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Paris and London have long held a mutual fascination, and never more so than in the period
1750–1914, when they vied to be the world's greatest city. Each city has been the focus of
many books, yet Jonathan Conlin here explores the complex relationship between them for the
first time. The reach and influence of both cities was such that the story of their rivalry has
global implications. By borrowing, imitating and learning from each other Paris and London
invented the true metropolis.Tales of Two Cities examines and compares five urban spaces—
the pleasure garden, the cemetery, the apartment, the restaurant and the music hall—that
defined urban modernity in the nineteenth century. The citizens of Paris and London first
created these essential features of the modern cityscape and so defined urban living for all of
us.
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does not tell its past, but contains it like the linesof a hand, written in the corners of the streets,
the gratings of thewindows, the banisters of the steps, the poles of the flags, everysegment
marked in turn with scratches, indentations, scrolls.Italo Calvino, Invisible CitiesFIG. 1: Thomas
Rowlandson, The Paris Diligence.INTRODUCTIONRough CrossingsThe Doll in the
DiligenceSomewhere north of Abbeville, spring 1778‘Hold it in your lap, please, don’t let it
drop.’‘Don’t worry, I’m holding her tight.’That was it, then. The two women were sitting to his
right. He could tell he had a gentleman to his left by his snores, which even the hardest jolts
had not interrupted. But until now he hadn’t been able to work out who was sitting next to him
on the other side. Given the way everyone was squeezed together, he presumed there were
another three passengers on the seat opposite him, and another by the opposite door on the
right. But they remained silent, so he had only the pressure of clothing and knees to go on.
What with the ladies’ long dresses and the travelling cloaks, it was almost impossible to
determine where one person stopped and another began. He felt like a mouse trapped inside a
lady’s workbox that was being shaken violently.It was still dark when he had entered this
London-bound coach at Abbeville. He had been the last of the eight passengers to board, and
the window curtains were drawn. As was usual, the coach had left the Bureau de la Diligence
de Londres in the Rue Notre Dame des Victoires the day before, one of three noon departures
a week. Leaving Paris via the Porte Saint-Denis, it had passed through Clermont-en-



Beauvaisis, stopping for dinner at Amiens. It had then continued to Abbeville, where he had
snatched a few hours’ sleep before this early morning departure. He had his trusty copy of The
Spectator in his pocket, but, like sleep, reading on the journey was clearly impossible. But then,
he had read it so many times that he almost had it committed to memory.And anyway, he was
determined to be an attentive traveller. Hadn’t he agreed to send reports back to a friend in
Paris who edited a weekly newspaper? Once in England, he would observe the customs of the
country with the eye of reason, taking time to study them closely and consider their advantages
and disadvantages, rather than jumping to conclusions or simply parroting the prejudices of his
fellow Frenchmen. He knew he had a lot to learn. He wasn’t going to be like those aristocrats
who visited London simply because it was fashionable, whose insights went little beyond noting
that London, like Paris, has courtesans, gardens and theatres, and that you can get drunk on
champagne there just as you can at home.But how much longer was this journey going to
take? Today they would dine at Montreuil-sur-Mer (which wasn’t on the sea), spending the
second night at Boulogne, where he had to decide whether to board ship for Dover or press on
by road to Calais, where the Channel crossing was shorter. He cursed whomever had invented
this moving building, the diligence [Fig. 1]. Compared to the carriages in which he had travelled
around Paris, this infernal machine was archaic. None of those leaf-springs that made a ride in
a berline so smooth. No fine carriage work here. Instead the massive cabin of wood and wicker
swung on chains from the huge chassis, rocking violently every time the enormous wooden
wheels hit a rock or a hole in the poorly surfaced road. And now, to make things worse, these
two ladies were nervously fussing over – well, what?A lapdog? Some equally spoiled brat of a
child? Either way, they were in for some yapping or mewling, he knew it. He wondered idly
whether it would rouse the man on his left, deaf to the world. Not that he could blame the child.
Terrible, how fashionable ladies wrapped up their children in rich garments that restricted their
movements and even stunted their growth. They weren’t so foolish in England, he knew; there
children of even the highest rank wore plain cotton clothes, which allowed them to move and
play freely. Yes, those English certainly had a lot to teach us, he mused, pleased at the thought
that he was already making useful observations on national customs, even though he had
barely got under way.The creaking, jolting and snoring continued for several hours. Gradually
the sky lightened somewhat. Somewhere over there in the gloaming one of his fellow
passengers awoke. Entirely forgetting that he was in the London diligence rather than tucked
up at home, he made to rub the sleep out of his eyes. Lifting his arms, his elbows poked both
of his neighbours in the face, setting off a wave of expletives and apologies in a babble of
French and English, both good and bad:Ouch!Sir . . .Ah!Monsieur, je vous demande excuse!
Mind what you’re about!Madam, I beg your pardon.Several of his fellow passengers were
clutching or holding personal items in their laps – things too precious to leave in their trunks –
which were piled in the luggage compartment over the front axle, where they were open to the
prying gaze of every tiresome customs official. In the excitement these things slid to the floor,
from where they were almost irretrievable.It was now light enough for him to make out from his
plain dress that the gentleman opposite and to the right was a Huguenot. He had been clinging
on to a heavy breviary, probably because it would have pushed his trunk over the weight limit
(there was a one-bag limit on the diligence, and you had to pay for every extra pound). On its
journey to the floor it collided with the heavily swaddled creature on the lady’s lap, striking it
roughly where the head would have been. The woman shrieked. It must be a child, after all.
Keeping his head, he reached across his neighbour, pulled up the curtains, lowered the
windows and shouted to the coachman to stop. As the diligence juddered to a halt, everyone’s
eyes were drawn to the bundle. It had even captured the attention of the snoring man. The



ladies began carefully removing some of the bundle’s outer garments. Not a peep from the
child. Had it been knocked unconscious?He leaned over to take a look. Why, it wasn’t a child at
all! It was one of those fashion dolls that they sent each month from Paris to London! A large
doll dressed in scaled-down versions of the latest fashions, sent to London to be studied by the
city’s dressmakers. This precious mannequin had been destined to become the idol of all those
foolish followers of fashion who convened in London. Much was at stake, therefore, as the
ladies inspected every aspect of the doll’s attire to determine what damage it had sustained.
He chuckled to himself as he imagined all the fine ladies of London going into fits on hearing
the news that this accident in the London diligence had condemned them to wearing the same
gowns two months running. Perhaps the English weren’t so enlightened after all, he mused, as
the doll was rewrapped, apparently none the worse for its adventure, and the diligence lurched
on towards Calais.1This account is based on a description taken from a 1778 issue of Le
Babillard, a French periodical edited by James Rutlidge. The grandson of an Irish Catholic who
had emigrated to Dunkirk in 1715, Rutlidge was determined to foster improved communication
between London and Paris, England and France. As Rutlidge himself noted, his was the latest
in a spate of French periodicals modelled on English ones, above all The Spectator and The
Tatler (Le Babillard is French for a ‘tatler’, or talkative person).2 Such periodicals reflected a
new curiosity among the French about their neighbours, perhaps a willingness to improve
relations, to question familiar national stereotypes. ‘We feel that there may be something to be
gained, for all of us, by acting thus,’ Rutlidge wrote, ‘and bit by bit we are learning to see the
whole world as one vast school, where the only true masters acknowledged as such by reason
are experience and propriety.’3Our traveller was taking part in an experiment Rutlidge had
announced in the twenty-fifth issue of Le Babillard. He had sent one young Parisian to report
on what he observed in London, and a second young man, a Londoner, to do the same in
Paris. Each was to write to him with their impressions and adventures. The study would, he
promised, ensure that any prejudices that lurked on one side or the other would cancel each
other out, allowing the voice of reason to come through loud and clear. Though travel was
certainly involved, these letters were not to be travelogues. ‘My intention is not that they admire
a new sky, picturesque sites or grand buildings,’ Rutlidge insisted.4Whether or not these
intrepid voyagers existed outside Rutlidge’s imagination, their anecdotes certainly had a basis
in fact. The fashion doll travelled between Paris and London regularly, even during wartime
(when it had to take a detour via Ostend, rather than travelling direct, via Calais). The modiste
or dressmaker whose shriek temporarily interrupts the diligence’s journey, Madame Alari, was
a real-life modiste who kept a shop near Hyde Park. Her companion is described as an
Englishwoman returning from a three-month stay in Paris, where she had been sent by her
employer to learn the art of dressing à la Polonaise.5 We know from surviving indentures that
London milliners and dressmakers did indeed send their staff to Paris to receive training in the
latest fashions.6Rutlidge’s traveller certainly had grounds to be concerned that Anglo-French
prejudices might influence how the two capitals were viewed as cities. Even Londoners who
had spent time in Paris, like the journalist and radical politician John Wilkes, viewed Parisians
as ‘dancing slaves’.7 Though starved and oppressed by their king, somehow they remained
cheerful and fashionable. And deep down, Londoners knew they were badly dressed and tried
their utmost to ape Parisian fashions. Late eighteenth-century prints and plays devoted to ‘the
Frenchman in London’ and ‘the Englishman in Paris’ [Fig. 2] contrasted the bluff yet uncouth
Londoner with the fashionable but effete Parisian. Samuel Foote’s comedy The Englishman in
Paris (1753) and its sequel, The Englishman Return’d from Paris (1756), lampooned his fellow
countrymen for their poor command of French, love of money and cack-handed attempts to



