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BEFORE the nineteenth century dawned 

there had been, as has been shown, a great 
development in English methods of 
travelling. But there was still room for 
improvement, and now this improvement 
was close at hand. Former records of the time 
taken to convey people, and to transmit news 
from one place to another, are apt to strike us 
now almost with astonishment. When Oliver 
Cromwell was made Lord Protector the news 
of the event did not reach Bridgwater, it is 
said, until nineteen days afterwards, and 
then they promptly set to work to ring the 
Church bells. Queen Elizabeth died on March 
24th, 1603, and King James of Scotland was 
proclaimed as successor to the English throne 
on March 25th, yet it took three days for the 
news to reach York, one of the most 
important cities in the kingdom. James the 
First spent five weeks in travelling from 
Edinburgh to London, but then he did not 
like to be hurried, and royal progresses were 
necessarily slow. From London to Edinburgh 
used to take fourteen days. In the middle of 
the seventeenth century a coach journey from 
Oxford to London occupied two days ; from 
Nottingham to London, four days. At the 
same period Sir William Dugdale took three 
days to journey from Coventry to London.

In the eighteenth century the speed of 
coaches quickened. Yet in 1742 the stage-
coach which set out to Oxford from London, 
starting at 7 a.m., did not complete its 
journey until the evening of the next day. 
Since that time the distance has been 
travelled by coach in six hours. About 1750 it 
took one day and a half for the coach to reach 
Glasgow from Edinburgh. A few years later 
there was one coach which travelled between 
London and Edinburgh, journeying once 
every month. It took then from twelve to 
fourteen days to complete the journey. The 
attendants were not infrequently asked, in 
those days, to carry hatchets with them to lop 
off the branches of trees which might impede 
the passage of the coach, or its burden. It 
was, indeed, a most necessary precaution. 
From London to Exeter, in 1752, the fast 
coach took four days, in the following stages. 
Monday, dinner at Egham ; put up for the 
night at Murrell's Green. Tuesday, dinner at 
Sutton ; night at Salisbury. Wednesday, 
dinner at Blandford ; night at Dorchester. 
Thursday, arrive at Exeter at one o'clock. Yet 
later on, before the railway days came, 
several coaches, which set out daily, made 
the journey from Edinburgh to London, and 
the reverse way, in from forty-five to forty-
eight hours. This, surely, must have been one 
of the most charming of all coach rides in 

Britain.
The slow speed was caused then, of 

course, by the bad roads. A traveller in the 
year 1770 thus gave vent to his feelings at the 
condition of the turn-pike road over which 
he had to travel between Wigan and Preston. 

I know not, in the whole range of language, 
terms sufficiently expressive to describe this 
infernal road. To look over a map, and perceive 
that it is a principal one, not only to some towns, 
but even whole counties, one would naturally 
conclude it to be at least decent, but let me most 
seriously caution all travellers who may accident-
ally purpose to travel this terrible county, to avoid 
it as they would the devil, for a thousand to one 
but they break their necks and limbs by over- 
throws and breakings down. They will here meet 
with ruts, which I actually measured, four feet 
deep, and floating with mud, only from a wet 
summer — what, therefore, must it be after a 
winter ! The only mending it receives in places is 
the tumbling in some loose stones, which serves 
no other purpose but jolting a carriage in the most 
intolerable manner. These are not merely 
opinions, but facts, for I actually passed three 
carts broken down, in these eighteen miles of 
execrable memory. McAdam and Telford, 
however, soon afterwards set to work, with 
magnificent skill and success, upon many of 
the English roads. It was owing to their 
labours that coaches were ever able to travel 
fast. By the time that Palmer's mail coach 
between London and Bristol was started an 
immense improvement had been made. 
Then, a coach reached London from Bristol in 
one day, taking sixteen hours en route, or 
fourteen hours from Bath. By 1836 the Bath 
coach did the London journey in eleven 
hours.

