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PREFACE.

TeE mail-coach period still has a firm, and possibly
an increasing, hold on the public mind, but the officials
and others who actually took part in the work of that
stirring time—whether on the highroads or within
the walls of post-offices—are rapidly passing away.

I have been eager to preserve what those who
remain, and some of those who are no more, have
told me of matters within their own observation in
that remote epoch, as well as what in other ways has
come to my knowledge. I have included, too, such
of my own recollections, not necessarily postal, as
should secure continuity and cohesion in the narrative.

Not all that I had to relate could be included within
the limits of ¢ Forty Years at the Post-Office.” Many
omissions, I am but too conscious, still have to be
supplied.

There is something yet to be written of interest
about the cross-posts and other lines of mail-coach
communication, and also about the coaching and
posting inns which maintain an existence on the
deserted mail-coach roads.

wm3091L2



vi _PREFACE

In this volume I have limited myself, for the most
part, to the Track of Mail-coaches, making for the
chief ports of the United Kingdom, and I have added
some anecdotal matter bearing on the telegraph. Also,
having long held certain views with reference to
postal and telephonic facilities in rural districts, I
have taken this opportunity of giving expression to
them.

Here and there I have afforded a glimpse of the
complex public work which has been undertaken in
the past, and which is still performed with fidelity by
provincial postal officials, whose duties do not, as a
rule, come under notice, but, as the late Home
Secretary is reported to have stated, on the occasion -
of a Civil Service festivity in June, 1895, are dis-
charged ‘in the twilight, through the mist of which
the fierce glare of public observation and public
applause can rarely penetrate.’

F. E. B.

BourNEMOUTH,
November, 1895.
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ON THE TRACK OF THE MAIL-COACH

CHAPTER 1
LOMBARD STREET.

In Lombard Street, in the reign of Queen Mary, ‘a
coming event cast its shadow before ’: at the sign of
the Cradle was to be found amongst his books Rowland
Hill.

My personal knowledge of the old General Post-Office
in Lombard Street, which was the true birthplace of
the mail-coach system, is derived from a visit of two
hours’ duration, paid to a remaining fragment of the
original building in the year 1848. So, in order to
cover, as best I may, very obvious deficiencies in that
respect, I propose to "begin at the beginning of all,
carrying my readers back even as far as the outbreak
of the Great Fire of Liondon in 1666.

At that date there stood in the ¢ Lumbard’ Street of
1879, at the corner of Sherborne Lane, the old church
of St. Mary Woolnoth. Behind it, within the area
enclosed by Sherborne Lane on the one side, and

1



2 ON THE TRACK OF THE MAIL-COACH

Abchurch Lane on the other, was, as I believe, the
famous Cardinal’s Hat Tavern (though it is proper to
add that a recent authority assigns to the corner of a
court leading from Abchurch Lane to Cornhill the
site of the Cardinal’s Cap Tavern) and a host of other
tenements. Of these the Great Fire made a clean
sweep, stopping short at, or at all events but slightly
injuring, St. Mary Woolnoth, while it utterly destroyed
the adjacent church of St. Mary Woolchurch Haw.

On the vacant ground, circa 1675, Sir Robert Viner,
then Lord Mayor, or his father, built a large house.
In it, according to Pennant, Sir Robert entertained
King Charles II. With a license which now seems
remarkable, the Knight, when the King was about to
retire, laid hold of his royal guest and swore,  Sir,
you shall take t’other boftle,” to which the not wholly
reluctant monarch rejoined appropriately, ‘He that’s
drunk is as great as a king.” And, turning back, he
did as he was bidden.

About the end of the last century a deep excavation
was made near this spot, when, fifteen feet nine inches
below the surface, the workmen came on the trace of
an old Roman street. Overlying it, and beneath a
stratum of brick, two feet thick, were found three
inches of ashes.

Curiously enough, I remember that when the
foundations were being got out for the new General
Post-Office (West), a thick layer of ashes was cut
through, as though the buildings then removed had
been erected on the burnt remains of the earlier city
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destroyed by the Great Fire. Similarly, in Lombard
Street, a great conflagration may have destroyed
buildings left by the early settlers.

Against the probability of the Lombard Street
discovery pointing to the existence, in the period of
the Roman occupation, of a paved city, may be set the
fact that when, towards the end of the eleventh
century, beams were blown by a tempest from the
roof of St. Mary-le-Bow—a church only a furlong or
two from Lombard Street—they sank in the soft
earth of Cheapside for twenty feet or more, there
being neither British pavement above ground nor
Roman pavement below to check their descent.

The most recent excavation that I know of near Sir
Robert’s dwelling was one in 1894, occasioned by
digging out the foundations for the new building now
in course of construction for the Guardian Fire
Insurance Society ; but although the workmen dug
down far deeper than sixteen feet, no fresh discovery
of note was made.

Viner’s mansion did not long remain a centre of
civic hospitality. There was quickly an end fo
entertaining monarchs, whether merry or otherwise,
or, indeed, guests of any condition. For Sir Robert’s
convivial visitor saw fit very shortly to play the lively
jest of closing the Exchequer, whereby his host
lost the not insignificant sum of four hundred and
sixteen thousand pounds. No wonder that the
‘Prince of Goldsmiths’ had to call his creditors
together in 1688, at the sign of the Vine, No. 77,
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Lombard Street, and satisfy them as best he
could.

According to West’s splendid work on the ¢ Signs of
Old Lombard Street,’* this same Robert Viner (or
Vyner) set up the statue, removed in 1779, of John
Sobieski, on horseback, trampling on the Turk.
Times changing, he put a new head on the statue, and
made it do duty for Charles II. trampling on Oliver
Cromwell, thus forestalling in effect the example of
the versatile Vicar of Bray.

By this time the General Post-Office of the day had
outgrown the scanty accommodation of Cloak Lane ;
and early in the last century Sir Robert’s house,
being available, was acquired by the Government,
which transferred the Post-Office to it. To Viner’s
spacious brick building entrance was obtained from
Lombard Street by a gateway, part of the site of
which is now occupied by the Guardian Office. The
gateway opened into a quadrangle. Like all adapted
buildings, it was ill suited for a post-office. A public
passage cut through the property from one lane to the
other; another open way, which still exists, struck
through the very heart of the group of buildings (for
there were several) from Lombard Street to what is
now King William Street. But at all events here was
more space than in Cloak Lane.

In Lombard Street sat Anthony Todd, when, as
Secretary of the Post-Office, he drafted the dismissal
of Benjamin Franklin from the office of postal agent

* Leadenhall Press.
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for the plantations in North America. Here J.
Palmer, of Bath (wherever he may have concocted
the historical Bristol, Bath and London essay of
1784), framed his schemes of mail-coach extension,
taking not even his nominal masters, the Postmasters-
General, into his confidence, and leaving no paper
trace that I am aware of in the shape of contracts or
calculations of his successful, but highly independent,
labours.

Here, too, in Viner’s mansion, sat, as Secretary for
thirty years, Palmer’s lieutenant and Todd’s successor,
the famous Freeling. So, in Post-Office Court, the
postal servant of to-day treads classic ground and
rubs shoulders, in imagination at least, with the
mighty men who, before the days of Rowland Hill,
helped to make the Post-Office what it has since
become.

Some part of the original building yet remains.
When, to anticipate, the General Post-Office was
removed in 1829 to St. Martin’s-le-Grand, the new
street known as King William Street, leading to
London Bridge, was cut from St. Mary Woolnoth
obliquely across the old site—taking large slices out
of Sherborne and Abchurch Lanes, but leaving intact
that long, narrow slip extending from Lombard Street
by Post-Office Court to the new rectory house of St.
Mary’s Church, now, like the old one, occupied by
the department at a rental of nine hundred pounds a
year. That is all that is left of the old Post-Office,
which was famous in its day.
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For, although the feats of penny postage are in-
separably associated with St. Martin’s-le-Grand, the
Post-Office had won a name and its way into public
favour long before the first stone of the building of
1829 had been laid—long before the public had begun
to find the high rates of postage oppressive, and the
speed of mail-coaches susceptible of increase.

‘The Post-Office,” says Pennant, in his ¢London,’
¢ gives wings to the extension of commerce;’ and, ‘in
the more confined and humble scenes of social life,’
wrote the Saturday Magazine of December 1, 1882,
‘the posts spread comfort and joy with a liberality
which we seldom hear sufficiently acknowledged.’
These were welcome tributes to the work of Sir
Francis Freeling, freshly transplanted to the new
westward office.

Two of the chief features of the inner life of
the General Post-Office in Lombard Street (and from
1829 to 1839 of the new office) were taxing and
franking. None but the most expert could determine
at a glance the rate proper for an inland letter, and
just before mail-time, when hundreds of unpaid
letters, and letters to be prepaid, would be dropped
into the letter-boxes or handed through the window
at Lombard Street, it needed a lightning hand to tax
them with the proper charge, and mark it in large
figures by quill pen on the front face.

-Every enclosure, however light, involved an in-

creased charge, and to such an extent was this rule.

carried that a sheet of paper, containing a protested
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bill of exchange, with a notarial ticket affixed to it,
was taxed with three rates of postage.

As for franking, that gave no particular trouble,
care at least being taken in the latter days not to pass
a pack of hounds or a roomful of furniture, as at
earlier periods, and to see that no Member of Parlia-
ment exceeded his rightful number of daily franks.
This was easy enough, as all letters under frank
passed through the chief office. I do not think franks
were available by cross-post.

The privilege of franking, Pennant says, was first
claimed by the Commons in 1660, and allowed to
both Houses by the' Crown in the following year.
It was asserted, in 1768, that the loss occasioned by
the abuse of this privilege was not much less than
two hundred thousand pounds, and in 1839 actually
more than three hundred thousand pounds. But,
however long franking had been in existence, the
4th of George III., a.D. 1764, is the first legislative
enactment on the subject.

By 1802, so far from being alarmed at the abuses
and loss of revenue of which the franking privilege
admitted, Parliament, with much gusto, and by fresh
enactment, allowed each of its members to send ten
and receive fifteen letters per diem, weighing an ounce
apiece, free of postage.

Franks were necessarily supervised at the Post-
Office; once, tradition has it, rather too much go.
For the chief officer on duty at the Lombard Street
Post-Office on the evening of Tuesday, September 29,
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1812, receiving at six o’clock the London Gazette,
containing a royal proclamation for the dissolution of
Parliament, conceived it to be his duty there and then
to pounce on letters from Members of both Houses put
into the post-office that day under frank, and charge
them all with postage. With impartial severity,
he treated Lords and Commons alike, and letters
coming to them unpaid, as well as franked letters,
shared the same lot. But this vigorous official was a
trifle too smart. Parliament, dissolved on the publica-
tion of the Gazette at night, had been a living force at
noon, and a frank given then was just as good as it
had ever been.

Even Sir Walter Scott, according to a recent
authority, seems to have preferred a frank to pay-
ment of postage. ¢ Any parcel,’ he wrote to Miss
Wagner, from Edinburgh, February 7, 1828, will
reach me safely, addressed under cover to Francis
Freling [sic], Esq., General Post-Office.”* This was
an expected copy of verses. Letters addressed to
Freeling would pass free. If, as Sir Walter’s friend,
he was merely to have been the custodian of a pre-
paid packet, ¢ Care of * would have formed part of the
address. But this was apparently a private postal
parecel, enclosed in a cover to an official person, which
would thus escape postage.

It is strange that the public, that is, as recipients
of letters, put up so long with optional prepayment,
which left in many cases heavy postage to be paid

* The Nineteenth Century, February, 1895.
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no delivery. Yet for the most part they positively: -
seemed to like it—at any rate, not to object. Not
every receiver of unpaid letters, however, appre-
ciated the pleasure, witness Sydney Smith, Combe
Florey, September 28, 1829. ‘I cannot,” said he,
‘ from the bottom of Somersetshire, attend in person,
as a letter (two and sixpence postage) yesterday
invited me to do.’ '

More than fifty years before Sydney Smith re-
ceived his letter, Johnson had had an unpleasant
experience of the kind. The Doctor, in April, 1776,
was called on by the Post-Office to pay seven pounds
ten shillings. A friend had sent him from the East
Indies a packet by private hand. The ship put into
Lisbon, and the Customs authorities there probably
did what used to be and perhaps is still done by
the British Customs—they seized all post-letters and
handed them to the Post-Office.

Ten years later than the pungent rejoinder of the
famous divine and wit, Sir John Burgoyne is said to
have had a similar experience of high postal charges
when in Dublin in 1839. A packet of papers, in-
tended to have been sent as a parcel by mail-coach,
was put into the post, and cost him as a letter eleven
pounds, instead of perhaps a shilling. as a coach
parcel. .

I do not think that the system of postal account-
keeping was imperfect; on the contrary, I believe
it to have been accurate and thorough. But had
the plan now in vogue, of daily instead of quarterly
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accounts, been in operation all along, many of the
defalcations which occurred, let us say at the end of-
the last century, would have been avoided, because
the daily balances could not have reached considerable’
figures without attracting attention.

Moreover, bond-fide errors, in which there was no’
real defalcation, would have been cleared up in good
time. For example, although Daniel Richardson, Post-
master of Chatham, was reported, on July 5, 1785,
to be seven hundred and thirty pounds in arrear,
the debt ran on for several years, until it was dis-
covered, in 1792, that he had not claimed seven
hundred and four pounds which was due to him for
Returned Letters. At most he owed six and twenty
pounds.

The postmaster of a mail port was found to be
deficient, when his books were balanced on October 10,
1785, in the enormous sum of £2,591. However, in
the next thirteen years he or his estate paid in large
amounts, and so nearly wiped off the indebtedness.

But the bad system of long credits allowed small
offices to run up large debts. Balances were advisedly
left outstanding, in the expectation that disburse-
ments and remittances would reduce them. They
did not always do so. In 1814, the aggregate balance
in the hands of the six hundred deputies who then
held office in Great Britain alone, was hardly less
than a hundred thousand pounds.

No doubt the Civil Service Commissioners now
provide a suitable test examination for candidates
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desirous of entering the Accountant’s Office. But in
the old days a ready way of gauging capacity was to
set the youngster to cast long columns of figures, and:
see if the total brought out agreed with a pre-
ascertained sum. One poor youth laboured for hours,
and totalled his cast a penny too little. ¢ You are a
penny wrong; you must add up the columns afresh,’
said the stern examiner. ‘Oh, sir!’ replied the
neophyte, dismayed, ¢ will it do if I pay you the penny ?’

When quarterly accounts were still in vogue, the
worthy Postmistress of Cowes followed a capital plan.
She had a son in the Bank of England, to whom in
due course particulars of receipts and disbursements.
were forwarded. He made out the accounts, his
mother signed them, and no head post-town stood
better with the Accountant-General in London than
that on the banks of the Medina.

In Lombard Street days, post-offices were frequently
handed down from father to son, sometimes even to
the third, if not the fourth generation. The late Mr.
Norwood, Postmaster of Dover, told me that the
Dover post-office had been in his family for a century.
The post-office at Liverpool was in the hands of the
Bannings for three generations—at any rate, three:
successive Bannings held the appointment.

- To take an example, in my own native county, the
Prices—grandfather, father, and son—have held the
postmastership of Ware since 1812. A new plan now
operates, which practically throws open every vacancy
to the whole service. So the clerk at Penzance
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becomes the Postmaster of Barnet, the Postmaster of .
Scarborough the Incumbent of Taunton, and family
claims fall to the ground.

Still happily, here and there, to the advantage of
the State, the old plan prevails—a given locality
doing its best to keep the approved stock in its midst.
The most thorough-going postal family I know of is
that of the present Postmistress of Wetherby. Her
mother was postmistress, and her father postmaster,
before her. Two of her brothers are in the Morpeth
post-office, another brother and a sister are in the
York office, and two more of the family, with, I think,
a third coming on—i.e., under training—assist their
sister in managing the posts and telegraphs at
Wetherby itself. Surely that service is not an
unkindly one which retains so many descendants of
the parent stock.

It is not probable that Lombard Street would have
taken kindly to the modern plan which deprives
appointments of all sentiment. A worthy but
broken-down merchant can no longer be made post-
master of a principal city. A fit member of the
service i8 not to be brushed aside in favour of a
son who was lucky enough to have had a good
father. Todd and Freeling might have echoed the
lament of Hindostan. °The British raj is very just,
no doubt,” said a Hindoo gentleman to an English
commissioner of my acquaintance; ¢ but then it’s so
dull, so monotonous. One knows in the Civil Service
exactly what is going to happen next. The chief
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cook of last night may not become the ruler of a
province to-day.” No longer is a leaf taken from the
book of the Sultan Osman, who is said to have been
so impressed by the dexterity with which a gardener
planted cabbages that he forthwith appointed him
to be Viceroy of Cyprus.

Mail-coach developments, although extensive, had
not reached the full at Lombard Street. The greatest
achievements were yet to come.

Mail robberies troubled the official mind most.
Great care was taken, not always with success, to
secure safe stowage of the bags in a special box built
into the body of the mail-coach, and fastened by
lock and key. The exact dimensions of the mail-box
are not on record, but the few guards remaining
agree in their recollection that it was three or four
feet wide and deep, and perhaps a couple of feet
broad.

An old colleague of mine, a great traveller by coach,
disdaining all measurements, puts it neatly, that the
mail-box would just hold a man doubled up. This
would have been an obvious advantage had the duties
of guard included the ¢ doubling up’ of a refractory
passenger or negligent official, and stowing away the
remains out of sight.

The rule was for the guard, when sitting on his

. perch at the back of the coach, to keep his feet
on the locked lid. On the Bristol and Portsmouth
mail, it was not unusual, when the box was full, for
the guard to sling some bags beside him. No pas-
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genger was allowed to sit at the back of the coach
with the guard; that was a rule which was sternly
enforced, and admitted of no exception.

- In spite of the mail-box being under the feet of the
guard, and so, to all appearances, secure at least from
attacks by way of the lid, the Leeds mail on one
occasion lost sixteen of its bags near Higham Ferrers,
by the robber forcing the lock.

If the department was robbed of its bags, it took a

lofty revenge on the supposed delinquent, Huffey
White, by publishing his description all over the
country: ‘He is marked with the small-pox in large
pits deep in the skin; his nose turns up; he has
a squeaking voice ; he has served on board the hulks;
he has been. transported for life; he is well known at
all the police offices.” Conscious, perhaps, that the
hypereritical might regard the terms of this public
notice as somewhat deficient in politeness, the depart-
ment had the grace to add, ‘He is mild in manner,
and does not talk much.’
: White was a dandy as well as a burglar. He wore
& blue under-coat with gilt buttons, white waistcoat,
blue pantaloons, and a yellow belcher handkerchief
round his neck. Never were mails more genteelly
rifled.

If mail-coaches could be despoﬂed at the halt
in towns, what might not be done on the King’s
highway? Even the plan of protecting the mail-
riders under a grant of fifteen hundred pounds a year,
which early in the century had been obtained from
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the Treasury, did not always prove effectual ; indeed,
it was. not on every ride that protection could be
given. As, for example :

¢ GENERAL PosT OFFICE,
¢16th July, 1827.

‘WHEREAS on the Night of Thursday the 12th instant,
about & Quarter past Ten o'clock, the Driver with the Mail was
feloniously stopped by two Men on the King’s Highway, between
Leatherhead and Dorking, opposite Givon’s Grove, when the
Men fired two Pistols at the Driver, and severely wounded him.
. A Ramrod was found near the spot, and is supposed to have
dropped from the Pistol of one of the Offenders.

¢If either of the Persons concerned in the said Felonious
Attack, or any Person knowing thereof, will surrender himself,
and make discovery whereby the other Offender or Offenders
may be apprehended and brought to justice, such Discoverer
will be entitled to One Hundred Guineas Reward, and will also
receive HIS MAJESTY'S most gracious PARDON.’

But the most exciting, because the most daring,
robbery of all was one that took place much earlier
—I think in 1812—of the down night mail from
Lombard Street for Ipswich. The bags were crammed
with bankers’ parcels, and the thieves found a rich
booty in the notes of the private banks at Hadleigh,
Manningtree, Ipswich, and Woodbridge. A reward of
no less than one thousand pounds was offered, and
the theft was long a stock story in the Post-Office.

I cannot claim that it was in a mail-coach, but
certainly in a coach of some sort, that a lady pas-
senger strongly advised a gentleman—a stranger,
also riding inside—to put, for security against robbers,
all the money he had, amounting to ten guineas,
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into his right boot. When on Hounslow Heath,
Finchley Common, Hartford Bridge Flats, or where
not, the customary highwayman appeared, presenting
pistols through the coach-window, and demanding of
the lady her money or her life. She, protesting
poverty, promptly advised inspection of the gentle-
man’s right boot. As a consequence, the highwayman
rode off ten guineas the richer. Upbraidings within
the coach no doubt followed. :

Next day, at the inn, the lady, then in safety,
explained her strategy. She had had a thousand
pounds in her pocket, which she saved by her ready
wit, and out of it handsomely presented the gentleman
with a hundred pounds, in compensation for his loss
and mortification.

The guards were well armed, but whether firearms
were ever actually used in repelling an attack on the
mail I cannot say, although in Lombard Street days
they were, no doubt, so used now and then. That
the display of arms has warded off an attack more
than once is certainly the case. Mr. Thomas Doughall,
now living at Carlisle, was one of the last mail-coach
guards appointed. He entered the service in 1839,
at nineteen years of age. His defensive equipment,
when on duty, consisted of a blunderbuss and a
pair of pistols. Once a party of sailors commenced
stoning the coach, and then attacked it; but when
the guard, having produced his artillery, was pre-
paring to fire, they caught sight of his warlike para-
phernalia and decamped.
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I have heard of but one accident resulting from the
arming of mail-guards, and that was in Scotland in
the old days—in 1886. Strange to say, it occurred
at a wedding. The guard of the Aberdeen and Bal-
later mail-coach, being off duty, incautiously lent his
blunderbuss to a friend for the purpose of firing a
festive salute. The friend fired not wisely but too
well, and blew off his own hand.

Colonel Corbett, however, cites another mishap,
which ended fatally, at Ballina in Ireland. The
blunderbuss of the Sligo mail accidentally exploded,
and cost a poor countryman his life.

By degrees the security of the mail became assured.
Had the race of Turpins, Abershaws, Macheaths and
Du Vals survived, it would have found the work of
the road grown too hot for comfort by the time that
Lombard Street ceased to be the focus of mail-coach
administration.

That time was approaching, but many years passed
before it was reached.

A Cabinet Minister once told me that experience
showed that thirty years were needed to carry out a
great public reform—in maturing opinion, and getting
the Government of the day to act. This particular
reform took up just forty years. In 1789 it was
mooted, in 1814-15 inquired into, in 1829 accom-
plished.

Never was a new and commodious structure for
postal business more urgently required.

The Lombard Street post-office was by no means

2
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insignificant in size. It cost annually four thousand
pounds to repair, a thousand to warm, and five
thousand to light. Most of the business was done
with the aid of oil-lamps, partly because almost every
letter had to be held up against a bright light for the
detection of enclosures, and partly because the rooms
were rather dark.” But it was a miserable building
in which to lodge a great Government office. Sir
John Tilley cannot yet have forgotten its discom-
forts. His office, when he was very young, was, I
once heard him say, the disused kitchen of the old
rectory-house of St. Mary Woolnoth, which the Post-
Office rented, and which, prior to 1832, faced Sherborne
Lane, south of the church.

