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doors for money, which an Englishman has
hardly face for. I'm mow with a fantoccini
figures from Canton, brought over by a
seaman. 1 can't form an exact notion of how
many men there are in town who are musician-
ers to the street exhibitions ; besides the exhi-
bitions’ own people, I should say about one hun-
dred. I don’t think that they are more drun-
ken than other people, but they're liable o get
top-heavy at times. None that I know live with
women of the town. They live in lodgings,
and not in lodging-houses. Oh! mno, no,
we've not come to that yet. Some of them
succeeded their fathers as sireet-musicianers;
others took it up casalty-like, by having learn-
ed different instruments; none that I know
were ever theatrical performers. Allthemen I
know in my-line would object, L am sure, to
hard work, if it was with confinement along
with it. We can never stand being confined
to hard work, after being used to the freedom
of the streets. None of us save money; it
goes either in a lump, if we get a lump, or
in dribs and drabs, which is the way it mostly
comes o us. I've lmown several in my way
who have died in St. Giles’s workhouse. In
old age or sickmess we’ve nothing but the parish
to look to.
is the singing dogs. I was with that as musi-
cian, and it answers pretty well amongst the
quality. The dogsis three Tobies to a Punch-
and-Judy show, and they sing,— that is, they
muke a noise,—it’s really a howl, — but they
keep time with Mr. Punch as he sings.”

IIL—STREET VOCALISTS.

THE Street Vocalists are almost as large a
body as the street musicians. It will be seen
that there are 50 Iithiopian serenaders, and
. above 250 who live by ballad-singing alone.

STREET NEGRO SERENADEKS.

At present I shall deal with the Ethiopian
serenaders, and the better class of ballad-
singers. Two young men who are of the
former class gave the following account. Both
were dressed like decent mechanies, with per-
fectly clean faces, excepting a little of the
professional black at the root of the hair on
the forehead :—

“We are niggers,” said one man, “as it's
commonly called; that is, negro melodists.
Nigger bands vary from four to seven, and
have numbered as many as nine; our band is
now six. We all share alike. I (said the
same man) was the first who started the
niggers in the streets, abour four years ago. I
took the hint from the performance of Pell and
the others at the St. James's, When I first
started in the streets Thad five performers, four
and myself. There were the banjo-player, the
bones, fiddle, and tambourine, We are regu-

The newest thing I know of

1axly full-dressed, in fashionable black coaty
and trowsers, open white waisteoats, pumps;
(bluchers some had, just as they could spring
them), and wigs to imitate the real negro
head of hair. Large white wrists or cuffs came
out after. It was rather a venturesome 'spee,
the street niggers, for I had to find all the
clothes at first staxrt, as I set the school a-going,
Perhaps it cost me Os. a-head all round—al]
second-hand dress except the wigs, and erch
man made his own wig out of horse-hair dyed
black, and sewn with black thread on to the
skin of an old silk hat. Well, we first started
at the top of the Liverpool-road, but it was no
areat success, as we weren’'t quite up in our
parts and didn't play exactlyinto one anothers
hands. None of us were perfect, we'd had so
few rehearsals. One of us had been a street
singer before, another a street fiddler, another
had sung nigger-songs in public-houses, the
fourth was a mud-lark, and I had Dbeen a
street singer. I was brought up to no trade
regularly. When my father died I was left on
the world, and I worked in Marylebone stone-
yard, and afterwards sung about the streets, or
shifted as Tcould. Ifirstsung in the streets just
before the Queen’s coronation— and a hard life
itwas. But,to tell the truth, I didn't like the
thoughts of hardlabour— bringing a man inso
little, too—that’s where it is; and as soon s
T could malke any sort of living in the streets
with singing and such-like, I got to likeit.
The first ‘debew, as I may say, of the niggers,
brought us in about 10s. among us, besides
paying for our dinner and a pint of beer
a-piece. We were forced to be steady you see,
sir, as we didn't know how it would. answer.
We sang from eleven in the morning till half
past ten at night, summer time. e kept on
day after day, notrehearsing, but practising in
the streets, for rehearsing in private wasof
little use—voices are as different in private
rooms and the public streets as is chalk from
cheese. We got more confidence as we went
along. To be sure we had all cheek enough
to start with, but this was a fresh line of busl-
ness. Times mended as we got better at our
work, TLast year was the best year I've knovn.
We start generally about ten, and play tillits
dark in fine weather. We averaged 1k
a-weel last year. The evenings are the
best time. Regent-street, and Oxford-streel,
and the greater part of St. James's, are our best
places. The gentry are our best customers,
but we get more from gentiemen than from
ladies. The City is good, I fancy, but they
won’t let us work it; it’s only the lower parts,
Whitechapel and Smithfield ways, that we
have a chance in. Business and nigger-songs
don't go well together. The first four days of
the week are pretty much alike for our bust
ness. Fridayis bad, and so is Saturday, until

night comes, and we then get money from the

working people. The markets, such as Cleve-
land-street, Fitzroy-square (Tottenham-court-
road’s no good at any time). Carpaby-market,
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Newport-market, Great Marylel')one-streep, and
the lidgeware-road, are good Saturday nights.
Oxford-street is middling. The New-cut 1s as
bad a place as can be. When we started, the
songs we knew was ‘ 0ld dMr. Coon,’ ¢ Buffalo
Gals, ¢ Going ober de Mountain, ¢ Dandy Jim
of Carolina, ‘Rowly Boly O, and ¢ 0ld J ohnny
Booker.! We stuck to them a twelvemonth.
"Hhe ©Buffalo Gals’ was best liked. The
¢hones'—we've real bones, rib-of-beef bones,
but some have ebony bones, which sound bet-
ter than rib-bones—they tell best in ¢ Going
ober de Mountain,' for there’s a symphony be-
tween every line. It's rather dlﬂicult_to play
the bones well ; it requires hard practice, and
it brings the skin off; and some men have
tried it, but with so little suecess that they
broke their bones and flung them away. The
banjo is the hardest to learn of the lot. We
have kept changing our songs all along ; but
some of the old ones are still sung. The other
favourites are, or were, ‘Lucy Neale; ¢ O,
Susannah, ¢ Uncle Ned, ¢ Stop dat Knocking,’
¢ Ginger Blue, and ‘ Black-eyed Susannain.’
Things are not so good as they were. 'We can
average 17. a-piece now in the week, but it's
summer-time, and we can’t make that in bad
weather, Then there’s so many of us.
There's the Somer's-town ¢mob’ now in Lon-
don; the King-street, the four St. Giles’s
mobs, the East-end (but they're white niggers),
the two Westminster mobs, the Marylebone,
and the Whitechapel. We interfere with one
another's beats sometimes, for we have no
arrangement with each other, only we don’t

" pitch near the others when theyre at work.

The ten mobs now in London will have 50
men in them at least; and there’s plenty of
stragglers, who are not regular niggers:
there’s so many dodges mow to pick up a
living, sir. The Marylebone and Whitechapel
lots play at nights in penny theatres. I have
played in the Haymarket in ¢ the New Planet,
but there’s no demand for us now at the
theatres, except such as the Pavilion. There
are all sorts of characters in the different
schools, but I don't know any runaway gen-
tleman, or any gentleman of any kind among
s, not one; we're more of a poorer sort, if not
to say a ragged sort, for some are without shoes
or stockings, The ¢ niggers’ that I know have
been errand-boys, street-singers, turf-cutters,
coalheavers, chandlers, paviours, mud-larks,
tailors, shoemakers, tinmen, bricklayers’ la-
bourers, and people who have had no line in
particular but their wits, I kmnow of no con-
nexion with pickpockets, and don't believe
there is any, though pickpockets go round the
mo‘hs ; but the police fling it in our teeth that
were connected with pickpockets. It's o great
injury to us is such anotion. A good many of
the niggers—both of us here likes o little
drop—drink as hard as they can, and a good
many of them live with women of the town.
A few are married. Some niggers are Irish.
There's Scotch niggers, too. I don't know a

Welsh one, but one of the street nigger-singers
is a real black—an African.”

STATEMENT OF ANOTHER ETHIOPIAN
SERENADER.

“ Tt must be eight vears ago,” he commenced,
“since the Ethiopian serenading come up —
aye, it must be at least that time, hecause the
twopenny boats was then running to London-
bridge, and it was before the ¢Cricket’ was
blown up. I know that, because we used to
work the boats serenading. T used to wear a
yellow waisteoat, in imitation of them at the
St. James’s Theatre,

“The first came out at St. James’s Theatre,
and they made a deal of money. There were
five of them—TPell was bones, Harrington was
coneertina, I think, White was violin, Stan-
wood the banjo, and Germain the tamhourine.
I think that's how it was, but I can easy ascer-
tain, After them sprang up the ‘Lantum
Serenaders’ and the ¢ Ohio Serenaders,’ the
‘South Carolina Serenaders, the * Xentucky
Minstrels,” and many other schools of them;
but Pell's gang was at the top of the tree.
Juba was along with Pell. Juba was a first
class—a regular A 1—he was a regular blaek,
and a splendid dancer in boots.

“Assoon as I could get in to vamp the
tunes on the banjo a little, I went at it, too.
I wasn't long behind them, you may take your
oath. We judged it would be a hit, and it was
fine. e got more money at it then than we
do at any game now. Tirst of all we formed
aschool of three—two banjos and atambourine,
and after that we added a bones and a fiddle.
We used to dress up just the samethen as
now. We'd black our faces, and get hold of a
white hat, and put a black band round it, or
have big straw hats and high collars up to the
ears. We did uncommonly well. The boys
would follow us for miles, and were as good as
advertisements, for they'd shout, ¢ Here’s the
blacks !’ as if they was trumpeting us. The
first songs we éame out with were ¢ Old Joe;
¢ Dan Tucker, and ¢ Going ober de Mountain,’
and ‘O come along, you sandy boys.’ Our
opening chorus was ¢ The Wild Racoon Track,’
and we finished up with the ¢ Railway Overture,’
and it was more like the railway than musie,
for it was all thumping and whistling, for no-
body knowed how to play the banjo then.

“YWhen I went out pitching first I could
sing a good song; but it has ruined my voice
now, for I used to sing at the top—tenor is
the professional term.

«Jt wasn't everybody as could be a nigger
then. We was thought angels then. It's got
common now, but still I've no hesitation in
saying that, keep steady and sober, and it
works well to the present day. You can go
and get a good average living now.