The Holyhead mail from London was a 
very fast coach. We had to keep eleven miles an 
hour, including stoppages, wrote Mr. 
Reynardson, the well-known gentleman 
Coachman. Eleven miles an hour, including 
stoppages, stands for galloping at least the greater 
part of the way. The theory of eleven miles an 
hour and the practice are two different matters. I 
have done fourteen or fifteen miles in the hour, 
but to keep up eleven miles an hour for eighty or 
ninety miles is a somewhat serious affair, unless 
your cattle are very good.*

It is curious to notice how in these modern 
days of revived coach-driving, the really old 
hands who remember the doings of 1830 
rather despise the methods of to-day. The 
coachman of the present day has no idea of what a 
coach-load of former days was ; he could have no 
idea what it was doomed to carry, unless he had 
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been there to see. In the first place, there were four 
insides and twelve out, exclusive of the coachman 
and guard. The fore-boot was full of small parcels; 
the hind-boot was the same ; the roof of the coach 
was piled up as high as it could be to allow of its 
passage under the archway of the inn ; and boxes 
and carpet-bags, gun-cases, hampers, and every 
description of luggage for the sixteen people who 
were inside and out, were heaped up and hanging 
over the sides of the roof, which was all covered 
down with a tarpaulin, and securely strapped 
down with a broad leather strap. It was wonderful 
to behold, and wonderful to imagine how it could 
all be stowed away. On the very lamp- irons you 
would often see game baskets hung, and hares and 
pheasants dangling down. Under the coach there 
was often swung a 'cradle,' into which various 
things which could go nowhere else were put ; in 
fact the whole packing of a heavy load was marvel- 
lous, and what none but a guard of the olden time 
dare attempt.

Of course, right up to the very end of 
coach travelling, there were dangers. But 
these presently became utterly eclipsed by 
the terrible dread of the unknown horrors of 
railway accidents. There is danger in travelling 
by coach, said the gentleman of the old school, 
but after all, nothing to the railway. You get upset 
in a coach, and there you are. But get upset in a 
railway, and then, where are you?" The good old 
man considered, and roundly declared, that 
railways were an invention of the devil. He 
would modify his statement, in calmer 
moments, by saying that he would never do 
anything but post by road if railway trains 
were permitted to travel faster than fifteen 
miles an hour.

Yet it is pathetic to read the words of men 
who knew coaching in its very prime, and 
who lived on to see the railroads triumphant.

The sun is set that once shone out
So bright upon those teams : 

The night has come, and all that's past
Seems but as floating dreams.

One such writes upon the subject with 
quite a master hand. The tea-kettle, with its 
steam, he says, has taken the place of the four 
bright bays ; the grimy engine-driver and the 
stoker have taken the place of the coachman ; the 
guard or conductor in his blue coat and foreign-
looking cap, has taken the place of the guard in 
red, with his glazed hat and cockade ; and the long 
mellow horn of former days is now replaced by a 
shrill and certainly not to be called mellow 
whistle. The railway carriage, it is true, is a large 
commodious affair, with its comfortable padded 
seats, windows that fit tight, and a lamp in the 
roof to turn darkness into light in the tunnels 
through which the train passes as it speeds on its 

headlong way through the bowels of the earth. A 
comfortable foot-warmer of tin or zinc filled with 
hot water warms the feet of the old ladies and 
gentlemen, and even of young ladies and young 
gentlemen ; and of little boys returning home for 
their holidays, or with saddened hearts going back 
to school.

How different is all this from former days, 
when the stage coach, with its four in and twelve 
out, or the mail with its four in and three outside, 
exclusive of the coachman and guard, started 
upon its journey of perhaps 300 or 400 miles at 
eight o'clock at night, or at, let us say, six o'clock 
in the morning ! The snow is on the ground, the 
wind blowing piercingly cold, for it also freezes 
hard, the stars shining brighter than the brightest 
diamonds, and the morning, except for the light of 
the stars, as dark as pitch. It is six o'clock a.m., as 
they say in these days, in the month of February, 
1824, and no chance of reaching the George and 
Blue Boar, Holborn, between nine or ten o'clock at 
night — a pretty look out for the three little boys 
who are now mounting on to the Regent coach at 
Stamford on their way back to school, wrapped in 
their long drab great-coats. The coach is piled up 
with luggage till it is loaded like a stage-waggon, 
and one only wonders how such a heavily laded 
conveyance ever reached its destination without 
breaking down or being upset.

