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  At last, a riveting history book with no wars, few dates and minimal references to the King . . . Picard has an unerring eye for picking out the most vivid phrase, the
  most apt memory or pithiest description from the wealth of contemporary information that exists


  Ruth Cowen, Sunday Express


  There are fascinating disquisitions on do-it-yourself decorating, on male and female underwear, on funerals, and on the language of fans . . . Dr Johnsons
  London is a Baedeker of the past . . . it is absorbing and revealing in equal measure


  Peter Ackroyd, The Times


  Picards exploration of life in London in the mid-18th century succeeds in being both accessible and vivid. Her curiosity and enthusiasm are infectious, and she
  has an instinct for what will interest the lay reader . . . There is an enchanting chapter on the water system


  Victoria Lane, Daily Telegraph


  This book sweeps across the London of 1740 to 1770 like a flying magnifying glass. Her dry humour and eagle eye make her a superb guide. It opens with a sedan chair tour
  around George IIs London and along the river. I can only say it is brilliant


  Illtyd Harrington, Camden New Journal


  In this new survey of Johnsons London, which spans the years 1740 to 1770, Liza Picard reveals what it was that proved so compelling about the monstrous
  metropolis . . . With her keen eye for human quirks and human weakness, Picard brings the ages tortuous splendours and profound murkiness vividly to life, and does so with great verve and
  originality


  Henry Hitchings, Observer


  This wonderful book drops us right in the noisy, dirty, dung-ridden heart of mid-18th-century London . . . Picards street-level approach builds up a compelling,
  all-encompassing picture of how Londoners, from commoners to kings, lived and died


  Glasgow Herald


  Read Liza Picards book, wrap yourself in the atmosphere of the past, and youll emerge with a gulp of relief to be living now, not then


  Miranda Seymour, Sunday Times



  

  









  When a man is tired of London he is tired of life; for there is in London all that life can afford.

  Samuel Johnson
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  Welcome gentle reader, to the select company of those who read prefaces, whether before  as I hope  or after  as I usually do  reading the book.
  This is where I can explain why I wrote the book at all, and how I set about it.


  First of all, I should say that I am not a properly trained historian. I am a lawyer by trade, and an inquisitive practical woman by character. I have always enjoyed history, but I have found it
  difficult, from most history books, to imagine real people going about their daily lives, worrying more about the price of bread than the habits of the nobility. The trend of history writing is
  increasingly turning towards the man and woman in the street. But even now there is a tendency, it seems to me, to focus on the few rich and the comfortably off, to the exclusion of the majority of
  people, who were poor. One reason for this is the heritage of buildings and works of art which we still enjoy, and which we identify as typical of the eighteenth century. They have survived because
  they were built or commissioned or acquired by the rich. The poor were hard put to it to get along at all. They had no money for non-essentials, and no leisure to write diaries or novels. Nothing
  remains of their lives.


  So how could the blank canvas be filled in, between the haves and the have-nots? This book tries to answer that question.


  First, I had to choose a period, rather than try to cover the whole century. There were no obvious starting and ending posts, as there had been for my Restoration London1 about the previous century when Samuel Pepys kept his Diary for a decade. Samuel Johnson suggested the starting point. In 1740 he had been in London
  for three years, still struggling to make a living by his pen. There was an idea current in publishing circles, that a new Dictionary of the English Language could be a money-spinner. There were several on the market already, but none was satisfactory. Gradually the idea crystallised. Johnson was obviously the man for the job. He drafted a
  Plan for it in 1746.2 He thought he could finish it in three years, but it was not published until 1755, after many crises. It made his
  name, although not his fortune; the booksellers got most of the proceeds. In 1770 Johnson was still going strong. He died in London in 1784, at the age of 73. For my purposes, however, his long
  residence in his much-loved London  nearly fifty years  was too long a period for the kind of detailed account that I wanted to record, so I decided to end the period at 1770, when
  the east coast of America was still British, the gin-drinking craze was mostly over, and London had taken the shape it would largely retain until the Victorians gave it another mighty shake. The
  period is arbitrarily chosen, I agree.


  Now for the evidence. So far as contemporary witnesses were concerned, perhaps the most impartial were foreign visitors, taking in London as English travellers took in Florence and busily
  writing up their journals as they went, for publication in their native languages. They had to make their accounts interesting to the readers back home, to ensure that they sold, but they could not
  afford to diverge too far from the truth for fear of ridicule. They needed to have some individual angle, but still appeal to the general reader. In the period I have chosen, there were several
  tourists with observant eyes and ready pens. I trusted Monsieur Pierre Jean Grosley most, because he was a lawyer. He was here in 1765, when he was 47 years old. The English translation of his book
  A Tour to London was published in London in 1772. M. Grosley wrote I relate things as I have seen them. His translator explains that he corrected anything that M. Grosley had
  got wrong. So his book is doubly reliable. He cast a professional eye over the English legal system. He also described going to the theatre, and there is no reason to doubt his account just because
  it is very funny (see Chapter 22).


  A 32-year-old Swedish botanist Per Kalm paused in England on his way to America, in 1748. He saw a different side of London. He took an accurate note of anything growing. He was also intrigued
  by the habits of Londoners which he could see as he walked about, such as the different methods of not tracking street dirt into the house, and the way coal was delivered. His book was translated
  into English and published here in 1892.


  Then there was Casanova. This is a name that may conjure up all kinds of licentiousness. Indeed I had to go through various hoops before I was allowed to read his memoirs
  in the Bodleian Library, in case, at my advanced age, they might corrupt me. But all I wanted, and more or less all I found, was what he made of London when he was here in 1763, running an
  experienced eye over the social and sexual mores of Londoners.


  Francis Places autobiography, in his beautiful copper-plate script, can be read in the British library. He was born in 1771, so his childhood recollections are after our period, but I
  have used them when the details he recorded are unlikely to have changed.


  Since London was such a draw, there was a surge in the production of maps and guidebooks, from the sixpenny pamphlet for the countryman, to the massive Plan of the Cities of London and
  Westminster and the Borough of Southwark published in 24 sheets, together measuring six and a half feet by thirteen, produced by John Rocque in 1747.3 There were written histories and descriptions covering every parish in London, including a 1754 update by careful hands  anonymous  of John
  Stows Survey of London first published in 1598, and a New and Accurate History and Survey of London, Westminster and Southwark by John Entick published in 1766.