Houses were also taken for postal purposes in
Abchurch Lane, in order to ease the strain; but
these extensions were to liftle purpose. The mail-
guards’ room was not twelve feet square; it had to
receive, every night, eighteen guards, as well as twelve
assistants, with tools, bars, and great-coats. There .
was no place for the deposit of firearms. The
Comptroller had to share a room with his clerks.
‘When persons preferred to speak to him alone, the
clerks had to retire, quitting their own work and
interrupting that of others.

The housekeeper used two small rooms—one with-
out a fireplace, up a wretched staircase, ¢ narrow and
worn out,” leading to second and third floors above.
Had the building caught fire below, the whole esta-
blishment upstairs would probably have been swept
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away without hope of rescue. In one of her rooms
the housekeeper, as well as her family, lived ; in the
other, she cleaned, inter alia, a hundred candlesticks,
of which process it may be assumed the dwellers
above became daily aware.

The letter-carriers’ room, with eighty men in it,
was ‘ unwholesome and offensive.” Daniel Stow, the
Superintending President, said the Inland Office was
too small by half. The crowded state of the three
great sorting offices rendered necessary an enormous
consumption of vinegar for fumigation, such being
the approved antiseptic of the period.

Outside it was no better. The public found them-
selves in tight places. To gain access to the unpaid-
letter posting-box and the paid-letter window, they
had to struggle up long passages, six feet wide from
Lombard Street, five feet wide from Abchurch Lane,
and four feet wide from Sherborne Lane. Between
gix and seven o’clock in the evening, from eight to
ten thousand persons streamed into these culs-de-
sac. Robberies and rows, despite the constables,
flourished.

For the mail-coaches (seventeen were running out
of London in 1814, but seven only started.from
Lombard Street) there was scarcely standing room.
Two coaches had to be loaded up in Cornhill and
Bank Street, and six at the Gloucester Coffee-house,
nearly three miles from Lombard Street.

Public traffic during the despatch of the night
mail had to be stopped. Sherborne Lane, on the
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west side of the office, was crooked, inconvenient, and
only ten feet wide; Abchurch Lane, on the east side,
little better. The coaches had to drive over the pave-
ment in passing each other. Finally, the Lombard
Street office lay east of Cheapside, while very nearly
three letters to one were delivered to the west of it.

Parliament could not shut its eyes to the serious
inconvenience which the public sustained. It deter-
mined to remedy the matter, and appointed more
than one Select Committee to examine the question.
To rebuild on the Lombard Street site was. to effect
but a partial and temporary remedy; to move to the
northward, as had been proposed, was against the
general drift of correspondence; to build a new
post-office a mile to the westward seemed the true
solution. That was the course agreed upon.

Fourteen years later—i.e., on September 29, 1829
—to the joy of all who served under its roof, bidding
farewell to Lombard Street for ever, Freeling carried
the staff and the secretarial chair to what the Satur-
day Magazine has described as ¢ Smirke’s magnificent
building—the new and spacious office erected for the
purpose, on the site of an ancient college and sanctuary
in St. Martin’s-le-Grand.’

The mail-coaches had yet some years to run before
there came the beginning of the end. With the new
life which removal to the new building seems to have

inspired, all previous efforts were rivalled and even

surpassed.
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CHAPTER II.
THE LIBERTY OF ST. MARTIN’S8-LE-GRAND.

Ir I can-only boast of two hours’ acquaintance with
the General Post-Office in Lombard Street, at any
rate I have spent twenty years under the roof of its
successor, and twenty more within the walls of the
second post-office in the Liberty of St. Martin’s-le-
Grand. As for the third office, just completed, rooms
were prepared in it for occupation by the branch of
the department in my charge, but, although I saw the
building grow up under my eyes, I have never set foot
within its walls.

The selection of St. Martin’s-le-Grand as the site of
the new Post-Office, gave great satisfaction to owners
of property there, and was approved on all hands. It
enjoyed, justly enough, the reputation of being one of
the worst parts of London. Those who recollect, as
I do, Seven Dials in its palmy days of dirt and
dissipation, of racket and rascality, will have no
difficulty in realizing the state of some parts of the
Liberty of St. Martin’s-le-Grand in the first years of
this century.
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Time was when at the Cheapside end sanctuary
could be found. The aroma of that delectable period
still hung around the place. The respectable rate-
payers formed themselves into a vigilance com-
mittee—so little was the King’s peace kept—and
paraded the Liberty until two o’clock in the morning.
John Grant, who lived next door to the watch-house,
testified that he could not sleep for the noises at every
hour of the night. George Lee, who had resided at
89, St. Martin’s-le-Grand for thirty-two years, said
the houses were so old that only six had beeh rebuilt
since the Fire of London, a hundred and fifty years
earlier. Parliament made a clean sweep of rookery
and court. '

The site settled, what about the building? The
Select Committee considered it indispensable that a
competition of architects ghould be invited, and,
baleful suggestion from the Post-Office point of view,
that the Office of Works and Buildings should be
called in to advise.

‘An office,” said the committee, ¢ for the receiving
and delivery of letters which should be concealed
behind a front fit for a palace, and flanked by
triumphal arches, would present an incongruity no
less offensive to good taste than inconsistent with
rational economy.’

This was, I fear, a fling at poor Mr. Kaye, architect
or buildings-surveyor of the Post-Office, who was
really a very capable person, and had prepared plans
and elevations. Smirke came to the front. He
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began to build—at all events to prepare the ground—
in 1818, but eleven years elapsed before the new office
was ready for occupation.

The building needs no eulogium, either as regards
beauty or design ; but I doubt if it realized quite the
severe simplicity which the committee of 1815 desired.
It certainly adopted in principle a main feature of
Kaye’s plan—a large court within for public use.
“A central hexastyle portico of the Ionic order, the
columns fluted, the frieze plain, the cornice with
appropriate ornament of dentals in its bed mould,’
scarcely reads as though °ornamental decorations
introduced for the mere purpose of embellishment,’
which the committee appeared heartily to detest in
Kaye, were wholly avoided by Smirke. The total cost
of site and building was about £330,000.

There might be amongst architects and men of
taste differences of opinion in regard to style, eleva-
tion and disposition of space in Smirke’s structure,
but there was none on the cardinal point of providing
ample means of access for the mail-coaches. The
prime consideration of facility of entering, loading up,
and departing, stamped itself on the accepted plan,
and may any day be traced in the drive which, with
the street, goes round the building and expands into
an open courtyard at its northern extremity.

The up-coming coaches entered at the south end,
discharged their mails at the north end, and, such
a8 Sherman horsed, drove straight into the Bull and
Mouth yard opposite.
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Now began a settled course of acceleration of pace
and improvement of vehicle and service. The Duke
of Richmond, as Postmaster-General, turned to the
work with energy and skill.

In 1884, M. de Haussez, a French politician, pub-
lished a long account of his visit to England in the
previous year. The labours of the Post-Office had
already borne fruit. He described the English mail-
coach as an elegant carriage, and admired alike
horses, harness, and roads. He thought, however,
that the French diligence got over the ground as
quickly as the English coach. But it was found
that while the English mail ran at an average speed,
including stoppages, of nine or ten miles an hour, the
malle poste in France travelled only four or five miles
an hour, and at its best six.

All the same, the -service was not without its
hostile critics. The foreigner, indeed, gave us better
words than our own familiar friends; inasmuch as
the Quarterly Review, in 1837, when locomotion by
road was at its best, took a gloomy view of the
dangers of stage-coach, if not of mail-coach travelling.
It wrote: '

¢ Yet notwithstanding the moral improvement of the drivers,
the improved construction of the coaches, and the improved
state of the highroads throughout the kingdom, stage-coach
travelling is more dangerous than it ever was before, owing
to the unmerciful speed of the swift coaches and the unmerciful
loads which are piled upon the others, like Pelion upon Ossa,
or suspended from them wherever they can be hung on.

¢ ¢ Coachman,” said an outside passenger to one who was
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driving at a furious rate over one of the most mountainous
roads in the North of England, “have you no consideration for
our lives and limbs ?* ¢ What are your lives and limbs to
me ?”’ was the reply. ¢ I'm behind my timel” "’

The Quarterly Review referred not without reason
* to unmerciful speed and heavy loads. England was
said to be the Inferno of horses.

It is no doubt true that it is the pace rather than
the distance which kills. In Persia it is, at least in
the beginning of the century it was, the habit of a
chupper, or express horseman, to travel enormous
distances, even from Teheran to Bushire, which cities
are seven hundred miles apart, without change.
Stages of forty miles were not unusual. But then
the pace was an even four or five miles an hour, and
at that rate sixty or seventy miles could be traversed
daily for several days in succession.

'With us, for the mails, at any rate, short stages of
eight or at most ten miles were the rule, but the pace
was in many cases very great, the roads sometimes
deep, and the hills always trying.

Even now, the stages of some of the heavily laden
parcel-coaches are longer than desirable ; as, for
example, from Barnet to Welwyn, fourteen miles;
Welwyn to Henlow Station, fifteen and a half miles.
However, the pace is moderate, the running time for
the last-mentioned stage being two hours and three
minutes.

The Review was not alone in its strictures. Anstey’s
‘New Bath Guide’ had already furnished, in its
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edition of 1880, a lively picture of stage-coach travel-
ling on the Great Western Road :

¢Even so late as 1804, the writer of this note travelled from
London to Derry Hill—a place between Chippenham and Calne
—on his road to Bath in a four-wheeled lumbering carriage—
a mulish vehicle, between a broad-wheeled waggon and a stage-
coach—in company with ten inside, sixteen outside, including
guard and coachman, and with baggage piled up full six feet
above the roof. This compact but discordant mass of live and
dead lumber, regularly booked but not legally ensured, left
London about three o’clock in the afternoon and was broken
down at Derry Hill at nine o’clock the following morning, having
moved over about ninety miles of ground in eighteen hours.
The smash was tremendous—the screams, the groans, the ex-
clamations, the curses, and the prayers of twenty-six persons,
were various, discordant, and even ludicrous, but distressing.
Some suffered severely, some trivially, and others not at all.
The, note-ist and two other persons walked to Chippenham,
about two miles distant, hired a post-chaise, drove to Bath,
and compelled the coach-proprietor to pay for the same. Other
passengers were confined for some weeks at the White Hart
Inn, Chippenham, by bruises or broken limbs.’

Whatever may have been the actual state of mail-
coach travelling, there is no doubt that the Post-
Office, stimulated perhaps by Committees of Enquiry,
strained every nerve to bring about perfection.

It was necessarily a nice question with the depart-
ment, in 1885, whether new mail-coach services should
be put up to public competition or arranged by agree-
ment with persons of known substance and ability.
Efficiency was best secured by the latter course, but
economy and the task of procuring the assent of the
Treasury to fresh expenditure pointed to the ex-
pediency of adopting the former.
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‘ The first feeling of Mr. Palmer, with whom mail-
coaches originated,’” wrote Sir Francis Freeling, ¢ was
to get the public service done well—to apply to the
persons most competent to secure all the advantages
of a firm and vigorous execution of his plans. I was
brought up in the same school, and as far as the
matter has rested with me, I have always pursued
the same principle.” But Freeling’s influence then
was.on the wane, and, however sound his reasoning
might be, it did not follow that it prevailed.

In the Post-Office nowadays open competition is the
rule; but it is not clear to me that it has always
secured better results than were obtained under
Palmer and Freeling’s plan.

It may be mentioned, in passing, that the Bristol
and Portsmouth coach was established under Freeling’s
immediate superintendence about the year 1786. As
Palmer’s lieutenant, and inspired by the vigour of his
chief, he travelled by the coach on its first journey.
Fifty years later, within three weeks of the date when
the pen was laid aside for ever, Sir Francis was still
recommending accelerations of what he termed ‘a
child of his own.’

The price to be paid for mail-services depended to
8 great extent on the number of passengers allowed to
be carried.

There was naturally a struggle in the official mind
between cheap contracts but many mail-coach pas-
sengers, and fewer passengers, greater swiftness and
punctuality, but higher payments to the contractors.
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The struggle, I have little doubt, goes on still in
mail-train questions, inasmuch as numerous pas-
sengers and heavy luggage are sore hindrances to
punctuality.

It is not easy, however, to fix with absolute precision
on the number of passengers, exclusive of coachman
and guard, actually allowed to travel by the mail. In
the old fast post-coaches only four passengers, all
ingides, were carried; and on the mail-coaches, in
1792, Mr. Herbert Joyce* speaks of five being allowed,
four inside and one outside, presumably next the
coachman. He adds that ‘in 1821, as in 1886, the
number of passengers by a mail-coach was limited to
four inside and four out’—total eight—but on some
coaches no more than three outside passengers were
allowed—total seven. In 1882, the Saturday Magazine
pictorially represented one outside passenger, and
assuming four passengers inside, the total would be
five. In Parliamentary evidence, in the late twenties,
I find the number spoken of as limited to six.

The Liverpool and Preston fast mail, running in
the thirties, was built to carry only six passengers.
De Quincey speaks of seven, the four insides being
indignant at the presumption of the three outsides
seeking to dine with them. A surveyor’s clerk of
1838, who travelled freely by the mail, tells me the
numbers were: one on the box, two behind the
coachman, four inside—total seven. A print of the
Quicksilver shows a like number.

* ¢ History of the Post-Office,’ H. Joyce, C.B. Bentley, 1898.
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Mr. M. J. Nobbs, reputed to be one of the very last
of the mail-guards, writes that :

¢ The mail-coach I travelled on was allowed, during the last
ten years of my service on it, to carry eight outside and four
inside passengers—twelve ; instead of three outside and four

inside passengers—seven; as was the case when I first started
work as a mail-guard, <.e., in 1836.’

So far as regards England and Wales. In Ireland,
the guard of the Dublin and Wexford mail-coach puts
the number of passengers carried by his mail in the
last days before the railway at twelve—four passengers
inside, and eight outside.

The explanation of these varying figures, I have
little doubt, is that the department by degrees gave
up or relaxed its limitation of passengers, and so got
its mails carried at less cost. It certainly set the
example of swift coaches, and cultivated the taste
for travelling. But, whatever the cause, the growth
of activity on the road during the twenty years which
preceded the opening of the railways was phenomenal.
In 1815, the net revenue produced by the stage-coach
duty (including, of course, that paid by the mail-
coaches)—twopence per single mile run—had been
£218,000; in 1825, just before the move from
Lombard Street, it was sixty-six per cent. more; and
in 1885, six years after it, the revenue amounted to
within a fraction of half a million sterling, equal to
an increase of a hundred and twenty-eight per cent.
on the revenue of 1815.

If William Chaplin was by far the largest coach-
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horse proprietor in London, especially when he went
into partnership with Benjamin Worthy Horne,
Edward Sherman’s name ought to be familiar in the
postal mouth as a household word, if only because his
London horses stood in the Liberty, on the very spot
where the Post-Office has now concentrated its ad-
ministrative organization.

Where the mail-coach horse mangers ranged, the
chariot-horses of the Romans may have fed; for
underneath was the foundation of the old wall of
London, and where Sherman’s horses pawed the
ground, on being put to, I have picked up a tile of,
perhaps, A.n. 806—when the Romans rebuilt and
walled London—with the broad mark of the moulder’s
thumb yet imprinted on the clay.

Sherman at the outset was a stockbroker; then
he married in succession three rich wives; built, or
altered, the Bull and Mouth, and stabled his horses
beneath it. With plenty of capital and a fine head of
cattle, he sent coaches out of his yard in 1836 which
were models of construction and finish. The night
mails to Glasgow and Leeds worked, of course, to a
Post-Office time-table; but with the day coaches
Sherman had a free hand, and the ground flew beneath
his horses’ hoofs.

Then was the coaching world astonished by the
spectacle of journeys performed by the day mail to
Birmingham in twelve hours ; to Exeter, by the flying
“Telegraph, in 17} hours; to Leicester in 11} hours
(the boasted ‘ elegant post-coach’ from the Swan with
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Two Necks, Lad Lane, of 1812, carrying only inside
passengers, took fourteen hours in running to the
George, in the Haymarket at Leicester); to Man-
chester in 17} .hours; to Portsmouth, to Woodstock,
and to Worcester, at a noble pace; and to Shrews-
bury, by the memorable Wonder, in sixteen hours.

It was Sherman, according to Colonel Corbett, who
made the gallant attempt to run the new railway off
the road, by means of the Red Rover, from the Bull
and Mouth to Manchester, in the winter of 1837.
But the sentiment which may still induce the traveller
to prefer, in the summer solstice, a spin of a dozen
miles over a fair rolling country behind four ¢ prancing
tits,” to being drawn by the iron horse, was not long
proof against the blandishments of a spacious cushioned
compartment, for a six or eight hours’ journey by
steam, as an alternative to an eighteen hours’ journey
on the top, or even in the inside, of a coach at any
time of the year ; and Sherman, with his Red Rover,
fared no better than Don Quixote with his wind-mill.

The . Marquis of Conyngham, the most transient,
probably, of all Postmasters-General, retired for the
second time on May 80, 1835, after a tenure of office
of only twenty-two days, and so made way for Thomas
William, Earl of Lichfield, who, no less than the
Duke of Richmond, bent his mind on mail-coach
development with vigour and success. -

Lord Lichfield did his part well. Twelve new
coaches  having been put on by his predecessor, he
effected accelerations, and put on more new coaches
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still, amongst others the Gloucester and Brighton
mail, which commenced running on August 16, 1836.
It left Gloucester at two a.m., and reached Brighton
(152 miles. 6 furlongs) at five p.m., starting from
Brighton on the return journey at seven-thirty a.m.
As this was about the last mail-coach established,
_ some details may not be out of place. It ran at ten
miles an hour, and cost—at threepence a mile for the
horses, at 23d. for the coach itself, for tolls at bridges
and for wages of three guards—in the aggregate,
£1,354 a year.

Some idea of the postal defects it was designed to
remedy may be gathered from the fact that the towns
of Gloucester and Chippenham, distant from each
other only thirty-five miles, were five days’ post apart.

So much did passenger traffic hinge on convenience
of hours, that, had the mails been despatched from
Gloucester at five a.m., rather than two a.m., the
contractors would have accepted nearly five hundred
pounds a year less from the Post-Office.

Such accelerations as had been achieved cheered
the heart of the dying Secretary. It had ever been
with him, he wrote to Lord Lichfield, ‘a favourite
object to put the great communications between the
principal towns on the best possible footing,’ and
what his assistants had accomplished went far towards
that object. The important measures shaped were,
Freeling declared, ‘ in pursuance of the earnest desire
we have all felt to improve the, posts of the country.’
I know not if these loyal and kindly words were the
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last that he wrote, but a few days later Secretary
Sir Francis Freeling was dead.

Freeling’s death took place in London on July 10,
1836. For a few weeks postal affairs were adminis-
tered by his eldest son, George Henry, who held the
office of Assistant-Secretary. A vacancy soon occur-
ring in the Commission of Customs, Sir George was
appointed to it, and the Freeling dynasty, at the Post-
Office, cameé wholly to an end.

The name itself survived within the walls of the
department until a few years back, directly in the
person of the late Mr. F'. H. Freeling, Surveyor of the
department in the Channel Islands, and indirectly in
that of Mr. Freeling J, Lawrence, an esteemed official
who, after long service, has retired into private life.

A part of my apprenticeship to secretarial work in
Smirke’s Post-Office was served under a master of his
craft, whom I will call X, and who sat in a room,
shared by two assistants, which looked out, at the
back, on Foster Lane. One of these—Y—was of a
theatrical turn, and the other was, I think, the son
of a literarv man. Both were jovial spirits. Of them
there was related to me many years ago a mirthful
incident, the account of which, no doubt, has received
some embellishments in repetition.

One day the chief was absent. The two assistants,
as the day wore on, whiled away the time by bom-
barding each other with official books and bundles
of X’s office-papers. It was hot weather, and the
windows were open, At length, by mischance, out of

8
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a window flew an Imperial Calendar, marked with the
name or number of the room. It fell in the narrow
lane, at the feet of a passer-by, who speedily appeared
in the Secretary’s office, purple with anger.

He was shown into X’s room, where Y (who was
the real culprit) received him with gravity, and
deplored the occurrence, which was attributable to a
wild young married man (with a wife and three little
children), named X, who had that moment left the
building. Y would at once write a minute to the
Postmaster-General, and advise his dismissal. On
this the visitor relented, and protested that he would,
in that case, withdraw his complaint, as it would be
lamentable if the youthful wife and little children
suffered for a giddy act of the young father. Mr. X,
bhe advised, should be rebuked, and cautioned as to
his future conduct. A fatherly eye ought to be kept
upon the young and thoughtless fellow.

At first, Y, secretly overjoyed at the turn affairs had
taken, professed himself reluctant to adopt this course,
from a high sense of public duty; but, at length, on
renewed appeals, he magnanimously gave way. So
nothing more was heard of the unlucky shot into
Foster Lane, and X to this day, in his retirement, is
not aware of the goings-on of his satellites on that
eventful afternoon.

There was another incident.

When salaries were paid quarterly rather than
monthly, as at present, some of the younger men,
and perhaps even the older ones, became rather
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inadequately supplied with cash in the third month
of the quarter, and during that month tradesmen’s
bills were paid with possibly somewhat less prompti-
tude than at other times. The creditors knew how
‘the land lay, and when cash was available.

Once, on pay-day, a tailor appeared at the Post-
Office, peremptorily demanding payment from a
customer. He would listen to no excuse or delay,
and vowed that he would not leave his debtor’s side
until he was paid.

‘Oh, very well! said Z, who was a humorous
youth but little disposed to pay bills. ¢If you must
have your money, come with me to the next room.’

In that room was a descending lift, which to this
day is always in motion. Z lightly sprang upon it,
and, waving his hat to his amazed and bewildered
creditor, bade him a graceful adieu, and disappeared
from view in the depths below.

Indeed, not a few of my colleagues, as the quarter
advanced, seemed to be in the condition of the sprig
of fashion who, when asked what was the cause of his
neglecting to pay his debts, replied : ‘Inadequacy of
means.’

Tailors were, however, not always so aggressive as
in Z’s case. The clouded brow of a young man, who
has since risen to distinction in paths outside the
Post-Office, once aftracted my attention. He ex-
plained that his tailor had had the audacity to request
payment of an account. The wealth of my young
colleague chiefly lay in being well connected and
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having a good figure. ‘Tell me,’ said I next day, ‘ what
happened.” ¢Of course I made the tailor apologize.
I said to him, ‘Look here; if this is repeated, I
shall take away my custom.”’ ¢ What did he say to
that?” ¢That he was very sorry. It was quite an
oversight, and should not happen again. I was not
to think of my bill (which I certainly shall not), and
would I let him measure me for a new coat ?’

The business of the Post-Office grew with great
rapidity. Efficient service, low rates of postage,
increase of population, activity and extension of trade
—all told their tale. Freeling was dead, Maberly
had retired, and Sir John Tilley had succeeded Sir
Rowland Hill. He cast his eyes on the western side
of . St. Martin’s-le-Grand. In due course a second
General Post-Office, from the design of Mr. Williams,
of the Office of Works, arose in the Liberty.

The late Mr. Ayrton, Member of Parliament for the
Tower Hamlets and First Commissioner of Works,
laid the foundation-stone in the late sixties. He
was not prone to indulge in ornate elevations. The
Committee of 1815 would have found him archi-
tecturally a man after its own heart. I recall the
gravity with which, at the little ceremony of stone-
laying, he declared that he aimed at constructing a
building for use rather than for show. Success in
both respects marked the effort.

Williams’s office was a more costly affair than
Smirke’s. The social atmosphere of the Liberty had
been purified; rents as a consequence had risen.
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Property on the one side cost almost double what it
had fetched on the other. The building itself, how-
ever, was cheap enough. Site and structure came to
rather more than four hundred thousand pounds.