The three little fellows have mounted up to 
their seats on the top of the coach, and though 
they have been told by their anxious parents to be 
sure to go inside, persist in going, one on the box 
with the coachman, and the other two behind him, 
and declare manfully that they are not cold and 
never feel the cold. They have each got some 
straw; not new straw, for that is cold stuff, but 
straw out of the stables which has been a little 
used and trampled by the horses ; and having 
shoved their little feet into it, instead of on to a hot 
foot-warmer, as in the present day, feel as cheery 
as possible. The boy of the present day has no idea 
what his grandfather suffered on his journey from 
six o'clock a.m. till his arrival at nine or ten p.m. 
at the George and Blue Boar, Holborn, on such a 
morning as I have tried to describe.

An excellent description, truly. Like all 
enthusiasts on the coaching times, he can 
scarcely touch upon his favourite subject 
without lamenting that such days could ever 
have passed away.

Mr. Stanley Harris, in The Coaching Age, is 
just as full of admiration for them. In 1836 
and 1837, he writes, ''people frequented the 
great yards from which started the mails, east, 
west, north, and south — the Swan with Two 
Necks, the Bull and Mouth, and other similar 
yards ; or they would await at Hyde Park Corner 
the mails going out of London by that route. What 
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finer spectacle could be viewed than one of these 
Royal Mails, in full trim, with a fine team of four 
greys, both leaders carrying bar, and up to their 
bits, coach properly laden in and out, sometimes 
driven by some crack dragsman, with guard all in 
red and gold, and with his great tin horn at right 
angles with the mail, as he raises it to blow a 
cheery blast ? The four-horse drags in Hyde Park 
are nothing to this. We know they come out for a 
drive, and will go in again ; but here, on a Decem-
ber evening, snow slightly falling, we saw in 
imagination this down mail encountering a 
thousand difficulties — we picture her as perhaps 
snowed up, or gallantly fighting her way through 
to her destination. The passengers we envied and 
held in respect, the outsiders wrapped up in their 
greatcoats with capes, the insiders closely packed, 
and their breath already frozen on the window-
panes. Ah ! those were halcyon days. Indeed 
they were ; their picturesqueness, their 
endurance of hardship, their love of a battle 
with wind and weather and cold and frost 
and storm, all made them so. They brought, 
it can scarcely be denied, the best out of men. 

When George the Fourth came to the 
throne the most brilliant and successful 
coaching days set in. In his time the pace, 
organisation, appointments, and punctuality 
of coaches reached their zenith. Then, too, 
were the most skilful coachmen, and the best 
horses ; the coaches, also, in build, weight, 
design, and adaptability to their purpose 
attained their highest pitch of excellence. 
Possibly the year 1836 was the climax of their 
glory. It was in that year that Dickens' book, 
Pickwick Papers, was published. Everyone will 
remember Sam Weller's indignation when he 
saw the name Moses Pickwick inscribed upon 
the door of the coach by which he and his 
master were to travel. Probably Dickens had 
seen Pickwick's coach on one of his journeys 
to the West ; possibly he took his hero's name 
from the incident. There is a place named 
Pickwick, near Corsham. It is ninety-seven 
miles from London. Pickwick, the Bath 
coach-proprietor, had, it is said, a great-
grandfather, one Eleazar Pickwick, who was 
a foundling. Discovered upon the road near 
to Pickwick, he fell under the care of the 
guardians of that district, who, after a fashion 
not unusual in those days, named him after 
the place near to which he was found. Thus 
the foundling boy's name descended to the 
coaching proprietor of Bath, and eventually 
gave the title to one of the novelist's most 
popular works.