emulate French taste.Indeed, the Londoner-in-Paris and the Parisian-in-London had become
such stock figures that characters in plays such as Foote’s Englishman Return’d from Paris
could themselves comment on having seen Londoner-in-Paris characters on the Paris stage,
alongside Parisian-in-London comedies by de Boissy.8 Not that Foote wasn’t above the odd
piece of tub-thumping rhetoric, bemoaning the English love affair with Paris and in particular its
luxuries, which were supposedly turning patriotic, stolid hearts of oak into mincing petits
maîtres. In one speech a character named ‘Classic’ notes that, whereas in the old days
Englishmen went to Paris as a contingent in conquering armies,Far other views attract our
modern race,Trulls, toupees, trinckets, bags, brocades and lace;A Flaunting form, and a
fictitious face.Rouse! Re-assume! Refuse a Gallic Reign,Nor let their Arts win that their Arms
could never gain.9But even as the audience cheered, Foote knew it wasn’t quite that
straightforward. Though they wrung their hands and clucked over the luxury, pride and vanity
fostered by such useless baubles, Londoners loved their Parisian toys. Indeed, it was precisely
this appetite among the middle class that kick-started a process that we now call the Industrial
Revolution, when Matthew Boulton’s famed Soho Works in Birmingham began to churn out
cheap gilt knock-offs of French shoebuckles and snuffboxes.10 When writing his sequel, Foote
included a prologue (addressed to the audience), which noted that Francophilia was so
entrenched that, before his play began, the playwright ‘dares demand Protection, Sirs, from
you’.11FIG. 2: James Caldwell after John Collet, The Englishman in Paris, 1770.Fashion and
taste were one axis on which the Paris–London relationship turned. Fashion dolls are recorded
as passing from Paris to London as early as 1396.12 Londoners recognized Paris as the
capital of fashion and sought to keep up. Even if they sometimes saw these dolls as
unmanning, demoralizing fripperies, or even as part of a deliberate conspiracy mounted
against cherished English liberties, this exchange continued uninterrupted. An ongoing routine,
it was remarked upon only when, as here, some mishap (such as a clumsy Huguenot dropping
his book, a war – mere nothings, really, in the grand scheme of fashion) caused a hiatus. This
scene inside a cramped London-bound diligence speaks of two cities locked together by such
routine exchanges.The Devil in the ChannelThe Channel, Maundy Thursday 1780The
playwright Louis-Sébastien Mercier stood at the rail of the Dover packet as it sailed out of
Calais harbour at six in the morning, thinking that there was something odd about the two men
on deck. One tall, one short. The clothes they wore were that of a middle-class Englishman:
decent, if a little simple, yet they did not seem to fit very well. The pair seemed nervous,
keeping close together and not socializing with the other passengers, even though the crossing
would take around four hours. They stayed on deck, rather than venturing below to the cabin,
with its twelve little beds, each in its curtained niche.Curious, Mercier resolved to observe them
further. Like our first traveller, this Parisian was on his way to London to learn more about the
English and their customs. Visiting London had become something of an enlightened fad after
the publication of the great philosophe Voltaire’s Letters on the English Nation. Born in 1740 on
the Quai de l’École, between the Pont Neuf and the Louvre, Louis-Sébastien Mercier, the son
of a sword-cutler, grew up in the heart of Paris. The family’s wealth and income positioned
them neatly between the middle class and the lower ranks. It was an ideal place from which to
observe the manners of the city that Mercier would immortalize in his wide-ranging survey, the
Tableau de Paris (1781–9).13The Tableau consists of a series of short pen-portraits of Parisian
social types, observations of street life and discussion of housing, religious institutions and civil
administration, all larded with proposals for reforms intended to make Paris a more ordered
and pleasant city in which to live. Whether it was protecting pedestrians from being run over by
carriages, clearing overcrowded cemeteries or addressing the Parisians’ fondness for small



dogs, Mercier’s urban commentary was a very enlightened mix of anticlericalism, utility and wit.
The Tableau de Paris is justly celebrated as not only one of the finest portraits of Paris, but also
of the modern city in general. 14Before he published his portrait of Paris, however, Mercier
recognized that there was one thing he had to do: visit London, the largest city in Europe. It
was impossible, Mercier believed, to pretend to know Paris without knowing something of
London, too: ‘Neighbour and rival, it is inevitable that in talking of Paris one comes to consider
London. The parallel suggests itself. These cities are so similar and so different, yet bear such
a strong resemblance to one another that, to paint the portrait of one, it is not, I think, out of
place to take a look at some of the other’s traits.’15*England was the only nation that could
stand up to French power and influence. ‘Paris holds sway in Switzerland, in Italy, in Germany
and in Holland,’ Mercier noted, but Paris did not hold sway in England; indeed, the relationship
between Paris and London was that of rivals, rather than that of ruler and subject, a
relationship characterized by mutual fascination, not by one-sided obedience.And so Mercier
found himself on the packet that Maundy Thursday in 1780. Eager to begin collecting
information on the English, he decided to approach the mysterious couple, addressing them in
their own language: English. Mercier knew it well, having learned it, like so many Frenchmen of
his time, in order to read Shakespeare and Pope in the original. Upon speaking to them,
however, he discovered that his fellow travellers were not English, but French. Furthermore,
they were stars from the Paris stage, a world Mercier knew inside out. They were none other
than the slack-rope artists Alexandre-Placide Bussart and Paolo Rédigé, known on the
boulevard theatres of Paris simply as ‘Placide’ and ‘The Little Devil’.The two had adopted
protective camouflage, they explained, trying to out-English the English in their dress, for fear
they might be recognized as Frenchmen and attacked or insulted. And they were far from alone
in their fear. It was widely believed in Paris that Londoners would rough up any Parisian foolish
enough to appear in their streets. Addicted to cruel sports, the Londoner stalked his warren of
streets with nary a Swiss guard or a policeman to keep his riotous tendencies in check. Visitors
took their lives in their hands.16 Another French traveller to London was warned by a friend
that in London children stood at every upper window, ready to spit on any Frenchman who
passed below. 17 Though Parisian fashion was admired, Parisians who appeared in
fashionable dress in London streets during the 1780s were liable to meet with a frosty
reception, and not just because France had fought on the side of the rebel colonists in what
was called the United States. This made many Parisians fearful of travelling to London. In
Paris, Mercier noted, ‘they think that a Frenchman can’t cross a London street without being
insulted; that every Englishman is ferocious and eats raw meat.’18Londoners themselves
encouraged this stereotype, publishing prints like The Frenchman in London (1770) [Fig. 3].
Here a well-dressed Parisian has been trying to walk unmolested down a London street, only
to find himself caught in a pincer movement: in front, a butcher (plenty of raw meat there)
playfully holds up his fists, while behind him two women grab the tail (queue) of his fashionable
wig, presumably making some unflattering allusion to monkeys, or to a particular part of this
Frenchman’s anatomy. The fact that this is a London print demonstrates Londoners’
appreciation of this kind of behaviour. Though greasy and impolite, the butcher is more of a
man than the cowardly, spindle-shanked Frenchman with his sword, ruffles and fine silk jacket,
edged with gold lace.Mercier was well aware of the comic potential of such clichés, and
laughed much at the credulity of ‘Placide’ and ‘The Little Devil’. They had nothing to worry
about, he assured them. Although the French foreign minister Vergennes’s strategy of aiding
the rebel colonists in America had provoked some Londoners into excoriating French foreign
policy, popular Francophobia had abated. The pair were visibly relieved at this. Seeing that



there was nothing to fear and rejoicing to see the ship under sail, they began singing songs
from comic opera. Comic songs, on Maundy Thursday, a day held in reverence by the English!
From being too stiff and reserved, they had now gone to the opposite extreme of too much
levity. Mercier quickly intervened, telling them to stop before they drew too much attention to
themselves.The journey from Paris to London was an all-in package costing 120 livres tournois
(or francs). This included the diligence from Paris to Boulogne or Calais, the crossing to Dover
and the journey from Dover to London, which was, mercifully enough, made by coach rather
than diligence. It also included all meals and accommodation in hotels at Abbeville, Boulogne
or Calais and Dover. But it did not include tips to the driver or to inn servants, custom fees and
the cost of a visa at Boulogne, all of which added another eighteen livres. Passengers always
stayed the night in Dover, regardless of how long the crossing took, at another hotel owned by
the diligence company. The next day the coach left early, taking between four and five hours to
reach Canterbury, where dinner would be eaten (the main meal of the day, eaten around
midday). The horses and carriage were then changed. Passengers continued via Chatham,
taking their evening meal at Rochester. Here they would be offered a choice between staying
the night and pressing on to London.FIG. 3: Charles White after John Collet, The Frenchman in
London, 1770.Travellers approached London from the south, via St George’s Fields, passing
the obelisk at St George’s Circus and crossing Westminster Bridge. The coach then rolled up
Whitehall, past Charing Cross and up Haymarket, dropping off passengers at the eastern end
of Piccadilly. Here a French-speaking manager could help them find their feet; it was best to
spend the night at an inn next door for a shilling (twenty-four sols, with an extra half-shilling to
the maid), looking for longer-term accommodation the next day. And Mercier would have
needed such accommodation. He seems to have spent several months in London, observing
the Gordon Riots at first hand. He could have hired a room in Jermyn Street for eight or nine
shillings (ten or twelve livres) a week. There was a French pension in Leicester Square run by
a Madame Artaud. An interpreter (if Mercier needed one) was one guinea (twenty-one
shillings) a week.19On his return to Paris, Mercier wrote a Parallèle de Paris et de Londres, a
152-page manuscript preserved in the Arsenal Library in Paris. In it he compared all aspects of
life in the two capitals: bridges, prisons, food and drink, pets – even the different types of cold
one was liable to catch. Mercier’s Parallèle provides the ideal starting point for our journey, for it
imagined the London–Paris relationship as a conversation about how to create the ideal city or
utopia, or what the French philosophers of the eighteenth century called la ville policée (‘the
policed city’, though ‘police’, as we shall see, meant something different then than it does
today).20La ville policée was ordered and well regulated, without being regimented. It was a
city of plenty, luxury even, yet one free from the demoralizing effects of that luxury. Just as this
book is about more than Paris and London, so Mercier addressed his readers, not as proud
Parisians and Londoners, but as fellow members of the human race. ‘Oh, poor humans,’ he
wrote, ‘French or English! Your governments whip you up to set you on each other like dogs.’
Instead, he insisted, they should compete in mutual emulation to see who could be more
attentive to ‘the duties of humanity’.21In France, where the term ‘police’ originated, the concept
derived from the idea of policer ses moeurs, ‘policing manners’. In 1667, King Louis XIV
established the lieutenance générale de police, which reformed the magistrature and took over
a host of functions and responsibilities: for religion, public health, roads, paving, poor relief and
security.22 British writers found this concept useful, even if they struggled to translate the word
into English. ‘We are accused by the French, and perhaps but too justly, of having no word in
our language, which answers to the word police,’ wrote the collector and wit Horace Walpole,
‘which therefore we have been obliged to adopt, not having, as they say, the thing.’23 In the