  There were publications pleading causes, textbooks imparting information, manuals advising on cooking and home remedies with a bit of DIY thrown in, and periodicals looking to increase their
  circulation figures. Jonas Hanway is usually thought of, inaccurately, as the first person to use an umbrella in London. He was much more than that  a passionate pleader for young people and
  a skilful and prolific media man. There was a group of writers on medical matters whose teaching was the received wisdom of the time. They were not necessarily medically qualified. This was an era
  when any intelligent man would have a go at diagnosis and treatment. Samuel Johnson prided himself on his medical knowledge; so did John Wesley, who wrote a book about it and set up several clinics
  for people wishing to try the therapeutic effects of electricity. The Gentlemans Magazine, which in the best Fleet Street manner boasted of its circulation figures month by month,
  was my mainstay for the kind of news item that intrigued people then  not necessarily of world-shaking importance, just interesting, such as the amount of money a lucky bridegroom was
  marrying. It was aimed at a middle-class readership. (Middle class had not yet been coined  the correct phrase was the middling sort, which perhaps carries less
  baggage.)


  There was a wide spread of newspapers. Here I have to admit defeat in my pursuit of contemporary evidence. In their paper form, eighteenth-century newspapers are now very fragile, and both the
  British Library and the Bodleian make them available only on film, which is exceedingly difficult to decipher. There are many issues of many newspapers that I have not read. Fortunately, the gaps
  are sometimes filled by extracts in the works of earlier historians with better sight or more opportunity to see the originals.


  And, of course, there were Samuel Johnson and James Boswell. Johnsons brutally bad manners in conversation, which Boswell displayed like a lion-tamer provoking his charge to roar, grew on
  him as he got older and more famous. Boswells Life of Samuel Johnson is useful for a picture of literary London, as long as Johnsons worst conversational squibs are
  recognised for what they were, the triumph of bad manners over accuracy. Boswells own Journal is possibly more readable: an accurate self-portrait of an unlikeable young man.


  The eighteenth century was a great time for letter writing. Horace Walpole was a prolific and amusing correspondent, describing events in the capital for the benefit of friends in the country,
  or abroad. The century also produced novels which are for the first time enjoyable in their own right, apart from their value as historical documents. It was no hardship to read my way through
  Henry Fielding, Laurence Sterne and Tobias Smollett. Their books show poor people as well as rich: something missing so far, from the sources I have referred to.


  There is a delightful pamphlet from which I often quote, published anonymously in 1764, called Low-Life, being a critical account of what is transacted by people of almost all religions,
  Nations, Circumstances and sizes of Understanding in the 24 hours between Saturday night and Monday morning in a true description of a Sunday as it is usually spent within the Bills of Mortality
  . . . with an address to the ingenious and ingenuous Mr Hogarth. It describes what people, especially poor people, were doing, in London, hour by hour throughout a summer Sunday. Here is an
  example:


  
    
      As it is now twilight, reputable young fellows, [such] as students in the law . . . dependent Nephews and Grandsons who have been unhappily scarred in the wars of Venus are
      repairing to their several Quack Doctors and Surgeons pupils to get a safe, easy and speedy cure . . . about the same time young Women whose unhappy minute has been taken the Advantage of . . . are
      repairing to Persons of their own sex who live about Ludgate Hill and St Martins Lane and put out handbills for the cure of all Distempers incident to Women . . .
      Undertakers who have a body to bury from their own Houses, which they have sold to be anatomised, are interring coffins full of rubbish and suffer funeral service to be devoutly performed over
      it . . . Cowkeepers carts for three miles round this Metropolis are driving through the streets to fetch the grains from the respective Brewhouses they deal with. Women who go out washing
      for their livelihood and are to be at work by One oclock in the morning, thinking of going to bed.

    

  


  Turning now to modern authorities, my inspiration was Dr M. Dorothy George, in whose footsteps I have humbly tried to tread. Her book was first published in 1925 and has long
  been out of print in this country. The title she chose was London Life in the Eighteenth Century, which gives no hint that you will look in vain in it for Chippendale or hooped petticoats
  or gracious living. The first sentence of her Preface blows the gaff. She describes her book as an attempt to give a picture of the conditions of life and work of the poorer classes in
  London in the eighteenth century. Not only does she resoundingly succeed in her attempt, she includes long verbatim passages from the original sources she used, which I have most gratefully
  read and borrowed from.


  The many other contemporary records and academic works of reference I have used can be identified in the Notes. It would overburden this Preface to list them here. I will, however, refer to some
  modest research of my own. The eighteenth century is not, by some reckonings, all that distant. There are enthusiasts who still practise the skills of two hundred years ago. I had the good fortune
  to meet, in correspondence, Ian Chipperfield, stay-maker, of Great Yarmouth, whose knowledge and infectious enthusiasm set me on the path to the leather stays in Norwich Museum which appear in
  Chapter 20. This encouraged me to make more enquiries. Alum, for example, is a mysterious substance which constantly crops up in the eighteenth century but has dropped out of our experience. It was
  notoriously used in making bread, but why? The reply to my letter to the Guild of Master Bakers provided an answer to this nagging question that I have seen nowhere else (see here, Chapter 9).
  Mercury was on a par with alum, in my mind: constantly used in the eighteenth century, this time in medicine, but unknown to me. Dr Melvin Earles took the time to answer my letter exhaustively and
  comprehensibly, a rare combination.


  If such riches could be tapped by just one letter, what about the manufacturers and retailers whose businesses began in the eighteenth century and are still prospering?
  Bearing in mind that the poor lived on bad bread and gin, I approached both the distillers with whose products I am most familiar. Again, my letters produced the most courteous and informative
  replies, and enabled me to give a wider readership to the story of the first speak-easy (see Chapter 14). Hamleys, Fortnum & Mason, Twinings  they all answered my letters charmingly and
  helpfully. Messrs Berry Bros & Rudd put me right about eighteenth-century wines and measures, without  regretfully  my ordering from their stock or visiting their splendidly
  eighteenth-century premises with that vertiginous sloping floor. Perhaps it was level, two hundred years ago.