Smirke’s office is still, in spite of cruel gashes, as
solid as a rock; its successor, as would be expected,
scarcely less so.

But when Sir John Tilley laid his plans, postal
telegraphs had hardly loomed on the horizon.
Fawcett was yet to come with his vivifying influence
—the parcel post, aids to thrift, and other bene-
ficent schemes. Lefevre was still to arise and push
to completion his dead friend's ideas, and engraft on
the department far-seeing plans of his own. More
space was soon needed. :

All eyes turned to the Bull and Mouth, which had
been largely rebuilt, and named the Queen’s Hotel.
It was highly prosperous, and somewhat difficult to
acquire. But money can do most things. The Post-
Office stepped forward and bought it, and built upon
the site, from the design of Mr. Tanner, the third
office in the Liberty, which is now in occupation
and known as the General Post Office (North). It
cost, in land, compensations, and structure, four
hundred and twenty thousand pounds.

My official room, on the first floor of the north-
eastern angle of the General Post-Office (West),
commanded a full view of the hotel. I saw the
process of demolition from first to last. The old
coffee or smoking room at the back was, I am



L L e e e e — e S

38 ON THE TRACK OF THE MAIL-COACH

tolerably sure, the coffee or commercial room of
Sherman’s time ; and that and some of the bedrooms,
without fireplaces, which were survivals of the original
building, gave an idea that, as measured by modern
wants, the old-fashioned inns were not without their
discomforts. Rats were plentiful.

As signs and relics of the old Bull and Mouth, the
modern Queen’s Hotel bore on its front wall two
enormous tablets ; the larger, sixteen feet high and
eight feet wide, richly moulded, contained the follow-
ing insecription :

¢ Milo, the Cretonian,
An Ox slew with his fist,
And ate it up at one meal.

Ye Gods ! what a glorious twist !’
On the smaller (four feet high and five feet wide)
figured a fine young bull, modelled apparently on Paul
Potter’s immortal work at the Hague, and beneath it
the grotesque masque of a human mouth. These
tablets were presented in 1887, by the Postmaster-
General (the Right Hon. H. C. Raikes, M.P.), to the
Guildhall Museum as memorials of an old City inn.

Smirke’s office opposite regulated the full flow of
mail-coaches for exactly nine years. Then the tide
slackened. Yet until 1854 a trace of the old days
survived in a branch of the department styled the
Mail-Coach Office. One of its functions was to deter-
mine distances.
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CHAPTER III
LANDMARKS.

Nor indeed all, but many of the coach-roads on the
northern side of the Thames were measured from ‘the
place where Hicks’s Hall formerly stood.’

It would seem that I am not the only native or
parishioner of Chipping Barnet who has aimed at
verifying the site of that and other famous places in
the Metropolis, from which distances along the coach-
roads were as a rule reckoned.

Knight’'s ‘London,” of 1841, devotes part of a
chapter on suburban milestones to the fruitless travels
of Jedediah Jones, a schoolmaster of Barnet, in
attempting to discover Hicks’s Hall. Jones, after a
weary day which yields no result, spends his penul-
timate shilling on a frugal meal, and his very last on
the guard of the Holyhead mail, in obtaining a lift
outside the coach from Highgate to Barnet.

I have been more fortunate. Park’s ¢ History of
Hampstead’ and some other publications clear the
matter up beyond a doubt. Besides, a wall tablet
still indicates in some detail the site of Hicks’s Hall.
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Six or eight places have been accepted by varions
authorities as the points from which measurements
were made, viz.: for the eastern roads, Shoreditch
Church and the Standard in Cornhill ; for the south-
east, the Stone’s End in the Borough, which I take
to have been the south end of Blackman Street, near
the King’s Bench Prison ; for the south, perhaps the
Obelisk in Westminster Bridge Road; for the western
roads, Hyde Park Corner; and for the northern roads,
St. Giles’s Pound, which stood near St. Giles’s Church;
Holborn Bars, and notably Hicks’s Hall.

Of these, the most ancient was probably the
Standard in Cornhill ; the best known, at any rate
in the Post-Office, Hicks’s Hall.

Shoreditch Church stands in the High Street,
exactly opposite Old Street, where the Kingsland
Road and the Hackney Road conspire to make, with
the other two, what is still known in rural parts as a
four-want way.

The Standard in Cornhill dated from a very early
time indeed. It was an ingenious, but imperfect,
contrivance for - receiving Thames water, raised by
mere pressure of the tide. Sometimes the Standard
overflowed, at others it ran dry. Known indifferently
a8 the Carrefour, Foure Spouts, or Water Standard, it
stood at the intersection of Leadenhall Street, Cornhill,
Bishopsgate Street, and Gracechurch Street. (In
the later great fire of 1765, by the way, all these
four corners were alight at the same time.)

Eventually, the Standard became a nuisance, and
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was discontinued July 10, 1671, one Nicholas Dun-
come being paid fifteen pounds ten shillings for clear-
ing it away. Buf, as in the case of Hicks’s Hall,
distances continued to be reckoned from its site for a
eenfury or more after the column had been taken
down.

The Hall, dating from 1610 or 1612, was planted in
an open space next St. John’s Lane and St. John
Street, on the southern edge of Clerkenwell parish.

It was built by Sir Baptist Hicks (or Hickes), partly
for the use of the justices at Sessions, and partly
as a Bridewell, or house of correction. It fell into
ruin, and was replaced, in 1780, by the present
Sessions House on Clerkenwell Green. A new house
of correction, where the Fenian attempt took place,
provided for the custody of misdemeanants, hard by.

I recollect very well hearing the Clerkenwell explo-
sion. I was in my room at the Post-Office at the
time, and the effect was as though a heavy piece of
furniture had fallen down on the floor above.

Sir Baptist was a wealthy silk-mercer of Cheapside,
He was knighted early in the seventeenth century,
subsequently made a baronet, and finally a peer,
under the title of Lord Hickes of Ilmington and
" Viscount Campden. He died in 1629, his widow
erecting a monument to his memory in Campden
Church, in Gloucestershire.

Hicks’s Hall survived in name long after it had
ceased to exist as a building. It stood, as the record
in St. John Street shows to this day, one mile one
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furlong and thirteen yards from the Standard in
Cornhill, and four furlongs and two hundred and
five yards from Holborn Bars.

The latter were formerly to be found across Holborn,
east of the top of Gray’s Inn Lane and Middle Row.
If I may trust to Bayly’s map of 1765 for one fact
and my own recollection for another, the Bars must
have crossed the road exactly in front of a barber’s
shop—Gillingwater’s, I think— outside which, in the
late forties or early fifties, I surely saw one of
the last of a series of remarkable placards. 'When
bear’s grease was supposed to be the finest possible
restorative for hair growing thin, hairdressers or
perfumers would occasionally electrify London by
announcing in the largest possible type, ‘Another
Tremendous Bear just Slaughtered I’ Thus too did
the barber, no doubt to amuse the public eye.

Before Holborn was paved, the roadway in wet
weather was knee-deep in mud, and one of the earliest
road-tolls levied in England was for its repair. It
does not seem improbable that the Bars were erected
partly for the purpose of enforcing and collecting the
toll from travellers to the City, and partly for marking
the City boundary, as in the case of Temple Bar.

So, along the highroads, carefully measured from
one or other of the seven points, bowled such of her
Majesty’s British mail-coaches as I propose to touch
on—to Hull; to Yarmouth; to towns on the Dover
road; to the New Forest; to the West of England
and Cornwall; through South Wales; to Liverpool
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and Manchester ; to Carlisle, and to the Far North.
On other highroads, the best in the world, I shall
follow the track of the Royal mail-coach in Ireland.

‘While direct attacks of freebooters on the coaches,
or the furtive theft of bags, might be frustrated by
incessant vigilance, a sufficient armament, and an
effective constabulary patrol, there was one formidable
difficulty which no foresight could evade, no lapse of
time eliminate, and that was the snowfall which, in
any winter, might stop up the mail-roads altogether.
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CHAPTER 1IV.
SNOW.

PersoNaLLy I have no recollection of being stopped,
or even hindered, in my movements about the country
at any time by snow, except perhaps on one occasion.

I was staying at Matlock, and having in the fore-
noon cleared off my official correspondence, I decided
on employing the afternoon in riding across the
lower range of the Peak of Derbyshire, and surveying
the telegraph arrangements of Wirksworth and
Ambergate. It began to snow heavily as I started
from Matlock, and when I had ridden as far as
Wirksworth further progress was attended with risk ;
indeed, I saw that even to get back in due course
to Matlock Bath, the sooner I turned my steed’s
head round the better for both. The Peak is not a
pleasant place in which to be snowbound ; so I gave
up the visit to Ambergate, and swiftly sought and
regained the warm shelter of the Bath Hotel.

But the experience of the department in every
winter has been that of struggles on road or rail,
more or less arduous, with snow.
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With the record fresh of what mail-coaches had
endured in winter time, it was an anxious ques-
tion, in the very early days of railways, how the
trains would fare in snow of a depth sufficient to
hinder or stop a road coach. That question was soon
set at rest. On December 20, 1836, in the deep
cutting through the Cowran hills, on the Newcastle
and Carlisle railway (along which the mails had just
begun to be sent), the snow had accumulated to the
depth of four or five feet,* and a crowd of country
people assembled to see what would happen to the
train. Down came the Hercules steam-engine; it
dashed right into the drift, cutting its way through
with perfect ease and flinging snow chimney high, as
the foam of a stormy sea.

On the occasion of the same storm, the snow lay
on parts of the Dover road in drifts from eighteen
to thirty feet deep. The French mails were sent by
steamers from the Thames, and by the same vessels
inland mails were landed at Gravesend and Ramsgate.
Between Canterbury and Dover the mails were con-
veyed by stages. The road was not reopened until
the new year had turned.

On Sunday, December 25, all the mail-coaches due
reached London. On Monday, the 26th, only sixteen
out of twenty-four arrived at all (twenty-seven were
despatched nightly, but on the return journey twenty-
four coaches were due as night mails and three as day
mails). On Tuesday only two came in before noon,

* ¢ Encyclopsdia Britannica,’ 1842.
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and only five later on, so that seven night mail-
coaches, instead of twenty-four, drove up to the Post-
Office. On Wednesday an improvement was notice-
able: fifteen coaches arrived in the course of the day.
On Thursday, twenty, and on Friday, the 80th, all,
except the Dover mail, reached London.

When the facts of Boxing Day were known, the
Surveyor of Mail-Coaches, although ill and in bed,
was equal to the occasion. On Tuesday, the 27th, he
arose, brushed his doctor aside and came down to the
office. Calling the London mail contractors together,
he laid his plans, and with eleven coaches, instead
of twenty-seven, despatched Tuesday’s night mail;
grouping the bags on selected vehicles in order, as he
graphically expressed it, ‘ to rake the kingdom.’

One coach to Salisbury took all three loads for the
Exeter roads; a Bristol coach cleared off the West of
England mail. The Norwich coach, vii Newmarket,
swept most of the eastern counties ; lateral expresses
branched off here and there, and filled in the gaps.
The Holyhead and the Manchester coaches provided

“for half the Midlands, the great towns redistributing
the mails, where the roads were open, right and left.

The Edinburgh coach, drawn by six horses, con-
veyed all the Scotch bags—the Glasgow mail as well
as its own—and masses of bags for the Eastern Mid-
lands. 8o heavy was the combined mail, so im-
portant, so difficult to redistribute with accuracy, that
the Surveyor sent down with the coach one of the
most dependable of his officers to see it safely through.
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This was Mr. J. H. Newman, some time Surveyor of
the South-eastern Postal District of England, and
now residing at Dorking, in Surrey. Mr. Newman
recollects that, due to the roads being heavy and
obstructed with snow, he did not reach York until
Friday, the 380th, instead of Wednesday, Decem-
ber 28.

Again the mail-guards repeated the story of de-
votion to duty. Webb, who left St. Martin’s-le-
- Grand at eight p.m. on Tuesday, February 2, did not
reach Bath until four p.m. the next day; he turned
back with the up-mail the same night, and arrived at
the Post-Office only at noon on Thursday—that is to
say, after forty hours’ exposure to the weather, two
nights being spent on the top of his coach.

The guard (Cox) of the up Bristol coach, of the
night of February 2, brought his mails into St.
Martin’s-le-Grand at one p.m. on the 8rd, five hours
and fifty-seven minutes late. The marvel is that
he brought them in at all. At Calne the coach had
become blocked in & snow-drift. Cox procured a light
cart, and started a post-boy on horseback as pilot in
front. They struggled on until within two hundred
yards of Beckhampton Inn and the Waggon and
Horses (which latter was surely just what they stood
in need of) on the Downs ; there, within sight of the
cheering lights of both, the post-boy and his horse
fell headlong together into a drift, and the cart could
be got no further.

Then the guard abandoned the vehicle, mounted
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& saddle-horse, and carried his bags to Marlborough,
accomplishing twelve miles in six hours. At Marl-
borough post-horses were available. He tried a short
cut through Savernake Forest (the same ‘lawny
thickets of Marlborough ’ which De Quincey speaks of),
only to be baffled by the snow, and compelled to turn
back to the highroad. Thereon he found several
coaches buried wheel-deep, and blocking the way.
Intent on his own mails, he contrived, by great
exertions, to run the blockade and get to Hungerford:
Here the Great Western Road became clearer, and,
with spirit unabated, this valorous official set himself
to make up lost time. In fifty-eight miles he regained
an hour and ten minutes, and at last reached the
General Post-Office.  'When he got there, he heard
that all the mail-coaches due off the Western Road
were missing.

Moore, guard of the Worcester mail, was overturned
during the night in a snow-drift, but by great strength
and activity he righted the coach, and, impounding
carthorses, brought it forward to Enstone. He must
have been own cousin, to the man—if not the man
himsgelf—(an Irishman, by the way) who, according
to tradition, in the north yard of the General Post-
Office, got underneath a mail-coach, arched his back,
and, in the presence of the Postmaster-General of the
day (who had wagered a dozen of port with a friend),
lifted all four wheels clean off the ground. A mail-
coach weighed not far short of a ton.

Mr. C. Boniface, of Summerhill, Dublin, is another
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of the old race. He was a mail-guard for exactly
fifty-one years—beginning with Irish mail-coaches in
June, ‘1836 ; travelling over all parts of Ireland;
suffering from exposure on roads blocked with snow-
drifts ; and winding up his long and arduous service in
June, 1885.

Upset four times, and having, as he tells me,
adventures too numerous to mention, this fine old
survivor of the past recalls especially two violent
storms—of snow in 1888, and of wind in 1839—which
respectively filled up the highroads with snow and
fallen trees, and for a time stopped all traffic.

‘Peter’s in an awfu’ feery-farry the nicht, neebers ;
ye wud think he was a mail-gaird,’ says Ian Maclaren,
by the mouth of Drumsheugh. Thus, amongst other
ways, have the activity and devotion of the old race—
now alone represented by a solitary survivor or so—
of the mail-coaching days left marks both on history
and fiction.

No doubt it was customary for guards and others to
give an inkling, when they could, at the post-office of
the presence of a Surveyor or other superior official
on the mail-coach. In Swansea it is a tradition that
a particular guard would, on such occasions, on
passing along the Strand, wind a special mot, as
Wamba did, on his horn, so that the knights of
the sorting-table within the post-office might have
warning that the foe was upon them before the mail-
coach reached the office door.

- The achievements of guards Cox and Moore are
4

_
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perhaps examples of ‘endurance and resource. In
other ways, not, however, connected with the mail-
service, some curious instances of presence of mind
and the reverse have come within my experience.
Amongst them, I recollect, when the town-hall of
Leeds was in course of construction, in the fifties,
seeing a workman cling to the chain of a windlass
fixed in the scaffolding of the tower, and resting his
feet on a knob or hook at the extremity, allow himself
to be hauled up, dangling in mid-air, to a height of
probably sixty or eighty feet. Similarly, in the con-
struction of the new General Post-Office (North), it was
a common practice for labourers to be lifted twenty or
thirty feet in the air, holding on to a chain, and then
to be swung by a partial revolution of the foot-plate
of the steam-crane from the southern side to the
eastern front. In either case, a momentary dizziness
would have meant destruction.

On the other hand, while I was travelling by
rail to a Midland town, and my train was passing
through a cutting, the reservoir of a cotton-mill, filled
to overflowing by heavy rain, burst and swept down
bales of cotton on to the line, throwing the train off
the rails and bringing it to a standstill. No one was
hurt. But because the line was flooded, we, the
passengers, had to pass along by the foot-boards of
the carriages, clamber on to the engine, and slip down
easily enough from the front of it to terra firma.
Perhaps the upward gradient left the ground dry
there, or possibly the platelayers had made a rough
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pathway of old sleepers, but in any case there was
neither difficulty nor danger in getting down and
across the line to shelter, dry-shod. One passenger,
however, a man in the prime of middle life, was
paralyzed with terror. He could get as far as the
tender, but no further. At last the guard and fire-
man made him shut his eyes while they carefully
lifted him down and carried him to a house hard by.

Again, & friend of mine told me that he and two
other gentlemen, having procured leave to do so, once
paid a visit of inspection to the Menai Tubular Bridge,
all three walking on the broad top of one of the tubes.
‘When midway between Carnarvonshire and Anglesea,
the self-possession of one of the three friends failed.
He dared go neither forward nor backward. In the
upshot he had to lie down on his back, and each
companion taking a leg, they actually drew him in
that position back to the starting-point.

The Waggon and Horses at Beckhampton has been,
I am told, in the hands of the same family for several
generations, and has enjoyed, as a roadside inn should,
a great reputation for excellent home-brewed beer.
Wayfarers had need, in the thirties, to be strengthened
by a generous stimulant, in facing the breezes of the
wide-spreading downs, and well armed, in preparing
for the possible attentions of highwaymen. For not
only was there, early in the century, a gibbet west
of Beckhampton—memorial of a mail-coach or other
highway robbery—but two and a half miles on the
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London side of the pleasant town of Calne was to be
met with the anything but pleasant Cherhill gang—
a goodly company of footpads who, in' mail-coach
days, stuck at nothing. ’ ’

A former Vicar of Cherhill tells* of the defence, at
the assizes, of an alleged highwayman (possibly one
of the Cherhill men) by the late Mr. Henry
Merewether, who was so successful in his address
that his client was acquitted, and left the court with a
character altogether spotless. The same night, on
the way home, Mr. Merewether was stopped on- the
downs; timely help arrived, the freebooter was’
arrested, and found to be the lawyer’s client of the
morning.

But although the Waggon and Horses at Beck-
hampton was a familiar sight to travellers by the
Bath road, the true Beckhampton Inn—twenty-six
miles from Bath, where, I take it, passengers by the
down night mails snatched, soon after five a.m., a very
early breakfast, as an earnest of better things at Bath
or Bristol—still stands, but it is in private occupation.

Less than a mile west of the famous barrow or
mound—one hundred and seventy feet high, and in
diameter five hundred feet at the base, and more than
a hundred at the top—known as Silbury Hill, will be
found, at the junction of the Calne and Devizes
roads, a substantial square-built house of two stories
and fourteen front windows. It has its principal
face towards the former road. With a central porch,

* ¢ Cherhill Gleanings,” Rev. W. C. Plenderleath, M.A.
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and thickly covered with the foliage of creepers, it
is the beau-ideal of a first-class posting-inn in the -
best of the coaching days. Large training stables are
attached to it, and young race-horses occupy loose-
boxes where formerly pairs of post-horses found a
home. This was once Beckhampton Inn.

In ‘Forty Years at the Post-Office’ I have re-
counted the adventures of mail-guard Nobbs, in
carrying the mails to Aberystwith, in the late thirties.
I will now add that, properly to appreciate the
difficulties of that journey, it is needful to bear in
mind that the distance from Cheltenham to Aberyst-
with js 116} miles; that the young man rode in a
mountainous region (Radnor Forest is 2,168 feet,
and the top of Plinlimmon 2,468 feet, above sea-level),
in the depth of a severe winter; and that the con-
cluding part of the journey had to be traversed,
partly by post-chaise, partly by cars, and partly on
foot.. - L :
- The winter of 1836-7 must have recalled, to any-
one then alive to remember it, the great snowstorm
of January, 1776, when, according to Gilbert White,
the company at Bath, who wanted to attend the
Queen’s Birthday Drawing-room, were strangely in-
commoded. Many carriages which had struggled as
far ‘as Marlborough were there stopped altogether.
“The ladies fretted, and offered large rewards to
labourers if they would shovel them a track to London.
But the relentless heaps of snow were too bulky to be
removed.’
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In 1854-5, just before I became a postal servamt,
the winter was remarkable for the duration of frosty
weather, but I have no note of the extent to which it
affected the mails. I was more concerned in those
days with telegraphs, and the frostier the weather,
the better we got on, until the wires snapped and
struck work altogether.

In February, 1855, there were seventeen days in
which the mean temperature was below thirty-two
degrees. The like had not since been known until
1895, when from January 25 to February 18 there
were twenty-five such days. Darwin seems to have
been impressed by the cold of the earlier period. I
estimated,” he wrote, ‘that the winter of 1854-5 de-
stroyed four-fifths of the birds in my own grounds.’*

But the posts ran in 1854-5, to the best of my
knowledge, with reasonable punctuality. History,
as far as the weather went, did but repeat itself.
‘December 24, 1785, to January 7, 1786, records
Gilbert White,t ¢ hard frost ; 14th to 21st, deep snow;
February 22 to March 10, hard frost. On May 1
and 2, thick ice.” He says, however, nothing about
the Selborne postman, nor, indeed, of mail-riders,
who somehow had to struggle through the snow.

It was in London on January 22, 1881, as White
had found it on January 22, 1776. ‘But the Metro-
polis itself exhibited a still more singular appearance
than the country; for, being bedded deep in snow,

* ¢ Origin of Species,” John Murray, 1860,
+ White’s ¢ Selborne.’
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the pavement could not be touched by the wheels or
the horses’ feet, so that the carriages ran about
without the least noise.” I was at a Surveyors’
meeting at Malvern, and did but hear rumours of
serious stoppages of the mails. Had there been.
mail-coaches on the road, they must have given in
altogether. Tewkesbury, I recollect, was blocked
with snow, except where, in the town, a roadway had
been cut.

The winter of 1894-5 compares in duration and
severity—if not in amount of snow-fall, at least in
respect of frost—with many of the trying winters
already referred to. Even snow made itself felt in no
small degree. The beginning of February found the
whole of Great Britain wrapt in a white shroud. The
appearance of the land recalled the January of 1881
I have just referred to. The North of Scotland,
however, from a postal point of view, was the chief
sufferer.

Sutherland and Caithness were practically sealed
up. Near Wick, the mail-train, on the way to
Georgemas, became embedded in a snow-drift twenty
feet deep and half a mile long. The snow on Blair
Atholl Station platform was up to the knee; in the
cuttings it was over a man’s head. Three engines
braced together, with a steam-plough in front and a
carriage full of workmen behind, prepared to charge a
block in' Struan cutting, But the attempt was re-
linquished as hopeless.

As in 1887, so in 1895, the Dava cutting filled up
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with snow ; and a train, which was sent to the relief
of other blocked trains, strove to penetrate the ob-
struction, with the only result that its snow-plough,
two engines, and the intrepid superintendent and
assistant-engineer of the Highland line, crashed into
wreaths of snow twelve to fifteen feet high, and there
remained until a rescue-party arrived. Where it was
possible, the local mails were put on board steamers,
and forwarded to the Northern ports by sea. One
block in Caithness continued for eight days.

On the Skye line, the mail-train, after cutting
through heavy drifts, encountered a twelve-foot wreath
-at Auchterneed, ran into it, and stuck fast.