The West Country soon succeeded in 
possessing some of the best and fastest 
coaches that ran out of London. It will be 
remembered that Mr. Palmer, manager of the 

Bath Theatre, was the man who induced Pitt, 
the great statesman, to supersede the old 
system of postboys, whose contract rate of 
speed was five miles an hour. Palmer's plan 
was to carry the mails by mail-coaches, and, 
of course, it triumphed. Thus the first mail-
coach that ever ran in England was that 
which left London for Bristol on Monday, 
August 2nd, 1784. It set out at 8 a.m., and 
reached Bristol at 11 p.m. Its speed was, of 
course, afterwards greatly accelerated. By 
1837 it accomplished the journey in a little 
under twelve hours, doing the 121 miles at 
the rate of ten miles and a quarter per hour, 
including the fourteen changes on the way. 
But at that time the stage-coach was faster 
than the mail-coach. Two stage coaches then 
were running on the Bristol Road, which 
travelled at the rate of eleven miles an hour. 
Fifteen or sixteen stage-coaches, day and 
night, ran between London and Bath ; and 
two mail-coaches, all well filled. By the year 
1838 the Great Western Railway was opened 
as far as Slough, after which time the coaches 
ran only between that place and Bath. It was 
the premonitory year which warned people 
that the railway system must and would win 
in the end.

The Exeter Road, too, was a famous one 
for coaching. There was the Post Coach, 
which left London at 7 a.m., and reached 
Salisbury at 7.30 p.m. ; also the Old Coach, 
leaving Holborn at 3.30 p.m., arriving at 
Salisbury at seven the next morning. The 
Royal Auxiliary Mail left Holborn at 6.15 in 
the afternoon, and reached the New London 
Inn at Exeter at seven the next night. The 
Royal Mail set out from Lad Lane at 7.30 
every evening, and travelled by Salisbury, 
Blandford, and Dorchester, to Exeter, 
arriving at 9.30 next evening ; the Regulator, 
too, did the journey from London to Exeter in 
twenty-six hours. One Exeter coach, the Mail, 
went from London by way of Devizes, 
Melksham, Wells, Bridgwater, Taunton, and 
Collumpton. It left the Swan with Two Necks 
every evening at 7.30. Another, the 
Subscription Coach, travelled from the Bull 
and Mouth, to Exeter, through Bagshot, 
Hartford Bridge, Hartley Row, Basingstoke, 
Whitchurch, Andover, Amesbury, 
Winterborne, Stoke, Deptford Inn, Hendon, 
Mere, Wincanton, Sparkford, Ilchester, 
Cartgate, and Ilminster. Although there was 
great rivalry on the various roads connecting 
London with all parts of England, the West of 
England coaches held their own well both as 
regards speed and turn-out.

Next come the various coaches connected 
with Bridgwater. They were numerous, and 
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they are a complicated puzzle to work out. 
The North Devon Telegraph ran from the 
Castle and Falcon in Aldersgate Street every 
morning at nine, for the West. This coach 
travelled by Salisbury, Frome, Bridgwater, 
and other places, to Barnstaple. The Royal 
Devonshire from London (for Exeter) left 
Gerrard's Hall, Basing Lane, via Newbury, 
Marlborough, Devizes, Melksham, Bath, 
Bristol, Cross, and Bridgwater to Taunton 
and Exeter. Another coach left the Angel, St. 
Clement's, for Bath and Bristol, and from the 
latter place to Taunton, Wells, Bridgwater, 
and other places. A considerable further list 
must be given, dated 1840. The Bath and 
Exeter Mail, from Bath, at 11 in the forenoon ; 
and from Exeter at 2.30 in the afternoon. The 
Estafette, to Birmingham and Devonport ; up 
at 10.45, down at 2 o'clock, from the Clarence. 
The Nonpareil came from Bristol, at the 
Clarence at 10.30 a.m., and from Plymouth at 
5.30 p.m. The Exquisite from Exeter reached 
the Clarence at 1.45 in the afternoon, and 
proceeded to Bristol and Cheltenham, 
reaching the latter town at 10.30 p.m. ; it 
arrived from Bristol at the Clarence at 4.30, 
and at Exeter at 9.30 p.m. The Herald from 
Bath got in at 12.45, and from Exeter at the 
same hour. John O' Groat left the Clarence at 
7.15 a.m. for Bristol, returning at 7 in the 
evening. The Self- Defence left the Albion at 
7.30 a.m. for Bristol, returning at 7 p.m. The 
Victoria, to Taunton, left the New Inn at 9 
a.m., and returned at 6 p.m. The Economist 
arrived at the Bristol Arms from Exeter at 
half-past one, and from Bristol at half-past 
three. Martin's, from Bath to Taunton, at the 
London Inn, every Monday, Wednesday, and 
Friday, at 2 o'clock in the afternoon ; from 
Taunton, Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday, 
at a quarter past eleven in the morning. The 
Speculator, from Bristol to Minehead, at the 
London Inn every Monday, Wednesday, and 
Friday at 2 in the afternoon ; from Minehead, 
Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday at half-
past eleven in the morning. The Alcesta, 
Monday, Wednesday, and Friday mornings, 
from the Clarence at 7 o'clock; from Bristol 
Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday at 9 o'clock 
in the evening. The Westonian, from Bristol to 
Barnstaple, up Monday, Wednesday, and 
Friday, arrived at the George Hotel at half-
past twelve at noon ; returned at half-past 
three on Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday. 
The Swiftsure, to London from the Clarence 
Hotel, every Monday, Wednesday, and 
Friday morning at half-past seven, arrived at 
the Bell and Crown, Holborn, at 9 o'clock the 
same night ; and returned from London 
every Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday, to 