«VWe could then, after our ‘mungare’and
¢ buvare’ (that's what we call eat and drink,
and I think it's broken Italian), carry home oux
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5s. or Bs. each, casy. We made long days, and
Jdid no night-work. Besides, we was always
very indifferent st our business, indeed. I'd
be blowed if I'd trust myself out singing as I
did then: we should get murdered. It was a
new thing, and people thought our blunders
was intended. We used to use blacking then
to do our faces—we got Messrs. Day and
Martin to do our complexion then. Burnt
cork and beer wasn’t so popular then.

“Icontinued at the migger business ever
since. I and my mate have been out together,
and we've gone out two, and three, or four,
up to cleven in a school, and we've shared
better when eleven than when we was two.
The highest we've got in a day has been 11, Gs.
cach, at the Portsmouth review, when Napier
went out with the fleet, above two years ago.
We walked down to Portsmouth a-purpose.
We got 1ds. 6d. each—and there was five of
us——at the launch of the ¢ Albert.

“The general dress of the nigmer is 2 old
white hat and a long-tailed coat; or some-
umes, when we first come out, in white waist-
coats and eoats; or even in striped shirts and
wigs, and no hats at all. It’s all according to
faney and fashion, and what takes.

“When we go to a cheap concert-room,
such as the Albion, Rateliffe-hichway, or the
Ship and Camel, Bermondsey, our usual busi-
ness is to open with a chorus, such as ¢ Happy
are we,’ though, perhaps, we haven't had a bit
of grub all day, and been as wretched as pos-
sible; and then we do a song or two, and then
‘crack a wid,” as we say, that is, tell an anec-
dote, such as this:—

“ Three old niggers went to sea on apaving-
stone. The first never had any legs, the next
never had any arms, and the other was strip
stark naked. So the one without any legs
said, ‘I see de bird ; so the one without any
arms took up a gun and shot it, and the one
without any legs run after it, and the one that
was stiip stark naked put it in his pocket.
Now, you tell me what pocket that was ?’

“Then another says, ‘In his wainscoat
pocket’ Then I return, ¢ How can he if he
was naked? Can you give the inflammation
of that story ? Do you give it up ?’ Then he
says, ‘No, won't give it up.’ Then I say,
* Would you give it up if you had it Then he
says, ‘Yes!’ and I reply, ¢ The inflammation
of thatis the biggest lie that ebber was told.’

‘“Sometimes we do conundrums between
the songs. Task, ¢ Can you tell me how to spell
blir}d pig in two letters 2 and then he, remem-
bering the first story, answers, ¢ Yes, the hig-
gest lie that ebber was told’ *°No, that's not
it” Then I continue, ‘P, g; and if you leave
thei out it must be a blind pig, Jim.’

““Then we goon with the concert, and sing
perhaps, ¢ Going ober de Mountain’ and
¢Mary Blane,” and then I ask such conun-
drums as these:

“¢Whyismahogany like flannel?’ ‘ Because

drawers; and then we do this rhyme, ¢ Be.
cause mahogany makes drawers to put youy
clothes in, and flannel makes drawers to pyt
your toes in.’ \

 Perhaps we do another conundrum, such
as this:—¢ Supposing you nigger was deaqd,
what would be the best time to bury you?»
One says, ‘I shan’t suppose.” Another says,
‘ILdon’t know., And then I say, ‘Why, the
latter end of the summer;’ and one asks, ¢ Why,
Jim ?* ¢ Beeause it's the best time for black.
berrying.” Then I ery out, ‘ Now, you niggers,
go on with the consort;’ and one of them
will add, ¢ Now, Jim, we’'ll have that lemon-
choly song of Dinah Clare, that poor gil
that fell in the water-butt and got burnt to
death.

“ Another of our dialogues is this one:—
*Did I ebber tell you about that lemoncholy
occurrence, AMary Blane, the yvoung girl that
died last night in the house that was burned
down this morning, and she’s gone to live in
a garret?’ ‘X shall call and see her.) ¢ You
can’t. ¢’Cos why?' ¢’Cos she moved from
where she lives now ; she's gone to live where
she used to come from.” ¢ Did you ever see her
broderBill 2’ ¢ No; he’s dead.” * What! broder
Bill dead, too ?” Yes; I seed him this mor-
ing, and axed him how he was.” ¢VWell, and
what did he told you?’ ‘He told me he was
wery well, thankye, and he was going. to lib
along with Dinah ; and he'd only been married
three weeks. So I asked him how many
children he’d got., He said he’d only got
one. o I said, * Dere something very dark
about that, and I don’t think all goes right, if
you was to have a son in three weeks.! So
he said, ¢ Look you here, sir; if the woild
was made 1n six days, it's debblish hard if we
can't malke a son in three weeks. ¢ Go on
with the consort.’

“ Another of our dialogues is this:—* Did
I ever tell you, Jim, about my going out
a-riding ?° ¢ Neber.! <¢Well, then, T'll told
you, I had two dollars in my pocket.” <Had
you? ‘And I thought I'd do it gentleman-
tell-like” ¢Yes) ¢So I went to the libery
dealer” ¢ Who?’® The libery dealer—the
man that keeps the horses’ stable” ¢ Oh!
colly! you mean the stable-man. °Yas.
Well, I axed him if he could lend me a horse
to ride on;’ so he said, he'd only’got one
horse.” ¢Wall?” ¢And that was a grey mare,
I thought that would do just as well. ¢Of
course.” ‘ And I axed him what that would
cost me? and he said he should charge me
two dollars for that—so I paid the two
dollars, ¢Wall?’ ¢ And he put me the spws
on my boots, and he put de bridle on the
horse’s back.” ¢The bridle on the horse's
back!—what did he do with the bit?’ ¢He
neber had a bit at all; he put the stirrups
in the mouth.’ ¢ Now stop—you mean, he
put the saddle on the back, and the bridle
in the mouth.” *I know it was something.

they are both used to manufacture into

Den they put me on the saddle, and my feet

> . e oo > s e SN T T T T N A T T N Ty PP P TR R B T WP T T R o T =T o - .
LR mf-"?fr":'.“:"')‘-?'-ﬁ"f*"'“‘f“"’"“’:‘.”""q;;ktgél‘“ e AN SR B akiGc B i et o i o A iy e e
AR S T T e T X . T L S

LONDON LABOUR AND THE LONDON POOR.

203

on ile bridle” ¢ You mean he put your foot;
in the stirrups. ¢ So I went out very well.
So the mare begun for to_gallop, so I caught
hold of the twrmel of the sadc’lle.’ _‘The
tummel? ¢ Yes, Jim, the tumnEel. ¢ No, n0;
you means the pummel’ W all, hab it t}le
hummel— you knows-—but, but, I know, I'm
right. SolX caught hold of the mane, and I
got on berry well til1 I come to a hl}l, xvh_en
the mare began to gollop hard down the hill,
because she was shy.” ¢ What was she shy
at?’ ¢ She saw a new-found-out-land dog
crossing the wood.) ‘A new-found-out-land
dog crossing the road!” ‘¥es; so L thought
¥d try and stop her: so I stuck my knees
into her side, and my spur 1nto.her, and by
colly, she went too fast.” ‘ And did she now?’
¢ Till she falled down and broke her knees.
¢ Poor thing!’ *Aye, and pitched poor nigger
on his head; so I got up and tought I'd take
the debil of 2 mare back to the stable. So
when I got back I told the libbery man about
it ¢Yas, the stable-man. ¢And he said
L must pay 2. 10s) ¢ What for?’ * IFor re-
pairing the mare; so I said I wouldn't; so
he said he would take me before the court,
and I said he might 1ake me down the alley,
if he liked ; so I thought I had better go and
insult a man ob de law about it. So I went
to the man ob the law's house and pulled at
the servant, and out comed the bell.” ¢ Noj;
vou means pulled the bell, and out comed
the servant, Wall?’ ¢I said, Can you con-
form me is de man ob de law at home ?’ so
she told me he was out, but the man ob de
law's wife was at home, so down she come.
So I said I wanted to insult the man ob de
law, and she said, Insult me; I do just as
well.” So she says, ‘Plane yourself.” So I said,
Well, den, supposing you was a gray mare,
and I hired you for two dollars to ride you,
and you was rader rusty, and went too fast
for me, and I wanted to stop you, and I stuck
my knees in your side, and my spur into you,
and you falled down and broke your knees,
how could Ihelpit? So she flung the door
i my face and wentin. So now go on with
the consort.’

“ Sometimes, when we are engaged for i,
we go to concert-rooms and do the nigger-
statues, which is the same as the tableaux
Wivanis,  We illustrate the adventures of
Pompey, or the life of a negro slave. The
first position is when he is in the sugar-brale,
cutiing the sugar cane. Then he is supposed
to t.ake it to be weighed, and not being weight,
he is ordered to be flogeed. My mate is then
df:mg the orator and explaining the story.
It's as nice a bit of business as ever was done,
and goes out-and-out. You see, it's o new
thing from the white ones. The next position
1s when he is being flogged, and then when he
EWears revenge upon the overseer, and after-
wards when he murders the overseer. Then
there’s the flight of Pompey, and so on,

from the statues, such as the Archiiies in
Hyde-park, and so on. 'This is really good,
and the finest Dbit of business out, and
nobody does it but me ; indeed it says in the
bill—if you saw it—*for which he stands un-
rivalled.

“ We sometimes have a greenhorn wants to
go out pitching with us—a ‘mug, we calls
them; and there’s o chap of the name of
¢ Sparrow-back’, as we called him, because he
always wore a bob.iailed coat, and was arare -
swell ; and he wished to go out with us, and
we told him he must have his head shaved
first, and Tom held him down while I shaved
him, and I took every bit of hair off him. Then
he underwent the operation of mugging him
up with oil-colour paint, black, and not for-
getting the lips, red. Ah, he casried the black
marks on him for two months afterwards, ana
made a real washable nigger. We took him
with us to Camberwell fair, and on the way he
kept turning round and saying how strong he
smelt of turps, and his face was stiff.  Ah, he
was a serenader! How we did serub if into
him with a stiff brush! When we washed a
a horse-trough, coming home, he couldn’t get
a bit of the colour off. It all dried round his
nose and eyes.

“When we are out pitching, the finest place
for us is where there 1s anybody sick., If we
can sce some straw on the ground, or any ten,
then we stays. We are sure to play up where
the blinds are down. When we have struck
up, we rattle away at the banjos, and down
will come the servant, saying, ‘ Youw're to move
on; we dom't want you. ‘Then Il pretend
not to understand what she seys, and I'll say,
* Mary Blane did you ask for? O yes, cer-
tainly, Miss;’ and off well go into full chorus.
We don't move for less than a bob, for six-
pence ain't enough for & man thatsill. We
generally get our two shillings.