works of the moral philosopher Adam Smith and his fellow Scot Patrick Colquhoun, the remit of
the ‘police’ embraced sanitation, paving and lighting, as well as the regulation of markets for
provisions and the policing (in the more familiar, modern sense) of minor infractions of public
order.24The police of Paris were ever-present in the eighteenth-century capital, even if the
popular image of the police spy or mouchard massively inflated their numbers. In London, the
term ‘police’ had yet to denote a city-wide force of uniformed peace officers under a central
command structure. Colquhoun’s Treatise on the Police of the Metropolis (1796, first drafted
1792) did admittedly inspire the creation of the Thames River Police, the first force in Britain to
carry that name. The Metropolitan Police Act (1829) that spawned the London ‘bobby’ was still
several decades away, however. London would have to wait even longer, until the
establishment in 1855 of the Metropolitan Board of Works (MBW), for there to be a single, city-
wide authority able to coordinate slum clearance, sewer construction and other concerns
understood as ‘police’ matters. In Mercier’s day, therefore, municipal government in London
was anything but an exercise in enlightened administration, being a patchwork of vestry
committees and bodies regulating parish paving, lighting and night watches, which levied local
rates and were staffed by individuals with little if any specialized knowledge or training.
Nevertheless, these limitations did not stop Mercier and other Parisian observers from seeing
London as a paragon of municipal policing.In la ville policée cleanliness is paramount. Clean
bodies and clean streets are healthy ones, and cleanliness requires circulation.25 Mercier was
obsessed with the circulation of air, water, effluent, bodies (both living and dead) and vehicles.
He spent whole chapters of the Parallèle listing the Parisian buildings that he insisted must be
torn down to improve circulation. Parisian bridges were to be widened: on top, by removing the
houses that bordered either side of the roadway, as well as beneath, by removing the mill
wheels that harnessed the river’s flow even as they obstructed river traffic. London’s
Westminster Bridge (1750), its pavements and its street lighting made it a model of pedestrian-
friendly circulation – in Mercier’s eyes at least.It was common to describe the city as a body,
and so to equate any such blockage of circulation with a seizure or heart attack. This analogy
was founded on William Harvey’s discovery of the circulation of the blood early in the previous
century, and was first made explicit by the diarist John Evelyn in his Fumifugium: or the
inconveniencie of the aer and smoke of London dissipated (1661).26 The concept in turn
informed the straight avenues and wide market places that feature in plans for the
reconstruction of London after the Great Fire of 1666; plans prepared by Christopher Wren and
Robert Hooke, as well as by Evelyn himself. Though only a very small fraction of such utopian
schemes were realized, post-fire regulations on the height of buildings and street widths did
reflect a concern for circulation. So did the decision to relocate the general market from
Cheapside to Honey Lane and to establish new markets to the west.27But who is behind this
‘police’? As Mercier put it: ‘Once a problem is recognized and publicized, whose job is it to
solve it?’28 Does the city need an enlightened despot, assuming a person is to be found who
can be trusted with such power? Can residents be trusted to each do their bit, in the
expectation that, like Adam Smith’s famous ‘invisible hand’, an intelligent system will emerge
from the sum of their individual actions? The contrast between the highly centralized
administration of Paris (which France’s rulers have never lost sight of) and the patchwork of
London, mentioned above, afforded Mercier and later writers the perfect opportunity to wrestle
with such questions.Mercier failed to find an answer to them. At times in the Parallèle he struck
the pose of the obedient subject of the good King Louis XVI. If the king only knew about this or
that abuse, Mercier insisted, everything would be made right. This convenient fiction – that the
king could do no wrong and could be ‘surprised’ into a faux pas only by this or that wicked



minister – helped many a would-be reformer protect himself from charges of sedition in late
eighteenth-century London and Paris.29 Yet Louis XVI is also presented as a remote authority,
a monarch who sweeps past in his cavalcade, unaware of the suffering of his city’s people.30
Mercier was writing at a time when royal authority was contested, and not only by the
parlements (courts charged with registering royal edicts).In the end his position seems to be
that of an enlightened absolutist. Mercier wanted to reform abuses of royal authority, rather
than replace that authority. There is little sense of him appealing to a self-conscious ‘public
opinion’. He hailed the activities of voluntary associations on both sides of the Channel, such
as the Société de Médecine and the Society for the Encouragement of Arts, Manufactures and
Commerce. But Mercier did not see such activity as a reproach to the crown or to the state as
institutions, nor as a case of outsiders (a rising middle class or bourgeoisie) using such ‘public-
spirited’ activities to stake a claim to a role in government.31This makes Mercier’s vision of
London as a ville policée rather strange. It is a place where disinterested, patriotic citizens take
it upon themselves to act independently of the monarch. Compared to Louis XVI, the English
sovereign is a much reduced figure. As Mercier noted, George III was regularly insulted in the
public prints to be found in the windows of London’s printshops. In contrast to Louis XVI’s
entourage, the English king travelled around town in a humble sedan chair, with no more by
way of a retinue than three men armed with old pikes.32 Even if much of it remained little more
than a façade in Mercier’s day, the royal palace of the Louvre was an astonishing architectural
wonder compared to a ramshackle firetrap like St James’s Palace. That George III moved into
an aristocrat’s house (Buckingham House) in 1761 rather than build his own palace speaks
volumes about the relative poverty of the British court compared to the French. Yet rather than
seeking to mimic this decentralized, consensual model, Mercier’s plan to make Paris more like
his ideal London was an absolutist, top-down master plan. His instructions were to be followed
‘whatever the cost’, ‘by force’ if necessary.33There are moments where Mercier seemed to
acknowledge the paradoxical nature of his position. Since the Parisian masses have been
oppressed for centuries, it was, he conceded, unreasonable to expect them not to abuse
whatever freedom they might be given by the French government. The latter, as ‘the sole
arbiter’, held entirely in its hands their happiness as well as their unhappiness, and decided,
apparently willy-nilly, which of them the peuple (that is, the common people) were going to
get.34 On the other hand Mercier had to concede that the strength of civil society in London
partly depended on a toleration of disorder. Were the riotous masses (la populace) of London
to be managed by a ‘firm police’, they would, he said, lose their courage and end up subject to
a despot or a foreign power.35 It is possible, therefore, to have both too much and too little
police. In his struggle to reconcile the warring claims of authority, freedom and police, Mercier
is very much of his own time, and of ours.His project was to reimagine the metropolis as a
polite, ordered, yet diverse and exciting place in which to live. Paris and London were the
greatest cities in the world, he believed, and therefore had much to learn from one another.
Much would get lost in translation, because of national prejudices or in armed conflicts
fomented by regimes on either side of the Channel to keep their people at loggerheads. ‘The
French government fears nothing more than that the spirit of the English nation might arise in
France,’ Mercier noted, ‘while the English nation fears nothing more than French tastes,
fashions, manners and habits – and that the spirit of the French government might arise in
England. This is what keeps the two nations apart.’36 He urged Londoners and Parisians to
stop playing the regime’s game and discover the truth for themselves. This was very much an
enlightened process, in the spirit of the Prussian philosopher Immanuel Kant’s essay of 1784,
What is Enlightenment? Londoners and Parisians needed to free themselves from jingoism



