, though well-nigh a centenarian®.

* Since taken down.
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gaily chaunting “ Jockey and Jenny,” or “Woo'd, and
Married, and a')" as his countrymen anticipated, carolled
forth an exile’s lament, as plaintive as “ Lochaber No
More.”

¢ Manchester has been the nursery of all those wonderful mechanists
whose discoveries gave birth to modern commerce, and are now enriching
the wm]d."—_{nu!ﬂ o heeler,

At the period now reached, events of interest or im-
portance were constantly crowding upon the time and
attention of Arkwright. In 1786, as is well known, he
was appointed High Sheriff of Derbyshire ; and in that
capacity received the honour of knighthood at the hands
of King George the Third—one honour thus leading to
another, upon the same principle that, in a reverse ratio,
misfortunes seldom come single.  Being now one of the
titled gentry,—one of “Peg Nicholson’s Knights,”
created upon the escape oftheking from assassination,—he
applied for his coat-of-arms, and received the grant in
1787. The most conspicuous emblem on his shield is a
cotton tree in full bearing; and for his crest, an eagle
soaring ; but not an indication of a pole, a razor, or a
lather-brush,

By right of purchase, in 1789, Sir Richard became
Lord of the Manor of Cromford, having, in the previous
year, witnessed the rearing of his magnificent mansion,
Willersley Castle. Before the building was inhabited it
was set on fire by an over-heated stove, and everything
combustible consumed.  This accident, occurring  in
August, 1791, deprived Sir Richard of the high- gratifica-
tion of dwclling beneath its stately roof, as he died on
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In Memory of Richard Arkwright, Esqre., of Willersley, only
son of Sir Richard Arkwright, Knight. Born 19 December,
1755. Died 23rd April, 1843.  And of Mary his Wife, daughter .
of Adam Simpson, Esq., of Bonsall, in the County of Derby.
Born 6th August, 1755. Died 24th February, 1827. Also of
their daughters, Mary, who died gth June, 1803, aged 15 years ;
Harriet, who died 7th November, 1815, aged 17 years; and
Frances, born 23rd August, 1796, Died 4th November, 1863,

The next inscription appears on a marble monument,
sculptured by Chantrey :—

Sacred to the Memory of Martha Maria, the beloved and affec-
tionate Wife of Richard Arkwright, Junr., Esqre., and daughter
of the Rev. William Beresford, of Ashbonrne, who died on the
12th of March, 1820, aged 4o years. ' Blessed are the pure in
heart, for they shall see God." Also in Memory of their
children, Richard Arkwright, who died November 19th, 1810,
aged 5 weeks ; Richard Arkwright, who died February 18, 1813,
aged 6 weeks ; and Agnes Maria Arkwright, who died March 16,
1813, apged 4 years.

Upon a square slab, underneath the monument, are
added the following lines :—

Richard Arkwright, Junr., Esqre., of Normanten, of Turville,
in the County of Leicester, eldest zon of Richard Arkwright,
Esqre., of Willersley. Born 3oth September, 1781,

Died 28th Marech, 1832,

The second niche contains the record subjoined :—

In Memory of Peter Arkwright, Esqre., of Willersley, third son
of Richard Arkwripht, Esgre. Born April 17, 1784, Died
September 19, 1866. And of Mary Anne, his wife, daughter of
Charles Hurt, Esqre., of Wirksworth. Born March 17, 1786.
Died September 6, 1872.

The closing inscription thus reads :—

Charles Arkwright, Esquire, of Dunstall, in the County of
Stafford, fifth son of Richard Arkwright, Esqre., of Willersley,
Born 22 November, 1786, Died 28 December, 1856, Also
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where all persons concerned in the manufacture of cotton
will have an opportunity of viewing it.” The machine
was duly exhibited in the place named, Hayes being
present to superintend his handiwork. For that service
he was liberally rewarded, returning home (says his
grandson) with more gold coins in his possession than he
could hold in his outstretched hands. The exact sum,
according to Mr. Guest, was two hundred guineas.
These facts may serve to shew how groundless was the
fear expressed by a former writer, that the valuable
discovery might have perished in the hands of Hayes,
had not Arkwright taken possession and forced it upon
the world, Delay was likely enough to ensue, but not
decadency. Hayes did not enter into the new manufac-
ture of cotton, because he had a large family at that
time, and was unable to pursue it without the aid of a
moneyed friend, Nevertheless, he meant to preserve the
benefit of his invention, and was not willing that anybody
should take it from him. Such is the substance of
Hayes's evidence given at the trial in 1785,

L L] L] ® L] L]

* To the reed-maker of Leigh therefore; may be mainly aseribed the
manufpeturing eminence now possessed by the county of Laneaster, "' — FPigor's
Lancaskive Diveclories.

One day during the Whitsuntide of 1772, the rivals
had an interview at Manchester. “I1 happened to be
there at that time,” states Hayes, “ and on meeting an
intimate acquaintance, was thus accosted : * Would you
like to see Mr. Arkwright? he is in town. * With all my

heart,’” said Hayes, who was thereupon conducted into
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Hayes kept his word with Arkwright, continuing to
do as he pleased with his own invention, notwithstanding
the patents. At the time of the first trial touching
Arkwright's claims, Hayes was engaged in superintending
the erection of machinery for Baron Hamilton, at Bal-
briggan, near Dublin ; and when he was subpceaned as
a witness, and money forwarded to defray his travelling
expenses, the baron judiciously advised him not to attend
unless rewarded with a liberal annuity. But Hayes
preferred relying upon the generosity of the Lancashire
mill owners, and the result is soon told, Immediately
after the second trial, a public subscription was opened
for him in Manchester, “as some recompence for the
benefits received from his ingenuity."+ Amongst his
annual subscribers were Mr. Peter Drinkwater, of Irwell
House (thirteen guineas), Mr. Douglas, of Douglas Green,
(seven guineas), Mr, Peel, afterward the first Sir Robert
Peel (one guinea), and other commercial gentlemen of
less note. At the beginning these subscriptions amounted
to about fifty guineas a year, but they gradually dwindled
to a mere trifle ; for Hayes outlived some of his patrons,
and the gratitude of others died early. In his old age,
when disabled by a stroke of palsy, he was assisted by
a few tried friends who knew his merits, and, what was
better to his purpose, knew how to reward them. The
descendants of the struggling genius remain, like himself,
toiling artisans ; while to the heirs of his successful rival
have descended honours and almost fabulous wealth,

It is far from my wish to write a single unfavourable

* Manchester Mercnry, July 12 1785.
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inventor's epitaph; an earnest search was made several
years ago, but no certain trace of his grave was discerni-
ble, Neither is there a portrait of Hayes extant. But
we can well-nigh realise him, in form and features, even
as we write, having known three generations of his race.
The family likeness has been retained and transmitted
with singular fidelity, Not tall in stature, but moderately
stout ; with broad features, good singing voices, and with
eyes that could illuminate whenever they chose.

By a curious and interesting coincidence the widow
of James Hargreaves lies interred in the same out-of-the-
way and almost forgotten grave-yard that contains the
ashes of Hayes. Here is a copy of the inscription on her
stone :—

In memory of Elizabeth, widow of the late James Hargreaves,
the inventor of the Spinning Jenny, who died February path,
t8oz, aged 85 years,

By the close proximity of their graves, it would seem
that Hayes and Mrs. Hargreaves were neighbours and
fellow worshippers, departing to their final rest well nigh
together, their ages being similarly venerable. That
resting place of the Swedenborgians has been sadly
desecrated of late, hewed out to serve the convenience
of trade. A public investigation was demanded and
obtained, but we have not heard that the wrong has been
righted.

After duly weighing all the evidence bearihg upon
the case in point, the impartial juror will, we think, con-
cur in the verdict pronounced by Richard Guest, historian
of the cotton manufacture :—* Hayes invented, Ark-
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have been disseminated in print, and these it may be
advisable to rectify by inserting a few lines of reliable
information contributed by a practical spinner, James
Hayes, grandson of the Leigh inventor. “The Billy,”
says Mr. Hayes, “was contrived and introduced by John
Stopford, of Ashton-under-Lyne, who was a jenny
master, spinning very fine counts for that period. He
failed in trade, and removed to Manchester, where he
opened a public house, known as the White Hart, in
Great Ancoats Street. Here he shortly afterwards died,
leaving a widow and several sons and daughters, who
continued to conduct the business of the tavern. Our
family and the Stopfords were intimately acquainted.
In the course of time, four of the sons became managers
of spinning concerns. As piecer and spinner, I have
known the Billy seventy years. I began working in the
factory when eight years old; and was fifteen at the
death of my grandfather, of whom I retain a distinct and
pleasing remembrance.”

Time, the proverbial worker of marvels, has now, so
far as concerns James Hayes, converted the present into
the past. His death occurred, after long-continued
affliction, on the tenth of August, 1866, in his seventy-
eichth year. Worthy and old-fashioned in his views,
he would not recognise the changes which Time is always
making. Like Charles Lamb, he never conformed to the
march of progress, but was dragged along in the proces-
sion. At the date of our first acquaintance, in 1826, he
had accumulated some property, which he lost by
generous though misplaced confidence in friends. Ven-
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CHEQUERS THE SUNSHINE WITH A FEW SHADOWS

* His hair will never know a fall |
"Ti& ever dark and curly ;
Be wise il you wear wigs at all,
Like him adopt ane early."
Fhe man ko har beey Jenenger,

——— — Vi

L. ™ cicrga SARMY RAZORS|

ANYTHING be
perfect in creation ?
Verily, as George
Fox would have
affirmed, it ap-
peareth not. The

I
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system of Tilly Wardenberg, and longed to imitate his
example. That one time Burgomaster of Berlin kept
two trumpeters to blow at his door whenever he was
dining, or privately engaged. The people, thus timely
warned, patiently stood aloof with their affairs until the
due season came, when. they were attended to with
pleasure. Such was the mode in the fifteenth century ;
business in the nineteenth century is conducted on a
different principle. Sometimes our unwelcome visitor is
an elder with silvered hairs, so bent with years and their
attendant sorrows, that our back is wearied by stooping
to his chin. Seeing his forlorn condition, pity forbids us
to be harsh or inattentive ; but pity cannot remove the
three weeks' produce bristling beneath our hand. To
Jeames de la Pluche and the patricians he represents it
 will, doubtless, be inconceivable that any plebian mem-
ber of society can become, while pining in his cellar, too
poor to engage a shaver, or too ill to care for either
barber or barb. Yet such is too often the fate of some
lowly neighbour.

Sometimes a coarse clown, full of drink and insolence,
will reel into the shop. With two ruffians of this latter
class David had once an unpleasant encounter. They
staggered into his establishment a little after twelve
o'clock on the Saturday night. He had just closed his
business, and drawn his chair to the supper-table.
Without ceremony the intruders made themselves free of
the ale jug, hoping, ironically, they did not spoil the
sport. Presuming on David's silence, they shortly after-
wards made free remarks to the mistress. David’s
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passion had been rapidly rising, though philosophically
concealed, and at this stroke of arch-insolence his rage
became ungovernable. Grasping the knife that he was
using at supper, he sprang to his feet, and made a wild
plunge at the nearest of the insulters. They fled in
consternation, but he pursued, and again struck fiercely
at them as they passed from the door. They succeeded
in gaining the street in safety ; one of them, however,
had reason to be thankful for his narrow escape, his coat-
lap being nailed by the knife deeply into the door frame.

It is something difficult to conceive how rough
diamonds like these can be kept within bounds by
female shavers, a few of whom hang loosely on the
skirts of the trade. The dexterous women do not now,
be it understood, take customers by the nose with a
piece of paper, brown or otherwise, as the Preston girl
once took the nose of Grimaldi, the prince of English
clowns. In the universal fitness of things, these feminine
operators should be attached to the suit and service of
the bearded ladies who, in sundry eras and in various
parts of the globe, have diversified the commonplace
routine of nature. The most illustrious example of
women shavers known to history was the mother of the
Duchess of Albemarle, wife of General Monk.

Of the manner in which the heroines of the lather
brush figure in France, a pleasant glimpse is afforded by
Barnes, the pantaloon, in his wayside journal,—as thus,
While crossing the market-place at Beauvais, he saw a
perruquier’s shop, and passing his hand over his chin,
said to himself,  James Barnes, you ought to be shaved.”
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So he determined to go in. Finding the chair engaged,
he was in the act of retiring, when the barber’s wife took
him by the arm, seated him a chair, napkined him almost
before he was aware, and lathered him well. “ Good
heavens !” thought Barnes, “ what is going to happen?”
But he was obliged to sit still; and of all the queer sensa-
tions he ever felt in his queer life, that of being shaved
by a woman was, he avers, the queerest. It appeared to
him unnatural, though not unpleasant. Her finishing
touches were redolent of eau de Cologne. James Barnes
might have calmed his trepidation by remembering the
plight of Don Quixote in the ducal castle, when sur-
rounded by four mischief-loving maidens, and lathered
up to the forechead in the bewildered presence of Sancho
Panza.

Much more harmless in their nature than the free-
and-easy roysterers who provoked the wrath of David,
were a few minor teazers attending the shop. For a
time they were somewhat amusing, and merely inflicted
weariness, not pain. They were loquacious gossips, who
rattled by the hour upon everything, or upon nothing ;
tuneless Paganinis, who played upon their one string, the
tongue, until that string failed, and utter silence ensued.
Such talking was, of course, worthless, as they who are
incessantly speaking can give little time to thought, and
without thought where is the value of language? 1
remember listening, soon after my initiation, to a tough
yarn which was spun, without the aid of salt water,
by those over-communicative landsmen. The tale was
repeated at short intervals during many years; it has
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continued to haunt me, like a ghost that would not be
laid ; and even now, the blessed old evergreen salutes my
ears, as fresh and original as at first. It is an heir-loom
of the hair-weaver's shop, and I will bequeath it to pos-
terity—if posterity choose to accept the legacy. Here it
stands : There once went to be shaved an officer (some-
times it proves to be a gentleman’s servant, or, maybe,
the gentleman himself, for the story has many variations,
which may account in some degree for its popularity) ;
the officer’s face was richly carbuncled with the rubies of
ruby wine ; so drawing his sword (occasionally it is
cocking his pistol), he placed the weapon upon the table,
saying to the operator, in a menacing manner, “Examine
my features, sir ; if you shave me without bleeding, there
is a guinea for your expertness ; but, mind the alterna-
tive, if one drop of blood be drawn, I will run you
through the body!” (or shoot you dead! as the case
may be.) Tonsor, timid soul, is afraid to accept the
generous proposal, but the apprentice boy (perchance,
the assistant) is more valiant, and succeeds in winning
the prize. *“Here is your guinea, my brave fellow,”
cries the officer, “ but first tell me how you dared to risk
your life when your master would not venture?” “Oh!
no risk at all,” says the cunning apprentice, “because "—
and here comes the favourite point, the genuine off with
his head flourish—*if blood had been drawn I should
have seen it first, and ” (the deliberate assassin !) “ I would
have cut your throat!" Of course, the officer, being so
cleverly outwitted, departs in peace, and never again acts
a part so foolish, but wisely resolves, with Sancho Panza,
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to keep a barber of his own, or possibly shave himself,
as did the continent Joseph, when summoned to the
presence of King Pharach. The chief beauty of this
rigmarole lies in the fact that although, even taking the
legend for granted, the marvel occurred only once, yet
every individual who retails it claims to have been
present at the enactment.