  The late Dennis Severs showed me his mesmeric house in Spitalfields, so brilliantly restored and furnished by him as a family home which the occupants had, it seemed, only just left. I must
  thank, too, Mr D. E. Wickham, archivist of the Clothworkers Company, who shares with me an enthusiasm for the less-frequented byways of history. He sent me copies of documents from the
  companys archives which suddenly made this august body very human; and, superlatively, let me see the catalogue of a rare book sale which included the Mauclerc collection of ephemera dating
  from the mid-eighteenth century. Mr Mauclerc had been interested in the wild animals being exhibited at the time  see chapter 22. He would have enjoyed the company of my other kind guides.
  Lastly, at a late stage, I was able to discuss with Mr Tony Grice of Culworth Forge, blacksmith, chimney-system specialist and history enthusiast, the probable situation of climbing boys 
  see Chapter 12. Neither of us had been convinced by the picture put out by fund-raisers at the time, but without Mr Grices immense knowledge and practical experience I would have continued
  to accept it.


  The kindness and enthusiasm of other people have produced a better book than I had in me to write. The librarians to whom I have addressed my stumbling queries have been without exception
  helpful, knowledgeable and brilliantly adept at pretending that they have never before been asked this most interesting question  even when, as in the Public Record Office out at Kew, I got
  completely lost and had to ask for the Way Out. The staff of the Patent Office Library just off Chancery Lane share my admiration for their wonderful Victorian building. The Guildhall Library in
  the City has an unparalleled collection of books about London on its open shelves, and more than usually omniscient librarians. The Wellcome Institute for the History of Medicine is as beautiful
  inside as the new British Library just along Euston Road, and is equally helpful. The National Art Library roosting at the top of the Victoria and Albert Museum, and the London Library in St
  Jamess Square, both combine modern technology with Victorian practicality. I read the records of the Marine Society in the National Maritime Museum in Greenwich. The London Metropolitan
  Archives in Islington enabled me to read the records of the Foundling Hospital, and even handle some of the clothes worn by foundling babies two and a half centuries ago. I also handled
  eighteenth-century clothes in the Costume and Textile Study centre at Carrow House, Norwich, a department of Norwich Citys museum service. Lastly, and superlatively, the Bodleian Library
  here in Oxford has been a paragon of all that is best. Someone there has the task of summoning books for the most ignorant of telephone enquirers, which she has performed with calm courtesy,
  inexhaustible knowledge and a most melodious voice. She must be glad I have finished this book.


  I have been overwhelmed by the accessibility of eminent academics such as Professor Sir Roy Porter and Dr Goldbloom of the Wellcome Institute, Professor Wrigley of Corpus Christi College
  Cambridge and Dr Landers of All Souls College Oxford, all of whom took time to answer my struggling questions in a heartwarmingly encouraging way.


  I needed all the encouragement I could, and did, get from Benjamin Buchan, the kindest and most congenial editor. My friend Peter Stalker has continued to extricate me from the computer tangles
  that only I can create. My two neighbours Alison Jones and Catherine Stokes have been equally patient with my ineducable computer illiteracy. My dear doctor son has at times diagnosed my computer
  troubles at long distance in the best eighteenth-century way, by telephone in the twentieth-century way, and prescribed effectively. He found time to give me guidance on medical matters in Chapter
  16. Any errors in it are entirely due to my misinterpreting his authentically medical handwriting, or applying my own misconceptions.


  I am fortunate.


  Liza Picard


  Oxford


  March 2000
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    It is not in the showy evolutions of buildings, but in the multiplicity of human habitations which are crowded together, that the wonderful
    immensity of London consists.

	
  


  Samuel Johnson

  


  



  


  


  


  


  CHAPTER 1


  Facts and Figures


  


  


  


  


  The population of England in 1750 has been estimated at 6,140,000.1 No one knows exactly how many people lived in London. There
  had never been a census. A Bill for registering the number of the people, and also marriages, deaths and births, and even the number of welfare recipients, had been thrown out by the
  Commons in 1753 because, as Mr Pitt said, it would be too expensive and difficult to administer, and it might even be seen as a prelude to poll tax,2
  which would be unthinkable. Contemporaries such as Malarchy Postlethwaite3 suggested 1,200,000 at least, a figure adopted by The Gentlemans
  Magazine in its 1766 Supplement. But informed opinion nowadays puts the figure at about 650,000, plus or minus 50,000:4 over 10 per cent of the
  population of England.


  London had been growing at a fairly steady rate since 1500. By 1650 it had outstripped its European competitors such as Paris and Naples, and by 1750 had overtaken Constantinople,5 Pekin in China and Cairo.6 It vastly exceeded other English cities. And as well as housing permanent
  inhabitants, it was the centre to which perhaps one in six of the total population of England had been drawn at some time in their lives, as tourists, or to do the season, or for work
  in domestic service or apprenticeship.7


  What was meant by London? The area of one square mile within the walls first built by the Romans, with adjacent areas or dependencies in Southwark and Blackfriars,
  administered by the Lord Mayor of London? Or all the parishes within the Bills of Mortality? This last description, usually shortened to within the Bills, is a reference
  to the parishes which were bound to make weekly returns, or Bills, of the numbers of births and deaths, with the causes of deaths, within their boundaries. This system had begun in
  1562, mainly to provide a warning for the well-to-do of the possibility of a plague epidemic, enabling them to leave London in time. The Bills were notoriously inaccurate, but
  nothing had been evolved to replace them. They covered the 97 parishes within the walls, the 16 dependencies outside the walls, and another thirty or so parishes in Middlesex, Surrey and
  Westminster  the number of these fluctuated from time to time, as parishes were subdivided or created to keep pace with development.


  By the City I mean the city within the walls, and its dependencies: the area administered by the Lord Mayor. By London I mean the built-up area from Chelsea to
  Deptford, Mayfair to Limehouse, Marylebone to Stepney  in other words, the area shown in John Rocques Plan of the Cities of London and Westminster and the Borough of
  Southwark published in 1746,8 and generally corresponding to the area within the Bills. As the Encyclopedia Britannica put it, in 1773,
  the form of London including Westminster and Southwark comes pretty near an oblong square, 5 miles in length if measured in a direct line from Hyde Park to the end of Limehouse . . . the
  greatest breadth is two and a half miles.