“ Sometimes gents will come and engage us
to go and serenade people, such as at wed-
dings or anything of that sort. Occasionally
young gents or students will get us to goto &
house late in the morning, to rouse up some-
body for a lark, and we have to beat away and
chop at the strings till all the windows are
thrown up. We had a sovereign given us for
doing that.

« The Christmas time is very good for us,
for we go out as waits, only we don't black, but
only sing ; and that I believe—the singing, I
mean—18, I believe, the original waits. With
what we get for to play and to go away, and
what we collect on boxing Monday, amounts
to a tidy sum. . ]

« There's very few schools of miggers going
about London now. I don't think there are
three schools pitching inthe streets. There's
the Westminster school—they have keitle-
drums and music-stands, and never sings;
and there's the New Xentroad gang, or
Houghton’s mob, and that's the best singing
and playing school out ; then a St. Giles’s let,

nd I conclude with a variety of sculptures
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but thev are dicky—not worth much. The
Spitalﬁélds school is broke up. Of course
there are other nigzers going about, but to the
best of my ealeulation there ain’t more than 40
men scattered about.

« Houghton’s gang make the tour of the
watering-places every year. I've been to
Brighton with them, and we did pretty well
there in the fine season, making sure of 30s.
a-week a man; and it's work that continues
all the year round, for whenit's fine weather
we do pitching, and when it's wet we divide a
school into parties of two, and go busking at
the public-houses.”

The following comic dialogue was composed
by the “professional” who was kind enough
to favour me with his statement:—

“Ye are finishing a song, and after the
song we generally do a sympathy, as we calls
it (a symphony, you know); and when Lve
finished, Jim, my mate, keeps on beating the
tambourine, as if he couldn't leave off. Then 1
turn round to him and say, ¢ By golly, if you
don't leave off, T'll broke you over de jaw. He
answers, ¢ Go on, dig a hole and bury your-
self Then I say, ‘Why don't you ’splain
yourself properly.’ Then he keeps on playing
still, and I say, ¢ Can't you leave off, nigger?’
and he replies, * I'm trying to broke my trow-
sers.” Then he leaves off, and I say, ¢ What
de debil do you do dat for?’ and he says,
< Because I belong to de boulding (building)
society” Then 1 puts another question, and
then begins this dialogue :—

« He says, ‘I'm going to sustire from dis
profession.” ¢ What shall you do den?” ‘I'm
going to be a boulder” ‘Go along! what
shall you build?’ ¢I'm going to be a boulder
of trousers.’ ¢By golly, you shall bould me a
pair den.’ ‘Well, den, how would you like
dem made? would you like dem with high-
pointed eollars, full bozomed, and nice wrist-
bands? ¢1What, de trowsems?’ ¢A{ade of
lining mor ealico?’ ¢What! lining or calico
trowsems?' “No! shirt!” ¢Why, you neber
said a word about shirt!” By golly, you did
though.” ‘Well, den, bould me 2 shirt.” “Well,
den, how would yer like it? will you like it
with nice square toes, and bilingtary heels ?’
¢ What! bilingtary heels shirts?’ ¢With a row
of hobnails?” Then I turn round in a passion,
and cry, ¢ By golly, I can't stand this! What!
hobnails shirt?’ ¢ No; I was talking about a
pair of boots.’ ¢ Now, you neber said a word
about boots.’ ‘Oh yes, I did” "Then I get
into a passion, and afterwards say, ‘Well,
bould me a pair of boots: now mind, you say
a pair of boots” ¢Yes. Well, how would you
like dem boulded? Newmarket cut, rolling
collar, face of welwet?” Then I say, aside,
“What! rolling collar and faced with welwet
boots 2’ and he continues, ¢With pockets in
de tail, and two row of gold buttons? ¢ What!
poclkets in de tail, and two row of gold button
boots? By golly, dat's a coat’ *Yes; didn't

you say a coat?’ ¢Neber spoke a word abont
coat in all my life. Did I?’ (that to the aud.
ence). ‘Yes, ob course yer did.’ Then I get
into a passion again, but at last I say, ¢ el
den, bould me a coat.” ¢ Well, how would yer
like it? with a niee high crown?’ Then T say,
aside, ¢ What! a high-erowned coat?’ ¢Wit)
a nice cork body, patent Paris nap, and silk
lining, with a return-up rim?" ¢ What! turn.u

rim coat? Golly, dat’s a hat!” ¢Yas.” ¢ Neber
spoked a work about a hat’ ¢Oh, yer did
now.” Then I get excited again; but at las
say, ¢ Well, den, bould me a hat’ ¢Well, den,
how would you like it? Seben story high,
with a nice green waterbutt behind, and de
nice palings round the garden?’ ¢YWhat! de
palings round de garden of a hat?’ ¢No;I
said de house.” ¢ By golly, you said hat!” ¢ No;
I said de house,’ ‘By golly, you said hat?
Then we get into o terrific passion, and he
gets up and hits my tambourine, and say, ‘ By
golly, you said de house!” and I get up and
hit him with the banjo on the head, and ery,
¢By golly, you said a hat!” Then, in the
height of my excitement, I turn to the peo-
ple, and ask, *Didn’t he say a hat?’ Of course
they don’t answer, and I conclude I must hase
made a mistake, so I reply, ¢ Well, den, bould
me a house.” ¢ Well, den, how would you like
it made ? Of the best elm, with de inscription-
plate on the lid, tree rows of nails, and han.
dles at each side?’ ¢Well, by golly, datsa
coffin!’ ¢Yas, Jim. ¢What do yer tink I
wants a coffin for?* “Why, becanse you gets
in such a passion, I thought you'd going to
die” Then I get sulky, and growl out, ¢ Well,
den, go on wid de consort.””

STREET GLEE-SINGERS.

Ax experienced street voealist of the better
kind, upon whose statements 1 satisfied my-
self that every reliance might be placed, de-
scribed to me the present condition of his
calling. He was accompanied by his wife.
“T have been in the profession of a vocalist,”
he said, * for twenty-five years. Before tha
T was a concert-singer. I was not brought up
to the profession; I was a shipping agent, but
I married a concert-singer, and then followed
the profession. I was young, and a little stage-
struck,”—(* Rather,” said his wife, smiling,
“ he was struck with those who were on the
stage”)— and so I abandoned the ship-agency-
I have tried my fortune on the stage as @
singer, and can't say but what I have suct-
ceeded. In fact, my wife and I have taker
more than any two singers that have ever
appeared in the humble way. e have been
street vocalists for twenty-five years. We SIig
solos, duets, and glees, and only at night
When we started, the class of songs was very
different to what it is now. We were styled
‘the Royal Glee-singers.’ ¢ Cherry ripe,’ ¢ Meet
me by moonlight,’ ¢ Sweet home,’ were popular

then. Haynes Bailey’s ballads were populer:
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end mueh of Biskop’s music; as, indeed, it js
oiill. Barnett'’s or Lee’s music, however, 1s
now more approved in the concert-rooms than
Bishop's. Our plan was, and s, to inquire at
«entlemen’s houses if they wish to hear glee
or solo singing, and to sing in the street or m
ihe halls, as well as at parties. When we first
commenced we have made 3L and 3. 10s. 1n
a night this way; but that was on extraor-
dinary occasions; and 3/ a-week might be the
avernge earnings, take the year through,
These earnings continued eight or ten years,
and then fell off. Other amusements attracted
attention. Now, my wife, my daughter, and I
may make 25s. a-week by open-air singing.
Concert-singing is extra, and the best payment
is a crown per head a mght for low-priced
concerts. The inferior vocalists get ds., 3s.,
2. ., and some as low as 2s. Very many
who sing at concerts have received a high
musical education; but the profession is so
overstocked, that excellent singers are com-
pelled to take poor engagements.” The better
sort of cheap concert-singers, the man and wife
both agreed in stating, were a well-conducted
body of people, often struggling for a very poor
maintenance, the women rarely being im-
proper characters. “ But now,” sald the hus-
band, “John Bull’s taste is ineclined to the
brutal and filthy. Some of the ¢character
songs, such as ‘ Sam Hall,;" ¢ Jack Sheppard,
and others, are so indelicate that a respectable
man ought not to take his wife and daughiers
to see them. The men who sing cruracter
songs are the worst class of singers, both as
regards character and skill; they are generally
loose fellows; some are what is called ‘{ancy
men,’ persons supported wholly or partly by
women of the town. I attempted once to give
concerts without these low-character singings ;
but it did not succeed, for I was alone in the
attempt. I believe there are not more than
half-a-dozen street vocalists of the same class
as ourselves. They are respectable pevsons;
and certainly open-air singing, as we practise
1t, 1s more respectable than popular concert-
smging as now cavied on.  No one would be
?llowed to sing such songs in the streets. The

character _concerts are attended generally
by mechanics and their families; there are

nmore fnnles than females among the audi-
ences.’

STREET Birrap-SineErs, on CHAUNTERS.

THE street classes that are still undescribed ave
the lower class of street singers, the Street
éﬁtlsttsi: tl;]e_anters without Hands, and the
wireet Exhibition-keepers. I shall berin with
the Street Singers. F °
I C onp?mm g the ordinary street ballad-singers,
reccived the following account from ome of
the class:—
ha]lIdan'l what may be termed a regular street
g ﬂf -.Smger—-elther sentimental or comie,
sir, ‘01 I can take both bramches. I have