Shaving festered and broken heads, and operating at
the homes of the fever-stricken and the deceased, formed
unpleasant branches of cur calling, which could not in all
cases be safely followed. The relatives of the afflicted,
aware of our scruples, sometimes concealed the real
nature of the disease, substituting a trivial complaint. I
shall not readily forget being awoke at four o'clock one
morning in winter, during a sweet dream, to shave a
neighbour who had just died. He possessed a strong
black beard, difficult to manage, even while its owner
was living. As he was stretched upon the bricks of a
damp cellar, it became necessary to bend over him almost
to the earth. The customary cordial was not given on
that occasion, and the task became thoroughly dis-
pleasing, although the matter would doubtless be treated
as nothing in the experience of a medical man. Had
this hirsute customer adopted the same course as Mr,
Carrington, the astronomer, and ordered by will that his
chin should not be shaven after his decease, how much
better for the shaver. The custom of shaving the dead
is of great antiquity, as evidenced by the fact that all
male mummies are found shaven. Female mummies
have almost invariably long and beautiful hair.
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On various occasions David bordered upon adventure
in this department of his trade. One night in particular
found him called upon to shave a dead stranger, distant
about half-a-mile. On entering the house to which he
had been directed, he perceived six or seven aged crones
smoking and chatting around the fire. When he named
his business, they handed to him a light, telling him to
ascend three heights of stairs until he reached the garret,
where he would find the object of his search. There he
found it, sure enough. A poor suicide, by hanging,—a
forlorn mortal, who had died, mentally exclaiming, with
Lear and with Haydon, “stretch me no longer upon the
rack of this tough world,"—lay in a corner of the room.
The noose mark showed plainly upon his neck, the
livid and distorted features being painfully impressive.
Shaving under such circumstances would manifestly
be a delightful operation to the operator! Even the
much-vaunted diamond dust would fail to make the
razor move sweetly along.

In many of his professional wvisits, David found the
death-bed attended by a masculine elderly woman,
named Towers. She was a coffin maker's widow, and
carried on his business most efficiently. She not merely
measured the deceased, but also hastened the application
of her fatal rule. If she chanced to hear of any person
being dangerously ill, she visited the afflicted relatives
and, compassionating their misfortune, volunteered her
service to relieve their vigils. As she kept her ears con-
stantly on the stretch, she was rarely without an engage-
ment. Here is her cardinal maxim, the prime mover
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and controller of all her actions touching trade: “ A few
hours can make little or no difference to the dying;
whilst to me, in want of cash, time is important ; conse-
quently, I shall injure'nc: one, and decidedly benefit
myself, by hastening a sufferer from pain into glory.”
She carried her very original theory into every-day
practice, with considerable success, although in one
instance her laudable efforts signally failed. The
subject in hand was Charles Jackson, sometime attached
to our establishment. He and his bed had been insepar-
ables during several months. Mistress Towers had
drdpped in at the climax, as she thought, of his disorder.
More than a week, however, had she closely watched,
and still, unfortunately, Charles lived. Although the
taper glimmered and flickered in the most dubious
manner, the spark did not go out. He daily became
more visibly and suitably enfeebled ; but from some un-
accountable stubbornness, he would not die. During the
whole course of her experience the sturdy matron had
never known the like. David would not venture to shave
him, lest he should, in nautical phrase, slip his cable,
during the operation. They who have endured the
feverishness of suspense may feel for Mistress Towers.
Losing all patience, she snatched away the pillow from
beneath the head of Jackson, exclaiming, “He cannot
die on this bed, let us shift him to another.” *“Who
wants him to die?” quietly but pointedly asked David,
removing at the same time her rude hand from the
shoulder of the sufferer. The upshot of the affair was
that Charles, after baffling all professional skill to cure,






CHAPTER XIV.
DISSOLVING VIEWS,

- “ Come like shadows, so depart,"—Macheth.

THE varied scenes and charac-
ters that have been enacted in
and connected with our homely
shop pass before my mind’s
eye, I feel a dream-like, inde-
scribable sensation steal over
me, that has no affinity with
words. Well may one feel thus
strangely, for Memory is the
Mementees in Hair. magic lantern of the mind, and
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they float through the brain. Charles Lamb, the gentle

¥

Elia, mused with “ Dream Children ;” why should not
others muse with them likewise? His phantoms were
teemings of Imagination that were nof ; mine will mainly
be creations of Memory, that are wof; where lies the
difference between them? Are we not dream-children,
all?

The first, ladies and gentlemen, that glides into notice
is Herb John, whose honest brown face the sun had
tanned, and the breeze had winnowed, from boyhood to
old age. His occupation, which was half-poetic, half-
vagrant, linked him with woods, brooks, and meadows,
when those primitive attributes of Nature were in their
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Wild Leaves and Flowers.

prime. Possessing a cheerful temper (more precious
than Sindbad’s diamonds), the simple purity of his
calling was impressed upon his manners and features ;
and to know him was to prize him, indeed. An original






DISSOLVING VIEWS. [1r

man in his office,—a voice more apt in the responses,—
you might travel far to hear.

Having no further business in Keswick, I must
promptly return with my subject to Manchester. Fairy
favours and the Electric Telegraph are marvellous things
in their way, but an author's pen surpasses them for
conveniency of transit.

The next customer presented to view is a wveteran
pensioner, a native of Haverfordwest, who toiled hardly
and paid dearly for singularity, He would do nothing
in the common way of common people ; and invariably
marched along the centre of the pavement, in contra-
distinction to the crowd who followed the footpath,
Long after the introduction of lucifer matches he adhered
to the primitive flint, steel, and tinder-box ; being an
early riser, he might be heard laboriously striking a light
in the dark, and growling bitterly when the flint chanced
to strike his knuckles instead of hitting the steel.
Because umbrellas were in general request, he forbore
their use during wet weather, and walked at a snail's
gallop (as he termed it) during a heavy rainfall, because
everyone else hastened from its fury. When remon-
strated with, he would exclaim, “ What's the use of
running, when you must be wet through before reaching
home? Better to take your leisure, as [ do, and be
soaked comfortably.” One Sunday, at noon, he returned
from worship in a new cloth suit saturated with rain.
The subject of conversation when he joined our circle
was military flogging, with which he was most familiar.
He entered into the discussion with spirit, and as he
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of his candles out of pocket. This was worse than the
wages of Sancho, as the promised island of the Quixotic
squire, though ending in nothing, at least took nothing
away, When laughed at for his sceming folly, the
veteran retorted that he saved the difference in doctor’s
stuff: that the profuse sweat purified his system in a
natural way from gross humours ; and that as it pleased
the fancy of others to work for pay, he, on the contrary,
would pay for work, so lowg as it suited his whim,
“ Nature,” says Salanio, “hath framed strange fellows in
her time ;" and, assuredly, this Waterloo pensioner was
one of the strangest.

Now appears the nephew of that quaint old soldier,
Like his uncle, he belonged to the army. This youth
was a thorough-going scapegrace ; a wily and systematic
deserter, chiefly by overstaying his furloughs. He kept
our neighbourhood in a ferment for years. “ Jack has
deserted again ;" “ Jack has been captured once more ;"
were common cries. He invariably returned, like a
hunted hare, to his home quarters. He sang well ; had
a touch of romance in his character ; with a spice of the
rover in his spirit ; and was a general favourite, as ne'er-
do-wells too frequently are, In short, favour had been
his ruin. Had his earliest evil propensities been checked,
instead of being overlooked, he might have regarded
lawless mischief more in the light of a disgrace thana
glory, He was concealed everywhere, by everybody :
chimneys and house-tops were his familiars. Still, he
was always detected, and as often forgiven, or punished
but slightly. In such characters there are usually found

I
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of a beard to grant the prayer of these lowly petitioners,
whenever it may come in his path.

And here, in the midst of Christmas memories, let
me dedicate an original poem and a characteristic picture
to that suggestive season.

IWritten r.',.r".l‘rr' hearing the church belic i fhe Of
Vear's fnell and ife Newe Year's welcome,

What music wakes the midnight air ?

The voice of mirth—the tongue of prayer ;
What mean those sounds so blithely given ?
They speak of earth, remind of heaven,
They breathe the warning breathed of old
To thoughtless hearts now wrapp’d in mould ;
The truth, forgot as soon as told,

That time with life resistless flies—

Earth's meteor shooting to the skies |

They tell the tale that daunts the brave—
Another year salutes the grave ;
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Who trip it "neath the sacred bough ;

Ye amorous youths, with graceful mien,
Who mingle in the sylph-like scene ;
May thus your hours, ye fair, ye brave,
Flow changeless as the ocean wave,

Nor catch one shadow from the grave |
What to you are death’s awful throes,
When all around high rapture glows,—
What to you is the flight of time,—
Life's under-current of grief and erime, —
When nought lurks near to gender fear,
And Love is the guardian genii here ?
But showdd you mark the sircand chair,
And memory, battling with decay,
Trivmphing over death’s stern sway,
Bring back some once-loved image there,—
Let not your bliss be dash'd with pain,
Nor dim your eyes with tear-drops vain 3
The dead beneath the crumbling mould,
Are stored like unforgolien gold ;

They wear, 'tis hoped, their heavenly gem,
And Chrisimas fondly speaks of them.
Whene'er my towering soul; at last,
From this frail tenement hath pass'd,
From time into eternity,

Say, Christmas, wilt thou speak of me?

A truce to mistletoe musings : let the story of the shop
be resumed, DPerceiving that desertion, even for him,
might prove a dangerous game to play any longer,
Jack resolved to supersede it by an artful trick. During
three days he rendered himself seriously ill in the
attempt to disable his limbs from service. He punctured
his skin in various parts, applying tobacco juice, and
other poisonous ingredients, in order to cause inflamma-
tion. When he thought himself sufficiently prepared for
the ordeal, he delivered up his body to the military
guard, in the full assurance of being discharged as in-
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Pheenix in his nature to enable him to rise again,
There he would lie, waiting for some one to pick him up.
While more matter-of-fact men were plodding en their
business way, Mr. Mee sat dreaming in listless, delicious
reverie, at the Traveller's Rest by the wayside. At
length Hercules, growing tired of assisting the waggoner,
handed him over to the parish beadle. The author of
Alice Gray, leaning to the last upon eleemosynary aid,
died in Shardlow Union-house, Nottinghamshire, in the
year 1862, his years numbering seventy-four. The
punning epitaph, “ Weep not for Mee,” which he sug-
gested for himself, shews that he possessed humour,
Indeed, the genuine ne'er-do-well is always humorous,
witty, or quaint—ever turning aside our anger with a
mort of winning ways.

Next our shop is revealed in the full flow of its
business, at eleven o'clock on a particular Sabbath
morning. It was the first Sunday after the news had
reached England of the battle of Navarino (October,
1827). The press contained a full and especial account
of every round, decisive blow, and scientific manceuvre,
together with a fine flourish at the glorious (?) result.
James Clarke was reading the news aloud. He was a
quick and distinct reader, yet the task, with occasional
questions and many episodical remarks, had occupied
him three mortal hours, until he grew hoarse and husky.
Still he persevered, and the shaven or shorn customer,
instead of departing to make room for the next, lingered
over the narrative. The place was crowded, of course.
David and I continued to mow and to listen, without
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In addition to the local wardens, who confined their
surveys to our own district, we had to maintain a weekly
guard against the more dreaded visits of the procession
from the Collegiate Church, promenading the town at
will during service-time. Gradually, year by year, those
visitations became less frequent, until at length they
ceased to tease us, The scene now belongs so entirely
to the past, that probably no youthful shaver hereabouts
has witnessed the imposing display of clerical and civic
authority of which we treat, although the Sabbath pro-
cession is still maintained in the neighbouring villages.

It was well we did not transact our business in the
mode occasionally adopted in America, by giving a glass
of spirits to each Sabbath attender who required it, and
charging the price upon the beard. In that case the
storm had not passed over our heads so speedily. The
chief warden lived within a few doors of our establish-
ment, and was an occasional Sunday morning visitor.
It was no unusual thing with him to smile a warning on
rising from the public chair, hasten to church, and re-
cross, in the stateliest manner, at the head of his official
train. Perhaps the warden had seen a remark in Pepys's
Diary—*" The barber having done with me, I went to
church.” The coincidence is striking. Poor Farmer!
He was an casy, confiding man, and the world dealt
with him unfairly., He seized not those small advantages
of trade that many seize with undue avidity, and which
frequently make the sum-total of difference between
riches and poverty. The ready way to success isa slimy
way, which Farmer would not tread. Was there ever
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actual wants. Although he had certainly been richer, he
doubted if he had ever been easier in his life. 1 was
impressed with the superiority of his well-tried practical
philosophy over a sensitive, sorrow-brooding spirit, and
felt its fitness for the rough variegated usage of the
world we live in. I have lately learned that Richard
Farmer emigrated to Australia, became a shepherd on
the slopes above Melbourne, and eventually died in that
distant colony, whence so many blighted yet hoping
exiles have passed from earth before him.
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The Sheep—but not the Shepherd,

Now steals upon the scene a pawnbroker, a neighbour
and visitor of ours. He was a kindly-disposed person,
but exceedingly vain. Had he lived in the time of the
Tatler and the Spectatar, he would have combed his
large Duvellier periwig with all the conspicuous dexterity
of Wycherley, or Marlborough, or Will Shoestring. In
the potency of broadcloth he believed as firmly as did
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CHAPTER XV,

SHAVING AND COURTSHIP.—SUNDAY TRADING.

g

E have here another view of the
bijouterie displayed in the hair
dresser's showroom, which is pro-
lific in pleasing utilities. The
lady and the bear are seen in as
close proximity as if we were
illustrating the fairy legend of
Beauty and the Beast, even the
magic rose being reduced to otto,
and placed in
fancy bottles, with
dainty labels to
" match, Our artist
has, however, no
design on the
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realm of Queen Mab, but wishes to show in a matter-of-
fact way that Bruin bestows grace upon Venus, though
it must be confessed that a triad of bears would constitute
a group of Graces differing widely from Canova's.

Incidentally of the Graces, it may not be known to
the multitude that their peerless charms were crowned
by auburn locks, or tresses of deep golden hue, yet such
appears to be the fact, as put forth by a learned con-
tributor to Notes and Queries, in a metrical witticism,
entitled—

CARROTS CLASSICALLY CONSIDERED.

Oh ! why do you laugh at red hair ?

"T'is really a great want of charity ;
"Mongst the Greeks, we are free to declare,
Two at least of the Graces were ydpire,

Golden hair, the favourite colour of the ancients, is
again in the ascendant, and it has been facetiously
observed that the fair daughters of England will secure
the fashionable hue, or dye in the attempt. In this
matter of dyeing, the greatest caution is requisite. The
shade of colour sought is not always found. Only the
other day, a perfumer of Marseilles was sued for damages
to the amount of four hundred francs, because he un-
fortunately dyed a lady’s hair violet instead of red. And
not long ago, I observed an elderly, unsuspecting gentle-
man, whose hair was glittering in the bright sunlight—
an unmistakable green. More serious was the case of a
lady who lately died at Springfield, Ohio. Symptoms of
some mysterious ailment in the head had long been
mapnifested, and vainly treated. A pos? mortem examina-
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of himself and his marvels, which roundly controvert the
assertion of Master Dromio, of Syracuse, to wit, that
“there is no time for a man to recover his hair, who
grows bald by nature.” This tonsor's witty rhyming
advertisement,—his wonderful Tale of a Tub,—is here
unavoidably omitted, because I have received no com-
mission to insert it in these pages. It cannot, of course,
be introduced for nothing, even for a fellow-tradesman,
when any manager of a theatre would charge ten guineas
for allowing it to be laughed at in his pantomime. Upon
the bare lid of the aforesaid tub, or rather box, a pot of
Creme de la Creme was one night accidentally shed, and
in the morning the lid was found covered with luxuriant
hair! The wood which once converted to sweetness the
bitter waters of Marah was scarcely more wonderful.
Where is the gentleman, at once wise in his generation
and bare at his crown, who could resist the temptation of
purchasing such productive Créme? By its aid the
plainest person might assume a pleasing aspect, and
those blessed with beauty become irresistible.