  Two City tours


  The first-time visitor to New York should take a boat round Manhattan Island. Oxford is best seen from the top of an open bus. I suggest we have a quick look at Dr
  Johnsons London from virtual sedan chairs, in two trips, one into the City and one round the west end.9 I have taken mid-century, 1750, as a
  convenient date. I will signal where we are, from time to time, by putting in square brackets [. . .] a contemporary landmark, so that any tourist map will give you your bearings.


  The City


  We shall begin at Temple Bar, built by Wren in 1672 at the western boundary of the City, where the Strand becomes Fleet Street [just east of the Law Courts; not the modern
  structure, but a narrow arch wide enough for one vehicle, with pedestrian passages on either side]. If he had designed it especially to create traffic jams, he could hardly have done better. The
  habit of impaling traitors heads on approaches to the City has not quite died out: there are two still on the arch, looking the worse for wear. They have been there
  since 1746. This part of the City just escaped the Great Fire of 1666.10 Its medieval timber houses, wildly overdecorated for our pure Georgian
  taste, overhang the street and lean on each other for support. Dr Johnson lives in a back street tucked away on the left. Ahead of us, up Ludgate Hill, St Pauls Cathedral is already
  darkening from smoke pollution. Beyond it is Cheapside, a main shopping area. But we shall make a detour north, and find Smithfield  easily done, by the noise and smell of the livestock
  market. Beside it is St Bartholomews Hospital, a medieval foundation now in Georgian dress. Then back again past the notorious prison of Newgate [the Old Bailey, or Central Criminal Court,
  was built almost on its site].


  We want to make for the river. The golden fireball on top of the Monument to the Great Fire of 1666 guides us part of the way, then we can home in on the unmistakable smell of Billingsgate,
  Londons principal fish market [demolished and redeveloped now  the smell of old fish lingered for years]. We ignore the boatmen who are shouting for our custom and walk up the muddy
  steps onto London Bridge. With luck you may hear the lions roaring in the Tower of London. Looking through a gap in the houses on the bridge, you can see the merchant ships and lighters packed
  together waiting to unload at the Custom House [still there, on the north bank of the river]. Upstream of the bridge the river is covered by small passenger craft, with the occasional royal or
  plutocratic private barge, like a Rolls-Royce among minis. Near the south bank are two more hospitals, St Thomass [it has moved since 1750], and a new one founded by a millionaire
  [Guys Hospital is still there, just off the Borough High Street]. Then we go to the nearest stairs down to the river again, and take a boat back to the Strand.


  Despite the burgeoning prosperity of the west end, it was the City that still represented power. No wonder the monarch had to stop at Temple Bar and symbolically ask the Lord Mayor for
  permission to enter the City.


  The west end


  We begin where the muddy road to the hamlet of Tottenham Court heads north, through the fields [Tottenham Court Road tube station]. Looking up it, past the pound
  or enclosure for stray dogs in the middle of the road, you should see on the left Mr Goodges brick-drying yards. As we turn west along Oxford Street, the chair-men hurry
  past the first buildings on the right. They may not be in the same parish as the slums behind us in St Giless parish, but they have the same reputation as the lurking-place of
  cut-throats.11 By the time we get to Rathbone Place we can slow down. This was the first street to be built on the north side of Oxford
  Street, and it has attracted fashionable residents, who can stroll up to the woods and the windmill at the end of their street. Across Oxford Street from Rathbone Place, Soho12 Square is lined with elegant houses from the previous century, much favoured still by foreign ambassadors.


  As we continue along Oxford Street, look to your right through the gaps between the houses and youll see open country. Berners Street leads across a patch of waste ground to Green Lane
  and then through fields, where the Middlesex Hospital stands. About half way along Oxford Street on our right there is a thriving market for fish and meat [Market Place]. A little further along on
  the left, Swallow Street [replaced by Regent Street] dives straight to Piccadilly. Then Cavendish Square13 on our right has some sumptuous houses in
  it, but there are still some vacant sites. It was planned to out-do any other square  quite a few of these squares had such ambitions, when they first came into existence  which meant
  that buyers were slow to commit themselves. Balancing Cavendish Square, to the south of Oxford Street, Hanover Square was completely built by 1750, of imposing contiguous four-storey houses,
  complete with church.


  Marylebone Lane, originally a winding country track, and Wigmore Row [Street] mark the end of the built-up area north of Oxford Street. Beyond them is farming country. The only sign of city life
  is Marylebone Gardens, two fields north of Wigmore Row. On the south side of Oxford Street, the houses come to a stop at North Audley Street. After that there are fields on both sides of the road
   it has become a road again now, Tiburn14 Road  as far as the turnpike gate. You wont want to go on further. You can see from
  the gate the three connected posts where criminals are hanged, and the gallery erected for the greater comfort of spectators [Marble Arch is very near it].


  So let us turn south, down Tiburn Lane [Park Lane]. If you look to your left along Upper Brook Street or Upper Grosvenor Street, you should just see Grosvenor Square, the grandest square
  yet.15 Hyde Park stretches away to the countryside for miles, on your right. We shall make for the turnpike gate at its south-east corner [Hyde Park
  corner]. If we headed west, through the hamlet of Knightsbridge, we would get to the village of Kensington, but there is little else to see there except the palace. We will
  strike south, leaving St Georges Hospital [a hotel is now on the site, which from the outside looks much as the pictures of the hospital looked] on our right. We can see another hospital far
  away in the fields [Chester Street/Grosvenor Place], the Lock Hospital for venereal diseases.


  Our chair-men splash through the marshy fields of Pimlico, to Chelsea. Shall we rest in Ranelagh Pleasure Gardens, next door to the Royal Hospital? Or call at the Chelsea Physic Garden? No, we
  direct the chair-men to Chelsea stairs and take a boat downstream. Vauxhall Spring Gardens [at the south end of Vauxhall Bridge] beckon from the opposite bank, but we land at Westminster stairs,
  just short of the elegant new Westminster bridge. The ancient buildings of Westminster Hall and the Abbey dominate a maze of medieval streets [Parliament Square].


  So to keep clean as well as to avoid pickpockets we take chairs again to St Jamess Park. The most striking feature of the park is a massive straight canal almost cutting it
  in half, running from near the Duke of Buckinghams house [not yet a royal residence] to the Horse Guards parade ground west of Whitehall. Across the park is St Jamess Palace,
  where the ruling monarch lives when he is not at his palace at Kensington or in his other kingdom, Hanover in Germany. He allows Londoners to walk through the park, but not to ride in chairs or
  carriages or on horseback, so we pay off the chair-men and stroll through St Jamess Park and the Green Park to Piccadilly, where we pick up chairs again.