been, as near as I can guess, about five-and-
twenty years at the business. My mother died
when I was thirteen years old, and in con-
sequence of a step-mother home became too
hot to hold me, and I turned into the streets
i consequence of the harsh treatment I met
with. Aly father had given me no education,
and all I know now I have picked up in the
streets. 'Well, at thirteen years, I turned into
the streets, houseless, friendiess. My father
was a picture-frame gilder. I was never taught
any business by him~—neither his own nor any
other. I never received any benefit from him
that I know. Well then, sir, there was I, a
boy of thirteen, friendless, houseless, nntaught,
and without any means of getting a hiving—
loose in the streets of London. At first I slept
anywhere : sometimes I passed the night in
the old Covent-garden-market; at others, in
shutter-boxes; and at others, on door-steps
near my father's house. I lived ai this time
upon the refuse that I picked up in the streets
— cabbage-stumps out of the market, orange-
peel, and the like. Well, sir, I was green
then, and one of the Stamp-office spies got me
to sell some of the Poor Man's Guardians,
(an unstamped paper of that time), so that his
fellow-spy might take me up. This he did,
and I had a month at Coldbath-fields for the
business. After I had been in prison, I got in
a measure hardened to the frowns of the world,
and didn’t eare what company I kept, or what
I did for a living. I wouldn't have you 1o
faney, though, that T did anything dishonest.
I mean, I wasn't particular as to what I tuined
my hand to for a living, or where I lodged. I
went to live in Church-lane, St. Giles’s, at a
threepenny house; and having a tidy voice of
my own, I was there taught to go out ballad-
singing, and I have stuck to the business ever
since. I was going on for fifteen when I
first took to it. The first thing I did was to
lead at glee-singing; I took the air, and two
others, old hands, did the second and the bass.
We used io sing the ‘Red Cross Knight,
¢ Hail, smiling Mo, and harmonize ‘The
Wolt; and other popular songs. Excepting
when we needed money, we rarvely went out
till the evening. Then our pitches were in
quiet streets or squares, where we saw, by the
light at the windows, that some party was
going on. Wedding-parties was very good, in
general quite a harvest. TPublic-houses we did
little at, and then it was always with the par-
lour company ; the tap-room people have no
taste for glee-singing. At times we took from
9s. to 10s. of an evening, the three of us. I am
spcaking of the business as it was about two
or three-and-twenty yvemrs ago. Now, glee-
singing is seldom practised in the streets of
London: itis chiefly confined to the provinces,
at present. In London, concerts are so cheap
now-a-days, that no one will stop to listen to
the street glee-singers ; so most of the ‘schools,’
or sets, have gone to sing at the cheap concerts
held at the public-houses. Many of the glee-
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El they used to prig alot of apples and pears,
not with the idea of selling them, but to eat.
They used to want me to do the same, but I
never would nor never did, or else I dare say
I should have been better off, for they say
‘the biggest rogues get on best’ I was
always afraid of being sent to prison, a place I
was never in in all my life. Atlast I was per-

particular penitent. I didn’t write that to
order— I knew they would want a copy of
vorses from the culprit. The publisher read
it over, and said; ¢ That's the thing for the
street public. I only got a shilling for Rush.
Tondeed, they are all the same price, no matier
how popular they may be. I wrote the life of

Besides these, I have

- singers have given up the business, and taken
N to the street Ethiopians instead. The street
glee-singers had been’ some of them brought
up to a trade, though some had not. Few
were so unfortunate as me—to have none at
all. The two that I was with had been a
ladies’ shoemaker and a paper-hanger. Others

scription of singers, and have money given ¢,
them neither for their singing nor songs, by;
in pity for their age and infirmities. Of these
there are about six in London, Of t
regular ballad-singers, sentimental and comie,
there are not less than 250 in and aboy:
London. Oceasionally the number is greatly

]
1
i

T

that I knew had been blacksmiths, earpenters,
Iinendrapers’ shopmen, bakers, French-polish-
ers, pastryeooks, and such-like. Theymostly
left their business and took to glee-singing
when they were young. The most that I
Lnew were from nineteen to twenty-two years
old ; that had in general been a little rackety,
and had got stage-struck or coneert-struck at
public-houses: they had got praised for their
voices, and so their vanity led them to take to
it for a living, when they got hard up. Twenty
years ago there must have been at the east
and west ends at least fourteen different sets,
good and bad; and in each set there was, on
an average, three singers: now I don’t think
there is one set at work in London streets.
After I had been three years glee-singing in
the streets, I took up with the ballad business,
and found it more lucrative than the glee line,
Sometimes I eould take 5s.1in the day, and not
work heavily for it either; but at other times
T couldn't take enough to pay my lodging.
WWhen any popular song came up, that was our
harvest. ¢Alice Gray, ¢ The Sea,” © Bridal
Ring,’ ¢ We met, ¢ The Tartar Drum,’ (in which
I was well known,) ‘ The Banks of the Blue
Moselle, and such-like, not forgetting ¢ The
Mistletoe Bough ;' these were all great things
to the ballad-singers. We looked at the bill
of fare for the different concert-rooms,.and
then went round the neighbourhood where
these songs were being sung, because the airs
being well known, you see it eased the way for
us. The very best sentimental song that ever
I had in my life, and which lasted me off and
on for two years, was Byron’s ¢ Isle of Beauty.’
T could get a meal quicker with that than with
any other. ‘The Mistletoe Bough’ got me
many a Christmas dinner. We always works
af that time. Tt would puzzle any man, even
the most exactest, to tell what they could malke
by ballad-singing in the street. Some nights
1t would be wet, and I should be hoarse, and
then I'd take nothing. I should think that,
take one week with another, my earnings were
bharely more than 10s. a-week : 12s. a-week on
the average, I should think, would be the very
outside. Street ballad-singers mever.go out
in costume. It is generally supposed that
some who appear without shoes and wretchedly
clad are made up for the purpose of exciting
charity; but this the regular street ballad-
singer never does.

He is too independent to rank himself with
the beggars. He earns his money, he fancies,
and does not ask charity., Some of the
ballad-singers may perhaps be ealled beggars,
or rather pensioners—that is the term we
give them; buf these are of the worst de-

increased by an influx from the country, I
should say that throughout England, Wales,
and Scotland, there is not less than 700 whe
live solely by ballad-singing, and sellins
ballads and song-books. In TLondon the
ballad-singers generally work in couples-—
especially the comic singers. The senti.
mental generally go alone; but there are
very few in London who are merely senti-
mental ballad-singers— not more than a dozea
at the very outside. The rest sing whatever
comes up. The tunes are mostly picked wp
from the street bands, and sometimes from
the cheap concerts, or from the gallery of the
theatre, where the street ballad-singers very
often go, for the express purpose of learning
the airs. They are mostly utterly ignorant
of musie, and some of them get their money
by the noise they make, by being paid to mova
on. There is a house in the Blackfriars.
road where the people has been i1l for the
last 16 years, and where the street ballad-
singer always goes, because he is sure of
getting 2d. there to move on. Some, too,
make a point of beginning their songs out-
side of those houses where the straw is laid
down in front; where the knockers are done
up in an old glove the ballad-singer is sure to
strike up. The comie songs that are popular
in the street are never indecent, but are very
often political. They are generally sung by
two persons, one repeating the two first lines
of the verse, and the other the two Iast. The
street-ballads are printed and published chiefly
in the Seven Dials. There are four ballad-
publishers in that quarter, and three at the
East-end.  Many ballads are written ex-
pressly for the Seven-Dials press, especially
the Newgate and the political ones, as well
as those upon any topic of the day. There
are five known authors for the Dials press, and
they are all street ballad-singers. I am one
of these myself. The little knowledge I have
I picked up bit by bit, so that I hardl”
Imow how I have come by ic. I certainly
knew my letters before I left home, and I
have got the rest off the dead walls and ot
of the ballads and papers I have been selling.
I write most of the Newgate ballads now for
the printers in the Dials, and, indeed, anf-
thing that turns up. I get a shilling for 8
‘copy of verses written by the m*etqlled'
culprit the night previous to his execution.
I wrote Courvoisier's sorrowful lamentation.

called it, ¢ A Woice from the Gaol.’ I wrote?
pathetic Dballad on the respite of Annette
Meyers. 1 did the helegy, too, on Rushs
execution. It was supposed, like the rest, 10
be written by the culprit himself, and was

nning in verse.
?égtten %he Jament of Caleraft the hangman
on the decline of his trade, and many poli-
tical songs. But song and Newgate ballad-
writing for the Dials is very poor worlz. _ I've
got five times as much for writing a squib for
a rag-shop as for a ballad that has taken me

double the time.”

THE WﬁISTLING Max.

It sometimes happens that a lad or a man,
before being thrown for a living on the
streets, has often sung a song to amuse his
companions, or that he has been reckoned “a
good whistler,” so he resolves to start out and
see if he cannot turn to pecuniary profits that
which until now he had only regarded in the
light of an amusement.

The young man from whom I elicited the
annexed statement was one of this class. His
appearance was rather ungainly, and when he
walked across the room he moved in so
slovenly a manner that one leg appeared to
drag itself after the other with the greatest
reluctance.

When telling me that he had never been
guilty of stealing, nor imprisoned, all his life,
lie did so in such a manner, and with such a
tone of voice, as left little doubt on my mind
that he had been kept honest more by the
fga;‘ of the gaol than by his own morel prin-
ciple.

His face was Jong and thin, and his cheeks
50 hollowed by long whistling, that they ap-
peared almost to have had a round piece of
tlesh scooped out of the centre of each of
them. His large thick lips were generally
kept half-an-inch apart, so that they gave the
man a half-idiotic look; and when he rounded
them for whistling, they reminded me some-
what of a laml’s lidney.

X am awhistler—that is, T whistle merely
with my lips, without the aid of anything be-
sides. I have been at it about seven years.
L am twenty next birthday. My father was,
and is, o coach-painter. He is, I think, at the
present time, working in Great Queen-street,
Lincoln's-inn-fields. T had three sisters and
one brother. I was the youngest but two.
When T got to be about seven years old my
mother died, and then I used to get into the
streets and stop out all day playing with other
3’0)‘5, most of them older than myself; and
they often persuaded me to *hop the wag,
that is, play truant from school, and spend
;getlﬁloney which my father gave me to take
to 1 e master, Sometimes they toolk me to

-ovent-garden or Farringdon Market, where

suaded by two young companions to stop ont
21l night, so we all three went to Mrs. Reding’s,
Church-lone, and had a fourpenny lodging a-
piece. My pals paid for me, because I'd got
no money. I left them the next morning,
but was afraid to gohome; I hadgot nothing
to eat, so I thought I'd see if T gould get a few
ha'pence by singing a song. I lmew two or.
three, and began with the ¢ Mariner’s Grave,’
and then ¢Lucy Neal’ I walked about all
day, singing nearly the whole of the time,
but didn't get a penny till about six o’clock.
By nine o'clock I mustered 10d., and then 1
left off, and went to alodging-house in White-
chapel, where I got something to eat, and
paid my lodging for the night. It's a custom
always to pay before-hand. The next morn.-
ing I felt very down-hearted, and was half a
mind to go home, but was afraid I should get
a hiding. However, I at last plucked up my
spirits, and went out again, I didn’'t get any-
thing given me till about dinner-time, when a
gentleman came up to me and asked me how
so young a boy as me come to be in the
streets? I told him I couldn’t earn my living
any other way. He asked my name, and where I
lived. I gave him both o false name and ad-
dress, for I was afraid lest he should go to my
father. He said I had better go home with
him, so he took me to his house in Grosvenor-
square, which was a very fine un—for he was
a very rich man, where he gave me plenty to
eat, and made me wash myself, and put on a
suit of his Little boy's left-off clothes. I stayed
here three months, being employed to clean
Iknives and boots, and run of errands. He
used to send me twice a-week to the Bank of
England with a cheque, which he used to
write upon and tear out of a book, and I used
to bring back the money. They always tied
it up safely for me in a bag, and I put it into
my pocket, and never took my hand off it till
I got safe back again. Af the end of three
months he ealled me one day, and told me he
was going with his wife and family into the
country, where, he was sorry to say, there'd
be no room for me. He then gave me 8¢.,
and told me to go and seek for my friends,
and go and live with them if I could.