In direct opposition to all these arts of the artificers,
a paradox has been published, proving by reason and
example that baldness is preferable to bushy hair, the
intellect being thereby kept desirably cool, and a per-
petual polish secured : to say nothing of the saving of
time, trouble, and money.

Notwithstanding the efforts of our native perfumers,
they are left in the rear by Transatlantic brethren, who
go a-head in hairdressing as in some other matters, It
appears—on the authority of Mr. Ferguson—that at a

ks
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interior embellishments, tell us that the effect upon the
customer is of so bewildering a nature as to cause a
doubt of his presence in London, and rather incline him
to the belief that he is wandering among the glories of
ancient Rome. Wandering in the head, or among the
Groves of Blarney, might be suggested, with a smile, by
any disciple of Diogenes.

Returning somewhat abruptly to the classics, it may
be remembered by the general reader that Ovwid, in his
“ Art of Love,” has given some curious instructions to
lovers. Those instructions are, however, of no service to
haircutters, because opportunity and uninterrupted
leisure—luxuries unknown to the barber's shop—are
enjoined as being essential to success. In public trade
Ovid's directions cannot be followed ; in retirement his
assistance will seldom be needed. He who fails to win
a maiden's love and fascinate her soul, in the “countrie
green,” would scarcely deserve the prize—always sup-
posing the couple to have a touch of poetry in their
composition for Nature to influence. During the retired
evening walk in summer, the wooer finds many auxiliaries.
The sleeping flowers make the air balmy ; the stream
murmurs suggestively ; the shadowy trees render the
scene mysterious ; all gradually paving his way to
victory. A little further and a little later, the stars
come forth as special pleaders, and the moon (who knows
not her influence upon the love-stricken ?)} smiles on the
compact ; whilst the old abbey, in its ruin, shows the
ravages of time, and tells of the dangers that wait upon
delay. Although the nightingale sings not here the
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birth of the rose, as he sang on the mountain above
Samarah, yet in the deep recesses, Sylvan, the forest
deity, pipes unseen to his attendant nymphs and fairies ;

those fanciful creatures dancing, meanwhile, within their

f Direamiand and the Fairies— Tintern
i d Abbey by moonlight.
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magic circles on the margin of the river, or wreathing
gracefully through the broken arch of the deserted fane.
The dreamy silence invites the whisper,—the first
whisper of Love,—and the lassie secems to invite the
vow. Then is the yielding hand taken, and the heaving
bosom pressed wildly to the heart of its conqueror. To
such fortunate lovers the garden of Eden still exists, and
will ever continue in its entireness, even to the Temp-
tation that too often leads to the Fall. A slight
stretch of imagination will enable us to hear their
wedding bells peal forth on the happy day, and to see
wild flowers strewed along their pathway to the village
church. A fitting consummation to the early love that
should never be wantonly thwarted, for it lies deeply
hidden in the human heart, like Truth in her fabled
well.

A very different affair is courtship in a barber’s shop.
With gas-lights in the place of stars, and with the force
of his feelings to serve in licu of eloquent scenery, the
shaver is thrown upon his own resources. He is behind
instead of being before the curtain, and they who are
familiar with the stage will understand the contrast
between the two positions: on the one side is sweet
romance, on the other, stern reality. Perhaps his sweet-
heart,—his Fair one with the Golden Locks,—steps in to
exchange a kind word, but finding him shaving, she steps
out again. His task completed, he is left alone. He
peeps from the door, but the maid is invisible,—vanished
as completely asif she were the Maiden of the Mist. Ifhe
venture from his doorstep, some sharper creeps to his
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clear day to his chosen one, he is more fortunate than the
majority of his peers, who wield the razor and the scissors
until noon; some few persevering even until night-fall:
these last consisting chiefly of poor cellar holders, who
cannot afford to say nay to the tardiest penny that
presents itself. If a due observance of the Sabbath be
essential to the attainment of heaven, alas! for barbers
and their clerks; but if Sunday trading be abolished,
as heretofore, by Act of Parliament, they will have
the strongest claims to compensation: so good and
evil are blended in this, as in other things. With
the majority of sinners, they may take to themselves
the credit of good intentions. More than a hundred
years ago, a chirurgeon put forth a book of advice
and warning to Sunday shavers, and in the year
1810, the master “hairdressers and barbers” of Man-
chester and Salford, at the request of the magistrates,
gave public notice that Sunday trading would be discon-
tinued forthwith. More recently, I remember the trade
making several earnest attempts to get the seventh day
for rest or recreation. We held a public meeting on this
long-agitated subject, at which we unanimously agreed to
obey the fourth commandment, and labour six days only.
Our leading reformers were very zealous. Every Sunday
morning they formed themselves into pickets, visiting all
the hair-cutting concerns in town. They encouraged the
wavering, and threatened the backsliders with legal
penalties. Their vigorous efforts would have proved
successful, but just as we were quietly conforming to the
new rules, it transpired that some of our active officers
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By whose decrees, our sinful souls to save,

No Sunday tankards foam, no barbers shave ;
And beer undrawn, and beards unmown, display
Your holy reverence for the Sabbath-day.

Such are a few incidents, scenes, and vagaries
connected with a haircutter’s shop: a place where persons
of every denomination,—whig, tory, and radical,—speak
out freely. 1t is a public, and therefore an innocent, con-
fessional; where men heated by a little discussion
unburden themselves of thoughts that have swelled at
their bosoms, nursing their wrath, or tickling their fancy,
during many previous days.

If motley be your wear, as Jacques advises, the
barber’s shop is your place for seeing life ; the shop and
the shaver that are free and easy, the one wearing its
genial look, the other yielding to his natural impulses ;
not allowing pride to freeze the oil of their humour, nor
fashion to mar them with its mildew.

Our customers, like our combs, were in great variety,
as I have endeavoured to show. Combs we possessed of
tortoise-shell, ivory, horn, bone, metal, in plain and
fanciful devices ; but none made of Euxine box-wood,
erst patronised by the Greeks and Romans ; none formed
of gold or other precious metals, as those worn by
Egyptian ladies, “in Thebes' streets three thousand
years ago ;" no elaborate wig combs, or black-lead
combs for staining the hair ; none, either, of those india-
rubber contrivances which have latterly come so much
into vogue. .

Writing of Thebes and its remote period reminds me
that among the curiosities shown at Alnwick Castle, is a
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left worth living for, he was merely waiting for death.
Unable to sustain himself by labour, he entered the
poorhouse, where he soon died. Why should poor people
wish to linger unto old age? Where is the inducement?
“ Life is sweet,” suggests the proverb. * True,” rejoins
experience, * but only while life is young.”

Notwithstanding the medley advantages pertaining
to our shop, I could not but envy a competitor in trade,
who had the privilege of shaving the philosophical mag-
nate, Dr. Dalton, during the long period of seventeen
years. The doctor, it seems, was thoughtfully silent,
seldom exchanging a word with his chin operator.
Nevertheless, the shaver remembers the connection with
pride, and upon entering his establishment, the first
object that meets the eye is an excellent cast of the
philosopher’s features, placed above the towel roller.
Willingly, too, would I have exchanged a customer with
William Taylor, hairdresser to Thomson, the poet of the
Seasons. Often, when visiting that dreamy wight in his
Castle of Indolence, he found him listening by the hour
to the song of the nightingale, or lying upon the summer
grass, talking to himself, as if three or four persons were
in company with him. Still more to be envied was the
village tonsor of Montbard, in Burgundy, who boasted to
the end of his days that, on one memorable morning, he
shaved before breakfast the chins of “three men
capable of ruling a world"—Buffon, Rousseau, and
Voltaire !

If the walls of a barber’s shop received impressions ;
if” they had eyes to see, ears to hear, and could be

"
-






SHAVING AND COURTSHIP, 141

publications may chance to appear. Such will be the
book for lily hands and kid gloves, the more so if it be
printed on tinted paper, and characteristically perfumed.
For me, my experience has been limited to Nature,
“when unadorned ;" seldom have I formed acquaintance
with the beneficent dame when “adorned the most.”
Therefore 1 sketch mainly the lowlier place that is
opened in the morning simultaneously with the opening
of its owner's eyes, and is closed at night on almost the
same principle ; where self-dependent power is the order
of every day ; where journeymen are never hired except
in cases of sickness or accident ; and then, like police-
men, they are seldom to be found when wanted.

Other branches of our business, widely removed from
the perfumer’s repertory, spring forth for notice, but as
they are foreign to my experience they must needs be
passed by, to the evident detriment of the book. It were
easy to see that, with more extended practice, chapter
after chapter might have been filled with strongly-
marked phases of character, though deeply tainted with
crime, from the prison and the penal ground ; or with
lessons of life, painfully suggestive, from the workhouse
or the lunatic asylum. As a military barber, I might
have recounted the amusing follies, the touching traits,
which alternate in the soldier's career ; dating from the
hour when he leaves his girl and his ploughshare to the
funeral march in a distant land, honoured by the muffled
drum and the parting volley. If operating beneath the
union-jack upon the high seas, the toughest yarns of the
mid-watch would have become familiar to my cars,






CHAPTER XVI.
PHRENOLOGY IN THE SHOP,

“t We give harmless Lectures on the Head."—Pifon.
. : : s s
« Folk’s cleverness—at least I should think so—lies in their pows.
Mansie Wauch,
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AN Author's casy leap over a little space and a few
unimportant incidents brings me, in the present chapter,
to a new theme,—one, indeed, that has no connection
with hairdressers’ shops in general, though thus linked
with our own in particular., I will therefore skim,
swallow-like, over the surface of the subject, without
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The Head ennobled by the Hair.—Bust af Profeszor Wilson,
(1788—1854.)
tonsor might tell you that when you perceive the hair of
the adult strong yet curlless (being thus far untrue to its
nature, as thorns divested of their roses), you may feel
assured that Sorrow, the pioneer of Time, has been busy
there clipping curls, making easier work for the Mower,
when he comes to sweep away the roots. David used to
marvel where ill-favoured people came from, seeing that
nearly all children are winsome ; others might marvel
where all the sleek hair comes from, when so many
youngsters have curly locks. Were this new theory as
rich in facts as in fancies, the world might at length put
its trust in ornament without being deceived. No more

L
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pinioned, he became excited, and the instant the execu-
tioner bound his hands, his long weak hair arose
gradually until it stood upright ; so it remained a short
time, and then as gradually fell. This statement may
appear incredible to the reader ; but he may find a much
older example in the Book of Job, where Eliphaz the
Temanite says these words :—* A spirit passed before
my face ; the hair of my flesh stood up.” Evidently, the
common expression, “ making the hair stand on end,” is
more than a mere figure of speech,

Hearing much of phrenology and its advantages, I
and a few companions once formed ourselves into a
society, for the study of charts and temperaments. This
was during the life of David, who allowed the shop to be
closed early on one night in each week; our place of
business thus becoming converted, for the time being,
into a scientific lecture room, Our money contributions
were expended in the purchase of the Constitution of
Man, Macnish’s Handbook, busts, casts, and the like.
Ultimately we secured the chief object of our ambition,
Combe's complete System of Phrenology, a large expen-
sive work in two volumes. In addition to these, we
boasted a real skull, presented to the society by a friend.
Upon being questioned as to the peculiarities of his
present, our friend stated that, judging by the size and
development of the skull, its owner had certainly pos-
sessed mental power; and as the emblem of mortality
had come from the country, it had probably belonged to
some rustic leader, perhaps some “village Hampden.”
He regretted however, his inability to substantiate his
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theory, as the village and the Hampden were alike
unknown. Acting on the advice of experienced in-
dividuals who showed an interest in our progress, we
wrote essays on the nature of each organ, read the pro-
ductions at the weekly meetings, and discussed their
merits and deficiencies to the best of our ability. We
became especially observant, drawing comparisons, odious
or otherwise, between the actions of our acquaintances
and their phrenological indications. Young anglers for
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truth, we spared no pains in exploring the deep well of
the mind ; but few were the prizes, in the shape of new
facts, we succeeded in drawing to the surface. During
that epoch of vague experimental philosophy, what a
study for me was the BARBER'S CHAIR |

How rare and diversified were the subjects it presented
to view! So unconscious withal of the service rendered.

Although that verdant enthusiasm has subsided, and
the youths are no longer disciples of Gall and Spurzheim,
their favourite science still appears to have truth for its
foundation, whatever may be said against the super-
structure raised thereon. Who that has an ample brow
to mark him as one of nature’s men of thought would
wholly reject the flattering creed? More people have
faith in phrenology than choose to make the avowal, for
we readily believe that which we wish to be true. Nor
is the idea of phrenology, or the belief in its manifesta-
tions, so novel as many persons suppose; they were
current ages ago, as evidenced by an expression occurring
in Troilus and Cressida :—* By my troth,” quoth Helen,
when feeding the vanity of Pandarus, “sweet lord, thou
hast a fine forehead.”

Eventually, two or three of the youths became affected
by the mania for emigration ; their hopes, like the sun,
were ever turning to the west, and to that distant point
they sailed to improve their slender fortunes. To them,
however, “Westward Ho!" proved but a delusive cry,
the main results of their enterprise being disappointment
and hard labour: in one instance only was the day-dream
realised. The society was dissolved, and its effects
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weird fashion of Lord Byron ; nor preserving it beneath
a glass shade, as the Morley family preserved the skull
of Dick Turpin. In such dilemma I resolved to drown
the ghastly remnant, and for that purpese proceeded, in
the dark, to the parapet of a neighbouring bridge. I
threw it gently over, and when the sound occasioned by
its fall reached my ears, retreated homeward, feeling
anxious during several following days, lest the village
Hampden should turn up once more, and a reward be
offered for his supposed murderer.

The students of phrenclogy were not always inclined
to seriousness ; but, being youths of humour and sobriety
(as Le Sage would have styled them), they sometimes
blended fun with science. One of their harmless practical
jokes may bear narrating, and possibly corroborate the
observations of Plutarch and Steele, that minor circum-
stances reveal people in a truer light than matters of
graver import. In the next dwelling to ours lived a
translator, or converter of old shoes into new ones. He
had resided there some time without taking or attracting
much notice. One night the students, on retiring from
the lecture table, had encompassed the fire-grate in a
half circle, like a erescent moon, when a light was espied,
gleaming faintly through a chink in the partition wall,
Here was a windfall that must not be wasted ; so they
arose to make the most of it. Seek and thou shalt find,
saith the pious proverb ; accordingly they peered through
the crevice, and plainly discovered the son of St. Crispin
drawing out his waxen bands, and plying his awl
assiduously., 'Worthy man | what must be done to ensure
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and the first act of the comedy came to a close. After
an interval of half-an-hour the sport was resumed, the
conspirators changing places. Success again attended
the mischief, and they parted highly pleased with the
stratagem, This jest ended, like many others, in detec-
tion and regret. On the third evening of the diversion
the pipe broke in the wall, and the red-hot portion
rattled on the shoemaker'’s floor. They saw him pick up
the clayey fragments, examine them curiously in his
leathern apron, and nimbly quit the room. The coming
event cast its shadow unmistakably before them. They
could tell, without the divining wisdom of Merlin to guide
them, that a storm was brewing. If ever the enraged
tiger was personified by mortal, the translator was such
personification when he rushed into their agitated
presence, and vowed that he would bring a hundred
fighting boys to batter down the house,

The shoemaker did not keep his vow ; but in a law-
less neighbourhood there was some danger in the threat,
Only a few months previously, David’s nephew had run
into our place for shelter, declaring that a party of
“roughs " were chasing him. He was almost breathless,
so I locked the door, thinking he would then be safe,
but soon found myself mistaken, The gang im-
mediately assailed the door, some pressing against it
with their shoulders, others with their feet, until the lock
and its fastenings were forced from their hold. The poor
fellow was abused in a manner that I could not then
look upen, and need not now describe. When the lawless
gang had glutted their vengeance they walked leisurely






CHAPTER XVII.
CHEAP, ITINERANT, AND NOTABLE OPERATORS.