  Going east along Piccadilly, you will see two houses to the left that are very grand indeed  far more in the modern taste than the dilapidated palace of St James  Devonshire House
  [demolished in the 1920s] and Burlington House [the Royal Academy]. We pass the inns where we could take a coach to the west country, and the Hay Market to the right, and go straight on along
  Coventry Street and through a narrow alley, emerging into Leicester Fields [Leicester Square]. Here is where the heir to the throne lives: Frederick Prince of Wales, the son of George II, who for
  some reason cannot stand him. Prince Frederick, sometimes known as poor Fred, maintains his princely Court in an unimpressive house on the north side of Leicester Fields, which is not
  at all a fashionable place to live. His house even has four lock-up shops in its frontage,16 and a miserable garden. No wonder
  that Fred spends most of his summer days in the beautiful gardens of Carlton House [now covered by Carlton Terrace], annoying his father.


  East of Leicester Fields, through a maze of lanes and alleys, is Covent Garden. By now it has lost its first glamour. Fashionable people have moved away and small traders and brothel-keepers are
  taking over. But expensive carriages still come through it to drop patrons at the Theatre Royal [Royal Opera House]. Long Acre nearby is where you would come to buy such a carriage. It leads into
  Drury Lane, which is definitely insalubrious. If you turn left at the top of Drury Lane, you are in one of the poorest and most criminal of London parishes, St Giles. Henry Fielding, author and
  magistrate, lives very near, in Bow Street, and runs his court from his house. Keep going west and you arrive outside Montague House [site now occupied by the British Museum], with Bloomsbury
  Square close by, and the open country beyond. A little further and we have finished our tour. We are back at Tottenham Court Lane.


  Fashionable London was being built on green-field sites. Londoners still lived within reach of the country. In 1763 two gentlemen walked right round London in seven hours, beginning at
  Moorfields, to Newington Green, Hackney, Bethnal Green, Poplar, Bow, Limehouse, New Cross, Peckham, Camberwell, Stockwell, Clapham, Battersea, Chelsea, Brompton, Knightsbridge, through Hyde Park,
  round Tyburn to Paddington, up the road to Islington and along the new City Road to Moorfields again.17 They were clearly good walkers, but how many
  tedious days would it take nowadays, to walk right round the metropolitan area?


  



  


  


  


  


  CHAPTER 2


  London and Westminster


  


  


  


  


  The City streets


  When the Romans laid out Londinium with their usual efficiency, they built a road north through the gate in the walls which later acquired the name Bishops Gate, a road along
  the north bank of the river westwards through the gate later called Lud Gate, and another leading to the east, and they built a bridge across the Thames. The pattern they imposed on the city then
  has remained remarkably unchanged. Successive monarchs tried to limit the size of the city by keeping it within its walls, but all they achieved was the infilling of yards and gardens to produce
  labyrinthine courts and alleys behind the frontages visible from the main streets. When the City was destroyed by the Great Fire of 1666, the urgency of restoring trade took priority over ideal
  replanning, and the opportunity to create an elegant metropolis was lost. The streets were rebuilt much as they had been, with a little straightening here and widening there, but still comfortably
  recognisable to a former resident.


  Street cleaning


  Street cleaning in the City was still under the jurisdiction of the parochial authorities. Some parishes were poor, crowded and ineffective. Others were rich, thinly populated
  and powerful. The parish of St Michael Bassishaw contained 142 houses, well built and inhabited by merchants of great reputation and fortune,1 who would see that their frontages were immaculate, in any case. Portsoken ward, which included Whitechapel market, had 1,385 houses and only four scavengers.2 In theory, the parish scavengers came round every day except Sundays and holidays, rang their bell to alert residents, and stayed a
  convenient time3 for the rubbish to be brought out to their carts. It was an offence to leave rubbish about in front of your own house, and
   even worse  in front of someone elses, or in front of a church. Throwing any noisome things  dead cats, for instance  into the highway was just as
  bad.


  Benjamin Franklin found when he was in London in 1742 that when they were dry the streets were never swept, and when they were wet there was no crossing but in paths kept clean by poor
  people with brooms.4 The central gutters (chanels or kennels) are generally made very deep . . . and with
  cross-chanels, render the coachway very disagreeable and unsafe, not helped by the too common practice of the lower sort of inhabitants and servants throwing away ashes, rubbish,
  broken glass . . . offals and other offensive things into the streets [which] stop the current of the chanels, making the streets much annoyed with mud and . . . very dangerous in frosty
  weather.5


  The nature of London street dirt is demonstrated by the value put on it by the market gardeners round about, who bought it by the cartload to spread on their gardens, producing the level of
  fertility that astonished foreigners.6 It was a rich, glutinous mixture of animal manure, dead cats and dogs, ashes, straw, and human excrement: see
  Hogarths print of Night, where a chamber pot is being emptied from an upstairs window on to the hat, and wig, of a passing magistrate.


  In frosty weather, walking in the streets was even riskier. Everyone must have observed during the late [1756/7] frost, the numberless heaps of horsedung which had been purposely laid in
  most of the streets of this metropolis and how much after it is dark these embarrass and in some cases endanger those who pass through them on foot.7 These regular little piles were an ingenious DIY effort at insulating the lead pipes bringing the domestic water supply. After all, horse dung produced heat in garden hot-beds,
  why not over the pipes? Unfortunately, it didnt work. The lead pipes still burst with an almost incoercible force and the water froze all over the streets.


  Paving and lighting


  It was the legal duty of every citizen to pave the street up to the centre line of the street in front of his house, but, predictably, this resulted in even more bumps and
  holes. As a visiting Frenchman put it,8 it is scarce possible to find a place to set ones foot. A
  loose stone in a pavement under which water lodges and on being trod upon squirts it up, to the great detriment of white stockings was known as a beau-trap.9 If the DIY efforts of the citizens left any stones level, the water companies, the only public utility in the eighteenth century, could be relied on to deal with
  them. The New River Company alone had 400 miles of wooden pipes under the streets, which were always having to be repaired, and were subject to a twenty-year rolling repair programme when labour
  could be spared. The water companies were legally obliged to make good their excavations, but somehow it rarely happened.