« T went home to my father, who was
areatly pleased at seeing me again; and he
asired what I had been doing all the time, and
where I had got my clothes and money from.
I told him all, and promised I would never
run away again,—so he forgave me. How-
ever, for along time he would not let me go
out. At last, after a good deal of persussion,
he let me out to look after a place, and 1 soon
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cot one at Mr. Cooper’s, Surgeon, in Seven
Dials, where I had 4s. 2 week. I used to be
there from seven o'clock in the morning till
nine at night, but I went home to my meals.
After I'd been at my place four months, I by
accident set fire to some naphtha, which I was
stirring up in the back-yard, and it burnt off
all my eyelashes, and so L ¢ got the sack.’
When he paid me my wages,—as I was afraid
to tell my father what had happened,—1I
started off to my old quarters in Whitechapel.
I stopped there all day on Sunday, and the
next three days I wandered about seeldng
work, but couldn’t get none. I then give
it up as a bad job, and picked up with a man
named Jack Williams, who had no legs. He
was an old sailor, who had got frost-bitten in
the Aretic regions. I used to lead him about
with a big painted board afore him. It was
a picture of the place where he was froze in.
We used to go all about Ratclife Highway,
and sometimes work up as far as Noiting Hill.
On the average, we got from 8s. to 10s. a-day.
My share was abouta third. I was with him
for fifteen months, till one night I said some-
thing to him when he was a-bed that didn't
please him, and he got his knife out and
stabbed my leg in two places,—here are the
marks. I bled a good deal. The other lodg-
ers didn’t like to hit him for it, on account of
his having no legs, but they kicked him out
of the house, and would not let him back any
more. They all wanted me to lock him up,
but I wouldn’t, as he was an old pal. Two or
three silk handkerchiefs was tied round my
lew, and the mnext day I was took to St.
Thomas’s Hospital, where I remained for a-
bout nine days. When I left the head-nurse
gave me ten shillings on account of being so
destitute—for I was without a ha'penny to
call my own. As soon as I got out of the hos-
pital I went down to Billingsgate, and bought
some bread and pickled whelks at a stall, but
when I pulled out my money to pay for ‘em
some costermongering chaps knocked me down,
and robbed me of 55, I was completely stunned
by the blow. The police came up to see what
was the matter, and took me to the station-
house, where I stopped till the next morning,
when the inspector made me tell where my
father lived, and I was taken home to him.
For about a month my father kept me under
lock and key, and after I had been with him
about three months more I ¢ stept it’ again,
and as I could always whistle very well, 1
thought I'd try it for a living; so I made a
¢piteh’ in New-street, Covent Garden, and
began by whistling ¢ Will you love me then as
now ? but there wasn’t many in the world as
loved me. I did very well though that day,
for I got about 8s. Gd. or 4s., so I thought I'd
practise i and stick to it. I worked all about
town till I got well known. T used, sometimes,
to go into public-houses and whistle upon a
piece of ’baceo pipe, blowing into the bowl,

flute, and nobody could tell the difference if
they had not seen me. Sometimes I used g
be asked to stand outside hotels, taverns, ang
even club-houses, and give ’em 2 tune: ]
often had sixpences, shillings, and half crown;
thrown me. I only wish I had sich Iuck now,
for the world’s topsy-turvy, and I can'{ ge
hardly enything. I used then to earn 3,
or 4s. a-day, and now it don’t amount to mere
than 1s. Gd.

« After I'd worked London pretty well, I
sometimes would start off a few miles out to
the towns and villages; but, generally, i
wasn't much account. The country chaps like
sich tunes as ¢ The Barley Stack,” or ¢ The Liitle
House under the Hill.” I often used to whistle
to them while they danced. They liked jig

each.

a gentleman’s house down at Hounslow, he sent
his servant and called me in. I was taken
into a fine large room, full of loolang-glasses,
and time-pieces, and pictures. I was neve
in sich a room before, all my life. The gen.
tleman was there with his family,—about six
on ’em,— and he told me if T'd whistle, and
learn his birds to sing, he’d give me a sovereign.
He had three fine brass-wire cages, with a bl
in each, slung all of a row from the ceiling, 1
set to work ¢ like a brick,” and the birds begunto
sing directly, and I amused ’em very much,
I stopped about an hour and a half, and let’em
have all sorts of tunes, and then he gave me
a sovereign, and told me to call again when I
come that way ; but before I left he said the
servants was to give me something to eat and
drink, so I had dinner in the kitchen with the
servants, and a jolly good dinner it was.

« From Hounslow I walked to Maidenhead,
and took a lodging for the night at the Turks
Head. In the evening some countrymen come
into the tap-room and kicked up a row viih
the missus because she couldw't lodge ‘em
She run in to turn then away, when three o
‘'em pitched into her right and left; and if
it hadn't been for me and another chap shed
have got killed. When they got her down 1
jumped upon the table and snatehed up the
only weapon I could find, a brass candlestick,
and knocked one of ‘em down senseless, and
the other fellow got hold of a broomstick and
aive it ’em as hard as he could, till we beat
'em right out of the place. There happened
to be some police outside, drilling, who came
over and took three of them to the stock?,
where they was locked in for twenty-four hol,ll‘a-
The next day the magistrate sentenced ‘e
to three months’ imprisonment each, ai
started for London and never whistled a tun®
till T reached it, which was three days af[-er;
wards. I kepton at the old game, eariils
about 2s. 6d. a-day, till the militia was bel'lln
called out, and then L joined them, for
thought it would be the best thing Ico

and moving my fingers as if I was playing a

T was sworn in by Colonel Scrivens ab

mostly, and always paid me a penny a dang |

« T yecollect once when I was whistling befors £
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tfews. We was taken into a stable, where: but fearing that a picket would get hold of

there was three horses. Four of us laid hold
of o book altogether; and then, after asking
us if we had any complaints, or were lame,
or any way unfit for service, or was married,
or had any children; and when we had said
No, he asked us if we was free, able, and
willing to serve in her Majesty’s militia, in
cither England, Ireland, Scotland, or Wales,
for the term of five years, if so long her
Majesty required our services; and when we
said we was, we took the oath and kissed the
Look.

« The same day, which was the 11th of
June, 1854, we was packed off from the Water-
loo Station for Portsmouth. After being drilled
for three weeks I was returned for duty, and
went on guard. The first guard I mounted
was at Detached Dock at Portsmouth —it's
where the conviets arve. I didn’t do any
whistling there, I can tell yer; I'd different
sorts of work, for part of our duty was to bury
the poor fellows that died after coming home
invalided from the Crimea. The people
through that used to call us the ° gaitison
undertakers” I was there thirteen months,

and never, the whole time, had more than two

nichts' bed a-week; and some part of the
time the weather was very frosty, and we was
often over our ankles in snow. I belonged
to the 4th Middlesex, and no corps ever did
so much duty, or went through so much hard-
ships, as ours. From Portsmouth I was
ordered, with my regiment, 930 strong, to
Buttervant, county Cork, Ireland. When we
reached the Inish Channel a storm arose,
and we was all fastened under hatches, and not
suﬁered to come upon deck for four days, by
which time we reached the Cove of Cork:
the Colonel's horse had to Le thrown over-
board, and they, more than once, had serious
thoughts of throwing all the luggage into the
sea as well. I was ten months in Ireland.
I didn't do any whistling there; and then the
regiment was ordered home again on account
of ’Ehe peace. But before we left we had a
day’s sport, consisting of greasy-pole climbing,
jumping i sacks, racing after a pig with a
greasy tail, and all them sort of things; and
at night the officers had a grand ball. We
landed at Portsmouth on a Monday morning
at four o'clock, and marched through to the
sfamon, and reached Hounslow about four
0'0100k the same afternoon. A month after
we were disembodied, and I came at once to
London. T had about 1 5s. in my poclet,
3}11@ I resolved in my own mind never to go
EIIStlmg any more. I went to my father,
ut he refused to help me in any way. 1
iried for work, but couldn’t get any, for the;
gﬁolflfil“m?fls they didn’t like a militia man; so,
thaetlI wing spent all my money, I found
ol < mi}::t either starve or whistle, and so,

3 “ﬁf}iil 1 once more on the streets.
e Iwas in Treland I absented my-

me, I walked in one morning at six o’clock.
I was instantly placed under arrest in the
guard-room, where I remained four days,
when I was taken before the Colonel, and to
my great surprise I saw, sitting aside of him,
the very gentleman who had given me the
pound to whistle to his birds; his name was
Colonel Bagot, as I found out afterwards, and
he was deputy-magistrate for Middlesex, He
asked me if I was not the chap as had been
to his house; I told him I was, so he got me
off with a good reprimand, and saved me
being tried by a comrt-martial. When I first
took to sleeping at lndging-houses they was
very different to what they are now. I've
seen as many as eighteen people in one cellar
sleeping upon loose straw, covered with sheets
or blankets, and as many as three in one bed ;
but now they won’t tale in any little boys like
as I was, unless they are with their parents;
and there's very few bedsin a room, and never
more than one in a bed. Married people have
a place always parted off for themselves. The
inspector comes in all times—often in the
middle of the night—to see that the regula.-
tions ain’t broken. '

“I used, one time, to meet another man
whistling, but like old Dick, who was the first
at the profession, he's gone dead, and so I'm
the only one at it now anywhere. It's very
tiring work, and makes you precious hungry
when you keep at it for two or three hours;
and I only wish I could get something else to
do, and you'd see how soon I'd drop it.

* The tunes that are liked best in- the
streets is sich as ¢Ben Bolt’ and ¢ Will you
love me then as now?’ but a year or two ago,
nothin’ went down like the ¢ILow-back Car.
I was always being asked for it. T soon gets
hold of the new tunes that comes up. I don't
think whistling hurts me, because I don’t
blow so hard as ‘old Dick’® used. A gentle-
man come up to me once In the street that
was a doetor, and asked me whether I drunk
much, and whether I drawed my breath in or
blowed it out. I told him I couldn’t get mueh
to drink, and he said I ought at least to have
three half-pinis of beer a-day, or else I should
go into a consumption; and when I said
1 mostly blowed cut when I whistled, he said
that was the best, because it didn’t strain
the lungs so much.”