and learn what they could from each other. As this volume demonstrates, they learned a lot,
even if they clung to some prejudices and even fashioned new ones along the way.This book is
divided into six chapters, each devoted to one aspect of city life that emerged from, or was
heavily influenced by, traffic between Paris and London. It argues that this dialogue formed part
of a larger process by which the city-as-problem was tamed over the course of the eighteenth
and nineteenth centuries, and metropolitan living moved from being the questionable exception
to the fashionable rule. In the later middle ages and the early modern period it was
commonplace to describe cities as monstrous growths, parasites that would, if left unchecked,
sap the nation’s body of its physical and moral strength. At a time when sanitation and medical
facilities were poor, urban growth did indeed rely on constant replenishment from the country,
rather than being self-generated.37Thanks to this shift in both the lived reality and the
perception of urban living, the monster was tamed, creating the modern European city, in
which the mingling of different ranks is celebrated as exciting and fun, rather than resisted as
frightening and politically dangerous. Here the dead are relocated to their own suburbs, rather
than allowed to poison the living. Walking around is a delight, rather than a perilous chore. It is
a place where people live piled up in layers, but they call their apartment a ‘home’. This city has
its own mythologies, which make even its most sinister corners and most disreputable activities
an inexhaustible source, not of moral panic or fear, but of pleasurable suspense and thrill.We
start in the home, looking at the development of the apartment block in Paris and attempts to
introduce this horizontal way of life to London. This might seem an odd place to begin, given
the contrast between the Londoner’s love affair with the terraced house and the Parisian
penchant for living stacked up on top of each other. Where London sprawled, blurring any
vestige of a city wall, Paris sprouted, hemmed in by its fortifications and other barriers.
London’s gates were left open from 1660; the gatehouses were removed for road widening in
the course of the following century. Although Paris remodelled its walls as public promenades
in the late seventeenth century, the tax wall (also called the Wall of the Farmers General, 1785)
and later the Thiers Wall (1841–4) continued to restrict its expansion outwards, with entry
possible only through gates.London nonetheless experimented with what some architects
called ‘French flats’, both as a replacement for the working-class slum and as ‘mansion blocks’
intended to provide the elite with a pied-à-terre. Londoners knew all about what went on in
Parisian apartment buildings (or, at least, they thought they did) from reading ‘wicked’ French
novels by Zola. At the same time they recognized the advantages of horizontal living, both in
terms of personal convenience and as a more sustainable model of urban development.
Though Londoners continued to suffer from the English obsession with home ownership, these
experiments did introduce a rival model that many twentieth- and twenty-first-century
Londoners found appealing.We then consider how Londoners and Parisians learned to walk. In
the medieval and early modern city, nobody walked – at least, nobody who was anybody.
Those who did travel through the city on foot scurried as their work and relative poverty
dictated. They did not walk, they dodged – carts, carriages, their masters. In our own period the
city became a place to walk, saunter, strut, parade and shop. For walking to become an activity
in itself, and a polite one at that, street architecture needed to change. The public thoroughfare
needed lights, benches, bollards, gutters and, above all, pavements. Perceptions of the city
itself needed to change, too. The conurbation had to become a spectacle to be enjoyed, both
day and night. The solitary, male urban walker or flâneur is held to be the quintessential
representative of urban modernity, and no book on the modern city would be complete without
him. He is traditionally seen as a nineteenth-century figure; here we explore his eighteenth-
century origins.Chapter 3 considers another Parisian import to London: the restaurant. Starting



life in Mercier’s time as an enlightened and surprisingly ascetic exercise in purging, the
restaurant quickly broadened the range of its offerings. As we shall see, however, Londoners
and Parisians viewed this institution differently: where the former saw a public stage, the latter
perceived a retreat into anonymity. We then hit the town in Chapter 4, looking at resorts for
dancing and singing in the late eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, in particular the music
hall. From Champagne Charlie’s heavy swell to the high-kicking chahut, the city’s fizzing
nightlife and even our notion of ‘Gay Paree’ were all shaped by cross-Channel dialogue.The
modern metropolis is at once a built environment and a text. It is composed of bricks and
mortar, overlaid with that imagined entity that we all carry around with us in our imaginations.
This city of the imagination weaves its web of metaphors, associations and fantasies around
the actual buildings, streets and spaces. Meanwhile the buildings’ design shifts to reflect those
fantasies, in turn spawning new ones.38 Chapter 5 considers one such imaginary city of the fin
de siècle: the nocturnal criminal underworld, which provides the missing links that connect the
most mundane, routine details of our lives with the remarkable, unspeakable exceptions. Here
the flâneur becomes the detective.Finally we arrive at the necropolis, the ‘city of the dead’ or
cemetery, which emerged first in Napoleonic Paris, with the creation of Père Lachaise. Moving
the dead from overcrowded, inner-city, parish burial grounds to new ‘garden cemeteries’
addressed a long-standing public health concern. The style and layout of Parisian cemeteries
was closely followed at London’s Kensal Green (1832) and at other privately operated
cemeteries that opened over the following decade. This style itself reflected earlier English
influences, as for example when an Anglomania prior to 1789 prompted French aristocrats to
absorb English poetry and landscape architecture. Out of this hybridization emerged a new
way of accommodating the dead. Sanitized of working-class ‘scrubs’, here the middle class
created their ideal city, a model for the ‘garden suburbs’ in which the living would, eventually,
find their own resting place.The case studies presented here build on the study of architectural
plans, paintings, drawings, prints and photographs, as well as newspapers and magazines.
With a few exceptions, travelogues have not been used, representing as they do a discrete
genre with its own set of conventions and concerns, very different from the concerns of those
permanently resident in the city.39 Fictional works are included, not only because they, too, are
based on close observation of actual buildings and behaviour (as Zola’s realist novels certainly
were), but because of the part they played in shaping how contemporaries experienced the
capital in which they lived. For example, though voiced by a fictional character in a work of
crime fiction, Holmes’s injuction, ‘Always carry a firearm east of Aldgate,’ shaped how Arthur
Conan Doyle’s readers viewed the East End. If the specific writers considered here are less
‘literary’ than those normally cited in studies of Paris and London, they were certainly widely
read at the time. They also range beyond the familiar, well-worked canon of writings on the city
by Balzac, Baudelaire and Dickens.It may seem odd that I have selected these two cities as my
subject because for so long we have been used to seeing them as opposites: the ill-planned,
hard-working ‘Great Wen’ that we associate with William Hogarth and Charles Dickens versus
the Capital of Pleasure, ‘Gay Paree’, its boulevards thronged by Baudelairean flâneurs and
other pleasure seekers. Britons in the eighteenth century, we are regularly told, defined
themselves against a French ‘other’. The British and the French were ‘natural and necessary
enemies’; they kept each other faithful to their assigned, but genuine characters.40 Within an
urban context, this made it possible for Londoners to view in a positive light their relative lack of
fine churches and palaces. This absence was testament to the presence of liberty, as opposed
to Roman Catholic ‘superstition’ and despotism, which Georgians summed up as ‘wooden
shoes’: a reference to the clogs worn by penurious French peasants, in contrast to the leather



shoes of their English equivalents. Parisians for their part could leave grubby industry and
penny-pinching commerce to ‘splenetic’, ‘melancholic’ Londoners, who were congenitally
unsuited to the real charms of life in the French capital.Many books and exhibitions have
documented the relationship between Berlin and St Petersburg, Paris and Rome, as well as
several other pairings, even that of Paris and Edo, but none has addressed that of Paris and
London. While there is a truly enormous literature on London and Paris in isolation, no one has
yet attempted to explore the relationship between these two cities across the centuries.41 That
is what this book attempts to do. It is not intended as a comparative history, however, nor even
as a history of intercity transfer. For such a discussion to be possible, we would need to situate
the reader in a separate, third place, equidistant from our two poles, in order to be in a position
to assess similarities and differences. We would need to freeze time, acknowledging that all
comparisons are taken from snapshots. We would have to presume a stable group of terms to
denote what was being compared, ranging from, say, ‘cemetery’ right up to ‘city’. We would
need to identify such things as points of departure and arrival, directions of influence, etc. Even
if we pinned down evidence that this or that London institution was in fact Parisian, discovery
would come at a cost: in which case, we would have to accept that there is in fact some fixed
notion of what was or was not ‘Parisian’, ‘urban’ and so on.In the spirit of histoire croisée, this
book concentrates on the process of crossing and exchange, on the city as a series of
intersections. It recognizes that many of the terms we use are themselves artefacts of the
process we are endeavouring to describe. This discussion is not interested in point scoring, in
identifying this or that trait as constitutive of Paris or London in isolation. It might be possible to
distil the story of the development of the two capitals as modern cities between around 1700
and 1900 into a game of cross-Channel tennis, of influence on one side, followed by reception
on the other. As with a tennis serve, influences might be resisted, assimilated, modified or
diluted. Yet the interaction described here is too complicated and too reflexive for this concept
to be helpful. The crossings were more than exchanges. Paris and London did not become
more or less Parisian or urban as a result of these crossings; they made them the great
cosmopolitan centres they are today. New ideas, new activities and new understandings of the
city developed in the crossing itself.42A Boulevard in MaryleboneA summer evening in
Marylebone Pleasure Gardens, 1776There were less troublesome ways for travellers to make
the journey between London and Paris than permitting themselves to be jolted to pieces inside
a diligence or tossed about in the Channel. In the summer of 1776 the managers of
Marylebone Pleasure Gardens [Fig. 4] printed and posted announcements informing the public
that ‘the Boulevards of Paris’ could be enjoyed at their establishment for mere pence. Publican
Daniel Gough had relaunched his pub and associated bowling green as a pleasure garden in
1738, charging one shilling admission and offering food, wines and a band performing
‘concertos, overtures, and airs’. This venture was located on Marylebone High Street, on an
eight-acre site covered today by Devonshire and Weymouth Streets. Though not quite as large
and nowhere near as fashionable as its great south London rival, Vauxhall, Marylebone’s
pleasure garden had its tree-lined allées as well as a large assembly room and a temple or
‘Great Room’. Like Vauxhall, it was on the edge of town, although the laying out of a major new
thoroughfare to the north (Marylebone Road) in 1757 effectively cut it off from the fields that
had previously been its backdrop.‘The Boulevards of Paris’ consisted of a series of stalls set up
in imitation of a Parisian shopping street, and may have built on the area’s association with the
French Huguenot community in London, whose church (St Marylebone) stood next to the
Gardens. According to one newspaper’s account, this theme-park-like extravaganza was pretty
successful. ‘As an attempt only to represent that busy chearful Spot, it is undoubtedly entitled