The department had a very trying.time in the
South of Scotland, the fall of snow being greater
than anyone living can recollect in that quarter.
The lines between Carlisle and Ayr and Glasgow
were kept open; but the Stranraer line, which
branches from the Carlisle-Ayr line at Dumfries,
and runs for about seventy miles through a highly
picturesque, but in parts rather wild, country, as well
as the Portpatrick and Wigtownshire and Whithorn
lines, were all hopelessly blocked. The mail-train,
with a sorting carriage attached, was snow-bound at
Creetown for two days and a night before it was
released, and the Post-Office sorters suffered a good
deal.

The Larne steamer, on her way back from Ireland,
at the commencement of the storm had to anchor at
the mouth of Loch Ryan for a long time; and after-
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wards, having made a fresh start, the captain had to,
anchor again further up the loch. Next day he
reached Stranraer. All the bags and baskets which
had accumulated at Dumfries had to be sent by train
to Ayr (Stranraer being inaccessible by land), whence
they were taken to Stranraer by sea at night. For
this purpose the Princess Victoria, or the Princess
May (I am not now sure which), was brought round
to Ayr.

The beautiful vessel was a wonderful sight when.
bearing up for Ayr Harbour. It was a day of .bright
sunshine, with a blue .sea, like the Bay of Naples.
The rigging, bridge, and all exposed parts of the
vessel were covered with snow and icicles. The perils
of the night were over, but Captain Campbell is
reported to have said that he never could have
imagined such blinding drift and intense cold as he
and his men had to endure untll they got fairly into
the loch.

The country roads were of course wholly impassable
for man or horse. But people in remote places
nevertheless cried out loudly because they did not
receive their Scotsman newspaper by post as usual.

In Ireland, even in the South, the drifts on Sunday,
February 10, about Fermoy, were eight to ten feet
deep. The mail-trains from Cork for Dublin could
get no farther than Buttevant. Between that station,
and Dublin there are said to have been fifteen miles
of impassable snow.

. .Great were the sufferings of the sortmg—oﬁ‘icers in
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the travelling post-office of the American mail-train
for Cork. They had nine hundred and twelve bags
in their charge, and were more than a day late in
arriving at Queenstown. They left Dublin about
daylight on Sunday, and before mid-day they were
blocked in the snow, remaining stationary for five
hours below Kilmallock, and for three hours below
Charleville. They were twenty-seven hours and
ten minutes in the sorting-vans, a blizzard blowing
outsidle and the temperature being below zero
within. The Cunard steamer was detained for a
whole day. : :

In England, there were scarcely fewer opportunities
of devotion to duty. On the highroads, thanks to
the efforts of the local authorities, ploughs and
shovelling gangs were brought to bear; but in the
Pickering, Darlington, and Hexham districts, the
quantity of snow which fell offered great obstruc-
tion, and caused serious interference with the postal
service.

About Pickering, the fall of snow was the heaviest
known for forty or fifty years, the drifts in some
places rising to the height of twelve feet. On January
1, 1895, the mail-cart service between Pickering and
Rosedale Abbey (ten miles north of Pickering, in the
heart of the Cleveland Hills) the road to which is
almost entirely across -open moors, was wholly sus-
pended. It was only restored the next day after
prolonged efforts. The mail-cart (which could be got
forward by stages of but ten yards at a time) had
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to be left on the highroad, the mails being taken on
horseback across the fields.

The services in the districts of Middleton-in-
Teesdale, near Darlington, and Haltwhistle, near
Hexham, were carried on with much trouble, as was
also the case near Thirsk, Malton, Northallerton,
Bedale, and Durham; but the greatest difficulty of
all was in the Pickering and Rosedale Abbey service,
as already described.

‘The marked feature of this Arctic winter’ [refer-
ring, no doubt, to the snow], says a correspondent
writing on February 28, ‘has not spared Shropshire
and North Wales. In Carnarvonshire the roads have
been blocked. Our first heavy fall was on Saturday,
January 12. The mail-cart fiom Newport to Shifnal
was also stopped, and on that Sunday the cart from
Congleton (Cheshire) failed to get through a drift on
the road to Chelford. The drivers from Carnarvon
to Llanberis and Beddgelert both had to leave the
mail-carts, and slinging the bags on their horses’
backs, make the best of their way on foot, returning
with the inward mails in the same fashion.

‘Both last month and this the line between Bala
and Blainau Festiniog has been blocked for several
days, and the outward mails had to be diverted via
Llandudno Junetion.’

" A letter from Laxey, in the Isle of Man, dated
February 14, said, ‘ The trams have all stopped run-
ning; as in some places they pass through, the snow
is eighteen feet deep. I was speaking to a man
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yesterday, who has lived here, in Laxey, sixty years,
and he never remembers such an awful blizzard.:

¢ We had no post from last Monday until Saturday,
and then the postman brought'the letters in saddle-
bags slung over the horse’s back. Last night he had
to walk, carrying the sacks himself, eight miles from
the steamer. I think, if it lasts much longer, you
vill not have many more letters from me."

The great feature of the winter, however, was the
duration, rather than the severity, of the frost. One
careful observer records that it commenced on
December 27, 1894, and ended only on March 6, 1895
—a period of seventy days. During this period, with
two exceptions, the minimum temperature on the
ground was below thirty-two degrees. There were
days when the intensity of the cold was very great ;
five degrees below zero in Leicestershire, eight degrees
in Kent, and even seventeen degrees in the hill
country of Aberdeenshire, are examples.
 Happily for the postmen, intense frost—trying
though it was—meant dry walking in couhtry roads
and along rural lanes and footpaths. For of rain
there was naturally next to none. The month of
February, 1895, was nearly as dry as the absolutely
rainless February of 1891. Not more than an eighth
of an inch of rain fell. Even if snow-bills were
plentiful, the Post-Office was put to no expense for
special boating and ferriage in the rural parts.
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CHAPTER V.
ACROSS THE HUMBER.

T am afraid it, is less the size and importance of the
chief port on the Humber—its population, activily
and wealth—which causes the memory to retain a
lively impression of my arrival within its precinets for
«the first time, than the fact that I had just settled
up one of the heaviest hotel bills it had ever been
my lot to experience. My arrival on the Humber,
therefore, was rather in the nature of a strategic
movement in the face of the enemy, than a voluntary
sojourn within sight of its broad and swift-running
stream. , :

For with several colleagues I had been engaged
in the North of England, in the early seventies, in
surveying and concerting telegraph arrangements.
We had fixed on Scarborough as a convenient as well
as pleasant centre from which we might arrange
divergences to some of the neighbouring towns within
our programme of visits—out in the morning, as it
were, and back again at night—and rooms, certainly
very fine, spacious, handsome rooms, had been
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secured for us at a leading hotel. But when the first
bill in due course came in for our entertainment, we
found that the apartments might well be deemed
sufficient in their appointments, inasmuch as we had
inadvertently occupied an ambassadorial suite.

Now, the travelling allowances of officials of our
degree were not quite equal to those out of which an
ambassador presumably would defray his costs. So
we discovered that urgent business at once called us
to a distance, and we left Scarborough, and moved
southwards, with pleasant recollections but depleted
purses. Thus I arrived somewhat earlier than pro-
jected on the northern bank of the Humber.

It is well known that Kingston in Kent, Kingston-
on-Thames, Kingston in Canada, Kingston, Jamaica,_
and perhaps many other Kingstons, flourish ; but the
greatest of them all is certainly the north-eastern sea-
port of Kingston-upon-Hull.

The true name of the great post-town next the
Humber is, however, in a fair way of being forgotten;
and the little river, which rises at Driffield, twenty-
eight miles away, on which the town stands, and from
which. it derives its modern title, is probably far more
widely known than even the broad estuary which
receives the Hull’s inland waters. ’

With the gradual change of name from Kingston to
Hull there has been a more rapid obliteration of the
former landmarks. There is no citadel now. It was
last used for military purposes in 1848, and its final
remnant—the south block-house—was pulled down in
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1863. Sword and gun have been wholly superseded
by the pen—the fosse by the wet-dock. Commerce,
fostered by the mail-coach, and stimulated by cheap
postage, has swept away the fortifications.

The old town remains virtually an island. The Hull,
seventy yards wide, on the east side, the Humber on
its southern front, and a succession of docks on the
western side, admit of complete circumnavigation,
ghould a modern explorer essay the task.

With more than adult vigour the new town has, in
one direction, overleapt this watery barrier, and now
extends fully a couple of miles beyond it.

In Hull, in 1808, the elder Mathews gave his first
entertainment, under the title of ¢ The Mail-Coach
Adventures.” These must have been plentiful for the
subject to be popular, and sometimes humorous, as well
as exciting, inasmuch as a feature of the programme
was a favourite comic song styled ¢ The Mail-Coach.’

To the port of Hull belongs the distinction of
providing the merchantman to which the worst of
Australian bushrangers—always excepting the leader
of the Kelly gang—one Michael Howe, was apprenticed.
Howe was not, however, born in Hull. He broke his
indentures, entered and deserted from a King’s ship,
was tried at York for highway robbery, and was
finally transported, in 1812, to the penal gettlement
in Van Diemen’s Land. There, being assigned as
a servant, he again absconded, joined twenty-eight
other desperadoes, and for six years ranged the colony
far and wide, making his name notorious by robbery



64 ON THE TRACK OF THE MAIL-COACH

‘and murder, after the manner of a bush ranger wholly
given up to crime. Twice in custody, he twice escaped
from justice, until at length, like the Kellys, he was
shot down in an attack on his last hiding-place.

But we- may brush aside the recollections of
Howe, and recall the remarkable fact that the Right
Hon. C. P. Villiers, who in July, 1895, was returned
to Parliament as member for Wolverhampton (which
he has continuously represented since 18385), was a
candidate for the representation of Hull in 1826.
The Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, who has just
retired from Parliament, was still a schoolboy at
Eton at the time of Mr. Villiers’ candidature.

In Mytongate was born, with the century, John
Wheat,* who, when I penned the previous paragraph,
was said to be one of the oldest printers in England.
He was ‘at case’ before the battle of Waterloo, and
could recall, not merely the inking-balls of early
typography (which I recollect myself to have seen
used with the old Stanhope press), but the days when
‘the editor of a newspaper in Hull considered it quick
‘work to publish London news only four “days old.
That was possible when the post went wholly by
York, and, perchance, lagged between York and Hull.

In the first part of the century, the postal key of
Hull, it is hardly too much to say, was the little town
of Barton, near the southern bank of the Humber,
opposite Hessle. Here the river is from two and a
'half to three miles wide, and the tide runs fast.

.'® He died in Sheffield, September, 1895.
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Hence, those who would reach Hull by coach direct
had to'face the passage of the Humber, either (as in
very early years) by sailing hoy, or, after 1816, by
steamer to Hessle, on-the northern bank, or direct to
Hull itsélf. To be exact, it is five miles one furlong
five chains to the eastward from Barton Pier to the
centre of the entrance of the Humber dock.

The ferry at Barton-on-Humber had a real import-
ance of its own, apart even from the Hull trade. It
was in the line of direct road from London to Beverley
Minster, Driffield, Scarborough, Whitby, and Flam-
borough Head; and Hull was reached that way in
174 miles from Hicks’s Hall. But, because of the
trying passage of the Humber, another route, through
York, was made far greater use of, even though
it increased the length of the jourmey to 23863
miles.

So the Waterside Inn at Barton became an im-
portant place much earlier than what are now under-
stood as mail-coaching times, but while stage-coach
passengers crossed by the Barton ferry, the Hull
mails took the York route. They do so, almost, to
this date, inasmuch as the night mail comes up to
Milford Junction, not far from York, on its way to
Normanton, by the North-Eastern Railway, and it is
.only the day and some other mails which avoid that
great angle, and run round the easier corner formed
by the crossing of the river Ouse at Selby by the
iGreat Northern Railway.

. A stage-coach ran from London through Lincoln
5
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to the Waterside at Barton, it is said, as early as
1728, but it was nearly eighty years later, i.e., not
until April, 1801, that Hull for the first time received
its London mail direct by this route.

The cathedral city, it is said, was put into com-
munication with the Metropolis by mail-coach in 1786.
But Lincoln’s only connection northward was by
means of the stage-coach mentioned, and that vehicle,
it is probable, carried no bags. Hull got its London
letters from York off the London and Edinburgh mail,
and little Barton-on-Humber procured its handful
of correspondence by tapping the same. source at
Bawtry, near Doncaster. Letters between Barton
and Hull went a long way round.

At last the Lincoln coach was extended to Barton
and the Ferry. Sending its passengers to Hessle
or Hull by the steamer, it stabled itself and its
horses at the Waterside Inn, and did so until about
1837, when the service ceased. This hostelry is worth
remembering. It was a substantial building, consist-
ing of a central block and two wings, with spacious
courtyard and offices in rear. Only the north wing
remains in occupation ; the rest has long since been
pulled down. Cattle, which used to crowd the ferry,
pass by rail ; such local mails as cross the water go,
for the most part, by the steamer to New Holland,
and Barton’s place in the great machine of public
locomotion seems to be no longer.

The post-office of Hull, like some other great postal
centres, can recall the day, at the end of the eighteenth
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century, when its staff was very limited. In 1798
Dickey Sagg was its prized and only postman. Mr.
Sagg was a small man, and wore a swallow-tailed
coat—a combination of facts which passed not un-
noticed by the boys of the grammar-school. But
Richard, though small, was himself again when
delivery-time came round. He had the reputation
of being the fastest walker in England; and he
delivered the letters for the whole of Hull by his
single hand, covering one half of the town in the
morning, the other in the afternoon.

Mr. Sagg was autocratic in his methods. He would
take his stand in a square or court, and call out the
names on the letters for people residing there. The
inhabitants then came out for their letters. If they
kept Sagg waiting, his language was more vigorous
than polished ; and he would rebuke the slothful by
taking the letters to his home, for them to fetch at
their pleasure. It would be a deeply interesting
experience' to see how Mr. Sagg’s successor would
now, a hundred years later, be received by the public
at Hull if he acted thus.

I am glad that I know where the dust of this
doughty Yorkshireman rests. His gravestone stands,
or once did, in Holy Trinity churchyard, against the
wall on the south side, near the west door. I have
ascended the belfry of Trinity Church: would that I
had paused at the foot to take a copy of the in-
seription to the memory of the fastest postman on
record.
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It passes comprehension what could have come to
Mr. Rodmell—the first postmaster appointed to Hull
in the nineteenth century—to select as a successor to
Sagg, who did the work of two postmen, a one-legged
man, John Stones, to struggle with it alone.. Yet
there was nothing to complain of in the way in which
Stones comported himself, except, perhaps, that he
had a genial preference (as I should have) for persons
who called for their letters at his house in Dagger
Lane, rather than for those who put him to the incon-
venience of delivering the letters as addressed. To
facilitate business, he considerately wrote up over his
door the legend, ¢ The Postman lives here’; so that
really it could never be alleged with truth that the
postman was not to be found. All the same, Mr.
Stones distributed the letters vigorously throughout
the town ; and the stumping of his wooden leg was a
familiar sound in the streets. - )

There was another postman of mark, who, like a
sensible Yorkshireman, took life as easily as possible—
Joseph Jarvis. He was in the habit of starting out
with the letters, then going home to breakfast at
eight o’clock, and beginning agdin at ten. Neigh-
bours expecting letters would call at his house to get
them, a proceeding which saved time, was quite
simple and easy, and had, as in Stones’ case, and
from the postman’s point of view, much to recom-
mend it. Jarvis was wise in his generation. He
ensured leisure and to spare for courting and marry-
ing Elizabeth, daughter of Ralph Darling, Mayor
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of Hull. After marrying the Mayor’s daughter, he left
the Post-Office, as might be expected, and took, I am
bound to add, a public-house in Ryton Gate, called the
Pheenix Tavern, which was rather a come-down after
the Mayor’s House. He died August 24, 1828, aged
sixty-five.

Jarvis would have done better if he had eschewed
the tavern and taken a leaf out of the book of the
Coal-heaver, who, about his time in the present
century, came from heaving coals at Thames Ditton
for ten shillings a week to be the Rev. William
Huntington, of Providence Chapel, Gray’s Inn Lane.
By virtue of his preaching, he married the titled
widow of a lord mayor, and rode in his own carriage,
instead of taking to a public-house or throwing coals
out of a barge.

One young postman, named Mosey, had also an
eventful career. A smart and active youth, he was
taken into the office by Mr. Rodmell in 1810, and,
thanks to natural gifts, had by 1841 risen to be
postmaster. He held office down to my time—in fact,
until 1864. I have known several most efficient
officers of control who, like Mr. Mosey, rose in this
way from the ranks, first being employed as postmen
or telegraph messengers.

The post-office at Hull has had its flittings from a
little room, which still exists up a court (though its
delivery-window is papered over and lost to view), to
a fine building, which worthily houses i, in the
Market Place.
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In 1689, the court or passage I speak of lay between
Grimsby Lane and Blackfriargate. This location is
attested by the fact that, in the passage, lived Dr.
Lilley, and the postmaster of the day ‘ gotte amaine
to ken hym throgh comyn toe Deposite lettres yn ye
Box.’

The department has ever had a secret hankering
after offices up long passages. Perhaps at the end
of a narrow entry office room was cheap, or a
passage gave an idea of shelter from the weather.
Not alone in London, or in Hull, but in scores of
places, Post-Office Court, marked the site of the
establishment.

In Dartmouth, I recollect the old post-office was in
a garden; at Canterbury, in Leeds, and in many
other towns, the perplexed client had frequently to
find his way up a court or side-passage.

So, after Grimsby Lane was vacated, came another
site of the same kind, for, in 1792, the post-office was
situated in a long narrow passage called Post-Office
Entry, leé,ding out of Bishop Lane. The postmaster
was then John Wray, who held the office until
Rodmell’s appointment in 1805. Of the building in
Bishop Lane, it was said in a local history, ¢ The
exterior of this place is entitled to no particular
notice,” which was rather an uncivil remark.

The narrow passage leading up to the Bishop Lane
office was perfect in its way. At a certain state of the
tide it was flooded with water, and boys earned a
modest competency by exercising the honourable
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function of carrying a letter through the wave to the
letter-box for a penny. Here was a penny postage
regardless of weight, which eclipsed Sir Rowland’s
best performance !

But this was not all. A very stout man frequented
the passage, and Mr. Mosey used to tell, with glee,
how when he opened his mouth—that is, stuck his arms
akimbo—other dogs who had letters to post might
bark in vain; for no one then, to the full enjoyment
of the stout man, could, except at his pleasure, pass
either to the post-office or from it.

This picturesque arrangement of office met the
wants of the good people of Hull for forty years.
In 1881, a move was made to a house, now in Mr.
Jesseyman’s occupation, in the Land of Green Ginger.
Here was rented a single room, about fifteen feet
square, in which the postmaster and his two
assistants did the whole postal work.

As for the six postmen (Hull had grown larger by
that time, and received more letters) who needed a
quiet corner for arranging the inward correspondence,
was there not the usual fine airy passage oufside
at their disposal? What greater facility could be
desired ? The public especially had plenty of space,
inasmuch as they stood in the street and dealt with
the postmaster through a hinged flap in the window,
as was the general custom. Thus at Hull the office
advanced with the times.

But as the age progressed, wealth and luxury
increased, and even Yorkshiremen grew in a sense
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fastidious. They declined to stand in the street and
be rained upon; or blown about, whilst registering
letters or buying stamps; and having had enough,
a couple of hundred years before, of Blackiriargate,
they now constrained the department to remove itself,
in 1848, to Whitefriargate, to premises erected by the
Brethren of the Trinity House. Even here the pubhc
were not long content, for by 1847 they insisted on
an enla,rgement thus critical had taste bécome in thls
serious matter of an adequate post-office.

But with penny postage, savings bank, postal
orders, and telegraphs, even the Trinity House
Chambers extended did but suffice for a bare thirty
years ; so in due course came the grand, and perhaps
final; move to the Market Place.

No more blocking up of gangways by fat men; of
sorting up an open passage; of standing out.in the
rain to argue with the postmaster. The Government
(egged on, I do not doubt, by Mr. Norwood, "M.P.,
who then sat for Hull, and was a power in the land)
built & brand new post-office, four stories high,
giving, instead of an apartment fiftéen feet square for
all purposes, a sorting-room whlch alone is seventy-
vight feet long, and nearly half as wide, and which
towers aloft, havmg a ceiling twenty feet above’ the
foot-mark of its tenants.

‘Within my own personal experience the force of the
Hull post-office has been enlarged from thlrty-seven
to three hundred and seventy-five persons. - Its cost,
like its personnel, has increased tenfold. :
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- In 1889, before penny postage came in, the weekly
average of letters at Hull was two thousand five
hundred ; now ‘it is more than three-quarters of a
million. The York bag would sometimes contain a
single letter; now it is full of letters. By the night
mail, a hundred and fifty bags and parcel baskets are
sent off—a mountain of matter, which needs two or
three vehicles for its conveyance. to the mllway-
station. Mr. Duesbury has no sinecure.

O memories of Dickey Sagg, of Johnny - Stones,
and the leisurely, mayor’s-daughter-marrying Jarvis !
how would any one of you now compass, single-
handed (and one of you single-legged), the delivery of
letters for Hull in a day? How now, Billy Levitt,
borough-bellman, would you contrive to carry the
bags, brought by the down night mail, on your arm,
as you did in the old coaching days, from the.south
end of the Humber pier to what residents in Hull
as in every other large town in England are given
to term the General Post-Office ?

What would have been your astonishment, Post-
masters of Hull in the eighteenth century, at there
being a demand, not only for one post-office, but for
thirty-one or more in the town, besides the head office
on the island, facing the river—to say nothing of
fifty-one sub-offices lying outside in the villages, which
include those with the deeply interesting names
of Wawne, Swine, Roos, Skirlaugh, Bewholme, and
Thorngumbald? Though, by the way, Bilston, in
Staffordshire, by far eclipses Hull in curious names,
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for in and around the former are Catch-em’s-Corner,
Gibbet Lane, Hangman’s Row, Darkhouse Lane,
Shift End, Throttle-goose Lane, and so on.

The service by mail-coach to the Humber virtually
ceased when the bags were diverted from the road
north of Lincoln to the railway and taken to New
Holland; but from Lincoln, southwards, the mail-
coach continued to run through Sleaford to Peter-
borough until September, 1846, when it was taken off
the road.

The Hull coaches are now, I think, almost wholly
forgotten; and the ferries, except that to New
Holland, are little more than a tradition ; but trade
and population increase without a check. Absorption
of the extensive docks into the system of the North-
Eastern Railway sounds the latest note of progress
and points to a fresh lease of prosperity for this
ancient seaport.
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CHAPTER VI
EAST AND SOUTH-EAST.

ArrenTIve readers of the works of Charles Dickens
will be aware that, when David Copperfield went the
second time to visit Mr. Peggotty at Yarmouth, he
travelled by the mail, on the night of a storm, which
grew worse a8 he passed through Ipswich, seventy
miles from London, at, I assume, twelve minutes past
three o’clock in the morning.

I, too, went down to Ipswich not long afterwards—
that is, while the so-called railway mania was still
a living force—and had two novel experiences: the
vigion (as I believed it to be at the time) of an actual
ghost, and an introduction to the level, the theodo-
lite, and the art of surveying for a railway, which I
have not yet forgotten.

In 1846 speculation ran high. The spirit of -
gambling broke out in epidemic form; enterprises
of all kinds were set on foot, but the construction
. of railways—on paper—chiefly caught the public
mind, and turned the public head.