WmsToimxe AxD DAaxciRG Bov.

At the present time there is only one Eng-
lish boy going about the streets of London
dancing, and at the same time playing his.
own musical accompaniment on a tin whistle.
There are two or three Italian boys who dance
whilst they perform on either the fiute or the
hurdy-gurdy, but the lad who gave me the
following statement assured me that he was
the only Englishman who had made street

gelf from the barracks for twenty-one days,
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whistling and dancing “.1is profession.”

P




_white complexion which accompanies hair of

210

LONDON LABOUR AND THE LONDON POOR,. 1

He was a red-headed lad, of that peculiar

that colour. His forehead was covered with
freckles, so thick, that they looked as if a
quantity of cayenne pepper had been sprinkled
over it; and when he frowned, his hair moved
backwards and forwards like the twitching of
a horse shaking off flies.

“T've put some ile on my hair, to make me
look tidy,” he said. The grease had turned
This locks to o fiery erimson colour, and as he
passed his hands through it, and tossed it
backwards, it positively glittered with the fat
upon it, o

The lad soon grew communicative enough,
and proceeded to show me & blue jacket which
he had bought that morping for a shilling,
and explained to me at the same time how
artful he had been over the bargain, for the
boy had asked eighteenpence.

I remarked that his shoes seemed in a bad
state, for they were really as white as a
baker's slippers from want of blacking, and the
toe of one gaped Eke the opening to a tortoise-
shell. He explained to me that he wore all
his boots out dancing, doing the double
shufile.

“ Now these ’ere shoes,” he said, ¢ cost me
a shilling in Petticoat-lane not a week since,
and looked as good as new then, and even
now, with a little mending, they'll make a tidy
pair of crab-shells again.”

To give force to this remark, he Lifted his

leg up, but, despite his explanation, I eould
not see how the leather could possibly be
repaired.,
i. e went through his dances for me, at the
‘same time accompanying himself on his penny
whistle. He took his shoes off and did a
hornpipe, thumping his feet upon the floor
the while, like palms on a panel, so thatT
felt nervous lest there should be a pin in the
carpet and he be lamed by it. . .

The boy seemed to have no notion of his
age, for although he accounted for twenty-two
years of existence, yet he insisted he was
only seventeen come two months.” 1 was
sorry to find, moreover, that he was in the
habit of drinking, seldom going home after his
‘night's work without being intoxicated; and,
indeed, his thin body and pinched face bore
evidence of his excess in this respeet, though,
but for his assertion that “he was never
hungry, and food was mo good to him,” 1
ghould have imagined, at the first glance, that
he was pining with want.

He seems to be among the more fortunate

of those who earn their living in the streets,

for although I questioned and cross-questioned
him in every possible way, he still clung to
his assertion that he made 2/, per week. His
clothes, however, bore no evidence of his
prosperity, for his outer garment was & washed-
out linen blouse, such as glaziers wear, whilst
“his trousers were of coarse canvas, and as

show me his musical talents, and, certainly,
his execution of the tin mstrument was rapif

nie :—

He brought with him a penny whistle o
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and certain. _
The following is the statement he gay

¢ Warstring Brory.
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That's my name, and I'm known all romd §
about in the Borough as ‘ Whistling Biliy’ [
though some, to be sure, calls me * Whistline £
Bill;y but in general I'm *Billy) Tm net §°

looking very respectable now, but you should § -

see me when I'm going to the play; Ilookss; & -
uncommon respectable, nobody knows m: f °
again. I shall go to the theatre next week § -
and I should just like you to see me. Iis § -
surprising. . -
“T ain’t a very fat chap, am I? but I'mjust §: -
meaty enough for my perfessior, which is E -
whistling and dancing in public-houses, wher: § -
T gives‘em the hornpipe and the bandyjig, & -
that’s dancing with my toes turned in. g
«“ My father was a barber. He only charged § !
a penny for shaving, but he wouldn't cut your [ :
hair under twopence, and he used to do well- E
very well sometimes; I don't lmnow whether -
he's alive now, for I ain’t seen him thesefen §:
years, nor asked him for a halfpenny. Meother § -
was alive when I left, and so was my iw
brothers. I dom't know whether theyre alive
now. No, I don’t want to go and see him, fir Ez:
{ can get my own living. He used to keeps J
shop near Fitzroy -square. g
« T was always fond of dancing, and I runnel f -
away from home for to follow it. I don't Enow
my own age exactly: I was as tall then asl g
am now. I was twelve when T left home, anl & -
it must be ten years ago, but I ain’t twenly-
two : oh, dear no! Why, I ain’t got no whiskes g
nor things. I drink such alot of beer and £
stuff, that I can't grow no taller; gentlemen E..
at the public-houses gives it me. Why, this § -
morning I was near tipsy, daneing to sole¢ R
coalheavers, who gave me drink.

« T used, when I was at father’s, to go 10} ¥
ball, and that's where I learned to dance. L}
was a shilling ball in the New-road, whet g
there was ladies, regular nice ones, beautif '
dressed. They used to see me dancing, a0° g
say, when I growed up I should make?
beautiful dancer; and so I do, for Id dﬂme\ ¥
against anybody, and play the whistle all th [
time. The ladies at these balls would &%
me money then for dancing before them: f
Al! T'd get my entrance shilling back, i}‘ﬁv
four or five into the bargain. I'd generd gr
take it home to mother, after buying ﬂh“{}‘
sweet-stuff, or such-like, and I think -ﬂéﬂs
why mother would let me go, ‘cos I picked up
a good bit of money. i

“Tt was another boy that put me W
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black on the thighs as the centre of a drum-head.

running away from home. He axed me 10'25"; *4
along with him, and I went. I dare Sﬂ)m ¥
troubled father & bit when he found I'd gGIfI' 5

I ain’t troubled him for ten years nOw.
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was to go back to him, he’d only send me 1o
work, and I make a better living by myself.
T don't like work, and, to tell you the truth, I
pever did work, for it's like amusement to me
to dence; and it must be an amusement, *cos
it amuses the people, and that's why I gets on
so well.

«TWhen I hooked it with that chap, we went
to Croydon, in Swrey. We went to a lodging-
house where there was men and women, and
Dboys and chaps, and all Iike that; we all slept
in one room. I had no money with me, only
my clothes ; there was a very nice velvet cap;
and I looked very different then to what I do
now. This young chap had some tin, and he
kept me. I don’t know how he earned his
tin, for he'd only go out at mnight time, and
then he'd come home and bring in money,
and meat and bread, and such-like. He said
to me, before I went pals with him, that he’d
keep me, and that he’d malke plenty of money.
He told me he wanted a chum to mate with,
so I went with him right off. I ecan’t say what
he was, He was about thirteen or fourteen,
and I never seed him do no work. He might
have been a prig for all I knows.

“ After I'd been in the lodging-house, this
chap bought astock of combs and cheap jewels,
and then we went out together, and he'd knock
at the housesand offer the things for sale, and
Td stand by. There's a lot of gentlemen’s
houses, if you recollect, sir, round Croydon,
on the London road. Sometimes the servants
would give us grub instead of money. We
had plenty to eat. Now you comes to speak
of it, I do remember he used to bring back
some old silver with him, such as old table-
spoons or ladles, broke up into bits, and he’d
make o deal selling them. I think he must
lave been a prig. At night we used to go to
the public-houses and dance. He never danced,
but sit down and looked on. He snid he was
my relation, and I always shared my drink
with him,and the people would say, ¢ Feed me,
fleii(ll my dog," seeing me going halves with

_ “I_kepj; along with im for three years, he
W?rklng m the day, and I at night, dancing.
We parted ot Plymouth, and I took up with
another mate, and worked on to Exeter. I
think my new mate was a regular prig, for it
was through his putting me up to prigging
that T got into trouble there. This chap Dpu?:
IIne on to taking a brass cock from a foundry.

;J‘“:HS In a big wooden butt, with 150 gallons
ol waterin it. I got over g gate and pulled it
out, and set all the foundry afloat.  We cut
away, but two hours afterwards the policeman
eome to the lodging-house, and though there
;mg %]110‘3 of boys and girls, ke picked me out,
lels cutaélﬁ'tgd]?onghs for it, and all my hair
every day ;111 o only had dry bread and gruel
o rak Soup twice a-week. I was jolly
oty dor that cock business when I was
caught, and I made up my mind never to

houses puts fellows up to prigging. The
chaps brings in legs of beef, and puddens,
and clothes, and then they sells ’em cheap.
You can sometimes buy a pair of breeches,
worth ten shillings, for two bob, for the chaps
don’t like to take 'em to sell at the shops,
and would sooner sell ’em for a’most nothing
rather than be found out.

“When I came out of quod Thad a shilling
give me, and I went and bought a penny
whistle, I was always fond of music and
dancing, and I know'd a little of playing the
whistle. DMother and father was both uncom-
mon fond of dancing and musie, and used to
go out dancing and to concerts, nearevery night
pretty well, after they'd locked the shop up. I
made about eleven bob the first week I was.
out, for T was doing very well of a night,
though T had no hair on my head. I didn't
do no dancing, but I knew about six tunes,
such as ‘Rory O'More,’ and “ The Girl I left
behind me,’ two hornpipes, (the Fishers’ and
the Sailors’) ¢St. Patrick’s Day,” and ¢ The Shells
of the Ocean,’ anew song as had just come up.
I can play fifty tunes now. Whistles weren’t so
coramon then, they weren’t out a quarter so
much asnow. Swinden had the making of them
then, but he weren’t the first maker of them.
Clarke is the largest manufactory of them now,
and he followed Swinden. People was asto-
nished at secing a tune played on a tin whistle,
and gave pretty Liberal. I believe I was the
first as ever got a living on a tin vwhistle,
Now there’s more. It was at that time as T
took to selling whistles. I cmried ‘em on a
tin tray before me, and a lid used to shut on
it, fized. I'd pitch before a hotel amongst the
gentlemen, and T'd get 24. a-piece for the
whistles, and some would give me sixpence or a
shilling, just according. The young gents was
them as bought most, and then they'd begin
playing on them, and afterwards give them to
the young ladies passing. They was very
pleased with me, for I was so little, and I done
well. The first twomonths I made about 17s.
or 18s. a-week, but after that they got rather
dull, so T gived up selling of them and took to
dancing. It didn't pay me so well as the
whistles, for it was pretty near all profit on
them—they only cost me 3d. a-dozen. T tra-
velled all round Devonshire, and down to
Land's End, in Cornwall—320 miles from
London, and kept on playing the whistle on
the rond. I knew all about them parts. I
generally pitched before the hotels and the
spirit-shops, and began whistling and dancing;
but sometimes I'd give the cottagers a turn,
and they’d generally hand over a ha'penny a-
piece and some bread.