to the Applause it met with.’ The outside wall of the assembly room was originally fitted with a
row of open wooden boxes in which parties could sit at small tables and order food and drink,
watching the world go by. These had been converted into shops of the kind supposedly found
on the boulevards of Paris, staffed by actors playing the parts of the shopkeepers, each with
their name marked on a backlit transparency. There was Crotchet, a music shop; La Blonde, a
milliner; Trinket, a ‘Top Shop’ (that is, a toy shop); Tête, a hairdresser; and so on. The actors
initially failed to put their hearts into it, ‘till the Humour of the Company had raised their Spirits
by purchasing’.FIG. 4: John Donowell, A view of Marylebone Gardens, 1761.As well as their
names containing French puns (the hairdresser being named ‘Tête’, or ‘Head’), the types of
shop clearly referred to Paris’s fame as Europe’s toy town, in the Georgian sense of the word
‘toy’: a bauble or knick-knack whose only value lay in display. The placement of two kites in one
otherwise empty stall was probably a visual joke, kites being associated with over-fanciful and
foolish notions. Paris seemed to invent such toys faster than names could be found for them,
as the catch-all English term ‘kickshaw’ (meaning toy or frivolous trinket) indicated, being
Franglais for quelque chose (‘something’). The nineteenth-century French word nouveauté did
a rather better job of capturing this sense of a bibelot desired for its novelty rather than its
utility.The assembly room’s interior was illuminated with coloured lamps and furnished at one
end to look like the English Coffee House in Paris. The ‘mistress’ of this establishment again
proved a disappointment, not being considered vivacious enough. As the newspaper observed,
‘Even a Quaker might have taken his Oath that she had never been within Sight of Calais.’43
Over the following weeks, the display was repeated and new features added, creating an even
more elaborate effect. This was the new Paris of the Boulevard du Temple, the increasingly
fashionable Rue Saint Honoré and the Champs Elysées: with straight lines, wide carriageways,
new shops and new leisure resorts. A French gentleman visitor conceded that it did work, in a
way. ‘Ma foi!’ he is said to have cried on entering the pleasure garden. ‘It is a passing
resemblance – but it is not quite right.’44For Mercier, Rutlidge and other enlightened men of
letters in the years around 1780, the ideal city was located somewhere between Paris and
London, or perhaps in some hypothetical metropolis that was both at the same time. As
travellers crossed from one to the other, going to and fro, in person, in print and in their
imaginations, two cities that had initially seemed jealous rivals started to merge into one. At
various points in his Parallèle, Mercier writes about Paris and London in ways that play fast and
loose with their names, in a fashion that invites us to question just what ‘a London’ and ‘a Paris’
are. Is a city a location on a map? A collection of buildings? Or an assembly of people with a
shared history?Mercier writes at one point, referring to London, that ‘90 leagues from Paris is
another sort of Paris’.45 In another passage he states that many Londoners are in fact
Parisians: French Protestants, the Huguenots, who fled the French capital after the Revocation
of the Edict of Nantes in 1685. As Londoners, these former Parisians served in William of
Orange’s forces in Ireland. By their courage at arms and by their skill in manufacturing, they
had, Mercier noted, ‘done London much good’. ‘And so, by this account, is it London which is in
fact Paris?’46 The search for la ville policée ends, not in London, nor in Paris, but in some
invisible entity that is both.How could one describe this city, this ‘other Paris’, this place that is
at the same time both London and Paris, fantasy and reality? It was policed. It was chaotic. Its
people were the most civilized in all Europe. Its inhabitants were riotous. It was an emporium of
elegance, a metropolis of mud. It is this city that forms the subject of this book.FIG. 5:
Katherine Buildings, Cartwright Street.CHAPTER ONEThe Restless HouseIn 1789, on the eve
of the French Revolution, Henri Decremps published his two-volume work, Un Parisien à
Londres, intended to provide advice for Parisians travelling to England as well as to serve as a



parallel of the two greatest cities in Europe. Then as now, the most important contrast was
between London’s sprawl and the high-rise, high-density dwellings found in Paris. As
Decremps noted, whereas Parisian houses were at least four or five storeys, often reaching six
or seven, the average London terraced house was just three or four storeys. ‘People are more
piled up on top of each other in our city,’ he noted, ‘where there may be fifteen or eighteen
households in a single house, whereas in London there are only one or two.’1This contrast in
dwellings had wide repercussions. The Londoner’s desire to have a house of his own
supposedly reflected cherished notions of home. People tried to forget the existence of their
neighbours on either side. A gentleman’s home was his castle, a private space, even if it had to
be shared with lodgers and a number of live-in servants, who slaved away in the basement and
slept in the attics. A gentleman dined at home, even if it took him ages to get there, thanks to
‘ribbon development’: the tendency for developers to string out their terraces along the main
roads leading out of the city centre. The expanding distance between the neighbourhoods
where people worked and shopped marooned the genteel lady of the house within her own
four walls.Constrained by the city’s walls, Parisians had no choice but to build upwards rather
than outwards. Though they acknowledged its trials, apartment living was fully integrated into
Paris’s other institutions; for example, the invention of the restaurant, considered in Chapter 3,
went hand in hand with the small kitchens that were common in apartments. Though
Londoners could be scandalized at the thought of a family having dinner in ‘public’, Parisians
did not sense this exposure. They found the terraces of London morbidly dull, while even
Londoners were coming to recognize by the middle of the nineteenth century that the terraced
house was unsustainable. This chapter begins by considering the terrace and the apartment
block or immeuble as they came into existence in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries. It
then considers how the latter model was adapted, tentatively at first, in London.Springing from
the first social housing experiments of the 1840s and 1850s, apartment buildings were adopted
by some of London’s better-off in the 1860s. The development of the ‘mansion flat’ in the 1880s
and 1890s involved taming the louche associations that ‘French flats’ had earned, thanks in
particular to the novels of Émile Zola. His study of apartment living, Pot-Bouille, proved too hot
to handle for would-be translators, as we shall see. Yet the course was set that would lead to
our modern apartment block. From having been considered unthinkable, outrageous and
Parisian, such blocks became humdrum, routine and international. A style of living apparently
fit only to serve as the setting for scandalous French novels had been naturalized.This process
of domesticating the apartment raised disturbing questions. In settlements where people lived
in such close proximity, where and how was a line to be drawn between private and public
space? How could a very modern desire for privacy be balanced against the needs of the
community? Familiar stereotypes held that the Englishman valued the privacy of his ‘castle’
more than did the Frenchman, and could never be persuaded to give up dreams of his own
house and garden in the suburbs. As the distance separating their workplace from this ‘castle’
grew ever larger, however, Londoners began to reassess their expectations of what made a
home. What use was a physical separation from their neighbours, if smells and sounds carried
from house to house? Were servants a necessary part of a household, or just so many
interlopers? In debating the merits of apartment living, Londoners and Parisians faced
challenges familiar to the dwellers in all modern cities.The Invention of the ImmeubleThe six- or
seven-storey, stone-faced apartment block, with its decorative balconies, arched entryway,
communal staircase, bohemian garrets and internal courtyard, plays such an important part in
our image of Haussmann’s nineteenth-century Paris that it comes as something of a shock to
discover that it emerged in the late seventeenth century and reached its mature form in the