**To make up for the perplexing idiosynerasies which dwell in the besl
of steel, there lurks a pood, shabby, hard-working Cinderella of a blade,
which nothing appears to put out of temper. T know one of this elass, and

what 1t has gpone through there is no telling, " dn Of Shaver,

A scene from Hudibras,

RETURNING to the business of the shop, it seems right
to explain that, although different localities have different
prices, from the halfpenny scrape to the silver polish,
with peculiaritics of mode and custom, I shall not define
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antique chairs, pictures,a musical clock,and a small library.
He died in 1817. While in the act of shaving a customer
he calmly closed his razor and his life together.

A hairdresser still richer than those Caledonians
(probably the most wealthy tonsor ever known, always
excepting Sir Richard Arkwright, the millionaire), was
Mr. Charles Day, the eminent blacking manufacturer.
His father was a perfumer in Covent Garden, and
brought up hisson to the same business, Mr. Martin
became their assistant, and so remained until the dis-
covery of the lucky blacking receipt, which soon super-
seded the shaving. That discovery has been variously
related in print, but certainly the receipt was procured
accidentally and cheaply. The new * Black Diamond "
was brought into notice by men dressed in old liveries,
who were sent to the shops in and around London to
enquire for and extol Day and Martin’s blacking. Mr,
Day acquired a fortune amounting to nearly half a
million of money ; but he lost his sight by the process of
making the shining liquid, and continued blind to the time
of his death, which occurred in 1836. Another wealthy
shaver was Mr. John Courtois, who during many years
conducted a shop in London, and there died at the close
of 1818, leaving a fortune of two hundred thousand
pounds. It is needless to say such tempting hoards of
gold were not composed of halfpenny shavings. Mr.
Courtois enriched himself by speculation and usury.

Return we now to the “ Board of Health,” whence
we have slightly wandered. Upon drawing near to
inspect the local curiosity it was found rather difficult of
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shire. Bound apprentice, in 1701, to a periwig maker, in
Edinburgh, he followed that eccupation until 1716, when
he adopted the business of a bookseller, adding the then
novel featurc of a circulating library. There exists a
pleasing picture representing one of the friendly visits of
Gay to Ramsbury, about the period in question—the

N el e

Marble Statue of ALLAN Ramsay, in Princess Street, Edinburgh,
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need cutting again in a fortnight. Suceess to the trade !
This is the way to make it flourish,

Since wigs have been discarded by all who can do
without them ; since powder has been banished, except
from the stage ; and since even ladies’ fillets have cecased
to be the mode ;—Othello, comparatively speaking, has
had little legitimate occupation for his nimble fingers ;
more especially since wvalets and ladies’ maids have
usurped the office of the hairdresser. That these parties
have usurped the hairdresser's office to a considerable
extent may be readily perceived by reference to the
advertising columns of the 7umes. But the preference
may be explained if other ladies’ maids be near so
dexterous as one of Mary Stuart’s, Sir Francis Knollys,
in a letter to Secretary Cecil, dated “Carlyll, 28 June,
1568, at midnight,” in reference to the servants in
waiting on the Scottish Queen, thus wrote —* Nowe,
here are six waiting women, althoe none of reputacion
but Mystress Marye Ceaton, whoe is praysed by this
Queen to be the fynest busker, that is to say, the fynest
dresser of a woman's heade and heare that is to be seen
in any countrye, whereof we have seen divers experiences
since her comyng hether, and among other pretie devyce,
yesterday, and this day, she did sett sitche a curled
heare upon the Queen, that was said to be a perewyke that
shoed very delycately, and every other day hightherto
she hath a new devyce of heade dressing without
any coste, and yett seiteth forthe a woman gaylie
well.” *

* Chalmers' ** Life of Mary, Queen of Scots.”

M
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for your copper, of course you can be considered no
gentleman,

Since writing the foregone remarks, I have been sum-
moned to a meeting of the legitimate hair abbreviators,
called in opposition to the revolutionists who had
resolved to do what they liked with their own razors ;
thereby lessening our incomes, without increasing their
individual receipts. The object of that meeting extra-
ordinary was, according to circular, to take into con-
sideration what was to be done with the halfpenny
shavers. Evidently the great battle of Protection versws
Free Trade had to be re-fought on a smaller stage ; and
had I been a pugilist—mental or physical—I would
certainly have entered the lists. It was also the struggle
of right against wrong, of wisdom against folly ; and, as
a friend to justice and progress, I ought to have attended
that gathering ; but, being otherwise engaged, proved an
absentee. Had I been at liberty to attend my sense of
duty would have suggested a maiden oration; and a
few hours’ study would have prepared it for effective
delivery, in matter and manner somewhat as follows,
Of course, the modulated voice—the facial expression—
the eye beaming with mute eloquence—are lost to the
reader |—

Brother Barbers: On rising to deliver my maiden
speech I feel harassed by twin fears. In the first place,
I have qualms that, like bad blacking, I shall not suffi-
ciently shine ; and, secondly, that my sympathy may not
prove solemn enough for the occasion. It has been
proposed that friends of ours be placed in juxtaposition
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‘with our enemies ; that we fight them with their own
weapons ; and that, as they have reduced themselves to
half price, we shall further reduce them to half custom,
Not a bad idea, gentlemen, but too serious, I perceive
much food for mirth in this mischief, and a good joke
should cure the evil, Permit me to suggest an amend-
ment. Let us choose their customers. The patronage
of our rivals is now promiscuous and doubtful, good or
bad, as the case may be ; a copper earned in one minute
to-day, and a “sair-won fee" to-morrow. Let us make
their visitors select and certain. Though they have taken
some of our chins, let us present to them a few more, of
a choice assortment. In so doing, we shall be acting
like wise christians, by returning apparent good for real
evil. The poor mortals we are met to annihilate are ill
prepared with the sinews of war ; a long siege would be
cruelty ; let us therefore kill them with kindness and
swiftness. The proposition of my learned brother
opposite (learned, I mean, in his business,) would subject
us to a charge of spitefulness and pettifogging. Adopt
my amendment, and you shall win, at little cost, a
character with the public for being vastly generous.
Gentlemen, we all have one or more patrons peculiarly
fitted for this service: friends who ought to bring three-
pence instead of a penny for each shave. Surely, these
will make beautiful halfpennyworths! We must prevail
with them, as a special mark of favour, to transfer their
kindness just for the occasion. Labourers with a week’s
growth of bristle, improved by stone-clippings, brick-
parings, and mortar-dust ; chimney-sweepers, unwashed ;
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stooping old men, who require much time and caution to.
do justice to their deep wrinkles : these are elements of
success ready to our hands ; why should we not use
them, and conquer pleasantly? But as even the best
remedy is occasionally found defective in obstinate cases,

I will strengthen, like Dr. Buchan, my first receipt with .

additional doses. We must send also a few of our better-
class customers ; those who require a fresh cloth spread
over their apparel, in addition to soap and water, a spot-
less towel, comb, hair brush, clothes brush, shoe brush, a
little oil or pomatum, and other attentions which need
not be enumerated. Persuade these fastidious gentle-
men to favour our rivals with a call, and when all their
requirements are satisfied, let them ask, as is usual with
them “ What is to pay ?” Tonsor will leave the recom-
pense to their generosity : they will not approve of
generosity, but prefer exact dealing, and will again
enquire, “ What #s the charge?' Of course the charge
is one halfpenny, as specified in the window, and the
crest-fallen shaver will duly receive it. Further, we can
personally visit the shops where we are unknown, and
shrink from every razor placed upon our faces, denouncing
them as akin to the razors of Tim Nolan, which would
cut the thickest butter in Belfast, if ye did but give them
the least taste of the fire. We can compare the estab-
lishment to Neptune's easy shaving shop kept on the
Line, where unwilling customers are lathered with tar,
and shaven with a notched hoop. We may request our
victims to draw the saw over the thumb-nail, or improve
the edge on the strop ; and even promise to wait while it



166 THE BARBER'S SHOP,

is sharpened upon the hone. Altering our tactics we
may complain of the water being too hot, or too cold ;
either scalding or freezing will suit us, according to the
weather ; and we might make an excellent wind-up by
placing a sovereign upon the counter, and desiring the
halfpenny to be taken out of that. The poor Pilgarlicks
must then rush out for change, and we could stand
smiling on the door-step while they raced the street
from end to end, perhaps, in search of silver for gold.
If the renegades stood their ground one week under this
battery of comicalities, call me no Solomon. They
would assuredly fly by night to California, or elsewhere,
for a quiet existence, and morning would show us no
trace of the fugitives.

My comic scheme was not adopted by the assembled
hairdressers, possibly because it was only conceived—
never brought forth. The meeting entertained the more
serious proposition actually mooted—practically endorsed
it, and signally failed. The legal shops started in
opposition could not be maintained. The *knobstick™
journeymen who were bribed to leave the town, returned
in a few days to pursue their mischievous courses. The
half-price concerns increased in number, rather than
decreased ; and the evil appeared to be established.

The passing mention, in my embryo speech, of hot
and cold water, as used in the process of shaving, may
serve to bring to the mind of the historical reader a
royal illustration. When King Edward the Second was
on a journey, after his fall, Maltravers, one of his keepers,
ordered him to be shaved with cold water from a ditch ;
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on hearing the order the captive king exclaimed, bursting
into tears, “ Here is at least warm water on my cheeks,
whether you will or not!" This anecdote of Mr. Fair-
holt’s corroborated the testimony of John Philip Kemble,
who once seriously declared to Thomas Dibdin, that
true independence consisted in being able to shave with
cold water. Similar averment has been made by William
Cobbett and James Montgomery. The latter, once
passing through Conway, wished to be shaved, but the
only shaver of the place being away from home, Mont-
gomery's beard had to grow twelve miles longer, until it
reached Abergele, where an operator was found.
Formerly, the only under-price workers we knew
were a few insolvents, who, having nothing left but a
razor and a shaving can, went the round of the public-
houses, shaving the tipplers for a halfpenny, or a draught
of liquor. One of these forlorn beings frequently called
at David’'s shop for the purpose of sharpening his solitary
tool upon the hone. Before coming to us, an ill-natured
joke was played upon him by a roguish hairdresser, who
had promised to set (or sharpen) this itinerant razor if
left with him some evening, It was left accordingly.
When called for in the morning it was found “set” in
soil, being snugly ensconced at the root of a geranium
in a flower-pot. The wanderer was deserving of a better
reception at the hands of his legitimate brother, for he
was a merry wag when invited to be merry, and would
warble cheerily for his share of the barley-bree. At
such mirthful seasons he took pleasure in reviving a
characteristic ditty that had once been a rattling favourite
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For the wife so demure and so tender,
Who can scold in a voice soft and slender,
Here's my wig, ln —Medusa,
Where each snake turns seducer,
And you'll swear, while her eyes seem the fount of caresses,
The serpents are hissing, and hung in her tresses.

Here, rogues so sy,
Come buy, come buy,
Circassian bloom,
That mocks the tomb !
Olympian dews,
Moroeco shoes,
Celestial paste,
Clasps for waist,
seents so sweel,
(sarters neat,

Come buy, come Lﬂ.l.y'.

I'm 50 loved by the lasses,

None my basket e'er passes;

They're tittering with pleasure,

As I'm taking their measure ;

And when the wig's tried,
With a sweet vacant stare,

They ery, charming wig-man !
It fits to a hair !

While the echoes of the old-time ballad are floating
away, we may return to the cheap new-system men, who
were spirited advertisers, professing to suit the times,
and to sympathise with bad trade. They also indulged
in sarcasm, disclaiming any connection with the adjoining
butchers and turf cutters of the association, and promised
to shave people asleep, if preferred, after the manner of
the Chinese. No doubt they will adopt, ere long, the
brilliant idea of a modern Parisian friseur, dress them-
selves in the costume of Figaro as he appears upon the
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stage, and in that theatrical guise operate on all comers,
Their novel expedients to create custom will be better
understood after reading the following copy of a placard
posted on the walls of the city :—“ To be given away, a
New Hat—or the value in money—every week, to the
customers frequenting A. B's original city halfpenny
shaving shop. (Here follows the address, which I
prudently omit, lest my own patrons should be tempted
to go thither.) A. B, prize hair-cutter from Wigtown,
begs leave to announce to his friends -and the public in
general, that every person calling at his establishment
may have a superior shave for one halfpenny, or their
hair cut, in first-rate style, for one penny, and a chance
for the New Hat free of expense.”

Sometimes the inducement was varied to a leg of
mutton, or a small round of beef. Should I ever follow
the example of the elder D'Israeli, and write a book on
the Curiosities of (not Literature, but) Shaving, I shall
be inclined to place this modest prize barber, with his
halfpenny hat, upon the first page.

In the event of my becoming reduced to the ex-
tremity of halfpenny shaving, I may improve upon the
present practice by introducing the Shaving Machine,
suggested many years ago. In this wholesale manner I
might make the half-price system remunerative, unless
the machine should unfortunately cut the customers, in
which case the customers would possibly retaliate by
cutting me. The machine might confer a further service
by setting at rest the disputed point of operating against
time. Various expert wielders of the razor have pro-
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fessed to clear, when duly lathered, a chin in a minute,
sundry wagers being won or lost thereon. But the
machine would eclipse all human efforts. On careful
computation it would shave a company of soldiers in a
few seconds. At the word of command, “Right, face,"
it would sweep along the jaws indicated ; and at the
next order, “ Left, face,” the remaining military cheeks
would be swiftly cleared,

; The Shaving Machine and Wig-Powdering Gun.
From a rare caricature, published in Birmingham towards the close
of the last century.

An advance upon our usual rates is scarcely less
objectionable than a reduction. In London, some years
ago, a rise in the barbers' tariff was followed by an
effusion of innocent blood, as many customers, through
motives of economy, attempted to shave themselves,
Others, with marvellous perseverance, tore out the beard
with razors hopelessly blunt, and as painful in their






CHAPTER XVIII.

BEARDED WOMEN,

Kosalind : Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature,
Touehstone @ Stand you both forth now : stroke your chins, and swear by

your heards.

Cefia ! By aur beards, if we had them,
As You Fike f1,

PEG WoFFINGTON, the witty, pretty actress of the
Garrick era, was wont to indulge in this Shakesperian
fashion of swearing by her beard ; albeit the only long
hairs shown in her portrait are the curls adorning her
winsome head, and drooping beneath her flat “ Woffington
hat” An established favourite of the stage, she was
of course in constant communication with Touchstone,
the prince of Motleys, and it tickled her fancy to carry
out to the letter his comical adviee,

Josephine Boisdechene, the worthy woman whose
picture, so remarkably impressive and unique, gives
interest and character to the present chapter, could
stroke her chin much more effectually than either
Rosalind or Celia or Peggy ; and could swear by her
beard, literally and truly, as Touchstone desired. But if
the gentle wearer of this masculine ornament were
dressed in male attire and went forth to give battle, she
might march side by side with the disguised Imogen ;
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the beard would tremble on the chin of the one, as the
sword shook in the hand of the other.