“J stopped travelling about the south of
England, and playing and dancing, for a little
better than four years and a half. I didw’t do so
well in winter as in summer. Harvest time was
my best time. I'd go to the fields where they
was working, and play and dance. Sometimes

izke nothing more, Ti'g going to the lodging-

the master would hollar out, ¢ Here, you get
’ F o
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out of this!’ but the men would speak up for
me and say, ‘Let him stop, master” Many a
chap’s got the sack through me, by leaving off
his work and beginning to dance. Sometimes,
when the last load of hay was going home
(you see, that's always considered the jolliest
part of the work), they'd make me get up to
the top of the load, and then whistle to them.
'They was all merry—as merry as could be, and
would follow after dancing about, men, women,
“and boys. I generally played at the harvest
suppers, and the farmer himself would give
me ds. 6d. or bs. the night, besides my quart of
ale. Then I'd pick up my 6s. or 7s. in
ha'pence among the men. I've had as many
as two harvest suppers a week for three weeks
or a month following, for I used to ax the
people round what time they was going to
Lave a supper, and where, and set off, walk-
ing nine or ten miles to veach the farm, and
after that we find another spot.

“ It's very jolly among farm people. They
give you plenty of cider and ale. I've drunk
the cider hot, whilst they was brewing it—
new cider, you Imow. You never want food
neither, for there’s more than you can eat,
generally bread and cheese, or maybe a liitle
cold biled pork. At mnight, the men and
women used to sleep in a kind of barn, among
the clean straw; and after the beer-shops had
closed—they are all little beer-shops, 3d. a
quart in your own jugs, and like that—they'd
say to me, ¢ Come up to the doss and give us a
tune,’ and they'd come outside and dance in
the open air, for they wouldn’t let them have
no candles nor matches. Then they'd malke
theirselves happy, and I'd play to ‘em, and
they’d club up and give me money, sometimes
as muech as 7s., but I've never had no higher
than that, but never no less than 3s. One
man used to take all the money for me, and
T'd give him a pot o’ ale in the morning. It
was a penny a dance for each of ’em as danced,
and each stand-up took a quarter of a hounr,
and there was generally two hours of it; that
makes about seven dances, allowing for
resting. I've had as many as forty dancing
at o time, and sometimes there was only nine
of ’em. I've seen all the men get up together
snd dance a hornpipe, and the women loolk
on. They always did 2 hornpipe or a country
dance. You see, some of em would sit down
and drink during the dance, but it amounted
to almost three dances each person, and
gencrally there was about fifty present.
Usually the men would pay for the women,
but if they was hard up and been free with
their money, the girls would pay for them.
They was mostly Inish, and I had to do jigs
for them, instead of a hornpipe. My country
dance wus to the tune ¢ Oh don't you tease me,
pretty little dear’ Any fiddler knows that
aiv. TIt's always played in the country for
country dances. ¥irst they dances to each
other, and then it's hands across, and then
down the middle, and then it's back again and

turn, That's the country dance, siv. Tuse] |
to be regular tived after two hours. Theyy | i}
stick me up on a box, or a tub, or clse theyd [+
malke a pile of straw, and stick me a-top ofit; b -
or if there was any carts standing by loaded |-
with hay, and the horses out, I was toldt £
mount that, There was very little drinking >
all this time, because the beer-shops was shy; §.
up. Perhaps there might be such a things k-
a pint of beer between a man and his partner, || -
which he'd brought in a can along with him, §
They only danced when it was moonlicht, L f
never cost me nothing for lodgings all h: E
harvest times, for they would make me sty |
in the barn along with them; and theyws
very good company, and took especial careof
me. You mustn’t think this dancing toot f
place every night, but only three or four nights
a-week. I find 'em out travelling along th:
road. Sometimes they've sent a man frop
one farm-house to bespeak me whilst I ws
playing at another. There was a man
played on the elarionet as used to be s
favourite among haymakers, but they prefr
the penny tin whistle, because it makes mr
noise, and is shiiller, and is easier heard;
besides, I'm very rapid with my fingers, anl |- ©
makes ’em keep on dancing till they are tird
out. Please God, I'll be down among the |: =
again this summer. I goes down reguls .
Last year and the year before, and ever s | ;-
I can recollect.

“When I'm in London I make a gool }f -
living at dancing and playing, for I'm the onlf [
one that plays the whistle and dances at tl:
same time. I'm reckoned the best hand at
of any man in town or country. Ive ofidls -
been backed by the company to dance avl |
play against another man, and T generally Wi &5,
T've been in hotels, and danced to gentlemer [2
and made plenty of money at it. I doal§ -
manner of tricks, just to make ’em laugh—§ .
capering, or ‘hanky-panky,’as I term it I'E
once had half-a-sovereign given to me, butl
think it was a mistake, for he says, ¢ Take tht E
and go on.’ I went home toclean myself, al f
had my trousers washed, and my shoes blackg'l; ;
and went half-price to the theatre—the ‘Wit F.
T think it was—and paid my shilling, =
went in as tidy as a gentleman.

“ When I first go into a public-house I
into the tap-room, and say, ¢ Would you Bl B
to hear a tune, gentlemen, or see a dance, 073
little bit of amusement? If they say '
I stand still, and begin a talking, to make & p-
laugh. I'm not to be choked off easy. IS g -
¢ Come, gentlemen, can't you help a poor fellov
as is the best dancer in England ? T musth®
some pudden for breakfast, because L ain't ha s
nothing for three weeks.’ Then somé Sﬂ:‘: e
¢ Well, I will see the best dancer in Englanti b
T've got a mag.’ Then after dancing1g0%
the gentleman who has given me most, %"
ask him six or seven times ‘{o give lﬂif
copper, declaring he’s the only one 85 b
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Jaugh. I also ask the Jandlord to give a half-
pint of beer to grease my feet, and that makes
'em merry. L generally gets good nobbings
{that's a collection, you know). They likes

them together that takes. I ax them if theyll
have the hornpipe or the Irish jig, and if they
says the jig I do it with my toes turned in, like
as if I was bandy; andthat’s very popular. 1
have been to as many as forty public-houses
in a evening, and dance instde; or if they
won't let me come in, they'll say, ¢ Dance out-
side as much as you like,” and that’s very near
as good for me. If I gets inside, T'll mop up
1s. if it's good company, or perhaps 3d. or 4d.,
and always plenty to drink—more than I can
take, for I'm generally drunk before I can get
home. They never gives me nothing to eat,
but it don't matter, for I'm seldom hungry; but
¢I like a drop of good beer,’ as the song says.

“I've been engaged at concert-rooms to
dance. I have pumps put on, and light
trousers, and a Guernsey, dressed up as a
sailor. That was in the country, at Canter-
bury, and T had 7s. and plenty to eat and dvink.
I've never appeared at a London concert-room,
though I've been axed to come In and amuse
the company; but I wasn't tidy enough, and
didn't like.

“Ihen I dance in a public-house T take
my shoes off and say, ¢ Now, gentlemen, watch
my steps.’ Ior the hornpipe I begin with
walking round, or ¢twisting’ as the termis;
then I stands up, and does a double-shufic—
or the ‘straight fives’ as we calls it; then I
walk round again before doing the bDack-
snatches, another kind of double-shuffie. Then
I does the rocks of Seilly, that's when you
twists your feet and bends sideways; next
comes the double steps and rattles, that is,
when the heels makes a rattle coming down ;
and I finishes with the square step. 1My next
step 18 to walk round and ecollect the money.
The Trish like to see me do the jig better than
the hornpipe. Them two arve the only dances
I know.

“ I make regular 2. s-week. Yesterday I
made 7s. 3d., and it was rainy, so I couldn't
get out till late. At Brighton Regatta I and
my mate made 5/, 10s. between us, and at
Dover Regatta we made 87. between us. We
squandered 21, 10s, at the lodging-house in
one night, betting and tossing, and playing at
%f.gdslil a;“e ﬂi‘Wﬁﬁ'S follows up the regatta.
Tou ses xeveon'ykm' 10s. at Hastings _Regatta.
115, o PICK up on a Saturday night our
o d-plece, and on other days perhaps ds. or
L..‘i'.‘,’ according to the day.

“ I used to go about with o mate who had a
He was a beautiful dancer, for

2;11(]1 only does the hornpipe, and he's un-
miﬁm"fm active, and knocks his leg against the
ngs, and makes the people grin. He was

very .
P‘;EL _io‘llecessful at Brighton, because he was
.

“I've also been about with a school of
tumblers. I used to do the dancing between
the posturing and likes of that. I've learnt
tumbling, and I was ericked for the purpose,
to teach me. I couldn’t walk for three days.
They put my legs round my neck, and then
couldn’t get ’'em back again. I was in that
state, regular doubled up, for two hours, and
thought I was done for. Some of my mates
said, ¢There, youw've been and spoiled that
chap.’ It's dreadful painful learning tumbling.
When I was out with the posturers T used to
play the drum and mouth-pipes; I had a old
hat and coat on. Then when my turn come,
T'd appear in my professional costume, and 2
young chap who was a fluter—not a whistler,
like me,—would give a tune, and I'd go on the
carpet and give the Irish jig or the hornpipe.

“ There was four of us in the school, and
we'd share & pound a-week each. We were
down at Dover there, and put up at the Jolly
Sailors. I leftthem there, and went alone on
tothe eamyp where the German Legion was—
at Shorneliffe, that's the place. I stopped
there for three weeks, and did very well,
taking my 7s. or 8s. a-day.