Everyone with a coat to his back, and some know-
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ledge of the three R’s, could reckon on receiving
a guinea a day and expenses for his valuable services
in connection with projected lines, whether as traffic
inquiry agent, or even amateur engineer; the trained
land surveyor could command his own price, and the
untrained youth could soon pick up a smattering (as I
did) of field-work, which enabled him to run a base
line, take angles—even levels—keep a field-book, and
plot a section, with the best.

An elder brother (who had properly graduated in
the profession, and whom I accompanied to.Suffolk)
had, some months earlier, planned, as the result of a
few weeks’ work, a line from. Barnet to Tottenham, a
distance of six or eight miles. 'He took his map to
the Eastern Counties Railway Company, who gave
him five hundred pounds for it—so easily was money
made at that period—and then put it in a . pigeon-
hole, where, unless Sir Cusack Roney afterwards tore
it up, it is, perhaps, still.

. My ghostly visitor at the ancient inn we stayed
at in Ipswich came through the wall, arrayed in
purest , white, quite in the orthodox way, at four
o’clock op a summer’s morning, wavered about the
end of the bedroom for some moments, and then,
gliding across it after the manner of ghosts, again
passed easily through the wall. A few years ago
1 slept a second time in the same inn, and, as I
fancy, in precisely the same room. If so, the mystery
cleared itself up in the most matter-of-fact way.

- In the wall opposite the foot of my bed was a fire-
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place ; on its left, a small second door, which I had
not noticed, and which had doubtless admitted the
ghost ; and to the right hand, a clothes-press, in
which ‘the diaphanous drapery suitable to such a
visitant no doubt was kept.

In the early morning, and not aware of the room
being occupied, one of the family must have come in,
clothed in °white samite’ (or a clean nightgown),
‘ mystie, wonderful,’ for his or her habiliments.

Passing from imagination to substantial reality—
from the baseless fabric of a dream to actual fact—
I would mention that not far off the Ipswich road, in
a village postally subordinate to Colchester, the sub-
postmistress is eighty years of age.. On visiting her
office one morning at half-past six, the postmaster
found her sitting at needlework. He tells me; also,
that on calling one evening with the rural postman
on his return journey, it was too dark to see inside
the office, so the old lady, without any hesitation,
stepped outside, and, kneeling down at the doorsill,
timed and signed the postman’s bill. This seems to
speak well for the healthful tendencies of employment
in a small country post-office. I should like to clinch
the argument by adding that with this old lady there
had lodged for forty years a still older one, who
died quite recently at the age of a hundred and two.
But, unluckily for my contention, I cannot find that
the latter took any part in postal work.

My brother and I were engaged on the prehmmary
survey for the railway from Ipswich to Lowestoft.
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Trains of fish-carts, I remember, carrying bloaters
to the London market, creaked along the road at
night. This was part of the traffic on which the new
railway would have to depend. Coaches still blew
their horns in spite of the coming line. -

We comported ourselves as though the county of
Suffolk was our private farm. For we secured as
assistants two stalwart young poachers, who enjoyed
themselves amazingly, especially along the hedgerows
and in the copses, and, being native to the soil,
apparently knew quite well a cock-pheasant from a
wisp of hay, and a hare in her form from a fence-
stake. With them we surveyed where we listed.

A fine growing plantation near Campsey Ash stood
in the way of the base-line; our two poachers went
in with sharpened bills and made short work of it.
Next morning, when Lord Rendlesham came on the
ground, he found a bee-line cut through his young
spruces, wide enough for two men to walk abreast;
but I suppose country gentlemen were hardened by
that time to such things, for his lordship, on the
whole, took the matter kindly, and made no fuss. We
were rather sorry to have cut even a single twig of
80 courteous an owner’s spinnies.

Some landowners were not so polite. Once while
sketching and measuring the pleasure-grounds and
out-buildings of a small estate, the owner, with a
numerous following, peremptorily ordered us off his
property. We submitted, and withdrew. Next morn-
ing by daybreak we were there again, and before the
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foe had got his shaving-water in front of him every
measurement was nade.

Then did the Parliamentary bar reap golden
harvests, and contests before Lords and Commons
suggest the legends, more or less well founded, of
a railway company which spent a million sterling
before it got its Bill; and of an eminent counsel
whose °retainers’ were so numerous that his habit
was to stroll in the Park while Select Committees
were sitting at Westminster, so that he might not, by
bestowing his talents on the brief of one client, give
him a preference to the prejudice of others.

There was noopposition to the Ipswich extension line
to Lowestoft, and the railway now runs over the lengths
which my brother and I surveyed and staked out.

It was not so, however, in the district traversed by
the Dover mail. There, as is well known, local
" opponents drove the trunk-line of the South-Eastern
Railway Company out of the true direction, forcing
it to make an elbow at Redhill. Ultimately the
company had to reduce the distance at great cost, by
constructing a new main-line from London, through
Sevenoaks, to Tunbridge.

All unconscious, however, of any approaching
check to their prosperity, the coach and the post-
" chaise rattled along the Dover road, as though it
were, in truth, what the complacent Briton perhaps
deemed it to be—a permanent highway of the nations.

It is an undeniable fact that (as Mr. F.s aunt
ingisted) there are milestones on the Dover road, but
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it would have been not less to the purpose had the
lady claimed that there were also turnpikes.

On the Great North Road, in the forties, we were
fairly well supplied with turnpike-gates, but my im-
ipression is that in such respect no way out of London
‘could compare with the first three or four stages of
the Dover road. Gates were fixed at the Green Man,
near the Surrey Canal; at New Cross; Deptford;
Crooked Log, Welling; Stone Bridge, near North-
fleet; at Chalk Street, south-east of Gravesend; and
at Strood, two miles beyond Dickens’s Gad’s Hill and
within hail of Rochester—seven gates in twenty-nine
miles. Some, no doubt, cleared others, else a four-
in-hand from London to Rochester must have eost in
tolls alone a good round sum.

Probably no one who has driven over the first stage
will forget the half-mile pull up Shooters’ Hill to
the crest of the road—not, indeed, over the highest
point, but at considerably more than four hundred
feet above sea-level. Perhaps it was from merciful
consideration for mail-coach and post-horses that the
old Bull Inn, where the first change took place, was
planted half-way up the hill, 84 miles from London,
8o that it was a fresh team, and not the blown steeds
-from the White Horse in Fetter Lane, which had to
tackle the remaining half of the ascent. The old
house has been pulled down, and a new Bull Inn built
-on the same (north-eastern) side, very near the top,
-but it. matters little to the Dover mail where the
+Bull ig situated now.
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The department at one time maintained at

Gravesend a shipper of mails. Many years ago, on
the occasion of an official visit, I saw the old gentle-
man on the pier there. He explained, though not to
me, the method of embarking ship-letter mails, as the
outward-bound vessel came down stream at speed from
one of the docks up the river.
- “We ship them,’ said he, ¢ as we used to harpoon a
whale, having a long staff with a hook instead of a
spear at one end, and a line at the other. Then, as
the vessel comes down, we lie as near her course as we
dare for safety, and harpoon her as she passes; that
is, we catch hold of a rope, or port-hole, or what not,
with the hook, and pay out the line steadily, until by
degrees it tightens and our little boat is going as fast
as the big vessel. Next we haul up close alongside;
they throw us a rope, we tie it round the bags,
they haul ’em up, and all’s done, except the shout-
ing.’

The reporting officer had to turn this account into
strictly official language, and then thought he had
rendered a most picturesque report. '

From London Bridge to Dover, through Rochester
and Canterbury, the distance is seventy-one miles—
i.e., by avoiding Chatham. Originally the London
coach ran through Chatham town, along the High
Street and up Chatham Hill, stopping by the way at
the Mitre. But to save time was especially im-
portant, as, in view of the Continental mails and
Government despatches, and ‘the racing speed at

6
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which the Foreign Office couriers travelled, the shorter
the road was the better.

A by:road, called, as at Barnet, the New Road, was
accordingly cut, which branched off from the Rochester
High Street at Star Hill, ran at the back of Chatham
High Street, and overlooking the town and the Med-
way, ended at Chatham Hill on the Dover road. Here
a big mail-robbery once took place, to which I revert
further on.*

Not much is altered in Canterbury since the
Rothschilde’ expresses flew through St. George’s
Gate, darting along the High Street, changing horses
perhaps at the Fountain (where I have stopped, and
which still lodges the visitor as well as it ever did),
or perhaps at the mail-coach inn next the Guildhall
—the Union, now a printing-office. Then, with fresh
and fiery energy, they galloped through St. Peter’s,
and out on to the London road at St. Dunstan’s,
the Rothschilds’ boys paying foll at Harbledown
Turnpike, or plying the whip about Boughton Hill,
while the rather sluggish mail-coach was trundling
its wheels over the first bridge across the little
Stour.

None overtook the Rothschilds’ expresses. There
is still living in Dover a post-boy, the last, or the
very last but one, of those early days—Mr. William
Gravenor. He rode the final express, in 1842, from
Dover to Canterbury—15% miles—in, it is alleged,
the very short period of thirty-three minutes. The

* See p. 84.
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horses were changed thrice before Gravenor handed
over his eharge at Canterbury to the late Harry
Pincher, who took the despatches forward.

On that occasion, I am told, the whole journey
from Dover to London (it is, as I have said, seventy-
one miles to the Surrey side of London Bridge) was
performed in three hours and forty-seven minutes ;
equal to a mean speed, including stoppages, of 18}
miles an hour. This, although an extremely high
rate, seems feasible with five-mile stages, but the
swiftness of the run from Dover to Canterbury was
certainly phenomenal.

The mean speed of the express, however, consider-
able as it was, does -but recall what, according to
Stow, Bernard Calvert did, either for a wager or his
own pleasure, on July 17, 1619. He had provided
beforehand relays of horses along the London and
Dover road, and an eight-oared barge to await his
arrival. Then, starting from St. George’s Church in
Southwark, at three o’clock in the morning, he rode
on horseback to Dover, reaching that port at seven.
He went into his barge, was rowed to Calais and back,
again mounted his horse at Dover, soon after three
o’clock in the afternoon, and reached St. George’s
Church, Southwark, in the evening at a little after
eight o’clock,  fresh and lusty.’

There is a curious restlessness about post-offices
—the sites of them, I mean—which it is difficult
to explain. Even in Canterbury, one of the last of
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places to favour the gad-about, the Postmaster-General
has pitched his tent half a dozen times in fresh spots ;
in Canterbury Lane—but that was long ago; in
St. George’s Street, opposite the church dedicated to
that saint; afterwards, six doors lower down; then,
again, at the corner of Whitehouse Lane. Another
bold shift planted it opposite Guildhall Street; finally
—a nomad no longer—it halted on the site where I
have known it for about twenty-five years, and where
it now seems likely to remain.

The mails on the Dover road were no more exempt
than other mails from attacks of freebooters. In
August, 1814, poor Cephas Bates, with a foreign mail
from Dover in his charge, on drawing near to Canter-
bury, was set upon, opposite the guide-post to Bar-
frestone and Eythorne, by two men, robbed, and
violently beaten. One ¢villain’ had large whiskers,
the other had none to speak of; one wore a short
jacket, the other a long one. By these marks they
were to be known. A

Time wore on until, on the night of June 6, 1826,
came the robbery near Chatham. Seven mail-bags
and a box of letters mysteriously disappeared from
the night mail between that town and Rainham.
The empty receptacles were found next morning in a
field near Chatham Hill. A reward of one hundred
guineas stimulated search after the robbers. I think
it was in connection with this latter case that a
skilfully-planned alibi was set up, which brought off
the adroit principal scot-free.
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Two thieves, as like each other as twins, dressed
themselves in similar clothes, conspicuous in pattern
and cut. One thief visited a number of West-Country
towns, treated guests at the inns, complimented the
barmaids, flattered the landlords. He paid his bills
liberally and promptly as & man of spirit, and won
the good opinion of all. Meantime, his confederate
robbed the Dover mail.

When the actual robber was caught and brought to
trial, plenty of honest people from the West—bar-
maids, commercial travellers, and landlords—came
forward and swore an alibi. The poor gentleman
languishing in the dock they would know amongst a
thousand. Ancxiety had paled his face, maybe, but
those whiskers, the cut of that coat, the prisoner’s
height and bearing, they would swear to. He was
no more guilty than the jurors, or my lord. ¢Nof
guilty,’ then said the jury promptly, without turning
round in the box.

From the accident of Calais being opposite Dover,
the mind—whether lay or official—insensibly turns
from Dover as a large and important town, a fortress,
and the chief of the Cinque Ports, to Dover as the
goal of the first stage on the journey to the Continent
and the eastern ends of the earth. If one launches
on this view of the subject, the difficulty is where to
begin, because a local historian of mark is inclined,
with perfect justice, to date the earliest cross-Channel
ecommunication from an epoch before the Christian
era. That opens a wide field of history.
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But as it is not clear that Julius Cesar had postal
communication in hand—though there must have
been such, or the reports sent home by him of the
progress of the war in Britain would have fared
ill—I am content to adopt the historian's latest
view that the year 1782 saw the beginning of the
regular packet-service across the Straits. That is a
comfortable date, which synchronizes nearly with
the establishment of mail-coaches and the Norwood
postal dynasty at Dover, which lasted far down
into my time. In the late fifties, Mr. William
Norwood told me in the moonlight, about eleven
o’clock one summer’s night, as we were watching the
embarkation of the overland mail, that the Dover
post-office had been in his family for a hundred
years, so that they had dealt with Calais mails under
the second King George. There have, however, been
many changes of postmasters in the last thirty years.

The Admiralty Pier and the cross-Channel service
loom large in the duties of the Postmaster of Dover,
but the chief official is a captain of the Royal Navy.
There were regularly-appointed officers to take charge
of the Indian mails through France—Mr. C. W.
Wittenoom, whom I never saw, was one; and Messrs.
John Payne and Thomas Fredericks, whom I knew
very well, were others. At one time they saw the
mails safely to Alexandria, afterwards only as far as
Marseilles.

The latter told me of some early experiences in
travelling through France, which were very trying.



EAST AND SOUTH-EAST 87

By a Postal Convention of April, 1848, the Govern-
ment of King Louis Philippe bound itself to her
Majesty’s Government to convey the Indian mails
over French territory—i.e., from Calais or Boulogne
to Marseilles—in seventy-two hours.

The acceleration secured by this convention was a
gain of as much as thirty hours on the previous time
of transit under the convention of May 10, 1839,
when the hundred and two hours which the French
Post-Office were then allowed sometimes extended to
one hundred and twenty-one. Bad roads, inundations,
highways blocked, a sheet of ice twenty leagues long,
near Paris; tired horses, at some stages none at all
available—these and other casualties soon ate into
time. Moreover, the old posting diligence was
cumbrous in build, and incapable of attaining, even in
favourable circumstances, the requisite speed.

Under the new convention, as a material advance,
a very light fourgon was constructed, suitable for
quick travelling. It had a coupé for the English and
French couriers in front, and, while there was enough
space for the mails, these unhappy gentlemen had to
sit with cramped-up legs, whatever the temperature
or time of year, for the greater part of three complete
days. Mr. Fredericks remarked that once, on being
lifted out of the fourgon at Lyons, or wherever it was
that water conveyance commenced, he was quite
unable to stand at all, and lost for a time the use of
his legs altogether.

Mr. Payne, too, had anything but pleasing ex-
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periences. Of course, what his colleague suffered he
in turn underwent; and as he was a much bigger,
taller man than Fredericks, standing over six feet,
and broad in proportion, his distress must have been
greater still. Once he had an eventful trip. He
lost forty-eight minutes in the run from Calais to
Marseilles by a tragedy and a variety of other circum-
stances.

At St. Etienne, a child ran across the road, and
unhappily was knocked down by the fourgon and
killed on the spot. Further on the journey a not
unusual incident stayed progress: the wheels were
found to be insufficiently lubricated. Four times
they caught fire, and had to be cooled and greased
afresh. Linch-pins tumbled out and wheels came
off. The fourgon came in collision with a cart, the
postillion was flung from his saddle, was found to be
geriously injured, and had to be left behind. At
Neuilly, on going up a hill, eight horses being yoked
to the fourgon, the leaders, though ridden by a fresh
postillion, revolted and drew it down a bank. The
two couriers jumped for their lives, got safely out,
flung themselves on the horses, cut the harness,
and righted the wrecked conveyance. This happened
twice.

Such were some of the experiences incidental to
posting the Indian mail across France.

In Dover, at the museum in Market Square, in the
Plomley room, will be found the model of the King
Qeorge passage-boat, which carried his Majesty’s
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mails between Dover and Calais within the present
century. The curious in such matters will be in-
terested in learning that this old craft is a topsail
cufter (long out of date), having a peculiar square
sail, set like a flying kite, which could only be used in
a light fair breeze. Having no lower yard to support
the sheet, it became a balloon under pressure of air,
80 a strong breeze made it useless. Yet by its means,
with & fair wind, King George’s mails were carried
across to France in three hours. What happened
when the winds were adverse, as they sometimes were,
I prefer not to say. ‘ ’
However, a shrewd conjecture may be formed.
There has not been very much change, probably, in
the wind and weather occasionally experienced in the
English Channel since the days of King James I.,
when it is recorded that the Spanish Ambassador was
held by ‘cross winds in the Downs almost a seven-
night before they would blow him over.’
" It is certain that his Excellency lay in Deal three
days waiting for a wind to embark; and his further
detention was the subject of rather malicious re-
joicing on the part of Sir John Finett, the King’s
master of the ceremonies, who had only received on
parting an old gilt pot and a pair of gloves—in value
together about thirteen pounds—a gift which Sir
John declared was to the shame of both of them.
Foreign envoys, apparently, in the eyes of Court
officials, were born to be fleeced and spoken of with
;contempt unless the vails were handsome.
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They knew what to look for at home :

¢ For-as Lord Marmion crossed the court
He scattered angels round . . .
* * * * *

And he their courtesy to requite
Gave them a chain of twelve marks’ weight
All as he lighted down.’

That was the example to which (in the opinion,
apparently, of Sir John Finett) men of spirit with
missions from abroad were bound to conform, re-
gardless of the bearing of such a course on the
official allowance for travelling expenses.

On the other hand, while sailing craft were the
only packets available, the Vicar of Backwell and
Curate of Maidstone electrified those parishes with
the account of a journey to France in 1814, under
the title (which must have puzzled some at least
of his rural parishioners) of ‘Mon Journal de Huit
Jours.” What he really accomplished was the transit
from Maidstone to Dover, Dover to Calais, Calais
to Boulogne, and back again, and this he did so
rapidly as to be scarcely more than a week away
from his flocks. That the journey should be con-
sidered to have been performed with extraordinary
swiftness is some indication of the state of the com-
munication of that day; though it is proper to add
that a writer, in commenting on the reverend gentle-
man’s volume, expressed surprise, not that the
author should have seen so much in so short a time,
but that in ‘huit jours’ any man of common-sense
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and observation should have seen so little and fancied
that he had anything to tell.

In the public mind, Robert Fulton, Patrick Miller,
and Lord Stanhope are inseparably associated with
the invention of the steamboat, at a date between
1787, when Miller published his book on the steam-
engine, and 1807, when Fulton’s steamboat was
placed on the Hudson. But the earliest inventor of
all appears to have been Jonathan Hulls,* who, as
far back as 1787, took out letters patent in London
for a paddle-wheel steamer, and wrote a descriptive
pamphlet. But it does not appear that Hulls was
- able to do more than demonstrate on paper the
practicability of his scheme. It contemplated a con-
densing engine, which was to actuate a piston, by
vacuum following on condensation, and not by ex-
pansion or direct pressure of steam. But whether
the Symington engine, or another, was the first afloat,
steam was in no hurry to visit the English Channel.

According to Mr. Paterson, 1820 saw the first
steamer put on the Dover station. In 1837 the
Admiralty took up the service which the Post-Office
had for many years maintained, and ran steamers
with the night mail, not only to Calais, but to Ostend.
Then, as now, the French Government provided for
the Calais day mail-service. Sometimes the passage
was accomplished in two hours. When I first crossed,
in the fifties, the steamship Queen took me over in
about two hours and ten minutes. My recollection

* Quarterly Review, vol. xix., 1818,
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is ‘that we disembarked in the Roads, and landed by
boat. The day of the Calais-Douvres was yet to
come. Indeed, I do not think that the larger vessels
have ever been put on the night mail-service.

Somewhere in the sixties—I cannot now remember
the exact year—the contractors for the Dover and
Calais mail-packet service made a great advance;
they built a number of small but swift paddle-wheel
steamers, the Breeze, Wave, Samphire, and Maid of
Kent, of from 188 to 161 tons, and all of a hundred
and sixty horse-power.

These seem mere cockle-shells wherewith to en-
counter a storm in the Straits of Dover; yet, after
nearly thirty years of good work, they are still run-
ning, and, what is more, make the night mail passage
to or from Calais—the shortest navigable distance
being 22} miles—usually in about an hour and three-
quarters. The Samphire indeed, on February 14,
1895, accomplished the voyage in less than an hour
and a half, and the Maid of Kent, having lately come
out of dock, I dare say does as well. But this is far
from approaching the unsurpassed performance of the
Calais-Douvres on the day service, when, on June 14,
1889, she crossed in an hour and two minutes.

For many years the night mail-service, under the
contract of March, 1878, cost no more than from
eight to ten thousand pounds a year. But the price
since then has gone vigorously up. Under a new con-
tract of January 15, 1894, the London, Chatham, and
Dover Railway Company, for conveying the night
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mails, receive a subsidy of twenty-five thousand
pounds a year. In the old contract the time allowed
for the performance of the outward trip was two hours
and five minutes, and for the homeward trip two hours
and ten minutes; under the new contract an hour
and three-quarters is allowed in either direction.
Having regard to the highly important character of
the Dover and Calais mail-service, and to the speed
at which the new packets, about to be placed on the
Holyhead station, will probably cross St. George’s
Channel, it is not too much to expect that the new
century shall scarcely have begun before the English
Channel will be habitually crossed in an hour.



[o94]

CHAPTER VII.

BY THE NEW FOREST.

‘D.L.T.AR.’ was the sole text of a cabalistic telegram
which, in the forties, I used to receive every morning
from Southampton, in the telegraph office at Waterloo
Station, and send upstairs to the General Manager.
In after-years it transpired that the message merely
meant that the Dorchester Line of Telegraph was All
Right. So much for a mystery!

If such were my introduction to official life, before
I became a postal servant, almost my last act, under
the Postmaster-(}eneral, was in like manner associated
with Southampton and the skirts of the New Forest,
inasmuch as when I was about to leave the Post-
Office in 1898, we began to consider, in connection
with the parcel post, the expediency of reviving the
mail-coach service to Southampton. There was
even the idea that, by means of the ordinary mail-
carts, we might collect and deliver parcels in con-
nection with it throughout the district of the Forest
itself. '

For the first thirty miles from the Post-Office we
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should probably have traversed the old well-worn
Salisbury and Exeter mail-coach road—passing from
London by Kensington Palace Gate, through Houn-
slow, over the Thames at Staines, by Virginia Water,
and so to the Golden Farmer. This is a little way-
side inn near Bagshot. It is a landmark of some
importance to travellers, for near the inn the high-
way divides, the main line going on to Basingstoke,
the branch diverging due South.

The Golden Farmer has had a share in the history
of the road; for there was a time when Turpin
(affecting all mail-coach routes out of London alike,
and being engaged on business which admitted of no
delay) frequented Bagshot Heath and Hartford Bridge
Flats, and stabled his nag at this inn.