This hairy singularity was born in March, 1831,
about five miles from Geneva, in the mountainous region
of Switzerland. Her parents, simple every-day people,
had several other children, none of whom were in any
way noticeable from the Alpine villagers who surrounded

them. So the beard of Josephine Boisdechene was a
freak of nature, apart from hereditary bias. It was not
entirely an aftergrowth, as with men, but was sufficiently
evident at her birth. Thenceforward it gradually grew
with her growth. In her eighth year it measured two
inches, being of a light shade ; at fourteen, a length of
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five inches was attained, when the colour began to
change, and at the present time she is in possession of a
full grown harvest of dark brown hair, as shown in our
engraving. In 1849, accompanied by her father, she left
the land of William Tell, and took to travelling. Visiting
the principal towns of France, she arrived at Paris, where
she was introduced to the Prince President, at the palace
of the Tuilleries. At Troyes she married a young artist,
a countryman of her own. Crossing the straits, she
came in due course to London, attracted by the Great
Exhibition of 1851. There she stayed two years, dis-
playing her hirsute ornament, chiefly at the Linwood
Gallery, to wondering thousands. Before venturing on
foot into the crowded thoroughfares of the great city,
Madame Josephine made a point of concealing her chin
beneath the foldings of a dainty kerchief. This pre-
caution was adopted in order that the police might not
arrest her as a man in disguise. Further, the said
kerchief acted as a safeguard against the witty yet
impertinent “ Cries of London ;" more especially against
any affectionate enquiries as to the well-being of her beard.

During her residence in London she gave birth to a
girl, who lived about twelve months, but showed no
indication of being blessed with a beard. A boy, born
with whiskers, was her next issue. After divers pro-
vincial excursions in England, the Bearded Lady sailed,
in 1853, to America, where she socon became the “lion”
of Barnum’'s Museum. Quitting the chief of showmen
at the close of a nine or ten months’ engagement, she
next directed her steps to other important cities of the
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Union. It was during this American tour that she was
encountered by the late Mr. Thackeray, as we are told in
one of the most genial of the “ Roundabout Papers.”
She chanced to be a fellow passenger with the English
author in the steamboat from Memphis to Cairo. In
that voyage up the Mississippi the whiskered matron
was accompanied by her bearded little boy and the
Vermont Giant—a truly interesting party for an
observant traveller to meet and to mingle withal. The
Vermont Giant did not, as appears, reach the high
standard erected for great men ; but the B. L. (as Mr.
T. abbreviatingly styles her) was genuine enough. The
upper portion of her beard, he states, was “black, rich,
and curly.” Of the lower part (though evidently full and
flowing), the deponent could not speak with precision, as
it was cautiously enveloped in a kerchief, after the
manner previously mentioned, and was never seen
except when professionally exhibited to the inquisitive
in such matters at certain times and charges.

Her husband dying in the United States, the B. L.
re-married, after a widowhood of three years, with an
exhibitor known as the Original Swiss Warbler. Re-
suming her travels, she soon, like other leading itinerants,
“exhausted worlds, and then imagined new." California,
the West Indies, and Australia being successively laid
under tribute, she returned to England, and anon to
Manchester, where, accompanied by her whiskered boy,
she exhibited during the Easter Fair of 1866, Knowing
how readily a flowing beard or full grown whiskers can
be attached to the smoothest chin, I was half prepared
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for deception when visiting her at Knot Mill, especially
as she had been under the experienced management of
Mr. Barnum, whose book of confessions is sufficient to
make one doubt the veracity of all show-folk. Never-
theless, the beard proved thoroughly genuine. * There
was no fear,” she said to her crowded company, “of
pulling it off. It was a freak of Nature. No barber had
ever interfered with her chin, although the upper part of
her cheeks was shaven threc times a week.,” Her son
was styled Esau; not that he was so christened, but
because of his resemblance to the hairy offspring of
Isaac. 1 found the Bearded Lady very good tempered
and complaisant, as indeed she had need to be with some
over-inquisitive people ; chatty and communicative she
was, and much stouter than she appeared when her
portrait was engraved for the adornment and elucidation
of this narrative.

In point of fact, as in point of grammar, this singular
being is not singular. A native of Augsburg, in Ger-
many, named Augustina Barbara, whose face was
covered with soft curled hair, of a yellow colour, was
publicly exhibited in the year 1655. The beard was
thick, and of such extreme length that it reached to her
girdle. At the distant date named Barbara was in her
twenty-second year, and had been married about twelve
months to a man of the name of Vanbeck. It was
insinuated (unjustly, let us hope), that Vanbeck married
Barbara merely to make a profitable show of her ;—in
short, married her long beard. They travelled through
several European countries, visiting England in their

N
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amazon, who fought with the utmost valour until taken
prisoner on the battle-field of Pultowa.

At the carnival of Venice, in 1726, appeared a bearded
female rope-dancer, proving an attractive novelty at the
boisterous merry-making.

A Spanish woman, named Brizida de Penheranda,
had a beard from her youth, which she allowed to grow,
so that in her old age it reached down to her waist.

Mademoiselle Lefort, a bearded phenomenon from
France, was exhibited in Spring Gardens, London, at
half-a-crown each visitor, in 1818-19. A view of her
masculine head, surmounted by a plume of feathers, may
be seen by the curious searcher in the pages of Kirby's
Wonderful Museum.

So lately as the year last departed two of these
eccentricities of humanity visited Constantinople, and
were ushered into the presence of the Sultan, who had
expressed a wish to see them. They came to the
Turkish capital with their father and brother from their
birthplace, Bassorah, on the Persian Gulf, with a petition
to his Majesty, craving that some provision might be
made for them. Although in other countries they
might exhibit their faces for money, such freedom could
not be exercised by them in the land of Mahomet,
where the veil is so generally worn, The young Bassorah
women are sisters, bearing the sweet Eastern names of
Leila and Nahara, the elder being twenty-four and the
younger twenty years of age. Each has been strangely
provided by nature with a full silky beard of considerable
length. They are short in stature, with swarthy com-






CHAPTER XIX,

STORIES OF STRAMGE SHAVERS.

“#When Hopkins, tired of catting hair,
Resolv'd to cut the whole affair,
And spend a month or so elsewhere,
Away from house and home, O ;
He shook his ‘prentice by the hand,
He left hiz scissors in the Strand,
He took a brush through Switzerland,
And then he went to Com(bjo."

K. E. Egerton Warburtom,

OS55IBLY, with so many strange
customers brought under his notice,
the reader may mentally enquire—
“ Are there not many strange
wielders of the razor?” Plenty, no
doubt. A few may be mentioned,
beginning with Sweeney Todd, the

sanguinary and mystical practitioner of Fleet
Street, who stands forth prominently. Although
a discredit to the trade, he is none the less a pet
hero of romance, as many public librarians can
affirm. It appears by his curious and delectable
history that he was in the habit of cutting the throats of
his wealthy supporters with a quiet flourish of his razor,
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Orcher proceeds with his operation, until, the temptation
proving too great for his avariciousness, he swiftly
deprives the nobleman of life by a single stroke of the
razor. Hastily sweeping the coveted gold into his
pockets, the frizeur hies to Calais. Here he assumes the
name of Lestange, and sets sail immediately in a vessel
bound for Martinique. Arriving at that distant colony,
he enters into commercial speculations which prove
exceedingly fortunate. Ten years elapsed, he finds
himself wealthy and important, and, moreover, the
husband of a titled heiress. Time continues to increase
the riches and influence of Lestange, until the end of
twenty-nine years from the date of de Courzi's death,
when a strange longing comes over him to revisit his
native land. Why should he not? Everyone who knew
him is probably dead, or if living, could not possibly
recognise the poor frizeur in the magnificent Lestange,
with his gorgeous dame and equipage. So reasoning, he
quits Martinique, returns in due course to Paris, and
attends worship in the Church of 5t. Roche in the Rue
St. Honoré. He is here ushered to a seat with much
ceremony, thus attracting the notice of the congregation.
Among the worshippers is an invalided officer of town
police, who fancies he has seen the stranger’s face before,
but cannot feel certain on that point. Sunday after
Sunday the old officer returns to the Church of St. Roche
to search into the features that trouble his memory. At
home, he looks up his police records, and finds a descrip-
tion which he thinks tallies with the grand stranger.
Taking the description with him to service on the
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obscurity. At Caen—the birthplace of William the
Conqueror—he singly pushed his fortune, and became
located, as watch-dog, in the shop of a grocer. One day,
while taking his rambles about that ancient town, he saw
the parade of a company of soldiers who had received
their route for Italy. Suddenly inspired with a love of
military life, especially with the musical department
thereof, he volunteered on the spot, and left, without
notice or reason, the civil service of Mr. Hyson Figs.
Marching away to the sound of the merry fife and the
reverberating drum, the canine recruit crossed the Alps,
bearing the fatigues of that arduous march with as good
a grace as any veteran in the grand army, not omitting
the guiding spirit, wrapped in the immortal gray capote.
Here he soon distinguished himself. His regiment being
encamped on the heights, a detachment of Austrians
marched against them in the darkness of night, to effect
a surprise. The weather was stormy ; human suspicion
was asleep ; but Moustache scented the enemy’s approach,
barked a timely warning, and caused the Austrians to
retrace their steps. Next morning it was agreed, without
a dissentient voice, that Moustache had deserved well
of his country. The colonel put his name on the roll ; it
was published in a regimental order that he should
henceforth receive the daily ration of a grenadier. At
this juncture it was that he formed an eccentric connec-
tion with the barber's shop, so causing his memory to
become embalmed in these unfading leaves! A collar
bearing the name of the regiment, was hung around his
neck ; he was cropped in military fashion, and the barber
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knightly Bayard and the little Corporal is rich in romantic
incidents, of which the hairdresser's shop claims its full
share. But for the present an English scene may serve.
Two of a trade can never agree, says a proverb old
as Methuselah. The imputation applies even to barbers.
At the opposite end of the town (far enough from
David's shop), dwelt a restless shaver, curious through his
earnest love of curiosity. Anxious and assiduous in his
own affairs, he yet watched the affairs of his neighbours
with infinitely more zest. It has been written—author
unknown—that any man who will make the accumula-
tion of money the one sole object of his life,—neither
loitering upon his way to the neglect of an opportunity,
nor turning aside to indulge a desire,—may assuredly die
rich. Tonsor seemed wishful to prove the truthfulness
of such assertion, for he knew what useful elogquence lies
on the silent tongue of money. The world had taught
him that gold is as potent now in England as at Athens
in the remote era of Timon ; that Stentor could never
speak so loudly, nor Demosthenes so well. The summer
sun kissed with its earliest beam his opened window, and
in winter, when sight might fail to penetrate the darkness
that enveloped his shop, he stood on the doorstep,
whistling loudly. His application was the theme of
many tongues. He was a treasure to the thirsty sons of
labour who drank deeply every Saturday night, and
tippled during the Sunday, to the total neglect of their
beards. On the Monday morning they would inevitably
have suffered a fine from their fellow-workmen, had not
he been exercising his calling while drowsier shavers
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were dreaming of success, In such thrifty manner he
proceeded some years, adding much to his coffers, when
one morning he found himself unexpectedly opposed by
a new comer, fixed within thirty paces of his door,
immediately round the corner. What was to be done?
He fermented, like a baker’s sponge. So anxious about
customers who might drop in upon his rival, that he
could scarcely attend to those under his own hand. By
extra diligence he resclved to over-match his opponent,
hoping to anticipate his measures. “If,” soliloquised he,
“my rival lies late in bed of a morning, he can be ousted
without trouble. I must see to this at sunrise. Let us
hope for the best.” Earlier even than usual his windows
was unshuttered, and reconnoitring commenced. As he
projected his face round the corner he encountered
another visage, and lo! Glo'ster met Richmond in the
field. The sharp practitioners were both playing at the
game of catch-as-catch-can; and the contest, as a
bystander declared, appeared to be even. According to
the laws of rivalry, they could neither nod, smile, nor
speak, so they passed on with the easiest nonchalance
they could assume, and shortly afterwards regained their
respective concerns, a trifle disconcerted. Rumours
became rife of a duel having been fought with open
razors, vindictively ground and set for the purpose ; but
as no authentic account of such engagement has reached
me, doubts of its actual occurrence may be entertained
until the appearance of the next Gaseffe extraordinary.
If such wild freak transpired, the combatants must have
gleaned the idea from Roderick Random.
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All this striving met some reward, enabling the
striver to partly accomplish his object, and he would
have been happy but for the prosperity of others.
Fortunate himself, he yet thought he had gained nothing
if his opponent were fortunate likewise, That impression
preyed upon his mind—the mind is notorious for
avenging its injuries upon the body—and, poor sensitive
soul, he fell a victim, if not a martyr, to his feelings, and
has been long forgotten by all save his faithful biographer.
The tombstone, however, yields ample consolation to the
injured dead ; at least it would do so, if they could read
its inscriptions and see its ornaments. Here is the lost
one's original epitaph (with the wig-stand and block to
match), although not yet chiselled by the stone-cutter
upon the broken column surmounting his grave in the
ancient churchyard :—

THE BARBER'S ETPITAPH.

\ T'EACE, at length, released from care,

N Lies one whose sorrows sprang [rom hair ;
How soothing is a scolptured grave !
He sighs no more whilst others shave
No more his tears in secret roll,
While patrons rush from pole to pole ;
Nor would it rouse his hush'd regard,
Though all went bearded, * like the pard."

Tenant at will, in this ealm spot,

He's happier with his joyless lot,

Than when a master's envied name

Wig-Stand and  Brought wealth, and consequence, and fame ;

Block. For rivals shared his earthly throne,

But here he reigns, through death, alone ;

From trade and all its troubles free,

Till barbs and barbers cease 1o he,
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sanguinary combats of the arena, he would sally forth in
disguise, attended by two courtiers, likewise disguised, to
seek a change of diversion in the bye-ways of the city.
Selecting a hairdresser’s saloon suitable to his purpase,
he purchased the use of it during one hour, prepared
himself, and placed his “ hooker-in " at the door. When
a promising subject was introduced and duly lathered,
Commodus embellished his performarice by some
pleasantry, politely pressed the customer’s nose, “the
natural handle of the barber,” and, in the midst of a
rollicking jest, slashed off the nasal ornament! The
bewildered victim was hurried by the confederates to the
rear of the premises, and effectually silenced by threats
and bribes, leaving the emperor at liberty to accommo-
date his next patron. Of a verity, there was a laughing
demon in the practical joking of this amateur barber-
surgeon, who occasionally exchanged the embroidered
toga for the white apron. My authority for these regal
exploits is Mr. Noel Humphreys, who, in his book,
entitled “ Stories by an Archmologist and his Friends,”
cites various Roman historians in proof.

Four historical wig-dressers of ancient Manchester—
the Syddalls, father and son; Edmund Harrold ; and
Thomas Podmore—are well deserving the tribute of a
passing mention in these characteristic pages; but as
they have been fairly described by Mr, Harland, Mr.
Ainsworth, and other literary hands, the interesting
incidents of their lives need not be repeated here.

As the main portion of this chapter has been some-
what sanguinary, the subject matter may be brightened






CHAPTER XX,

THE TONSOR-TROUBADOUR OF GASCONY,
* Think of me when you're curling your hair.""— e Dancing Barber.

JacQuEs JasmiN, who died in the autumn of 1864, at
the age of sixty-six, was considered the last of the
troubadours, being a singer as well as a spontaneous
composer of verses. Allowing for the difference of
nationality, he was the Allan Ramsay of France—barber
and bard. So highly was he esteemed by his country-
men at the time of his decease, that his remains were
followed to the grave by the entire population of his
native village, Agen, in Gascony, and a marble column
is the purposed tribute to his memory.