Bridgwater at 9 o'clock the same evening.
This by no means exhausts the Bridgwater 

Coach List. It would probably be wearisome 
to attempt to complete it. When it is borne in 
mind that there were mail coaches and stage-
coaches travelling continually to and from 
London, Bath, Bristol, Cheltenham, Yeovil, 
Barnstaple, Exeter, Plymouth, Minehead, and 
a very large number of intervening places, 
and that these coaches either passed through 
or started from Bridgwater, it will be realised 
how constant a succession of coaches was 
continually travelling through the streets of 
the town. The particulars given below of a 
mail which passed through Bridgwater from 
London, and its hours of arrival at various 
places en route, may be of interest. Its date is 
November, 1839. It was known as the 
Devonport, Exeter, and Bath Mail. Railway 
trains had then just begun to run in some 
districts. This mail coach started from that 
splendid old inn, the Swan with Two Necks, 
Lad Lane. The official notice (concerning the 
mails generally) was as follows.

MAIL COACH ROUTES FROM AND TO 
LONDON

Corrected to November 30th, 1839
Showing the time at which the Mail passes 

through each place on its journey outwards and 
inwards. The Mails leave London at eight o'clock 
every evening except Sunday, when they set out 
one hour earlier ; they arrive between the hours of 
six and seven in the morning. A mail from 
Liverpool, Manchester, and all the towns along 
the line of the Grand Junction and London and 
Birmingham Railways, which arrives at 2 p.m. ; 
the Brighton Day Mail, which arrives at a 
quarter-past four in the afternoon, and the Dover 
Day Mail at 4.8 p.m.

To ascertain exactly * the time in the morning 
at which any Mail reaches the General Post 
Office, it is only necessary to add the difference 
between eight o'clock and the time at which the 
Mail passes through the first-named town on its 
outward route, to the time mentioned in the 
inward column opposite the same place. The 
distances are calculated from the General Post 
Office.
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DEVONPORT, EXETER, AND BATH

 Time at which the Mail passes.
Passes through. From London. From London. Distance.
Hounslow.   9.12 p.m.   5.26 a.m. 12
Maidenhead. 10.40 p.m.   3.44 a.m 29
Newbury.   1.53 a.m. 12.42 a.m. 58
Marlborough.   3.43 a.m. 10.49 p.m. 77
Devizes.   5.6 a.m.   9.24 p.m 91
Bath.   7.0 a.m.   7.30 p.m. 109
Old Down.   8.50 a.m.   5.35 p.m. 122
Wells.   9.27 a.m.   4.55 p.m. 129
Bridgwater. 11.30 a.m.   2.52 p.m. 149
Taunton . 12.35 p.m.   1.37 p.m. 160
Collumpton.    2.42 p.m. 11.38 p.m. 180
Exeter.   3.57 p.m. 11.25 p.m. 193
Chudleigh   5.40 p.m. 10.17 p.m. 204
Newton Abbot.   6.18 p.m.   9.40 p.m. 210
Totnes.   7.10 p.m.   8.47 p.m. 213
Devonport.   9.50 p.m.   6.0 p.m. 248

The above time-sheet gives a fair 
impression of the times, distances, hours, and 
general plan of working of one of the 
Bridgwater Mails which ran in the last days 
of Mail Coach journeys.