It was a vantage-point: he could take either the
Basingstoke road and look after the Falmouth or
Devonport mail and the night coaches and post-
chaises which kept the way busy and profitable, or, if
disposed towards a quiet evening, he might amuse
himself with the watches of sober folk making for the
New Forest. If, again, he was in good trim, his
purse low, and Black Bess in high fettle, was there
not the main road to London at his disposal, and his
Majesty’s mails both going and coming ?

The parcel coach would have gone over the river
Blackwater and through Farnham and Winchester
to Southampton—a distance from St. Martin’s-le-
Grand, as nearly as possible, of eighty miles. This
was the route of the old mail-coach, which, leaving
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London at eight o’clock p.m., was due to arrive at
Southampton at half-past four in the morning, and
was continued through the Forest into Poole. There
is, indeed, a slightly shorter cut to Southampton from
Farnham, through Alton and Bishop’s Waltham, by
which about a mile and a half may be saved; but
this road omits Winchester, leaving it as much as
ten miles to the westward, and such omission did
not suit the department in the old days, nor would it
do so now.

In Southampton, in 1586, lived Chidiock Titch-
bourne, & member of a family which dated from
before the Conquest. D’Israeli, in his ‘Curiosities
of Literature,” dwells fully on the tragedy of his
death, but does not say precisely where he resided.
He could write with ‘ sweetness and tenderness,’” says
D’Israeli, who had found a letter of Titchbourne’s
in the Harleian MSS.; but nobility of mind and a
cultivated intellect only served to bring about high
treason (he stooped to a conspiracy against the life of
Elizabeth), a sacrifice to friendship, the Tower, and a
last scene in Lincoln’s Inn Fields.

Three hundred years later the public, as most
people will remember, were absorbed in another
Hampshire episode. A fraudulent claim plunged the
Tichborne estate into an enormously expensive
litigation, which ended in the chief conspirator
suffering a long imprisonment, and capping his career
by publishing, in 1895, an affidavit which told the
world what all reasonable people must long have
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known of the imposture which had been carried
within measurable distance of success.

There are two roads from London to Poole on the
western side of the Forest. The longer goes from
Winchester, vii Romsey, and then winds by forest
glades to Poole.

At Romsey was to be seen, in the old mail-coach
days, an apple-tree on the roof of the abbey church,
which had grown there from an unknown date. A
lady still living in Romsey (daughter of the post-
master whose office arrangements I inspected in the
seventies) recollects eating apples from this very tree.
It probably disappeared when the roof was renewed,
some time in the fifties.

In those days the up and down mail-coaches
passed through Romsey in the night ; the mails were
habitually hauled up to or lowered from the bed-
room window. Heavy-eyed with sleep, after a long
country walk, the postmaster once let down in error,
as the Postmaster of Barnet had done, a domestic
bundle, which, on the arrival of the coach in London,
puzzled the ¢ tick ’ officer not a little.

These droll mis-sendings still continue, but in other
ways. ‘The sorting-carriage which runs nightly from
Manchester to Crewe picks up, by apparatus, bags
from some of the principal Cheshire towns which are
not on the direct mail line of railway to London.

The bags are brought some miles by horse and
cart to a wayside station, and the driver of the
maileart, after packing them in leathern pouches,

7
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transfers them, by means of the apparatus, to the
sorting-carriage -as the train passes by. On one
occasion the clerk who opened the pouches so re-
ceived was surprised to find that, in lieu of a mail-
bag from Macclesfield, the driver of the cart had
carefully packed up the nose-bag containing his
horse’s feed. Consequently the poor steed lost its
supper.

Winchester is not without its recollections—though
they are fast fading away—of the Southampton mail-
coaches. There is still preserved a specimen of the
numetous copper tokens which at one time were freely
issued, perhaps as advertisements. This, one, how-
ever, was struck in honour of ‘J. Palmer Esqre. .
as a token of gratitude for benefits received from the
establishment of mail-coaches.” On the obverse is the
presentment of a coach and four horses in the act
of trotting. The designer must have been a sound
political economist, inasmuch as he adopted as the
legend the words: ‘To Trape—Expepition. To
PropERTY—PROTECTION.’

More interesting still, in the cathedral close, is a
moss-grown tombstone inscribed with lines to the
memory of the last mail-coach driver on this road.
‘Whether he drove the Red Rover, I cannot say, but
such was the name of the last mail-coach from
London to Southampton by the Farnham road. It
ran- to the old White Hart in Winchester, where I
have stayed, but which, like the coach and its driver,
belongs alone to the past.
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The slightly shorter way to Poole is through
Cadnam, by way of Stoney Cross and Picked Post to
Ringwood, and on by Ashley Cross.

Stoney Cross was rather an important point when
coaches ran, because it was the changing-place between
Southampton and Ringwood, 194 miles. I can re-
member nothing but a low-roofed, straggling inn, not
very far from Cadnam, with abundant out-buildings,
almost in the Forest, and close to the Rufus Stone.
Here Field-Marshal H.R.H. the Duke of Cambridge
held his last review of a large body of troops.

. The memorial, put up by the Lord Delawar of
about a century ago, to commemorate the death of
the Red King (William IL), from the arrow of Sir
Walter Tyrrell, is supposed to occupy the site of
the historical tree. But when I was last in the
Forest, not alone the tree, but even the stone had
vanished. It had been encased in an iron covering
calculated to resist the knives and chisels of those
intelligent wayfarers who, with a fine taste, generally
leave to posterity, when they have the chance, their
interesting initials cut into objects of historical im-
portance. ' ,

By a singular coincidence the decline of mail-
coaching was the signal for a rapid increase in the
trade and population of Southampton. Coachesapart,
two epochs, as essentially connected with the mail-
service as with the prosperity of the town, occur in
its history, and seem to stand out with distinction
from other local events. The opening of the London .
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and South-Western Railway in May, 1840, allowed
for the first time of the delivery of the mails by rail
from London in the town itself; and the anchoring, a
year or so later, in Southampton Water of the first
mail-packet which the Peninsular and Oriental Steam
Navigation Company sent into the estuary, marked
the rise of Southampton as a great port.

When Lieutenant-Colonel Paterson compiled his
road-book, the most he could say about the packet-
gervice from Southampton was that soon after the
arrival of the mail-coach from London, a packet sailed
every morning for Cowes, in the Isle of Wight, and
returned to Southampton, in winter at three, and in
summer at four o’clock.

That was the egg which, being warmed and hatched
by the enterprise of shipping companies and the
town of Southampton, has developed into a bird of
stupendous dimensions. The little Isle-of-Wight
service still goes on every day except Sunday, and it
calls on Parliament annually for a modest vote. But
fleets of floating palaces passing to and fro between
Southampton and the ends of the earth overshadow
the Cowes boat, and unduly dwarf its importance and
antiquity.

The earlier event, viz., the opening of the railway,
resulted in benefits which at once came home to
every one but those associated with the coaching
interest (who of course saw no good in it). A% a
swoop the journey from London—from the Post-
Office, from the Spread Eagle in Gracechurch Street,
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the Bell and Crown in Holborn, or the Cross Keys,
St. John Street—instead of taking nine hours, was
reduced to about three. The night-mail traveller
found himself snug in his bed at Southampton soon
after midnight, instead of shivering outside a coach
on Bentley Green, below Farnham, and he was well
through his beauty sleep by the time the mail-coach
and its drowsy insides had caught a distant glimpse
in the moonlight of Winchester Cathedral.

In a word, the eight p.m. coach at its best arrived
at 5.80a.m. ; whereas the 8.50 mail-train from Nine
Elms got in at seventeen minutes past midnight.
Perhaps I may as well contrast the up-service. The
mail-coach started from Southampton, driving through
that splendid avenue of trees on the London Road,
which is still in full vigour (though some of the giants
have gone), at 9.18 p.m., darkness, however, shroud-
ing the view, and got to St. Martin’s-le-Grand about
6.22 next morning ; the train left at 1.15 a.m., and
reached Nine Elms at 4.25.

The Dolphin in the High Street, which preserves
to this day all that is best of the quaint, cosy, old-
fashioned character which I had remarked in it forty
years ago, was the head and front of the coaching and
posting business. It also provided for part of the
mail service. But the Coach and Horses, Above
Bar, now a music-hall; the George, just above Bar
Gate ; and the Star, in the High Street—all of which
exist—had also a share. In its day the Dolphin,
at election times, has had its windows handsomely
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smashed by the rival faction for housing politicians
of the wrong colour.*

The opening of the docks and rail, however, were
the turning-point of postal prosperity. Up at a
bound went the number of letters and the popula-
tion. When the century began, Southampton was
but a small town, up a muddy creek, and contained
less than eight thousand souls; while coaches were
in high career its inhabitants were a bare twenty
thousand; when the railway had opened, and the
docks had got well to work, they were nearly forty
thousand ; and now, in 1895, with the Channel
dredged and deepened, many of the shoals cut away,
acres of fine deep docks available, and at hand an
unsurpassed service of railway trains, running at high
speed, there are not fewer than seventy thousand
people in Southampton.

Of all my recollections of post-towns out of Herts,
Southampton stands earliest. In the late forties,
after a short service at Waterloo terminus, I used to
receive at the General Post-Office telegrams brief and
to the point, such as:

¢ Cooper [or Williams),
Southampton, to Post-Office,
London.

¢ Arrived the West India mail. Despatches by mail train ;’

* While the bombardment went on, a lady of my acquaint-
ance had the singular experience of sitting within one of the
rooms which sustained the attentions of the mob.
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or, anticipatory and ornate :

¢ Postmaster,
Southampton, to Post-Office,
London.

‘ The Peninsular and Oriental Steam Navigation Company’s
steamship Ripon, with the Indian mail on board, now coming
up Southampton Water.’

Postmaster Lankester, nominated by the Treasury,
and strange to his work, fortunately had two capable
assistants, Messrs. Cooper and Williams. As Lord
Hammond of the Foreign Office stated of himself and
his colleague, they divided the world between them,
so far as the packet-service went. Lankester looked
after the outward despatches, Williams the making up
the mails, and Cooper and Williams the arrivals.

¢ It was at one time,’ writes Mr. Williams, ¢ part of my duties
to meet the P. and O. steamers at the Motherbank, where they
had to perform quarantine, and to bring the mails to land. For
this purpose the company supplied me with a sailing yacht of
about eighty tons, and subsequently with a small steamer.

‘We used to cruise up and down the Solent both in the
summer and winter, looking out for the steamer. We then
followed her to her moorings, and attached ourselves to her
without allowing her erew to touch a rope. The bags and boxes
were then shot down a gangway into our vessel, after having
received a baptism of hot vinegar. Many a night have I passed
lying on the boxes during the run to Southampton Pier, perfectly
regardless of plague or yellow fever.

¢ The mail-coaches, from west to east, passed through South.
ampton to Portsmouth, Brighton, etc., and travelling as they
did over Salisbury Plain, used to carry mail-bags hung over the
guard’s seat, and therefore in winter much exposed to the cold,
80 that in sorting the letters one seemed to hold lumps of ice in
the hand.’
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The varied service of the immediate predecessor of
the present Postmaster of Southampton gives a good
idea of the training which administrative officials got
in the old days, and still in some degree get (though
not to anything like the .extent which I think would
be advantageous to the department), while serving
their novitiate.

Mr. Pellatt entered the Post-Office in January,
1838. He was sent to Bury St. Edmund’s to assist
a Surveyor in the duties of his district. The first
thing that this youth of seventeen had to do was to
go to Weedon, and constitute that place as a post-
town. He writes:

¢In January, 1839, I was sent into the home district, to induct
the new deputy of Luton. In those days the term * post-
master ”’ was not used. Before I had been at Luton many days
Mr. H. Mellersh [afterwards Assistant Army Postmaster in
the Crimea] brought me a letter from Colonel Maberly, direct-
ing me to go to the northern district of Scotland. At Perth,
the headquarters, I remained until I was ordered off into the
South Wales district to take charge of the Pembroke post-office,
where I remained till the latter end of November, when I
travelled back to London by mail-coach, the journey occupying
two nights and a day.

‘I remember going, early in 1840, to Lynn to see the effect
of the introduction of Penny Postage on the duties of that office.
Mr. Robinson Crusoe was the then postmaster. [He must, I
apprehend, have long been.back at home from the posts of
Juan Fernandez, though Mr. Pellatt does not refer to the fact!]

¢ In November, 1840, I once more was sent off to the southern
district of Scotland, and next to the eastern district.

‘In January, 1851, I took charge of the office at Stevenage.
The postmistress was at the point of death, so the office had to
be removed to my lodgings. I had the whole of the duties to
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perform myself, both night and day. The up and down mail-
coaches passed through during the middle of the night. I was
thus prevented from going to bed. During three weeks I never
once went to bed. I had about two or three hours’ rest on a
couch out of the twenty-four hours. The effect was intense pain
in my feet; they were so tender I could scarcely bear the weight
of my stockings.’

Falmouth was still the port for the Indian mails
when the Peninsular and Oriental Steam Navigation
Company first established themselves at Southampton.
The letters* of the learned German professor, Dr.
Richard Lepsius, furnish a time-bill of the outward
voyage to Alexandria. He sailed from Southampton
on board the Peninsular Company’s steamer Oriental
at ten a.m. on September 1, 1842. Bunsen saw him
and his companions off.

It reads oddly now that because the wind was
against them they did not reach Falmouth for a full
day afterwards. There they lay for about five hours,
awaiting the London mail. At three o’clock it arrived.
After touching at Gibraltar, the Oriental reached
Malta on the 11th. Here the voyagers were com-
pelled to wait nearly three days for the post vid
Marseilles, the journey from London to Paris alone
then taking thirty-one hours. On the 18th the steamer
reached Alexandria.

Of course there still is, as there was then, a despatch
of Indian mails through France. Then it fell in at
Malta or Alexandria with the boat from Southamp-
ton. In the fifties, Sir Rowland Hill took the oppor-

% ¢ Letters from Egypt,’ ete. Bohn, 1853.
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tunity of a change in the arrangements to give some
of his young men a run with the overland mail to
Egypt. That was a journey to be remembered. The
late Edmund Yates was one of the selected group.
His trip extended to Cairo. He wrote a graphic
account of it which appeared originally in Household
Words, and afterwards in a collection of his early
pieces, entitled ¢ After Office Hours.” I had the good
luck to be sent to Egypt too.

The charge of my seventy-eight boxes of mail-matter
was, until I got them safely on board the Vectis at
Marseilles, an exciting responsibility. A count of
seventy-seven at one point and seventy-nine af
another added, especially in the case of one short,
a not always welcome zest to the proceeding. At
London Bridge, Dover, Calais, Paris, and Marseilles
the count was a critical moment; and riding in the
mail-van with the boxes through France, I furtively
took now and then a supplementary opportunity of
overbauling my charge. It was a moment of thankful
relief when the janissary at Alexandria sang out the
Arabic equivalent of seventy-eight, and especially
when her Majesty’s Agent gave me a receipt in full
for my despatches.

For many years the two lines of mail-packets in the
Mediterranean were steadily maintained. The South-
ampton boats conveyed to Alexandria the bulk of the
overland mail at the cheaper (sixpence the half-ounce
letter) of the two rates of postage in force, and the
boats from Marseilles to Malta and Alexandria took
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the later letters at the higher rate of ninepence or ten-
pence the quarter-ounce.

But in 1870 a material change was made. Mar-
geilles ceased to be the mail-port, and Brindisi,
further east, near the mouth of the Adriatic, was
chosen in its place. This shortened the sea transit to
Port Said in Egypt from 1,508 miles to 980—which
was no unimportant gain. The last mail-packet
left Marseilles on December 11, and the first packet
sailed from Brindisi on December 30.

In 1880 yet ancther change occurred. Under the
International Postal Convention, territorial transit
rates had been reduced ; and it was found possible
to send all the correspondence for India, etc., over-
land throughout. Accordingly, on February 1, 1880,
the Southampton steamers were released from con-
tract obligations; and the Indian mail-line resolved
itself into the Brindisi service alone. The Peninsular
and Oriental Company had already transferred its
marine headquarters to London.

It was a blow, I thought at the time a fatal blow,
to the interests of Southampton when the P. and O.
Company removed their steamers from the Solent to
the Thames. But I was mistaken. The port is more
extensive—more important than ever.

For more than half a century the Royal Mail
Steam Packet Company have been the steady friends
of Southampton, sending thence their superb vessels
to the Brazils and West Indies. The packets for the
latter now make for Barbadoes as the West Indian



108 ON THE TRACK OF THE MAIL-COACH

port of arrival. In the old days they ran direct to
St. Thomas.

Once Mr. Lambert, now Surveyor of the Post-Office
in South Wales, and formerly on the staff of the late
Mr. Kains, the West Indian Surveyor, whose office
was at St. Thomas, met with an uncomfortable
experience. He had occasion, on the arrival of the
steamer from Southampton, to go up with the mails
from §St. Thomas to Nassau; in New Providence,
the most northerly of the Bahamas Group. Her
Majesty’s packet was then a small schooner.

‘We were crossing the Bahama Banks,’ wrote Mr. Lambert
to me, ‘ by a course which is rarely taken by small coasters, but
which saves about forty miles. . The water is no great depth,
and so clear that you can see every stone on the bottom, conch-
shells, and huge sponges such as you would pay a guinea for in
England. The most striking sight on this occasion was &
“gchool ” of whales of the kind called black fish. There were
ten or fifteen around us, and presently one came alongside the
vessel so close that I could almost have jumped on his back.
He was twice the length of the vessel, and glided past us, going
our way without any apparent movement of tail or fin.

¢ So far all was pleasant. Not so the return trip.

¢ We started from Nassau rather late on a Saturday, and though
the day was lowering and the wind not quite fair, the captain
decided to cross the Banks again. The wind as we got on the
Banks became more and more adverse; we could not steer a
right course, and as it would not have done to get out of the
proper channel with night coming on, the captain decided to
anchor.

¢ The anchor was let down and the vessel rode to it for a time;
but as the night wore, the wind rose and our little ship began to
drag her anchor. More and more chain was let out, but all to
no purpose; we were drifting fast, and every now and then we
would pass a coral rock just awash, which would have torn the
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vessel's side out if we had touched it. Finding the anchor would
not hold, the captain got several “pigs’ of iron ballast and
fastened them to the cable, each one about two yards from the
other, and eventually, when captain and crew were worn out
with fatigue and anxiety, the anchor ceased to drag, and our
little vessel rode steadily head to wind. Then all but the watch
turned in with thankful hearts and slept till morning.

¢ At daylight captain, crew, and myself turned out and began
to prepare for a start. But it was not an easy matter by any
means. We were all soon well-nigh exhausted. The labour of
getting in the chain with the iron ballast attached was enor-
mous, and it was not until I routed out three passengers who
were in the cabin (two Wesleyan ministers and a reader), and
induced them to help us, that we got our anchor up and our
vessel under way. We had some very ticklish steering to get
safely off the Banks, but once away from them and out in the
deep, deep sea, although it was blowing hard, we were happy,
because safe.

¢ After the little vessel was got into order and washed down,
and all hands had breakfasted, the Wesleyan minister read the
Sunday Morning Service, and followed it up with one of the best
sermons I ever heard, preached without MS. or notes of any kind.

‘Nassau was a very quiet, unimportant little place when I
was there, but in the time of the American Civil War it became
famous as the rendezvous of the blockade-runners.’

Stirring incidents may also be found in the experi-
ence of Mr. Turner, lately Postmaster of Leicester,
who very many years was engaged in surveying the
posts in Jamaica. There he, while officially employed,
twice or thrice nearly lost his life from the torrential
raing which occasionally descend on that beautiful
island.

Once, after inspecting the post-office at Port
Antonio, in riding up a ravine and attaining a
height of two thousand feet, Mr. Turner felt the
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narrow pathway, weakened by excessive rain, slip from
under him. His horse lost its footing; the rider,
flinging himself off on the bank, just contrived to
save himself, while the unlucky steed fell sheer two
hundred feet, and then into the bed of a torrent lower
still. Negroes working in a coffee-patch near at hand
went down for the saddle and bridle, but the poor
horse had, of course, met its end.

Again, on Mount Diablo, near Kingston, Mr. Turner
was riding on horseback, also during heavy rain, in
front of a carriage which was descending the mountain,
when suddenly he found himself shot forward as from
a catapult, horse and rider being both knocked down
by the horse and carriage behind rushing down the
smooth road, rendered slippery by wet, and cannoning
against them with irresistible force.

On the other hand, he once experienced a pleasant
imprisonment in the Rectory of Hope Bay, as, owing
to the rising of the rivers between Hope Bay and Buff
Bay, he could neither get back nor go forwards.
The Rector made him his guest, and, until the
waters subsided, lavished on the Post-Office official
hospitality which has never failed in Jamaica, in
spite of the varied fortunes of that magnificent but,
since the abolition of slavery, not always prosperous
possession.

Another steady fnend of Southampton is the Union
Steamship Company, which has developed from small
things to great onmes—from the Roman of elght .
hundred tons to the Scot of seven thousand.
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Other mail-carrying lines enter the port of South-

ampton—some as callers, some to stay. The Inman
Line, changing its name and its port, now sails its
ships under the American flag, and has left Liverpool
for Southampton. The North German Lloyd steamers
also call here for mails and passengers.
- Southampton has been the scene of many sorrows,
as when the Amazon was burnt at sea, and the Rhone
went down at St. Thomas; and those who saw the
crowd of grief-stricken applicants at the steamship
agents’ offices or around the  dock-gates, when the
heavy news came in, will not readily forget the sight.
It has had its moments of triumph, too—when the
Sovereign in person opened the new dock; when,
again, the first ship of the United States’ transplanted
line, with-the American mail on board, was, in the
language of the advisory telegrams of my youth,
‘ steaming up Southa.mpton Water’; and when, quite
lately, T.R.H. the Prince and Princess of Wales
opened there the largest graving-dock in the world,
750 feet long. )

The telegraph-service, too, at Southampton has
had its romance. At the entrance of the Solent, on a
little promontory which juts out from the New Forest,
is a solitary isolated fort—Hurst Castle. There is, or
was when I went there twenty years ago, a rambling
building near at hand, which serves as offices, and
perhaps as barracks. In this building a steady
young telegraph clerk, belonging to the Southampton
office, was employed in the seventies to signal the
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passing of the mail-steamers up and down the Solent.
For some time it was noticed he had been depressed
in spirits. He declined to join a projected staff-
supper on pay-day at Southampton, alleging that on
the day appointed he would be quite unable to attend.
This was but too true. )

When the end of that particular day came, the
current work (it was afterwards found) had been
scrupulously completed, the day’s messages neatly
collected and arranged in the customary parcel, the
diary entered up, the instrument left in good order,
and the office trim and neat. At the proper time—
eight o’clock—but not before, the young man went off
duty. Next day his hat was found upon the beach,
but he himself was never seen again. -

The mystery remains unsolved, though at the time
it was generally thought that the old, old story had
embittered the young man’s life.

I recollect that, at the time of my visit, it was said
that the ‘¢ Woolwich infants’ in position were too
short for the battery. What would happen to the
embrasures and artillerymen on the occasion of ball
practice or a salute was an interesting problem. But,
at the worst, it could only have been the platforms,
not the guns, which needed correction.

Southampton supplies a singular example of the
law of averages. A recent return to Parliament
shows the.average time occupied during the year
1894 in conveying the American mails, vid
Southampton, by the United States steamers Paris




BY THE NEW FOREST ' 113

and New York, between the General Post-Office in
London and the Post-Office in New York.