Though all must needs be well that thus ends well,
we yet choose to take a backward leap, and linger with
the opening and less-known years of the famous rhyming
shaver—the years in which he first became “a constant
reader ” of newspapers and magazines, and listened to
the pertinent remarks and discussions upon every topic,
with which a hairdresser’s shop is so well supplied, thereby
learning early, and almost unconsciously, something of
the nature of men and things. From reading, a short

stage led him to rhyming, as we shall glean in due
course,

0
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Jacques Jasmin, Author of *“Curl-Papers.”

Jasmin was born in 1798, in the midst of the noise
and frolic of a carnival season,and grew up in extreme
poverty. But while the realities of life were thus gloomy,
the visitations of fancy became frequent; for fancy—
resembling hope—is an especial friend of the unfortunate,
and mostly showers her blessings where most they are
needed. In this chequered way, during his early years,
Jasmin's twin lives—the real and the ideal, the visible
and the invisible—flowed onward together, resembling a
sluggish stream with few flowers upon its margin, yet
showing, here and there, the emerald tracing of a fairy ring.
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It has been asserted with the utmost confidence that
a poet must be born a poet ; but Jasmin did not lisp in
numbers while rocked in his cradle, nor commit his
verses to paper so precociously as did our own Alexander
Pope. On the other hand, he was far from being so
tardy as our sedate Cowper in showing his devotion to
the Muses. It was on a certain day in his early teens
that he made a slight promiscuous discovery, by finding
himself in possession (like countless moderns), of that
ancient honour, the rhyming faculty. Alone, and
ruminating over his barren prospects at the wig-maker's
bench, he was surprised to perceive his thoughts wandering
from their accustomed track, and finally assuming a
jingling utterance as new as it was unaccountable. Here
was the birth of a fresh feeling,—the first whispering of
Queen Mab, the good fairy who predicts future fame and
brighter days. There had evidently been a sweet though
unconscious slumber on the sunny slope of Parnassus ;
and thus, if the bright fable of the ancients may be
accredited, had the change been wrought. A poet’s
fancy (which often comes apart from a poet's power of
expression,) was then germing in the intellect of the
Gascon stripling. He soon became a citizen in the world
of imagination,—a wanderer in that dreamy land of
which no chart has yet been constructed, and of which
William Blake was the king. Although there have been,
both in Jasmin’s country and in our own, many first-rate
day dreamers—Bunyan, De Quincey Keats, and the
Coleridges, father and son, being among the foremost—
yet Blake alone (with the mournful exception, perhaps, of
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Richard Dadd, the fairies' special artist,)) believed his
shadows to be substances,—treated the sketches of fancy
as the realities of nature,—and received as his daily
visitors and friends those mystical ereations which no
other eyes could penetrate, no other senses comprehend,
 Last night," said Blake, the visionary, the poet, the
painter, the engraver, “I was walking alone in my
garden, and there was great stilness among the branches
and flowers, and more than common sweetness in the
air. [ heard a low and pleasant sound, and knew not
whence it came. At last I saw the broad leaf of a flower
move, and underneath I saw a procession of creatures, of
the size and colour of green and grey grasshoppers,
bearing a body laid out on a rose-leaf, which they buried
with songs, and then disappeared. It was a fairy funeral.”
Who, after such weird interview, will dispute Blake’s title
to an insubstantial throne,—to a crown of thorns and
moonbeams ?

It never was Jasmin's good fortune thus to witnessa
fairy funeral, possibly because he had never a garden, or
drooping flowers, or twilight stilness wherewith to allure
the dainty Ariels. Yet he had many occasional glimpses
into Fairy-land : glimpses that cheered the dulness he
sometimes encountered in his barber’s shop, between the
exit of one customer and the tardy entrance of another.
When the newspaper was read, his few books exhausted,
and his village companions gone to their occupations, or
when passing events chafed and annoyed him, it was
convenient to forget everything real, and by a freak
of fancy make the world more to his liking. Jasmin had
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no occasion for the wishing-cap of Fortunatus ; all that
he lacked in reality came to him in day-dreams, even
while the water in his shaving-can simmered idly upon
the hob. The Genius of Fairy-land is an accommodating
spirit, as Jacques soon discovered : with her the difficulties
of time and circumstance appear as nought, and all
things blend with perfect harmony. What a pleasant
contrast to our every-day occurrences, in which our
inclinations are so frequently fettered by our duties, and
in which we must preserve the commonplace unities of
society, or suffer the penalties in default.

Wig-Dressing in Cloud-land.
¥ Seoar Faney's fights beyond the Pole.”—Burus,

Jasmin was a companionable shaver, with no lack of
friendly recognition. 5till, his predilection for rhyming,—
his wig-dressing in cloudland,—engendered, as may be
inferred, some unreasonable anticipations ; for never yet
did young poet meddle with verse without feeling the
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within the walls of an institute, wisely preferring to live
by his razor, rather than by his muse. In 1870—six
years after his decease—a statue of Jasmin was erected
in his native place.

Another barber-poet, an Italian, Dominico Burchiello,
left his foot-print upon the distant era in which he
flourished, and the impression was deep enough to
secure a niche for his name in the Biographie Universelle.
With a shaver for his father, and the classical city of
Florence for his birthplace, he in due time qualified him-
self for business, and opened a manufacturing concern of
his own—weaving hair and spinning verses in eccentric
profusion. His shop near the old Market-place became
so celebrated as the resort of the brightest wits of the
age, that it received the honour of being painted in one
of the arches of the Medician Gallery. The picture is
divided into two compartments : in one division shaving
is going on; in the other, verse making and music
playing ; the portrait of Dominico being painted above
the shop. Burchiello died at Rome in 1448. The num-
ber of his years is not recorded in print ; but that he has
enjoyed a fair share of posthumous longevity is evidenced
by the fact that we are thinking and writing of him now,
after the lapse of four centuries. Where is the living wight
who may count upon a longer lease of remembrance ?



CHAPTER XXT,
HIRSUTE FACTS AND AIRY FANCIES.

‘ Upon looking back from the end of the last chapter, and surveying
the texture of what has been wrote, it is necessary that upon this page and
the few following, a good quantity of heterogeneous matter be inserted, to
keep up that just balanece between wisdom and folly, without which a book
woutld not hold topether a single year, "— Trisdram Shandy.

# Practice makes Perfect,’
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THE shaving of the sheep’s head, by way of innocent
practice for our “prentice hands,” is a popular fallacy
that clings as tenaciously to the barber’s shop as the
initiative red-hot poker clings to the Odd Fellows’ Lodge.
And yet, although the popular idea be thus fallacious in
point of fact, some sinister double meaning may lurk
beneath it, to the effect, perhaps, that those heads must
be essentially sheepish which permit themselves to be
roughly operated on by such verdant practitioners. The
painter, Mr. Goode, has illustrated the subject in a forcible
manner. The boy is evidently a new one,—not yet
promoted to the dignity of a white apron,—and the new
broom, as usual, sweeps clean. So eager is he to become
perfect in his art, that he vigorously charges the strop—
—as our warriors charged the enemy on the battle
field,—in shirt sleeves.

Our pictorial illustration has not the remotest con-
nection with those superlative tonsors who never take
apprentices under their care, nor engage young men
from the country; who disdain to keep a school for
learners or improvers ; and entertain only those assistants
who are perfect in their handicraft, and familiar with all
the mysteries of puff and perfume aiming to exalt art
above nature.

Venturing into a wider field of observation, 1 will
merge the provincial citizen in the citizen of the world.
Nor will the reader object to such necessary expansion
of the subject, for he is, generally speaking, a reasonable
being, and will allow his author latitude and self-
indulgence, providing always the author encroach not
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over much, nor float away on a gossamer, as it were, too
often and too widely from his text,

Had I chosen to dive like Rollin into ancient history,
and so trace my subject to its source, even into Paradise,
I might have commanded a range long enough to raise
the envy of Captain Warner, were that unfortunate
experimentalist still in the land of the living. From
now to Adam ! what a vista of beards—broad, pointed,
and stubbled—for the mental eye to scan, backward,
backward, through dim ages, until the prospect closes in
(h)‘airy nothing. From now to Eve! how many fillets,
braids, ringlets, plaits, folds, borders, tresses, and elaborate
head-dresses, graceful or grotesque, would have passed
in review before me, even until a glimpse would be
afforded of Godiva's veil of rippling curls, and of our
beautiful mother in Eden (before the Tempter triumphed),
wreathing her long hair in the sunshine, as a mermaid is
pictured in the sea. But I might as soon undertake to
reckon the number of all the stars, when brightly shining
in the firmament, as enter into a detail of all the beards
and head-gear menand women have contrived to bring into
the world, Such hopeless task must therefore be avoided.

Who that has read the Mort d'Arthur can forget
King Ryons' rich scarlet mantle, embroidered with royal
beards? That monarch of many Isles had overcome
eleven kings, who had given him their beards, “cleane
Aayed off,” as tokens of submission. Being one short to
make up the dozen, and also to cover a bare place on the
mantle, he saucily sent for the crop growing upon the
chin of King Arthur; but that chivalrous ruler excused
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himself on the plea that his beard was too young to
make the required trimming, so the messenger of King
Ryons returned as he came. Akin to that unique
mantle is a shield of human hair in the museum of the
United Service Club. It came, as we learn from Mrs.
Stone's “ Art of Needlework,” from Borneo Island, and is
formed of locks of hair from the scalps of slaughtered
foes. Spenser, in his Fairy Queen, tells a similar story
of a proud lady who exacted the locks of all dames who
passed her castle, to line the mantle of her beloved lord,
who would marry her on no other condition.

My chief business, as already expressed, lies with the
moderns ; yet it tickles my fancy to think of all the
antique flowing beards, “ under tents and turbans,” that
have flourished in the sunny East. We are assured by
the ancient rhymers that the first acknowledged barber
was Mercury, who, in some celestial arbour, operated on
his royal parent Jupiter, inventing for the purpose razor,
washball, and powder. The operation finished, Mercury
led his sire to admire his handiwork in the first looking-
glass, a clear stream—the identical mirror which proved
so fatal, sometime afterward, to the vain Narcissus,

I will now leave the old-time visions to day dreamers,
and will bequeath to antiquaries such obsolete imple-
ments of our trade as the wooden candlestick, the basin,
the chafer, the chafing dish, and the crisping irons. All
these belonged to the era of the flying barbers, when
shops were few, and gentlefolk were trimmed at home.
We still have flying practioners, but they fly for wagers
over the measured turf; fancy barbers, too, we possess,
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but they eschew the realm of taste for laurels reaped in
the prize ring. Indeed in the P. R—as it is technically
termed—the haircutter is no stranger ; long ago the shop
gave at least one champion to England. This pugilistic
hero was George Taylor, surnamed “ Barber George,”
who conquered Slack in 1750, as recorded in Boxiana,
and other sporting chronicles.

The hand basin and the soap ball were in use in this
country to the end of Oliver Cromwell's Protectorate ;
but shortly after the Restoration they were thrust aside
by the shaving-box and brush, which, together with
periwigs, were introduced to us from France, Of those
periwigs a buck of the period—one Will Atkins—was so
much enamoured that he declined to wear a hat, and
walked about London in his well-combed wig, frizzed
and three tailed, the identical wig in which he had once
won a lady’s heart. About the same time the ancient
lute ceased to be kept as a diversion for waiting
customers. Its place is now supplied in some shops by
the violin, in others by the draughts-board, and in all by
the newspaper or magazine. The opening question is not
now, “What is the news ?” but “What do you think of the
news?" for nearly every visitor has his pictorial miscellany
or his cheap broadsheet to feast upon at home, and is
consequently almost as familiar as ourselves with current
topics. When newspapers, without supplements, were
published at sevenpence each, and a Perryan steel pen
cost ninepence, the case was somewhat different.

France still further aided the hairdresser’s shop. The
practice of powdering the hair is said to have had its
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origin rather strangely in the year 1614, when some
ballad singers, at the fair of Saint-Germain, covered their
heads with a white powder in order to attract notice by
the novelty. In one of the private apartments of Kew
Palace there is a powder closet still existing. The
perfumer’s art had previously been enriched by Italy.
In the reign of Queen Elizabeth, the Earl of Oxford
brought from that sunny clime the whole mystery and
craft of perfumery and costly washes. These elegant
materials enabled the most talented and aspiring mem-
bers of our trade to become essentially artists, and
latterly self-styled professors, who deliver occasional
lectures upon hair-dressing, viewed as one of the fine
arts ; and upon shaving, considered (ironically we may
assume), as a surgical operation. They have not, so far
as my knowledge extends, erected a professor’s chair in
a college or hall of their own, but they may yet do so.
Already they possess their “ Hairdressers' Chronicle.”
and hold periodical soirees for the display of their busi-
ness accomplishment.®* These are our rich relations
the butterflies, as it were, of our catterpillar family. Of
course we are very proud of them, though they are far
from being proud of us. The chief perfumers have long
ago discarded the barber's homely pole, his name, and
(I fear) himself, as being too common and unfashionable.
Yet, why blame them for so doing? Each to his

* The first exposition of the kind ever seen near Manchester was held
in Hulme Town Hall, on Saturday evening, December sth, 1874, when the
most elegant and unique modes of dressing ladies’ hair were shown before a
numerous and admiring audience. Twelve expert hairdressers were engaged
in the novel performance,
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Tohn Knubley, Mambrino's last helmet bearer.

Johannes Knubleius, Depilator, and Factotum Celerrimus Celeberrimusque,

Tohn Knubley, of Masham, Yorkshire, the famous Barber of the old School,

and Mambrino's last surviving helmet bearer. Sketched {rom nature, in
1802, by Tulius Cesar Ibbetson, the Yorkshire Morland.

appendages drooping over their blooming cheeks. With
such charms and charmers my pen would be fain to
linger, and my fancy dwell for a time ; but they must
hasten onward, merely addressing to the “ heart-breaker,”
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also have prolonged the life of /Eschylus, the creator of
Greek tragedy ; of whom it is related that he strolled
forth one day from the city which he inhabited in Sicily,
and became seated in the sunshine. An eagle, bearing a
tortoise in its talons, chanced to pass above him, and,
deceived by the polish of his bald head, which it
mistook for a stone, let fall the tortoise in order to
break it and devour the flesh. Under that blow
perished the poet, for it literally, in vulgar parlance
“cracked his nut.”

At the period of Henry the Eighth the method of
cutting hair among the lower classes was very primitive ;
a basin was placed on the head, and the hair rounded to
it. Surely these were the originals of the sturdy Round-
heads who, five reigns later, became so numerous and
influential ; when not peasants alone, but yeomen also,
had the hair cut close, and shook their cropped heads in
the faces of the dainty Cavaliers, as saucily and as fatally
as the Capulets bit their thumbs at the Montagues.

Transiently quitting the past for the present era, and
the hair of the head for the hirsute ornament of the lip,
we may glance at the political parties of France, who are
now, it appears, converting the moustache into a sign of
partisanship : the Legitimists of the elder branch having
adopted a square cut, in contradistinction to the Imperial
pattern, which is stiff and pointed and suggestive of
daggers drawn. The French appear to have long had a
fancy for hairy ensigns. During the revolution at the
close of the last century the Republicans wore their hair
cropped short behind, in the fashion then styled 4 /a
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Brutus ; leaving the queues to be worn by ancient
people with antiquated opinions.