  In 1760 the ruling part of the City10 suddenly realised that if things went on like this they might lose money to
  Westminster or Southwark, which were not quite so filthy. A clean-up campaign was launched. By 1765 the old cobbled paving had become intolerable. Every person not bigotted to ancient forms
  and customs must be convinced of the necessity of a speedy reformation, said the new Commissioners for the Sewers and Pavements of the City, recommending a tax to cover the estimated cost of
  repaving with Scotch stones. In all, 32,428 yards of paving were to be laid, at 7s 8d per yard, right through the City, from Temple Bar, past St Pauls, along Cheapside and
  Leadenhall Street to the other side of the City at Aldgate: an astonishing operation.11 By 1773 granite setts from Aberdeen which, as Dr Johnson
  noted approvingly, hard as it is, they square with very little difficulty12 were producing an even surface, and an excruciating screech
  in conjunction with iron shod wheels.


  Instead of sloping down to the central kennel, streets were cambered, with a gutter on each side. Benjamin Franklin found this inefficient, since it halved the force of rainwater that might have
  scoured away the dirt, dead cats and so on still littering the road. It only makes the mud more fluid, so that the wheels of carriages and feet of horses throw and dash it upon the foot
  pavement which is thereby rendered foul and slippery and sometimes splash it on those who are walking;13 but then Franklin could always see
  how to do things better.


  The Commissioners brought in contractors to see that the streets were clean and well lit. The Commissioners officers were to behave with all possible good manners towards every
  inhabitant. They would need all the goodwill they could muster, because each one had to keep a register of all the streets in his district, noting in it any less-than-perfect paving and
  gullies and frequently to perambulate his district both in the day and the night to check whether the contractors were fulfilling their contracts, whether the
  footways were


  
    
      daily scraped swept and cleansed . . . and whether any pavement is broken or out of repair . . . whether any privies communicate with the common sewer [which was not allowed],
      whether any horse and/or carriage is ridden or driven on the foot pavements, whether signboards were fixed otherwise than in the fronts of the houses and shops to which they belong, . . . whether
      any occupier of a house shall deposit . . . any ashes or filth in any part of any street except in some hole or box . . . to be provided by the Commissioners . . .

    

  


  Broken water pipes had to be mended immediately, by the water company. Wagons were not to stand for longer than an hour, and smaller vehicles for longer
  than is necessary for loading and unloading; and the Inspector had power to seize and remove an offending cart with its horses  there might be as many as eight
  of them  to a pound. Where there were footways at the side of streets in the City yet another Act, of 1767, for pitching, paving, cleaning and enlightening the streets . . . within the
  City required householders to scrape sweep and cleanse the footway along the front of their houses, before ten oclock every day except on Sundays.


  Lighting had been spasmodic, in the streets of the City. As usual, the inhabitants were under a duty to light the street in front of their houses; and as usual, they didnt. The
  Commissioners were given powers to enforce the proper lighting of streets, and even to direct the placing of private lamps.14 Citizens
  were obliged to hang out, on dark nights, one or more lights with sufficient cotton wicks that shall continue to burn from six at night till eleven of the same night, on penalty of one
  shilling.15 Benjamin Franklin spotted a design fault in the lamps used, which produced a feeble glimmer and quickly became sooted up. It was
  easier to contract with enterprising traders such as William Conanway, who furnisheth persons of quality and others with lamps, lanthorns and irons of all sorts, also keeps servants to light
  them at reasonable rates, or John Clark Lamplighter near St Giless Church, who also furnisheth Gentlemen [but no others, in his case] with all sorts of globular lamps and
  lights them by the week, or quarter, at the lowest prices.16


  Shop signs


  The swinging signs that look so quaint in old prints, and which still survive outside village pubs, were declared illegal in 1760. How comfortless must be the sensations
  of an elderly female, stopped in the street on a windy day, under a large old sign loaded with lead and iron in full swing over her head, and perhaps a torrent of rain and dirty water falling . . .
  from a projecting spout, mused Jonas Hanway, the man who popularised umbrellas. No umbrella would help if the sign fell on her.17 Instead, the
  signs were fixed flat on the faade of the building, ancestors of todays shop fascias.


  Animals


  We complain of the pollution caused by petrol-driven engines. Imagine the sheer volume of faeces and urine excreted by the engines of eighteenth-century traffic  that is,
  horses  let alone the dung of the herds and flocks being driven through the streets to markets and abattoirs. The Gentlemans Magazine of May 1761 complained of the
  pernicious practice of driving cattle through the streets of this city. The Navys abattoirs on Tower Hill dealt with a huge volume of cattle, sheep and pigs: they all had to
  get there somehow. Cattle coming up from Kent had to cross the Bridge and walk through the narrow streets of the City, to the market at Smithfield. The direct route to Smithfield from the west
  country was straight along Oxford Street. And then there were always animals that got away from their drivers. Nowhere was safe.


  
    
      A little after two oclock the people on the Royal Exchange were much alarmed by the appearance of a cow (hard driven from Smithfield) at the fourth Gate, and (though
      the beast did not run in on Change) great confusion ensued; some losing hats and wigs and some their shoes, while others lay on the ground in heaps . . . during the alarm, a rumour of an
      earthquake prevailing, some threw themselves on the ground expecting to be swallowed. The cow in the meantime took [off] down Sweetings Alley and was knocked down and secured by a carman
      in Gracechurch Street.18

    

  


  And in 1767, while the Court was sitting an over driven ox entered the Guildhall, threw the whole Court into consternation but not liking his
  company turned about and ran back again without doing any mischief.19


  Dogs came and went. There were recurrent scares about people being bitten by mad dogs, which led to orders that all dogs should be killed.