‘“After that I got tired of dancing, and
thought I'd like a change, so I went out on a
fishing-boat. They didn’t give me vothing a-
week, only 4s. when we coimne home after two
months, and your clothes, and victuals a-
board. We first went fishing for plaice, and
soles, and turbots, and we'd land them at
Yarmouth, and they’d send them on to Low-
estoft, and from there on to London. Then
we went codding off the ceast of Holland, for
cod and haddock. It was just drawing on
winter, and very cold. They set me with a
Iine and I had to keep sawing it backwards
and forwards till I felt a fish Dbite, then to
hawl it up. One night I was a near froze,
and suddenly I lhiad two cods bite at once, and
they nearly pulled me over, for they dart
about like mad, and tug awful; so I said to
the master, ‘I don’t like this work. But he
answers, ¢ You must like it the time you
stops here.’” So I made up my mind to bolt
the first time T got to shore. I only did it as
o change, to see if I liked it. You're right
there, there ain’t no drinking on board.
“When you hawl up a cod they Dbound
about the deck, and theyre as strong as a
Scotel terrier dog. When we hold’em dovwn,
we prick them under the fin, to lei the wind
out of them. It would choke them if we
didn’t lef it out, for it hisses as it comes off.
It's from dragging them up so quick out of
fifteen-fathom water that gives ’em the wind.
When they were pricked, we chucked them
into the well in the hold, and let them swim
about. We killed them when we got to
Gravesend by hitting them on the head with
tom-boys — the sticks we hauls the line
through. After three or four blows they're
stunned, and the blood comes, and theyre

killed.
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- «When T goes into the public-houses, part
of my performance is to play the whistle up
mynose. L don't do itin the streets, because
it T did there’d be thousands looking at me,
and then the police would make o row., Last
night I ¢id it. I only pitched at one place, and
did my night's work right off. I took is. 3id.
and lots of beer in an hour, from the cabbies
and the people and all. At last the police told
me to moveon. hen I plays the whistle up
my nose, L puts the end of it in my nostyil, and
blows down it. I can do that just as easy as
with my mouth, only not as loud. I doitasa
variety, first in my mouth, then in mynose, and
then back again in my mouth. It makes the
people laugh. I've got acold now,so Lcan'tdo
it 30 well as at times, but I'll let you see what
it is hike.”

He then inserted the wooden tongue of the
-whistle into his nostril, and blowing down it,
began a hornpipe, which, although not so shrill
-as when he played it with the mouth, was still
loud enough to be heard all over the house.

IV.—STREET ARTISTS.

I xow come to the Street Artists. These in-
clude the artists in coloured chalks on the
pavements, the black profile-cuiters, and
others.

STREET PHOTOGRAPHY,

Wirax the last few years photographic
portraits have gradually been diminishing in
price, until at the present time they have
become a regular article of street commerce.
Those living at the west-end of London have
but litile idea of the number of persons who
gain a livelibhood by street photography.

There may be one or two “galleries” in
the New-road, or in Tottenham-court-road,
but these supply mostly shilling portraits.
In the eastern and southern districts of
Tondon, however, such as in Bermondsey,
the New-cut, and the VWhitechapel-road, one
cannot walk fifty yards without passing some
photographic establishment, where for six-
pence persons can have their portrait taken,
and framed and glazed as well.

It was in Bermondsey that I met with the
first instance of what may be called pure
street photography. Here a Mr. If 1 was
taking sixpenny portraits in a booth built up

out of old canvas, and erected on a piece of

spare ground in a furniture-broker's yard.

Mr. F 1 had been a travelling showman,
but finding that photography was attracting
more attention than giants and dwarfs, he
relinquished the wonders of Nature for those
of Science.

Into this yard he had driven his yellow
caravan, where it stood like an enormous
Noal’s ark, and in front of the caravan
(by means of clothes-horses and posts, over

which were spread out the large sail.like
paintings (show-cloths), which were used gt
fairs to decorate the fronts of booths), he haq
erected his operating-room, which is about ag
long and as broad as a knife-house, and onjy
just tall enough to allow a not particulary
tall customer to stand up with his hat off:
whilst by means of two window-sashes g
glazed roof had been arranged for letting light
into thig little tent.

On the day of my visit Mr, F—-1 was,
despite the cloudy state of the atmosphere,
doing a large business. A crowd in front of
his tent was admiring the photographic spe.
¢imens, which, of all sizes and in all kinds of
frames, were stuck up against the canvas-wall
as irregularly as if a bill-sticker had placed
them there. Others were gazing up at the
chalky-looking paintings over the door-way,
and on which a lady was represented photo.
graphing an officer, in the full costume of ths
11th Hussars.

Inside the operating.room we found a
crowd of women and children was assembled,
all of them waiting their turn to be taken
M F 1 remarked, as I entered, that ‘It
was wonderful the sight of children that had
been took;’ and he added, ¢ when one gil
comes for her portrait, there’s a duzen comes
along with her to see it took.’

The portraits I discovered were taken by
Mrs. F——1, who, with the sleeves of her
dress tucked up to the elbows, was engaged at
the moment of my visit in pointing the
camera at a lady and her little boy, who, from
his wild nervous expression, seemed to have
an idea that the operatress was taking her ain
previous to shooting him. Mr. F 1 ex-
plained to me the reason why his wife offick
ated. “You see,” said he; “people prefers
more to be took by a woman than by a man
Many’s a time a lady tells us to send that man
away, and let the missis come. It's quie
natural,” he continued ; ¢ for a lady don’tnm}tl
taking her bonnet off and tucking up her har,
or sticking a pin in here and there before o
of her own sect, which before a man proves
objectionable.”

that the little square piece of glass on whieh
it was impressed was searcely larger thand
visiting card, and this being handed over
to a youth, was carried into the caraval
at the back, where the process was complet_eﬂ-
1 was invited to follow the lad to the dwelling
on wheels.

The outside of the caravan was very I
markable, and of that peculiar class of archr
tecture which is a mixture of coach-and-ship
building. In the centre of the front of the
show were little folding-doors with mll‘llﬁture'
brass knoekers, and glass let into the upp
panels. On each side of the door were long
windows, almost big enough for a shop-ironh
whilst the white curtains, festooned at thelr

sides, gave them a pleasant appearance. Thy
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eniive erection was coloured yellow, and the
numerous little wooden joists and tie-beams,
which framed and strengthened the vehicle,
conferred upon it a singular plaid-like ap-
pearance.

T mounted the broad step-ladder and en-
tered. The room reminded me of a ship’s
cabin, for it was panelled and had cross-
beams to the arched roof, whilst the bolts and
fastenings were of bright brass. If the win-
dows had not been so large, or the roof so
high, it would have resembled the fore-cabin
of a Gravesend steamer. There were tables
and chairs, as in an ordinary cottage room.
At one end was the family bed, concealed
during the day by chintz curtains, which hung
down like a drop-scene before a miniature
theatre; and between the openings of these
curtains I could catch sight of some gaudily
attired wax figures stowed away there for
want of room, but standing there like a group
of actors behind the scenes.

Along one of the beams a blunderbuss and
a pistol rested on hooks, and the showman’s
speaking trumpet (as large as the funnel to a
arocer’s coffee-mill) hung against the wall,
whilst in one corner was a kind of cabin stove
of polished brass, before which a boy was
drying some of the portraits that had been
recently taken.

“ Bo you've took him at last,” said the pro-
prietor, who accompanied us as he snatched
“Vell,

On inspecting the portrait I found it to be
one of those drab-looking portraits with a
licht back-ground, where the figure rises

- from the bottom of the plate as straight as a
- post, and isin the cramped, nervous attitude

of a patient in a dentist's chair.
After a time I left Mr, F— Vs, and went

. to another establishment close by, which had

originally formed part of a shop in the penny-

-~ ice-and-bull's-eye line—for the nameé-board

over “ Photographic Depét” was still the pro-

perty of the confectioner—so that the portraits
¢ displayed in the window were surmounted by
¢ an announcement of  Ginger beer 1d. and 2d.”

A touter at the door was crvi “Hi!
. er at rying out * Hi!
hi l—walk inside! walk inside! and have your

. crect likeness took, frame and glass complete,

. and only 6d,!— i St
* seconds b tme of sitting only four

——
SO
o

A rough-looking, red-faced tanner, who had
een staring at some coloured French litho-
gf'llaPhS which decorated the upper panes, and
z" akD’ ng doubt, imagined that they had been

en by the photographic process, entered,
Saying, “ Let me have my likeness took.”
t.l‘l}e tollter Instantly called out, * Here, a
shilling likeness for thig here gent.”

_ the tanner obsery.
sizpenny. ed that he wanted only a

11 .
the o eTY 800, sir!” and raising his voice,
¢ touter shouted louder than before —“ A

sixpenny one first, and a shilling one after-
wards.”

“ I tell yer I don't want only sixpennorth,”
angrily returned the customer, as he entered.

<At this establishment the portraits were
taken in a little alley adjoining the premises,
where the light was so insufficient, that even
the blanket hung up at the end of it looked
black from the deep shadows east by the walls.

When the tanner’s portrait was completed
it was nearly black; and, indeed, the only
thing visible was a slight light on one side of
the face, and which, doubtlessly, acecounted
for the short speech which the operator
thought fit to make as he presented the like-
ness to his customer.

¢ There,” he said, “there is your likeness,
if you like! look at it yourself; and only
eightpence” —* Only sixpence,” observed the
man.—* Ah! continued the proprietor, * but
you've got a patent American preserver, and

| that's twopence more.”

Then followed a discussion, in which the
artist insisted that he lost by every sixpenny
portrait he took, and the tanrner as strongly
protesting that he couldn’t believe that, for
they must get some profit any how. “ You
don’t tumble to the rig,” said the artist; “if’s
the half-guinea ones, you see, that pays us.”

The touter, finding that this discussion was
likely to continue, entered and joined the
argument. ‘ Why, it's cheap as dirt,” he ex-
claimed indignantly; ¢the fact is, our go-
vernor’s a friend of the people, and don’t mind
losing a little money. He's determined that
everybody shall have a portrait, from the
highest to the lowest, Indeed, next Sunday,
he do talk of taking them for threepence-
ha'penny, and if that ain't philandery, what
i ?”

After the touter’s oration the tanner seemed
somewhat contented, and paying his eight-
pence left the shop, looking at his picture in
all lights, and repeatedly polishing it up with
the cuff of his coat-sleeve, as if he were trying
to brighten it into something like distinctness.

Yhilst I was in this establishment a cus-
tomer was induced to pay twopence for having
the theory of photography explained to him.
The lecture was to the effect, that the brass
tube of the “ camerer” was filled with clock-
work, which earried the image from the lens
to the ground glass at the back. To give
what the lecturer called “ hockeylar proof”
of this, the camera was carried to the shop-
door, and a boy who was passing by ordered
to stand still for a minute.

“ Now, then,” continued the lecturer to the
Iinowledge-seeker, ¢ look behird here; theye’s
the himage, you see;” and then addressing
the boy, he added, “Just open your mouth,
youngster;” and when the lad did so, the
student was asked, ¢ Are you looking down
the young un’s throat?” and on his nodding
assent, he was informed, ¢ Well, that's the
way portraits is took.”

[V
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