1770s. Like all European cities, Parisian town houses were originally oriented towards the
thoroughfare and constructed on narrow plots, with the ridgeline of the steeply pitched roof
running at ninety degrees to the line of the street. The gable end was richly decorated,
sometimes with dizzyingly high, crow-stepped gables that made the structure look taller and
more opulent than it really was. Although families often took in lodgers, the norm was one
household per house. There was no attempt to create an ensemble or a streetscape. Each
house was a bald statement of the family’s pretensions. Like so many racegoers struggling at
the rail to show off their own hat to the best advantage, the effect made by a line of town
houses in a medium-sized or large north European city around 1600 was anything but
monotonous. In the case of both Paris and London, new building regulations adopted in
response to the Great Fire of London would mark a watershed in their design.In 1667 the
French Bureau des Finances imposed height restrictions and banned gables, the latter being
replaced with mansard roofs containing dormer windows. For the purposes of the regulations,
a building’s height was measured only up to the roof parapet, not up to the ridge of the roof.
Squeezing one or two extra storeys into the roof space allowed owners to get the most out of
their plot, especially if they replaced steeply pitched roofs with mansards. The ‘Parisian’ roof
line was born. Even more importantly, the ridge of the roof now ran parallel to the street,
presenting a broad, plain flank to the passer-by, rather than a narrow, made-up face.Until the
arrival of large property investment syndicates in the 1770s and 1780s, the main developers of
apartment blocks were monastic communities. In 1669 the chapter of St Germain l’Auxerrois
constructed a range of buildings on the Rue de la Ferronnerie, backing onto Les Innocents, the
city’s most crowded and noisome graveyard. These featured four levels of apartments stacked
on top of an arcade of shops.2 In 1715 the architect Dailly designed several ranges for the
Abbey of St-Germain-des-Près. Each consisted of two shops either side of an arched entryway
with a communal staircase leading off it. In the plans five rooms are indicated on each storey,
without, however, any indication as to their purpose (whether salon, chambre, etc.). There are
doors everywhere, allowing tenants a considerable degree of flexibility, as befitted spaces that
were used as retail spaces, workshops, residences or some combination of all three.While the
plethora of doors and the apparent lack of kitchen arrangements would have seemed odd to
nineteenth-century Parisians such as Zola, the design includes other features that hardly
changed in the following century and a half: the mezzanine floor squeezed between the ground
floor and the first floor, something that is also found in the earlier buildings on the Rue de la
Ferronnerie, mentioned above. Intended originally to serve as storage for the shops below, in
practice these spaces were often arranged as apartments distinct from the shop, suitable for
the shabby-genteel, whose amour propre preferred these low-ceilinged rooms to the indignity
of a more commodious suite at the top (and socially less desirable) part of the house.3The
architect Ramée’s design for the house at 12, Rue du Mail showed how layouts had developed
by 1789. A round communal staircase serves landings with one apartment on each storey,
each with two adult bedrooms: one with windows onto the street for ‘Madame’ (a boudoir, to
use the nineteenth-century term) and one facing onto the courtyard at the back for ‘Monsieur’,
helpfully provided with access to a discreet back staircase. The kitchen was located on the
opposite side of the courtyard to this second master bedroom, in a sort of miniature service
wing.4 The Maisons Armand on Rue Montorgeuil (1790) have three apartments on each floor,
three internal staircases and several windows that are oddly placed (for the residents, at
least).5 Internal convenience was regularly sacrificed to the external appearance of regularity.
Architects preferred to insert a blank window or have a window coincide with an internal wall
rather than break the grid.With this emphasis on serried ranks of windows it is unsurprising



that critics soon complained that these immeubles were monotonous and overly regimented. In
his Essay on Architecture (1755), Laugier complained of ‘harmful uniformity’.6 Royal decrees
of April 1783 and August 1784 imposed maximum heights of 19.5 metres in streets of less
than 10 metres diameter, and of 12 metres in those less than 8 metres wide, but developers
continued to make good use of the attic area to add rentable space. They did little, however, to
distinguish between floors, often overlooking the traditional emphasis of the first floor or piano
nobile.Such development seized up during the Revolution, only to reach unprecedented
heights of activity in the thirty years after the Restoration of the monarchy in 1815, but
declining thereafter. To take the Porcherons district (the 9th arrondissement) as an example,
there were twenty such projects between 1769 and 1786, forty-five between 1818 and 1847,
and twenty-six between 1853 and 1912.7 Writing in 1778, Rutlidge’s Le Babillard offers an
early expression of bemused exasperation at the trials and tribulations of living in such an
immeuble. In Paris, he observed, the rich enjoyed the peaceful isolation of their own mansion
or hôtel particulier, while the humble citizen had to put up with his pokey bolt-hole in an
apartment block, ‘where the ensemble mirrors in a tumultuous and bizarre fashion that motley
crew to be seen outside in the streets and in public places’. Although he deliberately chooses
an unfashionable neighbourhood, the Babillard fails to find congenial company. During the day
his nerves are frayed by the constant ringing of the bell of his neighbour, a businessman. At
night this man’s apartment falls quiet, just as the Babillard’s other neighbours are getting
started: a gambler to one side, a courtesan directly above.8In London, the construction of
houses was regulated by Building Acts following the Great Fire. The first of these came in
1667, the same year Paris laid down its own rules governing the relationship between street
width and building height. The Building Acts of 1667, 1707 and 1709 laid down rules on the
thickness of brick party walls and heavily restricted the use of wood. Wooden eave cornices
were banned and the wooden boxes containing the sash window’s counterweights henceforth
had to be encased in brick. An omnibus Act in 1774 consolidated all this legislation and laid out
four rates of building, each with its own set of rules.9Fournier Street in Spitalfields is the best-
preserved example of an early Georgian brick terrace, built between 1725 and 1731. As with
most terraces it was the result of several different speculators working together. A builder could
become a speculator in such projects without having to raise any capital. All he needed to do
was acquire from the landowner the option on a building lease, paying a nominal rent for three
to five years. In that time the builder would raise capital against the lease, quickly run up a
house and hope to sell it before the grace period on the lease expired. In Fournier Street the
builders seem to have raised pairs of houses, selling them on as shells to different classes of
client. Hence some boast ornate interior panelling and chimneypieces, reflecting the wealth of
their first inhabitants, while others are more modest. Cost-cutting extended to the incorporation
of wooden beams in brick walls, whose face bricks were often poorly bonded into the place
bricks behind.Although the landowner needed to ensure that standards did not slip too much,
his interests were otherwise well served; the system incentivized builders to put up houses fast.
Despite this emphasis on speed, a surprising uniformity of exterior proportion was nonetheless
achieved. In part this was dictated by the materials. The average softwood tree trunk produced
beams of twenty to twenty-five feet, setting the width. To build higher than three or four storeys
in brick would have required deeper, stronger and hence more expensive foundations. The
widespread use of pattern-books such as Isaac Ware’s A Complete Body of Architecture
(1756) also helped.In the West End the distribution of landownership was different from that of
Soho and Spitalfields, being focussed around large estates owned by the dukes of
Westminster, Bedford and the like. This enabled the construction of more ambitious squares,



whose terraces were designed to appear as if they were four distinct palaces, with more
expensive carved stone ornamentation taking as its focal point a fine central pediment. The
1776 contract for Bedford Square shows two builders, William Scott and Robert Grews,
agreeing to follow a plan held by the Steward of the Bedford Estate and stick to stipulated floor-
to-ceiling heights. Scott and Grews sold sub-leases to other builders. One of these, the
architect Thomas Leverton, built the extra-large, five-bay house in the centre of the east
side.10 On the north side the central six bays were divided between two houses of three bays
– the width of a typical terraced house. This required the placing of a five- rather than a four-
pilaster pediment over the two houses, which had the unfortunate effect of there being a
pilaster in the middle: a howler of a mistake in a classical building.The eighteenth-century
terraced house commonly had a basement half or completely sunk below street level, in which
the kitchens, larder, scullery and other ‘offices’ were located. The façade was set slightly back
from the street, creating an open area that allowed light and air to reach this basement. A
bridge of steps led across this to the front door, while a small exterior staircase gave direct
access to the kitchens. Coal could be delivered by simply pouring it through a coal hole in the
pavement outside, which communicated directly with a coal cellar under the street. Whereas in
the immeuble one house contained several small kitchens leading off the main stairs, tucked
into odd corners of the building, in London there was one commodious kitchen in the basement
that could be reached by servants and delivery boys without getting in the residents’ way.
Parisian observers struggled to explain this arrangement, referring to the area as a courtyard
or even a moat, but they admired its practicality.11Although this layout was not uniformly
followed, generally speaking the front room on the ground floor was used as a dining room,
with a parlour or breakfast room behind, in which the family spent most of its time. The more
formal drawing room was above the dining room, with a dressing room or perhaps a bedroom
behind. The upper floors were all bedrooms, two or three to a floor, with the servants in the roof
area, under the leads. ‘Closets’ and small secondary staircases could be tucked into corners,
the former varying in size and use from small storage spaces to rooms that could be used for
writing, dressing, or for a servant to sleep in. The average terraced house in late seventeenth-
and eighteenth-century London would house eight people: the master and mistress, their three
children and three servants. In the larger houses on the finer estates this number might rise to
fourteen, including a nursery maid, a groom, a coachman, a butler, footmen, a cook,
housemaids, a governess and a housekeeper. Even then, the footmen, groom and coachman
would have slept over the coachhouse, reached off a back-alley or mews that ran behind the
row of houses.Slums in the SkyOf course, poorer Londoners could not afford to have a whole
terraced house to themselves. They had three options: to go into service, in which case they
would be allocated living quarters in their employer’s attic; to share a house with several other
households; or to sleep rough. The five-storey houses on Bentinck Street, Soho, finished in
1737, contained by 1801 four, five or six families each.12 Behind and between the new
squares and the serried ranks of terraces lay much pre-Georgian housing stock, above all in
areas untouched by the Great Fire, such as Southwark. One or two such wooden-frame
buildings survive, for example in the narrow alleys leading off Borough High Street. These
premises, grandly known as ‘courts’, stretched back from the main street, culminating in a
shared well and darkened by the upper storeys cantilevered out over the alley on either side.
Hundreds of people lived in these wooden firetraps, such as in the warren of dwellings in the
Mint, a debtors’ sanctuary a few hundred metres to the west.Those fortunate enough to lease
land within the limits or ‘rules’ of the Mint had no need to tempt tenants with an elegant façade
or even the most basic conveniences. Eager would-be tenants facing imprisonment for debt