Of course the famous Bridgwater coach 
was the Swiftsure. This was the pride of the 
town, and justly so. Well horsed, well 
equipped within and without, and 
thoroughly well driven, it was the event of 
the morning to see it depart, and of the next 
evening to welcome its return. It ran, by the 
Piper's Inn, through Glastonbury, Wells, 
Shepton Mallet, Frome, Warminster, and 
Amesbury to Andover. This was the first 
long stage, and there Mr. Johns, the highly 
respected proprietor and coachman, left his 
coach, which was then taken on from 
Andover by another coachman to London. 
Similarly on the down journey Mr. Johns 
took command at Andover, and drove back 
into Bridgwater. The time of starting, and of 
returning, of the Swiftsure varied a little from 
year to year, but it did excellent time. To 
London in a little over thirteen hours from 
Bridgwater was no bad travelling, and it was 
a very pleasant and thoroughly interesting 
journey. On arriving at London the Swiftsure 
called at the White Bear, Piccadilly ; the Old 
White Horse Cellar, and finally put up at the 
Bell and Crown, Holborn.

Such was, to many Bridgwater people 
from seventy to a hundred years ago, 
probably the one long and important journey 
which they might make in the whole course 
of their lives. My grandfather journeyed once to 

London and back in his lifetime, said an old 
friend, and he was careful, at the advice of his 
lawyer, to make his Will before he went. He also 
had a hot bath on the night before he set out, so 
that in the event of an accident, as he said, he 
might make a clean corpse. The present day 
ways of living are frequently contrasted with 
the quieter methods of a century back. Habits 
have, indeed, very greatly changed since 
then. It is an age of haste, and also of much 
holiday-making. It is the age of week-ends. 
Almost everybody you meet tells you that he 
wants a change What is more, he has the change. 
By some means he manages to get away, and there 
must be few, even among the very poor, who live 
contentedly in the English capital from one year's 
end to another. We read with a sense of wonder 
the books which depict for us the old leisurely life 
and the quiet, respectable, orderly people who 
lived it. George Eliot, in Adam Bede and other 
books, has described the ancient ways in remote 
country parts. Probably it is true to say that such 
a life would seem absolutely impossible to the 
great majority nowadays. Without a succession of 
notable events, without the action of novelty upon 
the mind, the children of the twentieth century 
could not endure existence. Not a hundred years 
ago people did not think of complaining of dull 
days, stupid evenings, wearisome tea-parties, 
ordinary sermons, early sleeping, dingy streets, 
and dirty lanes. All of these would nowadays be 
resented as injuries inflicted on us. But there was 
a time when they were matters of course. There 
was a time when a tea-party of any kind, or a 
sermon of any kind, was in itself a welcome relief 
from tedium. That was when coaches went eight 
miles in the hour, and the paper had news a week 
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old. There was no quarrelling with these 
institutions. They were taken as part of the 
inevitable course of the world, and, perhaps, those 
who rode on coaches were as happy as those who 
now travel in motor-cars, while the weekly paper 
was read with a thoroughness and intensity and 
respect which the daily journal never receives. We 
must now, if possible, have something on for every 
day. The craving is for interest. The humblest will 
read exciting stories, and men with very small 
salaries manage somehow to get across the 
channel, and even go to Paris. There is a yearning 
for excitement, a longing for something to happen. 
The fear of all fears is the apprehension of dulness. 
There was little dulness in Bridgwater in the 
early part of the nineteenth century. Day by 
day a great succession of coaches passed 
through the streets. It was not like the pass- 
ing of railway trains, hidden away on a line 
of steel rails frequently far away out of the 
town : protected and fenced off lest any one 
should be killed. It was all evident; to and fro 
through the South Gate and St. Mary's Street 
and the Cornhill and Fore Street, over the 
bridge, through Eastover and under the East 
Gate ; in and out, out and in, all the day long. 
Early in the morning and late at night, 
sometimes in the middle of the night, still the 
coaches ran. The coaching-inns and posting-
houses were agog with business and with 
busy men. The stabling was splendid and 
ample (much of it has been curtailed since 
then) ; the grooms and stablemen and coach- 
men and guards and attendants and ostlers 
swarmed about the inn-yards, a happy, 
contented, merry throng. It was the joy of 
every Bridgwater man, woman, and child to 
watch the mail or the stage-coach pass by ; to 
compare its team and its get-up and its driver 
with those of other coaches ; to feel a thrill of 
joy that England could produce such horses, 
such well-built coaches, and such stalwart 
men.