The distance from 8t. Martin’s-le-Grand by way of
St. Paul’s Churchyard and Blackfriars Bridge is—to
Waterloo Station, and thence by rail to the ship’s side
at Southampton, 80} miles; from the dock here to
the quayside there is ‘8,069 nautical miles, and I
suppose it is half a land mile further to the New
York post-office—total 83,6184 statute miles. The
mails carried by these two vessels respectively covered
this great distance, on an average, outwards, in
7 days 6 hours 55 minutes ; and despite fogs, storms,
icebergs, or what not, on the Atlantic, the road up
or the way blocked in Queen Victoria Street or on
Bennet’s Hill, the bags achieved the inward journey
in 7 days 6 hours 56 minutes.

There was only in point of time a minute’s
difference (on the average of a year’s runs) between
taking the mails 8,618} miles in one direction, and
bringing them 8,618%4 miles in the other. As the
service i8 not performed under the British flag, I
cannot say whether the same course, and therefore
the identical mileage, is covered on the outward as on
the return trip; but the distance named appears to
be, at any rate, the mean or average distance.

On June 18, 1895, a brand-new steamship of
16,000 tons, according to one account, and therefore
the largest vessel afloat, or of 11,000 tons, and still
one of the largest according to another (the former
figure probably representing builder’s measurement

8
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and the latter registered tonnage), brought mails
and the British Ambassador from New York to
Southampton. This arrival may be accounted the
first-fruit of that active competition which is de-
signed to place the Hampshire port (by the way,
there is legally no such county) in the fore-front of:
British harbours, and utilize to the full the ¢ longest
graving-dock in the world.’

No wonder that the Town Council of Southampton
desire to express a grateful appreciation of the services
rendered to the port by the London and South-
Western Railway Company ; and to confer, in proof of
their sentiments, the honorary freedom of the borough
* on Mr. W. 8. Portal, the Company’s Chairman.



[ 115]

CHAPTER VIII.
THE CORNISH MAIL.

TastEs of course differ ; but in my opinion there are
few more attractive spots than the Lizard Head, on
the coast of Cornwall. It is eighteen miles from
Falmouth, and eight or ten from Helston. The
Lizard ¢ Town,’ as it sees fit to call itself, is perched
high up on a tableland, at the verge of the great
Goonhilly Downs, overlooking Mount’s Bay, the offing
of the Fal, and the English Channel generally.

Here I have retired to consider and concoct many
a piece of official scheming, and occasionally from
the signal-house on Beast Point, which was once
in possession of the Post-Office, have watched and
signalled the mail-steamers as they passed to and
from Plymouth and Southampton.

At the same time, the reader must not be led
away by my personal predilection for the Lizard
to assume that it has a band and a pier, or even
bathing-machines and broad sands. Far from it!
The best walking-places are on the tops of the hedges,
and although one may bathe in comfort at Kynance
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Cove, even there, picturesque as the cove is itself, the
sands of this splendid, health-giving, rock-bound
coast are not much to speak of.

I recollect the late Rector of Llandewednack
running breathless into Penmenner, where I was
staying, to say that the beach near the lighthouse was
being carried bodily away. A neighbouring farmer
had moved off with a single cartload of sand.

Lizard Town viewed with lordly indifference the
goings and comings, at Falmouth, of mail-coaches,
which never dreamt of approaching the Lizard ; and,
so that she got letters now and then, it mattered
little to her how she got them. The workers in
serpentine were not much concerned in corre-
spondence. Besides, they had the life-boat, which
lies under the lee of the lighthouse, to look after.
Enough for the day were the cares thereof.

Not so, however, at Falmouth, Penzance, Truro and
the like. To them, a swift post was of the greatest
consequence. Falmouth especially looked on the
quick running of the mail-coach through Cornwall as
the best guarantee of the success of the great docks
then in view. Truro took thought for its tin.

So, hardly had Lord Lichfield, as Postmaster-
General, taken up the reins at St. Martin’s-le-Grand,
when the southern towns of Cornwall, by the united
voices of the High Sheriff, two mayors, ten magis-
trates, the clergy, the gentry, bankers, solicitors, and
others, made a powerful appeal. They deprecated
the circuitous and hilly route of Salisbury and Yeovil
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for the West of England mails, and besought that the
Quicksilver royal mail-coach might follow the shorter
route of Ilminster taken by the Telegraph, and that
the bags might be sent forwards from Devonport
without the delay of a night.

The Post-Office was nothing loath. The officials
threw themselves con amore into the work of accelera-
tion. They and Lord Lichfield were in constant
communication. The first point was to determine the
shortest road to Exeter from Andover, which was a
coaching town of no mean consequence. Men yet
- living in Andover recollect a coach passing through it
at every hour of the day and night. Some of the
famous inns still stand. The White Hart, in Bridge
Street, is yet as it was of old, and the Star, in the
High Street, to which the noted Telegraph ran, is
little altered. But the Catherine Wheel, at which the
still more noted Quicksilver changed horses, though it
remains in Bridge Street, has fallen—some may think
risen—from its former estate ; half is a coffee tavern,
the other half a reading-room.

At Andover, in the old electioneering times, a
singular incident occurred. Sir F. B. Delaval’s agent,
an attorney, conceived the notion of inviting the
officers of a regiment quartered in the town to a good
dinner at the George, in the name of the Mayor, and
at the same time he invited the Mayor and Aldermen
in the name of the officers. 'When the author of this
practical joke was discovered, as he was soon after
dinner, the Colonel, in wrathful reprisal, threw him
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out of the window, the unhappy attorney’s legs being
broken in the fall. In due course, an ifem appeared
in the bill of costs against Sir Francis: To broken
legs, surgeon’s bill, and loss of time and business, in
Sir F. B. Delaval’s interests, £500.

This was deemed a monstrous charge. For my
part, I think Sir Francis, if liable at all, got off very
cheaply, inasmuch as I call to mind that when a chief
official of the Post-Office, while inspecting a new line
of telegraph in Suffolk, unhappily was' thrown out of
a dog-cart, and sustained a broken leg and other
" injuries, the doctor’s bill alone came to a sum not
very far short of the claim raised against the politician.

The two great authorities on main roads were Cary
and Paterson. Cary had long been on friendly terms
with the Post-Office. In 1798, when he brought out

8 ‘New Itinerary,” and afterwards his ‘ County
Atlas,” he declared them to be compiled from actual
admeasurement, by command of his Majesty’s Post-
master-General, for official purposes.

Again, on January 14, 1820, postmasters were
directed by an official notice ¢ to give any information
they may be able to Mr. Cary, in his inquiries about
country seats or roads.’” Now, although Cary had
chained the minor distances with care, he was said to
be not always arithmetically correct in computing the
sum of the major measurements. Paterson, according
to Lord Chancellor Campbell,* imitated Cary’s Road-
book, even to its errors.

* ¢ Chancellors of England, vol. vi., p. 562.
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Andover was an important point as a junetion of
highways, but the shortest cut from it to Exeter was
uncertain. A very careful investigation, however,
shewed that the Ilminster route, branching from
Andover, was the most direct of the three ways to
Exeter. This road, after leaving Andover, sixty-seven
miles from the General Post-Office, passes through
Amesbury, Wiley, Mere, Wincanton, and Ilchester,
and after traversing Ilminster makes for the Devon-
shire Inn and Honiton. The hostelry in the old
days bore a thatched roof and a ponderous sign.
Both have been removed. Seventeen years ago it
was converted into a farmhouse, and the only char-
acteristic relic of its past is the porch, with sitting
accommeodation for tired and thirsty souls who halted
by the way.

By Ilminster, the new route proved to be only 108}
miles from Andover to Exeter, and so it brought
the post-office at that city within 1704 miles of St.
Martin’s-le-Grand, as compared with 178} viid Salis-
bury and Yeovil, and 176} vid Salisbury, Blandford,
and Dorchester. When one looks at these roads on
the map, the distance by Blandford seems much
more than six miles the longest of all.

To the Ilminster road the Quicksilver—some of
whose drivers are still living— was diverted. It
rattled along at ten and a half miles an hour, con-
tinuing the service without a check to Devonport (and,
indeed, by branch coach to Falmouth), and delivering
the mails at Exeter in 16} hours, at Devonport in
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21} hours, and at Falmouth in twenty-nine hours
from the General Post-Office. This was a feat to be
proud of.

I think it was at Devonport in the late fifties that a
story was told of an assistant in the post-office, whom
I will call Miss Bridget B. She was quite an original
character, and was rather hostile to feminine cus-
tomers.

In the rotunda leading to the counter at the Devon-
port post-office, a small pane of glass commanded a
full view of the interior, and it was not at all un-
common for young women who wished to buy stamps
-or take out a money order, before venturing within,
to peep through the glass pane. If the coast was
clear, they would be heard to say: ¢ She is not there
now. We will go in.” Sometimes when they did get
to the counter the lady had returned to her post, from
which she kept a watchful eye on any attempt to
approach one of the young men in attendance.

All the same, if Bridget, who had a soft heart under
a harsh exterior, was rather obnoxious to the one sex,
she was a favourite with the other.

One day my colleague was entirely disconcerted.
She had admonished one of the stampers for some
misdoing, when the reproved official tartly rejoined,
‘Well, at all events, I never set the office on fire.’
It seems that ¢ Sister’ (her pet name amongst the
staff) had a drawer distant from any gas-jet, where
she kept a small mirror, a hair-brush, etec., and a
piece of candle. In the absence of a candlestick,
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her method was to press open a newspaper, lying for
delivery or despatch, and insert the candle in the
folds.

This impromptu candlestick enabled her to compass
some of the mysteries of the toilet ; and it was firmly
believed by the stampers and clerks that on the night
of & fire, which actually did break out in the Devon-
port office, she had left the candle burning in the
newspaper on closing the office.

Large placards were issued offering a reward of fifty
pounds for the discovery of persons supposed to have
flung lighted matches into the letter-box. But not a
single person on the establishment breathed a sus-
picion. All were loyal to ¢ Sister.” It was not until
after her death, many years later, that an old official
cleared up the mystery.

The traveller may still encounter the inns of the
old days on the great Cornish road to Falmouth and
the Land’s End. If Kelly’s House, the first stage out
of Launceston, is no longer an inn, but a factory, the
King’s Head at Five Lanes stands as of yore—=a solid,
square-set building, unchanged by sixty years of rest-
ful ease. Jamaica Inn, now a temperance hotel, was
built by & retired Jamaica settler. Because of its
erection at a spot where the great road traverses a
desolate moor, the good folk of Altarnum, hard by, said
it was ‘a bould ventur.” In course of time a village
sprang up around the inn, and ‘a bould ventur’ gave
place to the good Cornish name of Bolventor. Should
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anyone assail the solid foundations of this story, I
might triumphantly retort that on Stockdale’s careful
map of 1824 there is to be found Jamaica Inn, but
no Bolventor, and that on the new Ordnance map of
1889 will be found Bolventor, but no Jamaica Inn.

Indian Queen, at the extreme south-east corner of
the parish of St. Columb, is not only an inn, but a
village. Let a Cornish eolleague of the past tell the
tale. He says:

¢I lived for twenty-three years within three miles of the place,
and have spent many hours in the old bar-parlour [enforcing, no
doubt, the principles of sobriety and thrift]. I have been told by
my father that Indian Queen was a very important centre in the
old coaching days; as it was a sort of junction, where all the
mails for St. Columb, Padstow, etc., were brought, and I think
also for Wadebridge. When I first knew the place it consisted of
the old inn and about a dozen houses, but now it has grown
to quite a large village, with two chapels, a chapel-of-ease, a
Literary Institution and News-room, etc., but still retains the
old name of Indian Queen.’

In Truro the mail-coaches ran to the Royal Hotel,
at the bottom of Lemon Street. At Falmouth they
halted at The Green Bank Hotel, which stands at the
head of the harbour, andstill (as in the old days,
when Commissioner Bowen surveyed the port and
laid down buoys for sixteen sail of battle ships) opens
its hospitable doors to the traveller—that comfortable
inn where guests stay as long as they can, and where
servants remain for a generation.

As a fact unique at mail-coach inns, I will mention
that the same official who filled the useful post of
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boots at this hotel, and collected the guests’ letters for
the North and London mails, before my first visit to
Falmouth, in the fifties, is there still. He was boots
before the railway was made from Truro, and when
we could only reach Penzance by taking coach across
to Redruth (whence may be seen the English Channel
in the east and the Atlantic in the west). He is
a faithful servant of the establishment ruled by the
genial Mitchells—the father in the past, the daughter
in the present—to this day.

Tribute has already been paid in another work to
the extreme sagacity of mail-coach horses in Scotland.
A colleague of the past relates a story of remarkable
intelligence shown by an English horse drawing a
mail-cart forty years ago in distant parts of Corn-
wall. It is best told in the postmaster’s own words:

¢ Back in the early fifties, I was the clerk at Truro, and passing
rich on fifty pounds a year. It was my duty, in addition to sundry
odd jobs during the day, to do the whole of the night sorting, and
to take charge of the office from ten p.m.to five a.m. At that time
Truro was the forwarding office for all the district westwards,
and the correspondence for all the North of England and the
Midlands passed through it. There was a mail-cart which left
Penzance at ten p.m., and leaving Hayle, Camborne, and
Redruth en route, arrived at Truro at two the following morning.
This was the up North mail, forming a junction with the coach
starting from Falmouth at two a.m., and covering the ground to
Truro in a single stage. The driver of the cart was one of the
hangers-on to be found attached to almost every country inn.
Half stable-boy, half boots, he was a sort of man of all work,
and could do anything, from driving a pair of horses to waiting
at table.
The twenty-six-mile drive from Penzance to Truro in the
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dead of the night was a wild and fearsome journey. Skirting
the shore of Mount’s Bay, without as much as a broomstick
to shelter him from the fury of a south-east gale, the driver
met a branch cart on Marazion Green, and took over the corre-
spondence from the Helston and Lizard district. Crossing the
causeway, over the Hayle district the roar of the breakers could
be distinctly heard, thundering against the ironbound coast.
Connor Downs brought him to the once prosperous mining
district of Camborne and Redruth. The clatter of a thousand
stamps, pounding the ore, and the giant arms of the pumping
engines rising and falling with every stroke of the piston, gave
the country a weird and unearthly aspect, and this was not
improved on his passing through Scorrier and Chacewater,
where, for many generations, human moles had been burrowing
for tin and copper, and had left the surface defaced with huge
piles of attle—monuments of an industry now, alas! fallen into
decay.

¢One dark and stormy night, having done the work up short,
I was listening for the horn which the mail-cart driver always
blew to announce his approach. The horn was silent, but
presently I heard the clatter of the horses’ hoofs, and the rumble
of the wheels as the cart drew up at the office door. After
waiting some time and finding the driver did not bring in the
bags as usual, I went out, and there he was, helplessly in-
toxicated, leaning forward against the splashboard. I tried to
arouse him, but the case was hopeless ; so getting the key, I
examined the cart, and found he had no mail from any place
nearer Truro than Hayle. And here comes in what I venture to
think is an extraordinary instance of sagacity and intelligence on
the part of the horse. The driver had dropped off to sleep
shortly after leaving Hayle, and lay a helpless log for the rest of
the journey of nearly twenty miles. The horse had pulled up at
every turnpike, stopped the regulation time at each post-office
[where it was the practice of the Postmaster to leave the office
door unlocked, and hang the bags on a peg behind it, so that the
_driver might help himself], trotted into Truro, and pulled up at
my office to the minute.’

There is not a more temperate, sober, and well-
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conducted class than the postmen of the United
Kingdom, but here and there an exception may be
found.

In Derbyshire a postmaster of my acquaintance
had reason to suspect the habits of a postman who
drove a mounted post. ‘I will survey your round
to-morrow, Harrison,” said the postmaster. ¢All
right, sir; I'll be ready at a quarter to six.’” The
morning came, the chaise was brought, and master.
and man started off.

‘The pony goes well enough, Harrison ; I will hold
the whip.” Presently, as by custom, the steed, un-
checked by lash, stopped at the Saracen’s Head.
After a great deal of urging, a fresh start was made,
only to precede a second unauthorized halt a mile
further on, at the Blue Boar. In short, there were
four such points at which the pony was daily accus-
tomed to halt and the thirsty postman to take morn-
ing draughts.

Seeing that I have (superfluously enough) testified
to the postal merits of horses, I must go out of my
way, a8 an act of bare justice, to refer to the services
rendered to the department by another member of
the quadrupedal family, viz., Jack, the wire-haired
terrier, whose home was for many years in the New
Bath Hotel at Matlock Bath, in Derbyshire.

This remarkable and most intelligent dog I am told
has already been praised in print by a popular writer;
but I draw my facts this very day fresh from the Bath
itself. Jack never failed to meet visitors on their
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arrival and welcome them at the entrance to the hotel.
He was always to be found the next morning waiting
on the doorstep to conduct them to the post-office.

Then, like a dog of good business habits, after
giving his clients time to attend to what postal matters
they had in hand, he was at their disposal as guide,
philosopher, and friend, to accompany them in rambles
around the lovely neighbourhood, and trot.ahead on
the most charming walks.

The old dog well knew all the best points in the
vicinity, and, being but rarely swayed by the known
proximity of choice bones, never took his charges
twice over the same ground. In all this he showed
a true regard for the postal revenue, which these lines
seek to acknowledge; he first took visitors to the post-
office to buy postage stamps, and next led them walks,
in giving accounts of which by post the stamps were
necessarily used up.

Poor Jack, who met with a tragic end while in the
bloom of old age, at twenty-two, led an eventful as
well as an active life ; inasmuch as he thrice narrowly
escaped an accident which would have been fatal,
only to succumb at last to what I trust was pure
misadventure.

Parliament used at one time annually to vote
eighteenpence a week as subsistence-money for a
cat employed to catch mice in the Central Tele-
graph Station, which was in the nature of a reward
to an individual for eating his own bread and butter.
But there was no vote for Jack in recognition of
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his revenue services; the member for his division
might at least have put a question on the paper, and
mildly harassed the Government of the day in his
interests. But, as it proved, he was not even given
the run of his teeth now and then in the Perishable
Articles branch of the Returned Letter Office, as a
national, if honorary, servant and deserving dog
might reasonably have expected.

Having referred to the sagacity of horses and dogs
acting independently, I am impelled to give an in-
stance of collaboration. A public carrier, proceeding
to Dumfries, had as passenger a young woman ; as
freight, 8 pony tethered to the cart; and as guard, a
dog. He called at & house to deliver a parcel, and
when he came back, all three were gone. Ultimately
he discovered his horse in a stable near Dalbeattie,
the dog holding him fast by the bridle, and the young
woman in safe custody.
 This gamesome damsel had for a frolic loosened
the halter and sprung on the pony’s back. The
latter, seizing the opportunity, tore away full gallop
towards his distant home ; the dog, seeing a part of
his charge in the act of desertion, dashed off in pur-
suit, overtook the runaways, sprang at the halter,
seized it in his teeth and held on, checking the pony’s
speed, to the last extremity. The girl’'s screams
brought wayfarers to the rescue, and so came safety
and an end of the story.

However, to get back to the far-away duchy.
Cornishmen are proverbially tender-hearted; still,
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years ago it used to be a subject of speculation how
it was that lapses of punctuality in the post from
St. Austell to Higher Sticker gave rise to little or no
complaint. The delivery was made by a small, weak-
backed, not very physically-fit man ; and it was
supposed that the sympathy of those he served caused
them to refrain from grumbling at late arrivals of
correspondence. The office, too, looked aside as
far as it properly might. When it was obliged to
take notice, his poor back was the invariable excuse.
‘One day,” writes a correspondent, ‘when I had to
speak to him more seriously than usual, he said,
“Well, I will tell you the truth: there were more
people than usual on my round that day who wanted
shaving.” Now, as the masculine part of the popula-
tion cared just as much about being shaved as about
getting their letters, no complaint arose. Pity kept
the others silent. The invalid had for years com-
bined the duties of a rural postman with those of a
barber, and had stayed on his rounds to shave or cut
the hair of any who needed the tonsorial office while
he should have been delivering his letters.’

The times, one need not write, are changed since
June 18, 1821, when Thomas Carlyle, at Edinburgh,
explained to Jane Carlyle, at Haddington, the delay
in the arrival of ‘Nochden’s German Grammar’ by
the fact of the London smacks being all becalmed.*
They are changed not only as regards postal methods.
affecting the North, but as regards Cornish posts too.

* ¢Early Letters of T. Carlyle.” Macmillan, 1886.



THE CORNISH MAIL 129

In 1821 the London mail did not reach Penzance
until late in the evening. Letters which left London
on Monday, and arrived on Wednesday night, could
not be answered until Thursday night, and the
answers did not reach London until the following
Monday.

A letter posted in time for the first despatch from
London on Monday morning would now reach Pen-
zance early enough to admit of a reply being sent by
the mail which is delivered in London on Tuesday
evening. By taking thought, it is also possible to
arrange that a letter sent by the last despatch from
London on Monday night shall secure a reply by the
last delivery on Tuesday night—one day instead of
seven days for the complete course of post.

Though instances can be indefinitely multiplied, it
may be added that the times are also changed since
an old lady, still living at Bamborough, who knew
Grace Darling, could most cheaply send a pair of
boots to & sister in service by carrier to Sunderland,
and thence by smack to London, conversely as Carlyle
obtained his ¢Nochden.” The parcel post takes
books or boots, if need be, from door to door—from

"London to Bamborough or Edinburgh, from John o’
Groats to the Land’s End—in a few hours for a few
pence.

Of the days when the Post-Office sailed its own
packets to places beyond sea, the historian of the
Post-Office, Mr. Herbert Joyce, in his admirable a.nd
exhaustive work, makes effective mention.

9
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I will do no more than preserve the names of two
gallant men—the Captain, Norman, who fought and
died, and the Master, Watkins, of twenty years’
gervice, who fought and lived, on board the Falmouth
packet Montagu.

¢ Teneritfe, Nov. 9, 1818, writes Watkins. ‘¢ We arrived at
Madeira on the 1st, and landed the mail. At four a.m. on the 2nd
were attacked by an American privateer schooner—exchanged
broadsides. The above quitted at nine p.m.

[A broadside more or less seems to have been of little moment
to the old salts of the Montagu, and all in the day’s work.]

¢ The 8rd at eight a.m., a schooner astern, coming up fast. At
three-ten commenced action. At three-twenty-five schooner
boarded with a large body of men on the starboard quarter; her
jib-boom in our main rigging. Captain Norman, surgeon, two
seamen, killed, and four woundéd. We at last succeeded in clear-
ing our decks; three-thirty-two p.m., the schooner got on our
larboard quarter and boarded with great superiority of men. The
Montagu only thirteen men left ; myself at that moment wounded
in left hand and thigh. I ordered the mail to be sunk; (aided by
Almighty God) we succeeded in clearing our decks. We manned
the guns on the side of the enemy, and had soon the satisfaction
to see the schooner walk off from us, leaving us without a brace
or bowling unshot.’

The stout Montagu’s losses in the action were four
men killed and twelve wounded—eight, including the
brave master, dangerously. Only five sound seamen
were left to fight and sail the ship. Before Watkins,
disabled, quitted the deck to go below, he *gave
orders to the gunner, who came out of the magazine
at that moment, that the colours were never to be
hauled down as long as a man remained; that I
would be with them presently.’
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¢ Fight on my men, Sir Andrew sayes,
A little Ime hurt, but not yet slaine ;
Tle but lye downe and bleede a while,
And then Ile rise and fight againe.’
The ancient ballad of Sir Andrew Barton,
Jrom Percy's ¢ Reliques.’