would present themselves anyway, only too grateful to find refuge in a special jurisdiction
beyond the reach of the law. Thanks to the site’s former use as a royal mint, the
neighbourhood’s residents purportedly enjoyed a form of immunity. Though Southwark Mint
was suppressed in 1724, the buildings remained a slum until the 1880s, when the Metropolitan
Board of Works (MBW) razed the area, pushing through a new thoroughfare (Marshalsea
Road) and encouraging the construction of new working-class housing on the cleared land.
Erected by the Peabody Trust and the MBW itself, these ‘model dwellings’ were surrounded by
streets renamed after characters from Charles Dickens’s Little Dorrit. Although the names of
Mint and Sanctuary Streets are a nod to history, we have otherwise entered a curious realm in
which poverty is retrospectively sanitized by associations with a work of fiction.These ‘model
dwellings’ took the form of seven-storey apartment blocks. They bear witness to the surprising
fact that the first apartment blocks to be put up in London were intended, not for the middle
class or the elite, but for the working class. These ‘model dwellings’ emerged in the wake of a
parliamentary inquiry in 1842 into the sanitary conditions of the metropolis, driven by the
indefatigable Edwin Chadwick, who carried out detailed investigations into poor relief,
workhouses, graveyard overcrowding and other matters relating to what we today would call
welfare. Known colloquially as ‘the Prussian Minister’ for his humourlessness and fondness for
statistics, Chadwick could normally be counted on to advocate the establishment of a centrally
funded inspectorate or other office to impose a more efficient and ‘scientific’ solution to social
problems. However, such was his irritation with the government’s dilatory response to his
evidence linking unsanitary dwellings with drunkenness, cholera and family breakdown that he
and his friends resolved to turn to the free market for a solution.They developed an innovative
funding model that became known as ‘Five Per Cent Philanthropy’. Under this system, joint-
stock Model Dwelling Companies (MDCs) took investors’ capital and used it to build sanitary,
high-density residential buildings for the working man. By this means the respectable poor
would be rescued from the slums in return for a modest weekly rent of around two shillings and
sixpence, while the investors would receive dividends of between 4 and 7 per cent. These
dividends were modest enough by the standards of the time, but higher than the 2.79 per cent
paid out by other secure long-term investments, such as government consols.13Today such a
scheme would be called an ‘ethical investment’. Over time, MDCs such as the Metropolitan
Association for Improving the Dwellings of the Industrious Classes (MAIDIC, est. 1846) and the
Improved Industrial Dwellings Company would be ‘crowded out’ after 1890 by the flat-building
efforts of the London County Council (LCC). Nevertheless, between 1856 and 1914, MDCs
and charitable organizations such as the Peabody (est. 1862) and Guinness Trusts provided
between 11 and 15 per cent of new working-class housing in London.14 This was a
remarkable achievement, considering the difficulty of finding sufficiently large plots of land in
central London, compounded by popular widespread prejudice against having an apartment
block built on a householder’s doorstep.It also meant that multi-storey life in London was first
experienced by the working class, in contrast to the usual pattern in which they would get the
leftovers of the London lettings market. Eighteenth-century housing stock in formerly genteel
neighbourhoods was bought up by speculators, who divided what had once been one-family
homes into multiple one-room dwellings, each intended for whole families. Partitions would be
inserted where necessary to increase the rentable value, without improving or even
maintaining the already outdated sanitary and cooking facilities. With the introduction of
apartments, the working man and his family were pioneers – or guinea pigs. The results
changed the look of neighbourhoods like Whitechapel, Shoreditch and even parts of Chelsea,
as we can still appreciate today.MAIDIC put up London’s first apartment block in 1847, and by



1854 was trumpeting its success in Healthy Homes, a report discussing ways in which its
model could be expanded more widely. In an example of local ethical investment, in 1853 a
group of subscribers from the local parish erected a four-storey block of flats in Grosvenor
Mews, Berkeley Square, including ‘eight sets of two rooms, with two [water-]closets, sink, and
dust-shaft . . . These rooms are approached from open external galleries, to which a central
staircase (of slate and iron) conducts.’ Though they hadn’t a word for this ‘building to
accommodate thirty-two families’, the parishioners were clear that it afforded ‘a boon to the
industrious classes’ and ‘a fair rate of return’.15In the 1850s, however, these blocks were still
oddities. The Improved Industrial Dwellings Company (IIDC), the Peabody Trust and the
Artisan and Labourers’ General Dwellings Company were founded in 1861, 1862 and 1867
respectively. Acts of Parliament passed in 1866 and 1867 made it easier for such entities to
borrow over long periods at low interest. Early ‘model dwellings’ were small blocks, like the
IIDC’s Cromwell Buildings near Borough Market, which still survives. It has five storeys served
by an open central staircase, with four two-room apartments on each floor. Larger
developments required the kind of plot that became available only when the Metropolitan
Board of Works cleared away slums, using powers granted to it under the so-called Cross Acts
of 1875 and 1879, named after Disraeli’s Home Secretary, Richard Cross. To an extent,
therefore, the MDCs and the Peabody Trust benefited from government assistance, being
allowed to purchase such plots at very favourable prices.16When sufficient space could be
found, these large-scale developments certainly attracted attention. MAIDIC’s Farringdon Road
buildings had a frontage of 300 feet, with five blocks seven storeys high, set at ninety degrees
to the street. The premises were opened in November 1875 by Richard Cross. Here the ground
floor was given over to shops, while the space between the blocks was intended to give
tenants’ children a safe place to play. Like most ‘model dwellings’, Farringdon Road was made
of stock brick (yellow, but with the odd band of red), with artificial stone (in this case, a mixture
of Portland cement and coke residuum) used to decorate the windows, doorways and parapet.
Its roof was flat, covered in asphalt, and easily accessible to tenants as ‘drying grounds’ or for
recreation. Like the communal laundry, use of these grounds was regulated by a rota.On each
floor the four apartments were divided into pairs, with one balcony for each pair, separated
from the main stone staircase by a lockable metal grille. Open staircases and semi-private
balconies were a feature of many ‘model dwellings’ (including Cromwell Buildings) and were
felt to lessen some of the risks associated with shared ‘public’ staircases. These open stairs
were draughty and unheated, definitely not places to pause for a chat. Grilles and balconies
ensured that those using the stairs did not see the doors of any residence other than the one
they inhabited. The fact that ‘no doorway opens on to a public passageway’ was clearly felt to
be very important, in that it supposedly limited potentially harmful interaction between
residents.17The original plan for an external gallery was probably dropped on similar grounds.
As is clear from the notes jotted down by one middle-class observer, Charles Booth, on his
forays compiling data for his famous poverty map of London, any street in which residents
leaned out of windows, left doors open or sat on stairs was clearly inhabited by the semi-
criminal classes. There were even those who objected to a balcony being shared by two flats.
In a letter to The Builder, Francis Butler insisted that tenements had to be planned as a series
of entirely self-contained units, so that the working man ‘might still feel [his flat] to be his castle,
so to speak, and that he dwelt there without any loss of those home associations so dear to
English people’.18At Farringdon Road each block had fifty-two ‘tenements’, meaning that the
entire project housed more than 1,000 people, at a cost of less than £40,000. Entities like the
MBW are sometimes accused of ‘clearing’ slums only to leave former residents homeless, with



no option but to move to new slums further afield, in the same way that the new boulevards of
Haussmann’s Paris pushed thousands out of the city, or into already crowded corners of their
own neighbourhoods.19 Where MDCs and the MBW collaborated, however, genuine slum
clearance, rather than slum relocation, could and did occur. Demand clearly outstripped supply,
causing a certain amount of resentment. When slum dwellers were asked by middle-class
notables such as the Revd Wyatt Edgell why they did not move to ‘model lodging houses,
instead of paying such a high rent as 4s. 6d. for a single room . . . in the worst part of London’,
they claimed that, when they tried, they found blocks already filled to capacity with ‘clerks’,
white-collar workers supposedly favoured as tenants by MDCs over artisans and labourers.In
fact, the occupational make-up of such blocks closely matched that of working-class Londoners
as a whole, though MDC blocks were statistically overstocked with children relative to the
general London population.20 Perhaps oddly, given the choice between letting a two-room
apartment to a married couple without children or to one with two children, companies like
MAIDIC often stated a preference for the latter.21 Both slum-dwelling Londoners and
apartment-dwelling Parisians were supposedly wont to change their lodgings regularly.
However, census returns for ‘model dwellings’ indicate that their inhabitants tended to stay put.
These apartment blocks may have been noisy at times, but only because so many children
lived in them, not because their adult tenants were shifty. Far from housing the ‘criminal
classes’, these dwellings were hailed on account of ‘the facilities they afford for the detection
and suppression of crime’; this was not bad going, considering that they did not have
concierges, only a resident superintendent and a handyman.22One anonymous account of life
in an east London model dwelling appeared in the first volume of Labour and Life of the People
in London, published in 1889 by Charles Booth. The ‘Sketch of Life in Buildings’ may have
been written by Margaret Harkness, a clergyman’s daughter who had come to London in 1877
after refusing to get married. Having initially trained as a nurse, in the early 1880s she set out
on a career as a journalist and novelist, much like Annie Besant, Eleanor Marx and other
socialist writers who combined social work with women’s advocacy. Model dwellings afforded
such ladies an opportunity to enter what had previously seemed no-go slum areas, dispensing
Christian charity as Victorian ‘Lady Bountifuls’ or collecting evidence of capitalism’s failure to
provide the poorest Londoners with a means of supporting themselves. Other women were
drawn into such work simply by a desire to escape the grinding monotony of genteel life and to
experiment with an activity that might turn into a career – one of the few open to educated
‘New Women’ in the 1880s and 1890s. Heady accounts that compared London’s slums to
‘darkest Africa’ made such work exciting: a chance for female explorers to have their go at
being Henry Morton Stanley in another ‘dark continent’.23Cut off from her family and living off
her pen, Harkness wrote an account (if it is hers) that may draw on her experience of living in
Katharine Buildings, East Smithfield, a complex of one-room flats erected by the East End
Dwellings Company and managed for a time by Beatrice Webb, a socialist who went on to
found the London School of Economics and the New Statesman. Though other patrician
women may have spent time visiting such places, it must have been a daring step for someone
of Harkness’s background to go and live in one. The ‘Sketch’ describes a typical twenty-four
hours in an unnamed model dwelling, beginning at 5 a.m., when the writer hears the man
upstairs getting ready to start work at a railway goods depot, his wife having been at work on
her sewing machine the previous evening until one in the morning. At eight o’ clock the widow
next door is heard scraping out her stove and gossiping. A lull sets in after the children of the
building go to school, returning at noon. The afternoon is also quiet; the children play cricket in
the courtyard and the women visit one another. After 6 p.m. the stairs fill with the sounds and