Let us stand, one fine morning in summer, 
in the early thirties of the last century, in the 
High Street of the old town. The Island, a 
group of houses pulled down more than fifty 
years ago, stood then in the middle of the 
street, reaching from opposite the Bristol 
Arms up to the Mansion House Inn.The end 
house of all (eastwards) was Mr. Pea- cock's 
the fruiterer's (at some time it was Bailey's 
the trunkmaker). Next to it (westwards) came 
an opening. Adjoining the opening stood the 
shop of Mr. Lovern the shoemaker, and just 
above it was another passage-way through 
the Island houses, just about opposite to the 
Golden Ball. Next to that came Dean's, the 
earthenware shop (afterwards the business-
place of Mr. Trapnell the clothier). Above it 

stood the larger house to which Mr. Lovern 
eventually moved, next below Walkam's the 
grocer. Then followed another opening, just 
opposite the narrow passage leading from 
High Street to St. Mary's Church. The 
passage-way was known as Danger's Ope. 
Next above this again came Tilley the barber, 
and beyond his house White's the butcher. 
West of this stood the business abode of Mr. 
Sparry the tinman, and next to it that of 
Hurford the stonemason. This last house 
reached up to about half-way in front of the 
Mansion House Inn. Between this group of 
houses and the north side of High Street was 
a narrow road (in front of where Mr. Culli-
ford's shop now stands) known as the 
Shambles, where some butchers' stalls stood. 
Pain, Richards, and Johnson sold meat there 
in those days, at various stalls, even on 
Sunday mornings. But when St. Mary's 
Church bell ceased ringing the meat selling 
also stopped.

At that particular time the Swiftsure 
started at 6.30 a.m. Mr. Johns has mounted 
his box, and he is just about to start for 
Andover, on the first part of the journey to 
London. Old Donaghenny, the guard, is up 
too, radiant in his gay coat, and playing the 
cornopean most vigorously. The coach is full 
inside and out. Around it stand groups of 
friends, admiring and rather envying the 
passengers to London Town. They ply the 
passengers with messages to friends, with 
letters, and with sundry commissions to be 
done in the great metropolis. Mr. Johns' 
brother, who is also a coaching-man, (he 
drives the Defence to and from Bristol every 
day) stands by, critically yet admiringly 
observing his brother's start. Time is up ; off 
they go ! A cheer arises from the group of 
spectators, who wildly wave their hands and 
their handkerchiefs. The travellers, possessed 
with a sense of daring and adventure, 
respond heartily, albeit with a feeling of 
dignity inseparable from coach-travellers on 
long distances. Across the Cornhill the well-
groomed horses trot, over the Parret bridge, 
through East Gate, and then out into the Bath 
road towards Bawdrip, past the outskirts of 
grim old Sedgemoor battlefield. May they 
have a prosperous journey ! May they revel 
in the joys and in the adventures of those 
happy old coaching-days which have gone, 
and which will never come again !
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* This process appears to be an exceedingly 
simple one from the official notice. In practice 
it needs considerable care.
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