  The Watch


  The streets were patrolled by the Watch, decrepit old men appointed by each parish and paid a pittance. Londoners could not bring themselves to submit to a properly organised
  body of law enforcement officers, operating throughout the City. This astonished a French lawyer, Pierre Grosley, accustomed to the high profile of French gens darmes. London
  has neither troops, patrol nor any sort of regular Watch and it is guarded during the nights only by old men chosen from the dregs of the people who have no arms but a lanthorn and a pole; who
  patrol the streets crying the hour every time the clock strikes; who proclaim good or bad weather in the morning; and who come to awake those who have any journey to perform; and whom it is
  customary for young rakes to beat.20 Grosley missed one other useful function of the Watch. James Boswell managed to put his candle out, in
  the middle of the night after his fire had gone out. He looked for the tinder-box in the kitchen of his lodgings, but couldnt find it in the dark, so he waited until the Watch came round and
  got his candle relumed from the old mans lantern.21 Grosley was not in London during the 1745 rebellion, when the authorities
  were extremely nervous, the City militia was ordered to patrol the streets and even anti-government talk could land you in trouble.22


  Night-soil collectors


  When good citizens were at home in bed, the night-soil men came out on their rounds. Sewage disposal had not improved much since Samuel Pepys day when his
  neighbours cess-pit overflowed into his cellar and had to be emptied through his house. There were still no sewers in our sense of the term. Sewers were storm-water drains,
  respectable house-holders had cess-pits, others just threw out of the window.


  If they are looked after properly, and regularly emptied, cess-pits should present no problems. The trade card of John Hunt (successor to the late Mr Inigo Brook), Nightman
  & Rubbish Carter, near the Wagon and Horses in Goswell Street23 shows two jolly nightmen carrying a tub on their shoulders, being let in by a
  sleepy servant to the front door of a house. (Houses built in terraces often had no back access.) Their two-horse cart waits outside, with spare barrels. In the distance, the moon shines down on a
  covered wagon with six horses. Idyllic. But . . . John Hunt and his colleagues would charge, and how were the slum dwellers to pay? It took another hundred years and a cholera outbreak to focus the
  public eye on what it did not wish to see, but which had been under its nose for a long time: There are hundreds, I may say thousands, of houses in this metropolis which have no drainage
  whatsoever, and the greater part of them having filthy stinking overflowing cesspools . . .24


  Street trees


  There were elm trees in London streets. Nearly all the squares in London were planted round with it. . . . So also Moorfields and where the Danish church stands [Austin
  Friars, in the City]. This and the willow were in short the only trees which were planted along the sides of the streets. Elm was chosen because it gives the best shade, endures the
  coal smoke very well, stands for a long time green, and keeps its leaves till the autumn,25 and, I would add for those who have never seen an
  elm tree in its glory, it is covered with a rufous haze of buds in the spring, and in the autumn its coin-sized leaves turn a lovely pale yellow.


  Westminster slums and squares


  It may be helpful, here, to remind the reader that Westminster included anything to the west of the City liberties. Ten of the parishes within the Bills were in
  Westminster. The Strand was in Westminster, Fleet Street was in the City. Both cities were in the county of Middlesex.


  In general the problems of Westminster were different from, and lighter than, those of its neighbour. Slums were largely confined to the maze of narrow medieval streets round the Abbey, where
  Thieving Lane lived up to its name, and open drains carrying excrement still ran down the middle of the streets as late as 1808.26 The Restoration
  building boom had produced St Jamess Square, Leicester Square and Soho Square, the piazzas of Covent Garden and new quadrangles in the Inns of Court.27 Bloomsbury Square was first built in 1666.


  New developments


  In their enthusiasm for the fashionable idea of rus in urbe, bringing the countryside into the town, the developers of Cavendish Square tried the effect of sheep in the
  middle of it  a few frightened sheep within a wooden paling [with] sooty fleeces and meagre carcases.28 A critic suggested
  painted sheep, but the square was finally embellished by a statue of the Duke of Cumberland in the exact modern uniform of the guards, mounted on an antique horse, all richly gilt,
  sharing his glory with the sheep before they were evacuated. The middle of Hanover Square, according to the same critic, had the air of a cow-yard where blackguards [vagrant children]
  assemble in the winter to play at hussle-cap [?] up to the ancles in dirt. There must have been uproar one winter day in 1762 when a fox was taken up alive in Hanover Square having
  been pursued for near twenty miles and fairly hunted down.29


  The new road


  Animals, with the possible exception of foxes, were resented by the nobility and gentry in the new squares. At last a radical decision was taken. A new road  an M25 for
  animals  must be built through the fields, round the suburbs of the city at a proper distance (Marylebone Road/Euston Road/Pentonville Road follow its route
  exactly).30 The wretched animals and their minders could use that outer ring, and leave Oxford Street for the gentry. The new road, opened in 1756,
  was designed as a drovers road, 40 feet wide at least,31 and unpaved, so the flocks and herds plodded through the mud and dust of the ring
  road just as they had plodded along country roads, except that now a toll had to be paid. The rates evoke the numbers of livestock entering London by this one route alone: 5d per score of oxen,
  2d per score of calves, hogs, sheep or lambs. There was unfortunately no way of compelling the animals to use their new route and leave the nobility and gentry in peace. There were constant
  complaints that wagoners and drovers ignored this purpose-built road and found their way through the fashionable squares as adroitly as a modern commuter taking a rat-run through a housing
  estate.


  In any case, the new road did nothing for other parts of the city. A letter in The Gentlemans Magazine of May 1761 complained of the pernicious
  practice of driving cattle through the streets. And there were always animals that got away from their drivers, such as the large ox driven by some fellows in a furious
  manner into Southampton Row and endeavouring to force him precipitately through the postern by goading, hoxing and other brutish methods, the generous beast turned . . . and at one spring staked
  himself upon the iron railings next to the Duke of Bedfords wall. It died.32


  The Strand


  By the eighteenth century, the Strand was completely built up. The territorial magnates palaces that had lined its south side, with gardens sloping down to the river, had
  been redeveloped in the previous century, with the massive exception of Northumberland House, a Tudor mansion that adorned the south-west end of the Strand until 1874. The Strand was a shopping
  mall as famous, and rather newer, than Cheapside in the City. Samuel Johnson called the stretch from Charing Cross to Whitechapel the greatest series of shops in the
  world.33 He had a habit of overstating his case; from Charing Cross to St Marys-le-Strand would have been nearer the mark.