‘During my stay below to stop my blood I was
for some time insensible.’ The stay below of the
dangerously wounded man was not more than three
minutes. ‘When I was lifted on deck, I saw the
ensign on the quarter, and immediately ordered it to
be secured to the starboard main rigging, which was
done by George Butler, a black man. ... The
Montagu’s guns never ceased firing. From the most
gallant conduct I saw displayed from my friend and
commander, Captain Norman, before he fell, I deter-
mined that the British flag then flying on the Montagu
should never be disgraced by his successor.’

There was naturally not much delay about pro-
moting Watkins as soon as he got home. ‘It was
Watkins,” wrote Freeling, ‘by whose gallantry the
enemy were at length beaten off, after a desperate and
gallant defence.” ¢Let Mr. Watkins appointment’ (as
Captain fo the Montagu) ¢ be made out immediately,’
ordered Lord Chichester on Jahuary 29, 1814.

Posterity surely affirms both Freeling’s tribute and
the action of Chichester.

When the Post-Office packets at Falmouth were
transferred to the Admiralty, in 1828, the packet
agency was abolished as a separate institution. The
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agent, Mr. T. M. Musgrave, had seen a varied career
—at one time in the Treasury and Lord Malmesbury’s
private secretary, then in the Alien Department of the
Secretary of State’s office, next packet agent at
Lisbon, and then packet agent at Falmouth, where
he was expected to extend civilities to distinguished
strangers and ‘speed the parting guest.” On the
abolition of the agency, Mr. Musgrave was transferred
to the Controllership of the Twopenny Post in London,
in Gerard Street, Soho, and ultimately was appointed
to be Postmaster of Bath.

Afterwards, at Falmouth, came as postmaster Mr.
Gay, whose son attained great popularity as a sur-
veyor. Between the two the Gays’ service in the
department extended over more than seventy years.
Gay senior was followed in office by Miss Jane
Seymour Wood, who almost invariably witnessed the
transfer of mails between packet and coach.

It is said that when the first outward Indian ‘mail
was puf on board the packet at Falmouth, it was
carried under the arm of Williams, coxswain to
Admiral Ellis, superintendent of the port.

William Rufus Ellis, in the fifties, succeeded Miss
Wood. Could William Rufus but have married Jane
Seymour, there would "have been a concurrence of
royal names not usual in postal experience.

There are still numerous head offices in charge of
postmistresses. The most considerable, I think, are
Folkestone, under Miss Spea.rpomt and Dorking,
under MISS Lanham.
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At this moment the two head post-offices in the
United Kingdom which have been longest under post-
mistresses are probably Penrynin Cornwall and Tuam
in Ireland.

As far as I remember them, all the offices so con-
trolled were models of neatness and good order. At
Cirencester, indeed, when, about 1857, Mrs. Martha
Squires was postmistress, the post-office was dis-
tinguished beyond all other offices in the fact -that
every bundle of letters was carefully wrapped up in
blue paper before being despatched.

-When, as sometimes has been the case, the ex-
pediency of dispensing with date-stamping has been
advocated, the value of the practice from a legal
point of view has generally defeated the innovators.
Mr. Newberry Cox, the postmaster of Falmouth, would
be an effective witness to call in such an inquiry. He
has been able, when needful, to establish triumphantly
the date of his birth by flourishing before authority a
letter written (probably on Bath post, as was cus-
tomary) by his father to his grandmother, announcing
the fact of the grandson’s arrival in the world, and
the outer sheet of the letter bears a very distinct
impression of the dated stamp of the Taunton post-
office of August 14, 1883. The production of this
document has obviated the need of a certificate of
birth, and has been always accepted as legal proof.

There was from the first a strong postal flavour
about Mr. Cox’s young days. His earliest ex-
perience of public life was to travel part of the way
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from Taunton to Falmouth, a distance of a hundred
and twenty-three miles, by mail-coach. He left the
former town with his parents in a specially-hired
coach at ten-thirty a.m. on one day, and, changing
vehicles, probably at Pople’s New London Hotel at
Exeter, got into Falmouth by the mail at half-past
four the next morning.

Being a lover of salt water to the core, he stole
away betimes, as soon as he could shift for himself,
and found his sea-legs by roughing it all over the
world. Mr. Cox, it is true, has not sailed the Aretic
or the Antarctic Oceans, but certainly the North
and South Atlantic, South Indian and North and
South Pacific Oceans, the China Seas, and the Bay of
Bengal were in due course traversed by the adven-
turous youth from Falmouth. The experience thus
gained—unique in the case of a postmaster—stocd
him in good stead, when, in 1856 and later, his duty
required him to be beating about in Falmouth roads,
or outside, in the open Channel, waiting for the in-
coming or out-going mail-packets.

‘When I last saw Mr. Cox afloat, he was alone in his
boat, running before the wind, and apparently en-
deavouring to measure its fitful force by laying the
mast of his craft as nearly as possible parallel with
the surface of the sea. He had taken me over to
inspect official arrangements at St. Mawe’s, and we
were returning—he in a cockle-shell, I, less courageous,
in a broad-backed steam ferry-boat.

I have borrowed the rough note-book of this inde-
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fatigable official, and now print a few of its intro-
ductory pages so that the reader may judge of what
devolves on the postmaster of this ancient port.

1 was appointed,’ he writes, ¢ Postmaster of Falmouth on
July 19, 1856, being then between twenty-two and twenty-three
years of age, and being told at the time I was the youngest
head postmaster in the kingdom. I was to be on probation for
a fortnight, and thus prove whether I was competent or not.
The duties all being new, strange, and complicated, almost
frightened me ; but I thought what one man can do, another
can ; so I gave myself up body and mind, and at the end of my
probation was considered able and fit, and the office was handed
over to me.

¢ My staff then consisted of my wife, myself, three town post-
men, and three rural postmen—total eight.

¢ My hours were seven a.m. to ten p.m., with no time for meals
but what could be caught between the sale of stamps, issue of
money orders and other window duty; and here I would say
every single penny stamp had to be cut from its sheet with a
pair of scissors. ' The present perforation (a boon indeed to Post-
Office officials) had not then been invented. I say seven a.m. to
ten p.m., because the office was open to the public during those
hours, except for a quarter of an hour to despatch each of two
mails, and for an hour to sort two in-mails. The duties did not
ceasge at ten p.m., inasmuch as at that hour the North mail was
due by four-horse coach from Plymouth—there was then no
railway communication below Plymouth. The mail never
arrived within half an hour of ten, it was often much later. All
the letters, etc., had at once to be stamped by myself and sorted
off for the delivery at seven-thirty next morning.

¢ The foreign-ship letters charge generally amounted to ten or
twelve pounds a day. Registered letters had to be separately
entered on a green form, folded in it, and directed, this form
being signed by the addressee and returned by the postman, the
delivery receipt to be duly filed and kept for record. When this
had been done, bags had to be made up for despatch at one-
thirty a.m. (up North mail, middle of the night, you see!) ; bags
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for Penryn, Truro, Grampound, St. Austell, Lostwithiel, Bodmin,
Liskeard, Devonport, Plymouth, and London and Exeter Railway.

¢ At the best of times, if the work was kept up close to the hour
of office-closing, and the North mail got in in good time, I might
get out of the office by eleven o’clock, not fit for much, you may
well think, except for supper and bed. Then at one-thirty a.m.
the mail-guard would knock me up for the mails. On several
occasions in the depth of winter I have had, when the mail due
at ten p.m, had not arrived at one-thirty a.m., to go part way to
Truro in the bitter weather, meet the down mail, send the guard
back to Plymouth, and bring in the down mails. I wonder who
would do this in these times ? After despatching the one-thirty
a.m. mail I was free until seven a.m.

‘This continued until some time after the railway reached
Truro—I think about four years, during which time I never
failed to make the appointed despatch on one single night;
which means I never had one fair night’s rest during the whole
time, and I did more than two days’ work for every day, and at
least six hours every Sunday. Here I would add that for the
first twelve years of my service I worked double tides—that is,
the hours covered were equal to twelve days a week, and
Sundays beside; and for the first twelve years I was in the
service I had no holidays whatever.

¢ During several years foreign mails were not only received at
Falmouth, but were also despatched thence for the West Coast
of Africa, Cape de Verde Islands, Brazil, and River Plate ; West
Indies, Cape of Good Hope, and the United States. For the
Brazils we used to put them on board a steam-tug and go out to
sea to meet the outward steamer, no matter what the weather
might be.

¢ The last time I remember well. Mr. Robert Fox* was there.
The night was coarse and dirty. We stopped out until about
8ix a.m., then, as the steamer did not put in an appearance, we
went ashore, and had just comfortably got to bed, when we were
roused out and had to start again with the outward Brazil mail,
the steamer having arrived.

* A member of the great Quaker family at Penjerrick and of
a firm at Falmouth.
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¢ The years 1867 and 1868 were, I think, the busiest years for
foreign mails. At-that time we had a Cape of Good Hope, a
Brazil, and a United States line, the latter two being royal
mails. I had on one occasion, on one day, to deal with two
outward mails and one homeward mail. How I got through I
can’t tell, for at that time no extra pay for help was allowed;
and although I worked almost night and day, until later years,
T got nothing extra for it ; yet all was done without any hitch,

‘I have on more than one occasion gone to London without
breakfast, and back next morning, and attended in the office all
day afterwards.

‘In the year 1868 I had a curious experience, which I have
always thought had some bearing on the closing of the American
‘War,

* During the month of January, a large blockade-runner, a
steamer called the Peterhoff, came in here. Several gentlemen
landed from her, and came to see me at the office. After a chat,
they told me they had a lot of documents they wanted to get
into the Southern States to raise money; it was of the utmost
importance that they should get them through the blockade;
if T would put them in a bag, label and seal it for them, they
would give me any sum I would take—I was to make up a false
mail, of course. If I would do this, they could manage to get it
through, and no one would be the wiser. I refused to do it.

‘On the first oceasion, they left saying they would call again
next day. This they did for several days, telling me every man
had his price. I told them, not an Englishman, and they
would find it so. After calling for more than a week and
finding it no use—trying all in their power ; saying that money
was no object: and that whatever I wanted I should have—the
ship sailed, and I heard no more of them.’

Such has been part of the postal experience of
Mr. Newberry Cox.

In August, 1882, having gone out to the Lizard
for an official purpose, I was told by the sub-postmaster
that a mail-steamer had come ashore a day or two
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before. . I went across to the postal telegraph signalling
station on Beast Point, a mile from Lizard Town, and
could see nothing. ‘Go to the cliff’s edge,” said the
younger Skewes, the signalman. I went almost to
the edge, and still saw nothing. I took a step more,
and looked over the edge.

There, two hundred feet below, was a great vessel
of perhaps three thousand tons burden lying as though
at anchor, her bowsprit touching the vertical cliff, her
keel, alas! on the rocks. It was the North German
Lloyd steamer Mosel from Southampton, bound for
the port she never reached—New York.

Happily, there was no loss of life; passengers and
crew alike were safely landed. As a means of reach-
ing the Mosel, a basket had been slung on a hawser
made fast to the mast and carried some way up the
cliff. Looking down the precipice, I saw a young lady,
the daughter of a neighbouring vicar, promenading
below on so much of the deck as was not awash,
having adventurously essayed the basket in order
to experience how, in practice, that means of escape
felt.

The Mosel had missed her way in a dense fog. The
merest quiver of the compass-card, a point south
instead of west, would have kept her clear of Beast
Point and the Man-of-War rocks, sent her safely
into Mount’s Bay, and on her course for rounding the
Land’s End. But it was not to be. She struck
under the signal-house at seven a.m. Mr. J. N. Cox,
son of the active postmaster, sitting in the signal-
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room, heard the crash and was on the cliff, under
which the Mosel lay fast, in two or three minutes.
In a few minutes more a telegram was in Falmouth,
begging that all available help might be sent ; and as
fast as the alarm could be given, and the boat launched,
the lifeboat crew and the coastguard from Lizard
Town were on the scene of disaster.

By great good-fortune, the steam-tug Rosetta of
Falmouth, on the look-out for homeward - bound
vessels, was drifting close by. She heard the crash
and cries for help, and, guided by the sound, found
the vessel ashore. The Rosetta was alongside within
ten minutes of the striking of the Mosel, and con-
veyed the first load of passengers to Cadgwith Cove,
two miles off.

‘When she returned to Beast Point, all but the first-
cabin passengers had been taken off in boats, and the
Rosetta took on board the rest, and landed them
with the mails and specie at Falmouth. The little
tug rescued in all two hundred and forty-seven of the
Mosel’s passengers.

The mails were sent by railway to Southampton,
and again despatched thence, the day following the
wreck, to New York.

The poor vessel lay for many weeks on the rocks,
attempts to float her off being in vain. One day a
foretaste of the equinoctial gales lifted her somewhat;
she parted amidships: the stern half slipped off into
deep water, and after awhile the fore part heeled over
and disappeared. That was the end of the Mosel.
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Penzance in the early sixties still possessed a
postmistress who, from the yet earlier twenties,
assisted by postwomen fully six feet high, had ruled
her office with a hand of steel not always hidden by
the velvet glove. Two of her rules of official life
admitted of no exception. When ‘ Box Closed,” ¢ Mail
not Arrived,” or ‘Mail not Sorted,” was placarded
on the square foot of hinged office-window, no appeal
could induce her to open it, nor would she ever give
change.

Once a traveller, staying at the Union Hotel close
by, publicly wagered that he would break through the
blockade. His plan was to knock persistently at the
little window when ‘Box Closed’ was notified. At
length, the pane of glass being reluctantly opened, he
victoriously thrust in his bundle of letters, and, as he
thought, won the day. But he reckoned without the
postmistress; for my stout-hearted colleague, I rejoice
to say, as promptly flung back his letters info the
street.

The fame of this exploit being noised abroad, a
certain army Colonel undertook to sap the post-
mistress’s position on the giving-of-change question.
He had better luck. Presenting himself at the
window, he tendered a half-crown, requesting to be
supplied with a shilling's worth of postage-stamps.
‘I give no change,’ said the lady. ¢Oh, very well I’
replied the Colonel.

With military strategy, he withdrew for the moment
to his base of operations; then, returning armed with
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a bag of sixty pennies, tapped gently at the window,
and, with polished courtesy, suavely asked for ‘A
penny stamp, if you please, madam.” The post-
mistress fixed her enemy with the glittering eye of
triumph, took the penny, gave the stamp, and briskly
shut the window. A minute later there was a second
knock, a second inquiry for ¢ A penny postage stamp, if
you please, madam’! I know not at which penny—
the third or the thirtieth—the citadel capitulated. But
in the end the Colonel ungallantly won the day, and
retired bearing off all the honours of war.

If the army were victorious at Penzance, the navy,
on the other hand, sustained, at about the same time,
a serious reverse, strange to say, in Derbyshire.

A postmistress .of Buxton, in reality a woman of
abounding energy on occasion, as I seem personally
to recollect, had a constitutional dislike of hurry.
Once, tired of waiting for a money order which had
been long in course of preparation, a navy Captain
testily said he would call again for it in six months’
time. In half an hour he renewed his visit: ‘Is
that money order ready now ?° ¢ What money order ?’
inquired the lady. ¢ The order asked for half an hour
ago.” ‘Oh, the six months are not yet up. It shall
be ready by then,” was the answer.

In Mount’s Bay, in the fifteenth century, a ship
came ashore laden with foreign leather. Somehow
or other, Simon Eyre, a shoemaker in Leadenhall
Street, heard of it. He scraped together every avail-
able penny, walked down from London to Penzance,



142 ON THE TRACK OF THE MAIL-COACH

bought up the leather, or as much of it as his money
would purchase, got it by some means up to London,
amassed a fortune, builf a public granary, became
Lord Mayor, and was knighted. He erected, if not
the first Leaden Hall itself, at any rate a handsome
chapel near at hand, provided wedding portions for
young maids, and died in 1459. . He reproduced, even
if he did not anticipate, the story of Richard Whitting-
ton and his cat, and he was certainly the prototype of
Sir Titus Salt, who purchased for a mere song the
neglected parcel of alpaca at Liverpool, and turned it
to such account that with the produce he built the
model township of Saltaire and achieved more than
one good end.

Penzance has a strong claim on the good-will of
the miner — outside the old post - office stood, I
recollect, the statue of one of her sons, a benefactor
of mankind—the great Sir Humphry Davy.
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CHAPTER IX.
BY SEVERN, TAFF, AND TOWY.

TrE first holiday that Lord Colchester, her Majesty’s
Postmaster-General, enabled & certain young eclerk
to take, was partly spent in what was then the
little-known but picturesque seaside town of Ilfra-
combe. So small was this watering-place forty years
ago, and so sparsely was it visited in the spring-
time, that the arrival of a stranger, however young
and inconsiderable, fluttered the public mind.

‘While at Ilfracombe I received a letter in hn official
cover, referring, no doubt, to some merely trifling
matter ; but the fact of its arrival—I had been seen
reading the letter, or must have dropped the cover,
‘On Her Majesty’s Service,” in the street—caused
much speculation. The Customs or the Commis-
sioners of Excise had evidently sent down an emissary
to look after malpractices affecting the revenue.
Amateur smugglers and the keepers of private stills,
if any, may be supposed to have held their breath.

It was here, half a century ago (when a scare
prevailed about bank-notes, because of forgeries which
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had been discovered, and every kind of paper security
was looked upon askance), that a tourist with a brand-
new five-pound Bank of England note in his pocket
found himself literally penniless. No one would
change his note, and he had no other money, so that,
but for the good offices of some philanthropic individual
who became aware of his hard case, he might have
starved.

Five-pound notes certainly formed no part of my
equipment, and gave me no trouble; on the contrary,
I could have borne a heavy burden of that sort without
a murmur. _

From Ilfracombe—from the little harbour which
lies under the Lantern Rock—I set sail for the Welsh
coast, and landed at Cardiff. My recollection is of a
long walk from the landing-place to a moderate-sized
town, abutting on an ancient castle with a ruined
wall. I strolled within the boundary to view the
grounds, no one hindering.

‘When, many years later, I visited Cardiff again, an
embattled tower guarded the castle entrance, and
nothing short of artillery could have pierced the new-
built wall. The magnificent home of the Bute family-
presented quite another aspect. Coal and new docks
had enriched both castle and town.

There can hardly be a borough in the United
Kingdom which has eclipsed, or even equalled, the
vigorous growth of Cardiff. The mere village of a
century ago, with its handful of inhabitants, has
developed into a great town containing a hundred
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and fifty thousand souls. The postal staff, which at
the time of my visit consisted of eight men and a boy,
now numbers more than four hundred men, and
nearly a couple of hundred boys. The coal which
lies in the hills behind, and the docks which fringe
the shore, are, however, more eloquent of progress
than any postal facts which I can adduce.

In ‘Forty Years at the Post-Office,” I am con-
scious of having paid less attention to the posts of
South Wales than to those of the northern part of
the Principality. Having now got as far as Cardiff,
let me handsomely repair my fault.

That roads in South Wales were in a very bad state
up to the end of the last century is of course well
known. An authority* states that

¢ The earlier the date of the roads, the worse they were planned.
This was the case throughout the kingdom. ‘When the land was
originally enclosed, the top of the hills being less fertile than the
bottom, the road was generally pushed there by the landowners.’

Mr. Howells, a witness from Wales, created great
amusement before a Royal Commission which
examined the question of highways about a hundred
years ago. When asked what he knew of the condi-
tion of the roads in Wales, he replied that there were
none. ‘Then how do you travel? asked the
astonished chairman of the Commission. ¢In ditches
at the bottom of the valleys, my lord,” was the
reply.

Towards the end of the century the main roads of

* Agriculture, ete., in Wales, 1801.
10
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South Wales had been greatly improved, and had
become fit for vehicular traffic. Accordingly, in 1787,
quickly following the new mail-coaches, put on the
Bristol road in 1784, and on the Great North Road in
1786, the first mail passed by coach through the
counties of Brecon, Carmarthen, and Pembroke, to
Milford Haven.

By 1802 the principal mail-route from London to
South Wales lay through Bristol, and across the
Severn by ferry to Chepstow; whence it passed by
way of Newport, Cardiff, Swansea, and Carmarthen,
to Milford Haven, which port had therefore two
services. A mail-coach with a guard ran once a day
in each direction. In 1825 the pace was quickened,
and the eight o’clock night mail from Lombard Street
got to Swansea six or seven hours earlier.

At Milford Haven, according to a public notice,
the Irish mails were ¢ immediately conveyed to large
and commodious steamers.” The mails for Pontypridd
and Merthyr Tydvil were sent up from Cardiff by
mail-cart once a day, until the year 1854, although
the Taff Vale Railway had been opened for passenger
traffic in 1841. Colonel Maberly apparently could not
come to an agreement with the railway company.

When at length terms were arranged, the Taff Vale
Railway carried the mails to Merthyr Tydvil and
Pontypridd, then called Newbridge. I recollect turn-
ing aside on one occasion from my official duties at
Pontypridd to visit the pit, which had just been
the scene of a great mining disaster, when miners
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were entombed for a week or more, and were rescued
only by the gallant efforts of a party of volunteers
inspired and led on by the mining inspector, Mr.
Wales.

The rescuing party burrowed into a great wall of
coal which shut off the sealed-up gallery from the
open one, and then, breaking a small driftway
through the last length, passed in restoratives to the
imprisoned men, and eventually got them out alive..
I visited one of the rescued in his house, and looked
on a man, pale and worn, it is true, but who had
been face to face with death for eight or ten days and
had never lost heart. ‘

Even if railways proper had been long delayed, it
is conceivable that tram-roads on the highways would
still have rendered cheap postage possible and
profitable ; inasmuch as a paragraph, which seemed
to forecast a feasible plan, appeared in the Cardiff and
Merthyr Guardian of January 14, 1839, to this effect :

¢ A plan is said to be in agitation to establish tram-roads by
the side of turnpike-roads capable of competing with railways for
all ordinary purposes, and at infinitely smaller expense as well
as risk. This plan is said to be at this time in operation at
Llanelly. The cost, it is said, would be £1,350 per mile. Thus
tram-roads might have been made to Birmingham for £146,000,
while the railroad has cost £6,000,000.’

Such a tramway was subsequently laid between
Swansea and the Mumbles, and a passenger car
(whieh I occasionally travelled by) drawn by a horse,
and at one time propelled, to the best of my belief, by
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steam, passed between both places twice daily, the
fare being a shilling each way.

Thus there were, before the railways came, two
routes for the mails, if not three, from London into
South Wales—(1) by Gloucester and Brecon; (2) by
Bristol and across the Severn from New Passage;
and (8) by Faringdon and Cirencester, and over the
Severn by the Old or Aust Passage.

A good deal of interest attaches to the Passages ;
that called New being as old as the Roman occupa-
tion of Britain, and the Old ferry being no more
ancient than the seventeenth century.

Where the Bristol Channel narrows to the estuary
of the Severn, the river Avon turns off due east,
and makes Bristol, eight or ten miles inland, a sea-
port. A few miles further up the estuary, where the
Severn is more than two miles wide, there are, on
the Gloucestershire bank, New Passage, and on the
Monmouthshire bank, Portskewet.

A mile or two further still are Aust or Old Passage
on one side, and Beachley on the other; but the
latter is on the point of a peninsula lying between the
Severn and the Wye, and on a direct road to
Chepstow. New Passage is 10} miles, and Aust
Passage 11§ miles, by road from Bristol. The branch
railway to New Passage is rather longer.

For a length of time—say from Palmer’s mail-
coach year up to about 1829—the New Passage route
was, for the Glamorganshire mails at any rate, the
better of the two, as the Aust or Old ferry was ill
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provided with suitable appliances. But in the latter
year the route by the Old ferry was greatly improved,
a new road being cut from Chepstow to Monmouth,
and a new bridge thrown across the Wye. The route
of Aust became the quicke