Although hair, as a subject of writing or controversy,
is of the lightest, and should invariably be lightly and
pleasantly treated, it has sometimes given birth to bitter
thoughts leading to fatal consequences. In the Anecdotes
of Fashion it is recorded that when Louis the Seventh,
in obedience to the injunctions of his bishop, cropped his
hair and shaved his beard, Eleanor, his consort, found
him, with this unusual appearance, very disagree-
able. She revenged herself as she thought proper, and
the shaven King obtained a divorce. She then married
the Count of Anjou, afterwards our Henry the Second.
She had for her marriage dower the rich provinces of
Poitou, and Guienne ; and this was the origin of those
wars which cost the French three millions of men, and
ravaged their country during three hundred years. All
which, probably, had never occured had Louis not been
so rash as to crop his head and shave his beard, by which
he became so distasteful in the fancy of the spirited and
vindictive Queen Eleanor. Assuredly, the Association
for the Protection of Woman's Rights and the extension
of her privileges ought to rear a statue in honour of this
royal heroine, who could so well exact, in love and in
war—with Louis and with Fair Rosamond—the full,
fatal measure of her dues. Monumental effigies of
Henry the Second and Queen Eleanor, in addition to
those of Richard the First, and Isabel D'Angouleme,
widow of King John, have long graced the Abbey of
Fontevrault, in the province of Anjou. During the year
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1867, the Emperor Napoleon made a free-will offering of
these effigies to Queen Victoria, as a national compli-
ment ; but the people of Anjou being very unwilling to
part with their monumental treasures the LLmperor was
released from his promise, and the figures will remain in
their original sanctuary.

Another instance of hair—human hair, that is some-
times as light as the zephyr, yet as undying as the fabled
Wandering Jew—becoming closely linked with war and
politics occurred in 1799, when the French Republican
army was expelled from Naples. The lazzaroni and the
brigands, who mainly effected that counter revolution,
took terrible vengeance on all persons suspected of
republicanism, [t was a minor massacre of the S5t
Bartholomew type, and was headed by a cardinal
Curious and simple was the method adopted by those
violent spirits of distinguishing between friends and
enemies, They made a particular search for pigtails,
which were worn generally in Naples before the coming
of the French. If the individual seized chanced to wear
a pigtail, he escaped; but if that ensign of loyalty were
wanting, all explanation proved fruitless, and death was
the certain result. Shortly after the restoration of the
ancient dynasty the pigtail declined in favour, until it
went out of fashion, even with the Neapolitans. Yet a
few shrewd men, grown wise in their generation, instead
of leaving their queues at the hairdresser's shop, retained
them decretly beneath their collars, There was no telling,
they said, what would happen in the future,. The world
was full of changes, and some sad day the brigand-
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It appears by an historical paper read in the Hall of
the Company, by Mr. Pettigrew, that a manuscript
volume on vellum, containing the original statutes, is still
in the Company's possession. Therein the arms are
emblazoned, and underneath is written, “ The yere of
oure Lord MCCCCLXXXXIL at the goyng ovyr the see of
oure Sovryn Lord King Henry the VII in to Fraunsse.
Thes armys were geven on to the Crafte of Surgeons of
London the vij. yere of his reyng. In the time of Hewe
Clapton, mayr."

Henry VIIL's Grace Cup.
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In 1541 the barbers and surgeons had grown nearer
to an equality, and the two companies were united by a
charter of Henry the Eighth, an event celebrated by
Hans Holbein in a splendid painting, which to the present
day has remained the pride of the Barbers’ Hall. An
engraving of that picture was in 1734 agreed to be
executed by Mr. B. Barton for one hundred and fifty
guineas, two-thirds of the amount to be paid in money,
and one-third in one hundred impressions of the plate.
After the union, diplomas for surgery were issued in the
joint names of the barber-surgeons, the tonsors still
retaining the precedence. The master was chosen one
year from the barbers, and the following year from the
surgeons. The bluff King Hal, in token of his good-
will and favour, presented to the company a silver-gilt
grace cup, ornamented with the Tudor rose, fleur de lis,
and elegant scrolls. Of that cup Master Samuel Pepys
makes brief mention in his quaint diary : “ At Surgeon’s
Hall, where, among other observables, we drank the
king's health out of a gilt cup given by King Henry the
Eighth to the company, with little bells hanging to it,
which every man is to ring, after he has drunk the whole
cup.”’

The union of the barber-surgeons was confirmed by
Queen Elizabeth, with the additional grant of crest and
supporters, on the second of June, 1569. Inside the Hall,
and over its porch, those arms are beautifully conspicuous,
the principal objects on the shield being three razors, re-
peated, of a very novel and impracticable design. Within
the scroll runs a Latin legend, the application of which



HIRSUTE FACTS AND AIRY FANCIES. 215

to the trade is not very clear. Much more appropriate
would be the parting request of Fitz-Frizzle, the dancing
barber familiar to the stage—* Think of me when you're
curling your hair!"  More distinctly tonsorial, also, are
the arms of the Bessborough family, as engraven in
Debrett's Illustrated Peerage. Three fine-tooth combs
are there displayed in token and remembrance of the
founder of that noble house, who was the honoured
frizeur to William the Conqueror.

James the First and the
two Charleses added to the
importance of the Brother-
hood ; the latest of those
monarchs giving substan
tial proof of his regard in
the form of a Loving Cup,
or Royal Oak Cup,
richly enchased with
acorns, leaves, and boughs,
emblematical of the donor's
refuge in the friendly ocak
tree, near Boscobel,

The two interesting
cups here described and
pictured were publicly
shown, though not very
advantageously, at the
Manchester Art Treasures
k Exhibition, during the
Charles the Second’s Royal Oak Cup, Summer and autumn of
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banished by the Shah from the Persian Artillery. While
in the act of firing, a powder-horn exploded in the hand of
a gunner, whose long beard was blown away from his chin,

Another retreat for the trade is suggested by
Kotzebue in his Travels in Italy. He assures us that
Augsburg is the genuine resort for perruque makers of the
old school. There reverend sirs wear monstrous curled
wigs, “And more than this,” writes Kotzebue, “the
frizeur, who in his native place served only mortals, may
here aspire to the glory of exercising his art upon deities.”
No peruque maker will ever enter a church at Augsburg
without shedding tears of joy.

Though long extinct in the British dominions, the
barber-surgeons yet flourish in other countries. In
Spain, for instance, every village is obliged, if its resourses
will admit, to have a surgeon, who is paid either in corn
or in money. One of his duties is to shave, in person or
by proxy, all the ratepayers once a week, the day chosen
being Sunday. The official journal lately contained an
advertisement of the Alcalde of Riesa, to the effect that
the locality was in want of a barber-surgeon, whaose yearly
salary was fixed at five thousand rials (or fivepences).
The chief magistrate of Riesa evidently coincides in
opinion with quaint John Byrom, who thus pointedly
expresses himself :

“Why to doctors do we urge on
The business of a barber-surgeon ?
Your barber-surgeon 15 the man, "

Spain be it remembered, has linked the tonsor
undyingly with romance, and with the stage. Here lies






CHAPTER XXIIL

REMARKABLE BEARDS., ANTIQUITY OF SHAVING.

% For my part,” says Sir Roger de Coverley, “when I am walking in
my gallery in the country, and see my ancestors, who many of them died
before they were of my age, I cannot forbear regarding them as so many old
patriarchs, and at the same time looking upon mysell as an idle smock-
faced young fellow. T love to see your Abrahams, your Isaacs, and your
Jacobs, as we have them in old pieces of tapestry, with beards below their
girdles,"— Tike Spectator.

HE beard has always been
represented, both in sculp-

ture and in painting, as an
emblem of wisdom ; while Fashion has
at fitful intervals claimed it as her
own. In all ages and countries philosophers and beaux
have striven their utmost to keep the hairy ornament in
general favour : the Raleghs and the Sucklings displaying
it daintily trimmed and perfumed; while the stern
reformers—the Wickliffes and the Knoxes—have worn
the patriarchal beard, long, flowing, and picturesque.
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The Patriarchal Beard. —Tortrait of John Knox.

Amongst the ancients Asculapius was famous for his
fine beard ; and the golden beard of his statue became
still more renowned, especially after it was purloined. . In
Eastern lands especially, where (as poets romantically
aver) the people talk in flowers, the beard has been
regarded with the purest and longest devotion. Nothing
can be a greater proof of this than the veneration paid in
Asia to a single hair of the beard of Mahomet. This
curiosity is enshrined in a ‘monument erected for its
reception in 1135, five hundred years after the prophet’s
death. Where the precious relic had reposed during the
long interval does not appear upon record : possibly, it
had been preserved by a convenient miracle. The
sacred repository is a large building, square at the top,
and having a handsome porch and minarets. The blessed



REMARKABLE BEARDS. _ 221

hair'is kept in a box of gold and erystal, in which small
holes have been drilled for the purpose of admitting
water to float the hair, which is done once a year, on the
occasion of a festival, to which pilgrims hasten from all
parts. At those times the porch is illuminated with two
thousand one hundred and thirty-eight lights. The
priests of the temple say it was the custom of the prophet,
when he conversed familiarly, to pass his fingers through
his beard, causing now and then the removal of certain
hairs, which his disciples solicited, and preserved as
aforesaid. This heirloom is called the Aussaree Shareef,
or sacred relic; and the cost of its preservation and
exhibition is derived from a fund left by a pious nabob.
The fund is apportioned monthly by the government
among certain hereditary families, who have recently
appealed to the law to settle their rival claims.

Veneration for a single hair is not confined to a single
instance. The custom is thus alluded to by Marc Antony,
in his famous oration over the mutilated body of Julius
Casar —

““Yea, beg a hair of him for memory,
And, dying, mention it within their wills,
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy,
Unto their issue."

In the second canto of the Rape of the Lock occurs a
couplet that will happily conclude this unit-hair-ian
branch of the subject .—

** Fair tresses man's imperial race ensnare,
And beauty draws us with a single hair,”

A single sunny curl was the first token that passed
between Cupid and Psyche. And were not King Nisus
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Shaving, no less than the beard, has had its manifold
admirers. Shaving was commanded by Alexander the
Great to his army, as a safeguard against the enemy ; by
Francis the First to his clergy, as a cleansing grace ; by
Peter the Czar of Russia to his people, as a step in the
march of civilization.

Touching the antiquity of shaving, an intelligent
chin-reaper has recently issued a rhyming dissertation, in
which we read that Moses enjoined his followers to wear
the beard, and so displaced the razors of Egypt. . Our
rhyming shaver is strictly correct in linking his art to
hoary antiquity, and not far astray in his biblical
allusions. Nowhere within the five books of Moses does
the great law giver—or rather law receiver—promulgate
a direct injunction against the razors of Egypt; but
there is one verse bearing such construction, in which he
enjoins his brethren to wear the beard long, to-wit, the
twenty-seventh verse of the nineteenth chapter of
Leviticus, in which occurs the first notice of attention
being paid to the hair :— Ye shall not round the corners
of your heads, neither shalt thou mar the corners of thy
beard.” In the sacred statues shaving is frequently
commanded and encouraged ; though mostly, it must be
admitted, as a purifier and punisher. It was, for example,
as a punishment that Hanun the Ammonite took the
servants of King David, and shaved off the one half of
their beards, sending them back to the Psalmist in such
a pitiful plight that he commanded them to tarry at
Jericho until their beards were grown. The antiquity of
shaving is so clearly established that barbers may almost
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take rank with gardeners, who trace their pedigrees to
Adam, the cultivator of Eden. An antiquarian writer
has discovered that the practice of shaving the beard was
introduced by Peter Lombard, in 1160 ; another authority
attributes the introduction of shaving to the Macedonians,
about the era of King Philip, and consequently three or
four hundred years previous to the birth of Christ.
Those, however, were merely revivals of the custom, and
cannot be viewed in the light of *discoveries or
inventions ; for very early in the world’s history—Genesis,

Shaving the Head.

chapter forty-one ; likewise, Leviticus, chapters thirteen
and fourteen—shaving is alluded to; not merely the
shaving of the beard, but the head and eyebrows also.
It was upon one of those shaven heads, according to
Herodotus, a military message was written, and dis-
patched by a Persian general to the commander of the
Ionians. In the fifth verse of the sixth chapter of
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Numbers occurs the first mention of the word razor, as
thus : “ All the days of the vow of his separation there
shall no razor come upon his head : until the days be ful-
filled, in ‘ the' which he separateth himself unto the Lord,
he shall be holy, and shall let the hair of his head grow.”
Sufficiently explicit, likewise, is the first verse of the
fifth chapter of Ezekiel, where the word barber occurs :—
“ And thou, son of man, take thee a barber's razor, and
cause it to pass upon thine head and upon thy beard.”
The most notable instance of ancient head shaving was
afforded, though involuntarily, by the over-confiding
Samson, when ensnared in the lap of the treacherous
Delilah. The refinement of daily shaving of the beard
was first put in practice, says Pliny, by Scipio Africanus,
the conqueror of Hannibal. The chin of this Scipio was
dressed three times daily by his Pelusian tonsor.

Among a crowd of lesser lights who have panegyrised
shaving, we find Cervantes advising the use of the razor
every other day to Sancho, if he wished to secure a
comely and gentlemanly presence. Laurence Sterne,
too, has distinguished himself in one of the fantastic
episodes of Tristram Shandy. He maintains that the
conceits and fancies of a rough-bearded man are vastly
improved by a single operation, and hints that perpetual
shaving is akin to sublimity. “How Homer,” concludes
Sterne, “ could write with so long a beard, I don’t know.”

Further or higher than Homer we cannot safely
adventure. With that sightless immortal the range of
fact and the region of fancy become so dimly blended
that here the chapter must of necessity terminate.

Q



CHAPTER XXIII.

ENTERING THE HAVEN.

““IEase HER! Stop HEr I"

[

Steam Packet Call,

NOWING when to
stop in an important
point in writing as
well as in speaking.
Ineither caseenough
is better than a feast.
As regards the bar-
ber’s shop, its owner,
its clerk, or its cus-
tomers, I have little
more to say, at pre-
sent ; and may case
or stop the story as
soon as I choose.
The sooner, because
there is no hero to
punish or reward, no

¢ heroine to poison or

marry, by way of
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pointing a moral. I remember also that a visit, either in
print or in person, should never be prolonged until the
visitor becomes tedious. So short and sweet is my
maxim.

The exterior view selected to adorn the present
chapter gives a fair notion of our modern versatility. The
sign is happily suggestive, and its clear inference may be
thus rendered. So truly do our operators keep pace
with progress, that even the railway cannot leave them
behind. The umbrella denotes that we are prepared for
rainy days, and the Virginian for seasons that are
smoking hot. The various playboards nailed against the
wall indicate us to be supporters of the drama ; indeed
no body of men attend the theatre so well as hair-
dressers—on the free order nights, On these special
occasions the pit and upper circle are studded with
attentive members of the fraternity. Yet even here we
are not allowed to leave the shop entirely behind us. No
sooner does the drop-scene attract our eyes, and the
Fisherman's Chorus ravish our ears, than a wit in the
gallery derisively offers five shillings—all he can afford—
for a shaver. Having enjoyed his laugh at the pit, the
ironical rogue shoots at higher game in the boxes. With
a ginger beer bottle projecting from each eye, he apes
the glittering opera glasses in their fashionable crusade
against good manners, by staring out of countenance all
modest and retiring people. The honey soap may be
regarded as the poetry of suds, bringing (in thought)
bees, and flowers, and forest trees, to charm our smoke-
dried interiors, Such commingling of the real and the
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ideal in our every-day transactions may serve in some
measure to solve the Tatler's problem, thus quaintly
given : “ Why must a barber be for ever a politician, a
musician, a poet, and a physician ?” and may be at once
the cause and justification of Don Quixote’s eulogy
when speaking in reference to his favourite barber-
surgeon, Master Nicholas—* People of his profession,”
said the Don, “are famous for making ballads and
playing on the guitar.” Was not the renowned ballad,
“ Malbrough,” written by a village wig-dresser in
Germany? The two poles, so plainly discernible, tell
what everybody knows, to wit, that formerly we were
licensed to bleed the lieges freely ; but that privilege
having been transferred to the surgeons, we cannot now
practice the art, even on a pimple, without being
punished by the loss of patronage. I have a distinct
recollection of a small exterior view with only one pole
projecting ; that was David’s, and a mort of annoyance
it caused us. A standing jest with the drunken rovers
of our neighbourhood was for one of their number to run
away with the pole, and for another to bring it back,
claiming a glass of ale for his honesty and trouble, The
The destiny of that luckless protruder—which closely
resembled the poles used in the days of Hogarth—was a
little curious. Coming to me in the course of events, I
retained its services during several years, until, notwith-
standing my attachment to the hairdresser’s calling, I
was gradually lured from it by books. Finding no
further use for the silent indicator, and feeling the
aptitude of the late Gilbert & Beckett's line, “ You'll know
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my shop again, though I've no pole.” I sold the weather
beaten emblem to an insolvent shaver who was too poor
to pay for it, and who, through lack of penny customers,
has now, I fear, adopted the halfpenny system. When I
think of the pole in such position, it somewhat troubles
my conscience.