  The Grosvenor estate


  At the beginning of the eighteenth century, most of the land between Bloomsbury and Westminster Abbey was still open countryside awaiting development. The owners included many
  old and titled families who had acquired the land by marriage or far-sighted investment. The most famous example was the Grosvenor estate.34 In the
  previous century, Hugh Audley, barrister, had thought fit to buy the Manor of Ebury, to the west of London. About 100 acres of it, the northern part, was decent agricultural land. The rest was 500
  acres of swamp and marsh, between Westminster and Chelsea. Audley died unmarried in 1662, leaving the Ebury land to the grandson of his sister. The legatee, Alexander Davies, was a scrivener, a
  kind of lawyers clerk. He built a few houses at Millbank, served by the horse ferry, but he died of the plague in 1665 before he could complete his development plans. His baby daughter Mary
  inherited the estate.


  By now it must have looked more possible that some day London would stretch out towards the 100-acre site, and Mary was valuable. She was sold in marriage to the heir of
  Lord Berkeley. She was eight, her prospective husband was ten. But at the crucial moment Lord Berkeley could not raise the necessary 5,000, so she was passed on to Sir Thomas Grosvenor, who
  duly married her when he was twenty-one and she was thirteen. He died in 1700, leaving her with three sons. Legal complications delayed the development of the northern part of the estate until
  1720, when building began on the 100-acre site.35 The streets were pegged out, 8 acres were reserved for a magnificent square, and the builders moved
  in. They stayed for nearly 50 years, erecting stately mansions round the Square itself and quite small houses at the edges of the estate. The streets never suffered from the problems that afflicted
  the City. From the start, they were as well built as modern technology knew how.


  Other developments


  Lord Grosvenor and his neighbours to the east managed to correlate their street plans, so that for example Upper Brook Street ran east from Tyburn Lane [Park Lane], reappeared
  after Grosvenor Square as Brook Street, continued out of the Grosvenor estate and across the Conduit estate owned by the City of London, to end up neatly as Little Brook Street at the southern edge
  of Hanover Square in the Earl of Scarbroughs estate. All this was brought about by commonsense and mutual interest. There was no overall city plan. It was left to the owner of each estate to
  develop it as he thought fit.


  The result was already clear by 1766. This city and liberties are laid out in handsome streets and squares.36 But not all the
  buildings in any square were the same. The ground landlord could enforce a common building line and height, but the size of the sites varied, allowing the nobility and gentry who moved in, a choice
  of style let alone expense. An obvious example was Berkeley Square. There was a spacious garden in the middle of it, and solid houses on the west side, architecturally friendly but not uniform.
  Some of the plots on the east and north sides were very small in comparison, and let to such people as tavern-keepers and coffee-house keepers, tucked in among the galaxy of duchesses and
  earls.37


  Westminster was kept spruce by no fewer than 80 scavengers appointed by the authorities, who paid out 4,127 annually to subcontractors for contract cleaning.38


  



  

  

  

  

  CHAPTER 3


  Water


  

  

  

  

  London Bridge1


  The wooden bridge that had sufficed the Romans was replaced in 1176 by a stone one, with nineteen starlings or sterlings resting on the riverbed and
  supporting the bridge piers. This primitive construction lasted nearly 600 years. From time to time the starlings were strengthened by additional stone. A fishpond was built on one,2 handy for apprentices who had the convenience of rope ladders, to let themselves down on the sterlings [to lay] baits and lines to catch eels and other
  fish.3 By 1750 the starlings occupied five-sixths of the riverbed, and the river roared through the gaps like water through the sluices of a
  dam. The result was that shooting the bridge is almost universally dreaded as the risque of life,4 and the watermen  whose job it
  was to convey people up and down, and across, the river  complained that their custom was suffering. The arches at the north end were further obstructed by waterwheels to supply water to the
  nearby district. One had been enough in 1581, but London had grown since then and by 1720 there were four.


  Something should be done, but it was far from clear what. Should there be a new bridge, funded by a lottery? Or should the existing one be improved by removing the starlings and enlarging the
  arches? If the water wheels were demolished, what about the water companys customers? And its shareholders? What about removing the houses and shops on the bridge that for centuries had
  precariously overhung the river? Would the receipts from tolls outweigh compensation to the house owners and the mounting cost of repairs? According to the most recent survey, the foundations of
  the bridge were still good, despite the worrying tendency of most of the houses on it to decline so much out of the perpendicular,5 and if the houses were cleared away, it could be made wide enough for four carriageways and a good footway on each side.


  Very sensibly, the whole matter was referred to a committee in 1746, which after due consideration referred it to a subcommittee, and there it stayed. Meanwhile the old Tudor houses on the
  bridge were pulled down. The workmen found three pots of money, silver and gold, of the coin of Queen Elizabeth6  at least, they
  declared three pots. New piazzas were put up instead, in which shopkeepers prospered. Parsimonious ladies drove all the way from St Jamess, lured by the rumour of bargains on the bridge in
  pins and needles, gloves and hats and brushes, seeds and prints and wallpaper.


  By 1755 things began to move, all too literally. The City decided to demolish all the buildings on the bridge and make the central arch twice as wide by removing one pier. This did not go down
  well with the inhabitants. A temporary wooden bridge erected over the gap was burned down twice, leaving the City completely cut off from Kent and Europe. The Lord Mayor hurriedly licensed 40 extra
  boats to ferry passengers and goods across, even on Sundays, but their passage was obstructed by beams fallen from the temporary bridge. By April 1758, 500 workmen were employed on the new
  bridge, every day of the week.7 Eventually the successor to the medieval bridge emerged, shorn of its buildings and given an elegant Italianate
  balustrade. It was much admired, although the watermen were still dissatisfied. There was so great an eddy at the great arch that craft or vessels passing through were whirled round for a
  long time before they could get disengaged, and in the utmost danger of being dashed to pieces against the sterlings, overset in the vortex, or staved against each other . . . whereby great damage
  might be sustained as well as lives lost.8 Perhaps the improvement was more cosmetic than functional. London Bridge was finally demolished in
  1830. Not a bad innings.


  Westminster Bridge


  The residents of Westminster had been pressing since the previous century for an alternative crossing to avoid the slow detour through the City. Moreover, the Archbishop of
  Canterbury was anxious to be rid of the ferry that landed horses and vehicles practically on his doorstep, with all the shouting and commotion involved. At last an Act was passed. 389,500
   a huge sum in those days  was raised, mostly by lotteries9 and the bridge was begun, in 1739,10 just downstream from Lambeth Palace. Its thirteen arches were built in caissons above the high-water mark, and sinking gradually by the weight of the
  prodigious blocks of stone, the men could work below the level of the water as conveniently as on dry
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