Although we had no connection with phlebotomy,
our pole was wreathed with the red and white filleting
which indicated, at the origin of the pole, the tape and
the bleeding process. Most of the projecting emblems
of the trade are still wreathed in this manner, though
some are painted of one hue only, surmounted by the
customary gilded knob. A few isolated poles, instead
of being turned, are formed of many angles, in the
American style. These latter—placed upright, as door
guardians—may be seen gaudily coloured in checks like
a draughtboard, or in diamonds resembling the dress of
a harlequin. But, howsoever diversified in appearance,
they present the same mute appeal to the bearded
passer-by, “ Come in, and be shaved,”

A fuller explanation of the history of these ancient
trade symbols is afforded by Gerald Griffin (an un-
fortunate son of genius, though not in the hairdressing
line), who describes the barber of Bantry as taking final
leave of his only son in a brief characteristic oration
“This pole, Godfrey, has stood at my door, winter and
summer, during five and forty years. I never possessed
a halfpenny but what it brought me, and I never wished
for an estate beyond it. If you are satisfied with it, you
are as rich as an emperor ; if not, the riches of an emperor
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gems of thought are ornaments not always to be found
in a barber's wig, and that grace of composition has small
affinity with grease of the bear. To the charm of
novelty, however, I may lay claim with all the airs and
importance pertaining to the official character,

As already shewn, abundance of burlesques, and
articles of a staider nature, have been written concerning
us by people foreign to the trade ; but as none can know
the secrets of the spider’s web so well as the fly that is
meshed in it, so no one can know the characteristics of

'P:.’_fn. =
el g
v e,

Joseph Mallard Willian Turner. {(1775—1851.)

1]

the shop so well as he who has shaved therein. Plenty
of cuts, too, we have been favoured with, by clever
artists (headed, in the historical department), by the
Lltustrated London News, and in the comic line by Punci,
the glorious King Comus), many of whom in relief to
their loftier efforts, have delineated scissors and combs in
various impossible positions, and have drawn razors
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upside down, placing them in the fingers of left-handed
tonsors, for the purpose of creating a laugh, or of giving
effect to their sketches. But no shaver has hitherto
doffed his apron to illustrate his experience in his own
way, nor taken up the pen in lieu of the lather-brush to
answer the oft-repeated question, “ How are you off for
soap ?"—albeit Turner, the inimitable painter, changed
the lather-brush for the pencil,—the shaving-box for the
palette,—to noble purposes, mounting from his father’s
evanescent suds, to sunbeams and rainbows in perpetuity.

In short, the book of the barber's shop has never
been written. Why should it remain unwritten? Here
is a new field, untrodden, except by friendly trespassers ;
and a new field is valuable in an age of threadbare sub-
jects, Yet it is not through any lack of famous penmen
in the trade that we have hitherto lacked a special
representative in literature; for lofty minds have issued,
ere now, from the lowly threshold of the shop; not
amphibious writers who die in poetry and cannot live in
prose, but authors of wit and permanence, whose names
ring in our ears, at intervals, like fairy bells. This asser-
tion it were an easy matter to verify. Why, for instance,
did not Allan Ramsay write the book, when in business
as a wig maker, librarian, and bookseller in Edinburgh,
and when time was so much more plentiful on his hands
than customers or money ? Simply because he preferred
to compose the Gentle Shepherd, and so become—like
the misletoe—an evergreen in song. Had the task been
undertaken by Dominico, the frizeur-poet of Florence, or
by Jasmin, the popular tonsor and troubadour of Gascony,
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we might have secured, at the least, an authorised
translation. Bnt the first of these joyous worthies occu-
pied his leisure in the construction of eccentric poems;
while the latter recited original verses with so much
effect that he won a laurel crown for his living brow, and
a statue to perpetuate his memory. Jeremy Taylor,

Jercmy Taylor, Bishop of Down and Connor. (161 3—1667.)

dating from his father's shaving saloon in Cambridge,
might have dictated the tonsorial chronicle with due
solemnity and in picturesque terms, had he not chosen
to become the Shakspere of the pulpit,—the glory of the
English Church. Another of our pulpit friends, the Rev,
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John Macgowan, surnamed the Shaver, was pre-occupied
in writing his familiar, plain-speaking volume, the
Dialogues of Devils. To William Winstanley (one of
the first who wrote Lives of the English Poets), and Dr.
John Kitto (the remarkable biblical explorer), a passing
allusion may suffice. Readily might this list be
lengthened by the addition of sundry names of mark or
likelihood, but T will close the summary with that of
William Falconer, whose singularly interesting career—
beginning at Edinburgh in 1730—ended (after two
previous wrecks), with the loss of the Aurora frigate, in
his fortieth year. If Falconer entertained any design of
distincuishing his father's handicraft, by dedicating his
pen to the elucidation of its annals, that design was
prematurely lost, with its projector, * far, far at sea.”

The Fate of Falconer. (After Fuseli's Lycidas).
¥ q¢ gweet, and musical,

As bright Apollo’s lute, strung with his hair."
Lozw's Labonr's Lost,
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Thus it has happened that the agreeable duty has
been left to one without name or influence to give
character to the work, or become its Open Sesame to the
good graces of the world. Although I and my artistic
friend can scarcely hope to produce the identical volume
which has waited so long to be written, we have done
our best to supply the place of abler hands. During
many years we have roamed at will over this fresh
region,—this envied Passage of the Pole,—so frequently
invaded by adventurous spirits, yet never efficiently
explored. With hopeful enthusiasm we have pursued our
voluntary task as our hobby, though frankly admitting
we have sometimes felt a little chafed and disheartened
with the length of our ride. In search of rarities, we
have visited our known and unknown brethren of the
business ; sitting down (as a ready excuse for exploring
their premises) to be shaved when we had no beard, or to
get our hair shortened when it was too short* On
the wildest day, perhaps, ever seen in England, we
ascended the tower of our ancient Cathedral, to make a
sketch of the bells while in motion, and to watch them—
snow-capped and dreary looking—ring out their tumul-
tuous voices “ to the wild sky.” It was the day of snow
drifts par excellence (January 4, 1854)—the high festival of

A friend of ours was a still more tantalising visitor. Although he had
lost his natural crop, and was in the hahit of wearing a wig, it was a
favourite joke of his to seat himself demurely in the public chair of strange
shops, with a request that his hair might be cutin the newest fashion. The
unsuspecting tonsor, on hastily inserting his comb and seissors, would, of
course, draw off the counterfeit head gear, to the uproarious delight of Mr.
Wigsby. But after the official warning here given, the trade will, no doulit,
Le on its puard against the heartless deceiver,
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my study, and try his hand. As an inducement for him
to come early, he shall have a perpetual concert to aid
his meditative powers. As one juvenile performer ceases
to laugh, or cry, another shall begin to shout or sing.
Not for him will be the treasures that lie deep in the
mine of thought, and reward the efforts of continuous
study, for although inclination may press him to make
attempts at excellence, interruption will be constantly
dispersing his ideas. Remembering Zimmerman’s in-
junction that an author, when he feels the secret call
within his bosom, should rush to the manuscript, like a
soldier to the charge, he shall set himself to obey the
delicious summons. When he has advanced a few paces
into cloud land, and his eye assumes the fine frenzy
immortalized by Shakespeare, he shall suddenly be called
into the shop to give two halfpennies for a penny, or to
solve a problem in the railway guide. Should he feel a
little chafed at these interruptions, and resolve upon
taking a higher flight in composition than he has yet
attained, he shall remove his writing materials upstairs.
Being now clear of the melody within, he shall be amused
by the pressure of sound from without. All the boys in
the neighbourhood shall congregate in the adjoining
backyard, and play their most hilarious games for his
entertainment. Peace and good-will towards men may
be practicable enough. but peace toward urchins such as
these is a moral impossibility. If the eritical individual
possess the spirit and strength of Samson (before his
seven locks were severed through the treachery of
Delilah), he will smite the young Philistines with a jaw-
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over long upon trifles—upon lore which “wig-crowned
History " might deem light and informal. Although an
undue interest in little things proverbially denotes a
little mind, there is some consolation in the fact that a
greater man than I, in my modesty, may ever hope to
become, has also made MucH ADO ABOUT NOTHING !

TIME, THE UXIVERSAL SHAVER,

The £,
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BOULTON, 1. W., Stamford House, Ashton-under-Lyne.

DOWDLER, WM. HENRY, J.I',, Kirkham, near Preston.

BRAGG, HARRY, The Mount, Blackburn.

ERIDSON, THOS. RIDGWAY, Rock End, Torquay.

BROADBENT, EDWIN, Reddish, near Btockport.

BROADHURST, H. TOOTAL, Woodhill, Prestwich.

BROOKSHAW, ELI, Kingswood, Eccles.
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GALLOAWAY, JOHN, Coldstream House, Old Trafford.
GASKELL, A. E., g, Trafford Mount, Old Trafford.
GASKELL, JOSIAH, Burgrave Lodge, Ashton-in-Makerfield.
GIBSON, THQS., Castle Park, Lancaster.

GILBERT, GEORGE, Mount Flouse, Marple, Cheshire,
GRADWELL, SAMUEL, Holmes Chapel, Cheshire.
GRANTHAM, JOHN, 2, Rothsay Place, Old Trafford.
GRATRIX, SAMUEL, J.P., Alport Town, Manchester.
GRAY, HENRY, Bookseller, 25, Cathedral Yard, Manchester,
GREENWOOD, WM, Market Avenue, Ashton-under-Lyne.
GRIMSHAW, WAL, 54, Faulkner Street, Manchester.
GUEST, W. H,, 78, Cross Street, Manchester.
HAINSWORTH, LEWIS, 118, Bowling Old Lane, Beadfor.
HALL, JOHN, The Grange, Hale, Cheshire.

HALLIDAY, JAMES, 'Broome House, Palatine Road, Didsbury.
HAMMERSLEY, WM. H., Leek.

HAMPSON, J. R., 1, Seymour Terrace, Old Trafford.
HAMPSON, J. TAYLOR, Ashton-under-Lyne.
HANKINSON, GEO. H., 88, King Street, Manchester,
HANSON, GEO., Free Library, Rochdale.

HANSON, THOS., 21 & 23, Mosley Street, Manchester,
HARPER, M. Mc. L., British Linen Co's Bank, Castle Douglas,
HARRISON, WM, ARTHUR, Oakfield, Hale, Altrincham.
HASTINGS, R. S., Fountain Square, Hanley.

HAWORTH, ABRAHAM, Hilston House, Altrincham,
HEYWOOD, TOHN, Bookseller, Manchester.

HILEY, B., Bookseller, Eccles,

HILTON, E., Oak Drive, Fallowfield.

HILTON, WM, HUGHES, 29, Booth Street, Manchester,
HINCHLIFFE, JOHN, Holly Bank, Parsonage Road, Withington,
HOLDEN, THOMAS, Spring Ficld, Bolton,

HOLLAND, WILLIAM, J.P., The Elms, Higher Broughton.
HOLLAND, WILLIAM, 122, Church Street, Eecles,
HOLMES, TAMES, Egerton Road, Fallowfield.

HOLT, ROBERT, Prestwich, near Manchester.
HOWORTH, JAMES, Waterfoot, near Manchester.

HUNT, JOHN, Milton of Campsie, near Glasgow.

HUNT, WILLIAM, 210, Rachdale Road, Manchester.
HURST, WM., 163, Radnor Street, Hulme.

JACKSON, THOMAS, 43, Great Ducie Street, Manchester,
JOLLEY, THOS., Apsley Terrace, Patricrofl.

JONES, THEQ. E. N., 20, Kennedy Street, Manchester.
KAY, JACOBR, 5, Tiooth Street, Manchester,
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ROVLE, WM. A., 17, Cooper Street, Manchester,

SAGER, WILLIAM, Todmorden.

SCHOFIELD, THOS., Thornfield, Old Trafford.

SCHOFIELD, JAS., Ashenhurst, Blackley.

SCHUNCE, J. EDGAR, Wicken Hall, near Rochdale,

SCOTT, C. H., 19, Ackers Street, Manchester.

SEWELL, TNO. C., Whitelake House, Flixton.

SHIERS, RICHARD, Tyntesficld, Ashton-upon-Mersey,
SIDEBOTHADM, JOSEPH, F.R.A.S., F.5.A., &e., Erlesdene, Bowdon.
SMITH, Rev. ]. FINCH, Aldridge Rectory, near Walsall.

SMITH, W. H. & 50N, Booksellers, Manchester.

SOWERBUTTS, H. E., Ribhlesdale House, Preston

STENT, H., Stratford, Essex.

STRANGEWAYS, W. N., 50, Westmoreland Road, Neweastle-on-Tyne,
STRAUS, HERBERT N.; The Holme, Sedgley Parlk, Prestwich,
STRETTON, —, to, Bridgewater Place, Manchester,

SUTTON, CHARLES W., Free Library, Manchester.

SUTTON, K. H., Portland Street, Manchester.

SWINDELLS, G. H., OQak Villa, Heaton Moer, near Stockport.
SWINGLEHURST, HENRY, ].P.. Hincaster House, Milnthorpe,
THORNBER, THOMAS, 49, Moss Lane West, Moss Side,
TIMMINS, SAM, Elvetham Lodge, Birmingham.

TUCKER, Rev. W. H. B, M.A., 5t. FPhilip's, Salford.

TUBBS, BROOK, & CHRYSTAL, Booksellers, Market Street, Manchester.
TURNER, Carraiy HENRY, The Woodlands, near Stockport.
TURNER, JOHN, Woodville, Lytham.

TYLER, ALFRED, Mosley Street, Manchester,

VALENTINE, E., 120, Church Street, Eccles,

VEEVERS, RICHARD, Woningworth, Fulwood Park, near Preston.
VILLY, GUSTAVE H., Westwood, Whalley Range,

WALKER, EDWARD WODODS, 1, Chancery Lang, Manchester.
WALKER, R. J., County Police Court, Strangeways, Manchester,
WALKER, THOMAS, Oldfield, near Altrincham.

WALLET, JOHN, Castle Douglas, Kirkeudbrightshire.
WALMSLEY, GILBERT G., Bookseller, 50, Lord Street, Liverponl.
WATERHOUSE, THOMAS, Whin Knowle, Kersal, Manchester.
WATTERSON, WM. CRAVEN, Hill Carr, Bowdon,

WATTS, JOHN, Ph.D., 23, Steutt Sireet, Manchester,

WHEELER, ALFRED B, 4, Pall Mall, Manchester.
WILKINSON, JOHN, 25, Manor Street, Ardwick.

WILKINSON, T. R, The Polygon, Ardwick.

WILKINSON, WILLTAM, M.A., Middlewood, Clitheroe,
WILLIAMS, THOMAS, 28, Stanley Street, [Teywood,
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