smells of cooking as the main meal of the day is prepared. In the evening some men go out to
the pub to sing and talk politics, but most stay at home with their wife and children. This being a
set of dwellings with a good reputation, all is quiet by 10 p.m.The overall conclusion reached by
the author of the ‘Sketch’ is that the advantages of such places far outweighed the
disadvantages:Cheapness, a higher standard of cleanliness, healthy sanitary arrangements,
neighbourly intercourse both between children and between the grownup people, and, perhaps
above all, the impossibility of being overlooked altogether, or flagrantly neglected by relatives in
illness or old age, seem to be the great gains; and the chief disadvantage, the absence of
privacy and the increased facility for gossip and quarrelling, though it may sometimes be
disagreeably felt, introduces a constant variety of petty interest and personal feeling into the
monotony of daily life.24Inevitably, perhaps, most of the accounts we have of model dwellings
in this period are written by the men who designed them, or who wrote about them for
architectural reviews after a hasty inspection of ground plans or perhaps a quick walk around a
newly finished (and therefore empty) block. Though invaluable as a reflection of how the middle
classes viewed these buildings and their residents, they convey little sense of what it might be
like to live in one. While the author of the ‘Sketch’ was certainly far better educated than her
neighbours, her account suggests that the architects were unsuccessful in their struggle to
prevent ‘consorting’ among residents, but that this did not in itself represent a failure.Was it the
way of the future, though? One architectural critic, James Hole, who delivered a paper to the
1884 International Health Exhibition, was clear on this point. ‘I do not think a city of tall blocks
fitted with one-or two-roomed dwellings is a satisfactory ideal for the next generation,’ he
opined, ‘or that the kind of existence which it represents should be the horizon of our hopes
and aspirations.’25 There were housing reformers, most notably Octavia Hill, who rejected the
block model in favour of one in which small terraces of two-storey, cottage-style buildings were
gradually erected as pocket-sized sites became available. Three of her projects from the 1880s
survive in Southwark, tucked away on side streets. Gable Cottages on Sudrey Street is a
charming oasis, but simply unviable as a template.Yet model dwellings had proved beyond a
doubt that high-density housing did not have to mean high-mortality housing. After a burst of
enthusiasm following the creation of the LCC in 1889, its own housing activities began
tentatively in the 1890s, opening its first apartment block in Boundary Street in 1893. Its model
borrowed heavily from that of the MDCs, right down to the insistence on a net return of 3 per
cent.26 A similar body established in Paris in 1849, the Société de cités ouvriers de Paris, was
far less successful. There were plans to build copies of its first project, a group of four three- or
four-storey blocks on the Rue Rochechouart, named the Cité Napoléon. These were shelved,
however, as workers resented the hundred by-laws regulating life inside the ‘barrack’ (as they
dubbed it), while the authorities feared the political repercussions of housing large numbers of
working-class Parisians in close proximity to one another. Communal living might encourage
‘socialist follies’, as well as sexual promiscuity and intemperance.27Piping Hot!Percy Pinkerton
must have been delighted and somewhat relieved to see his English translation of Émile Zola’s
novel Pot-Bouille appear in 1895, under the title Restless House. A polyglot man of letters,
Pinkerton had years of experience translating opera libretti (including La Bohème), memoirs
and other works into English from German, Italian and Russian as well as French. Zola was
enjoying something of a boom in England. In 1891 a version of Thérèse Raquin was staged at
the Royalty Theatre. Among the other Zola translations to appear in 1895 were those issued by
the publisher and translator Henry Vizetelly, which included translations of Les Mystères de
Marseilles, Une Page d’Amour, Au Bonheur des Dames and Contes à Ninon. Like Pot-Bouille,
Au Bonheur des Dames and Une Page d’Amour were part of Zola’s famed Rougon-Macquart:



a twenty-novel panoramic survey of Second Empire France that exposed every corner of
political, religious, artistic, economic and social life with unprecedented realism. Pot-Bouille
was devoted to the corrupt goings-on inside a fictional Parisian apartment block on the Rue
Choiseul.Pinkerton would not have been scanning the pages of London’s literary journals for
reviews, however. Restless House was not reviewed. It was not even for sale. Distribution was
limited and potentially dangerous. When Henry Vizetelly had published his translation of Pot-
Bouille back in 1886, he had been hauled before the court and charged with obscenity. He had
expurgated and bowdlerized Pot-Bouille to such an extent that Piping Hot! was not only
lukewarm, it was short measure: two-thirds the length of the original, in fact.28 Nevertheless, it
was still too hot for the National Vigilance Association (NVA). After a two-year court battle,
Piping Hot! and other Zola translations were banned and Vizetelly was fined £100. The Liberal
MP and NVA activist Samuel Smith claimed that Vizetelly and other booksellers were in
cahoots with brothels, supplying them with young girls whose minds had first been ‘polluted
and depraved’ by reading such works.29 Zola was not for the uninitiated. When Arthur Conan
Doyle went to see Thérèse Raquin on stage, he left his wife safely at home.30Restless House
had been privately printed for a recently established group of subscribers, the Lutetian Society,
named after the Roman name for Paris, Lutetia. Members acquired it as one of a set of six
translations of Zola novels published in 1894–5, for which they paid the princely sum of twelve
guineas. The set also included Havelock Ellis’s translation of Germinal and Arthur Symons’s of
L’Assommoir. As their flyleaves proclaimed, these volumes were a numbered edition of 300,
‘Printed by the Lutetian Society for Private Distribution among its Members’, on handmade
paper. They appeared ‘by the special permission and under the direct auspices of M. Zola’,
who had met the Lutetian Society’s founder in London in October 1893. If this was an attempt
to cock a snook at Victorian respectability, however, it was rather tokenistic. After all, almost
every single one of the Society’s members could speak French and could have read the
originals. Even with a small print run, the series failed to make a profit and plans to translate
other novels were shelved.31Although Émile Zola had been born in Paris in 1840, his family
had relocated to Aix when he was three. When he moved back to Paris in 1858, therefore, Zola
was – like the hero of Pot-Bouille, Octave Mouret – a young man new to the city. The apartment
block’s repertory of stock characters and hackneyed episodes was by then well established,
from the wizened, witch-like and omniscient concierge who observed every coming-out and
going-in from her loge just inside the main entrance, to the penniless painter and pathetic
maker of artificial flowers who froze or baked (depending on the season) under the leads.
Honoré Daumier’s Locataires et Proprietaires (Tenants and Landlords, 1847) made light of the
minor trials of apartment life, such as the concierge’s feeling miffed at not having received
enough by way of a New Year’s gift from an impecunious tenant.Paul de Kock was the first
novelist to exploit the apartment block’s potential for voyeuristic tales of sexual shenanigans,
above stairs, below stairs and in their general vicinity. La Demoiselle au Cinquième (Her on the
Fifth, 1856) and Mon Voisin Raymond (My Neighbour Raymond, 1842) are lightweight affairs,
with all the character depth of poor American sitcom. The latter describes the petty travails of
Eugène Dorsan, a young man of private means who haunts the boulevards and bals publics
such as the Tivoli, spending whole days away from his Montmartre apartment in an effort to
avoid his suspicious concierge (Mme Bertin), his pesky neighbour (the avant-garde painter
Raymond) and his jealous mistress (Agatha, a milliner). English translations of such works
ensured that ‘French flats’ had a dubious reputation, even before Zola wrote his
masterpiece.Published in 1882, Zola’s Pot-Bouille is set twenty years earlier, in a fictional
apartment building on the Rue Choiseul that Mouret’s cousin, the architect Campardon, claims



is twelve years old. It thus dates from around 1850, near the end of the busiest era of
apartment building. As we have seen, by then the basic layout and design of the immeuble had
been long established. Architectural treatises such as Louis Le Normand’s Paris Moderne
(1837) rehearsed minor variations on this tried and tested model. Zola’s four-storey building is
unusual only in the quality of the balcony ironwork and the appointments of the heated main
staircase, with its mahogany handrail, thick red carpet and scagliola panelling.Met by his
cousin, the architect Achille Campardon, Octave is introduced to the concierge Monsieur
Gourd, who lives with his largely immobile wife on the ground floor, to the left of the porte
cochère that leads from the Rue Choiseul into the paved courtyard, with its stables at the back.
On the right side of the passageway is the silk shop operated by the landlord’s son, Auguste
Vabre, who also leases the mezzanine floor, where he himself lives with his wife Berthe. At first
the layout seems simple: two apartments on each floor, the larger and grander facing the
street, the other facing the courtyard, their mahogany doors facing each other across a
landing.As they climb to Campardon’s apartment on the third floor, the architect reels off the
names of his fellow tenants. The landlord, Monsieur Vabre, a retired Versailles notary, occupies
the finest suite on the first floor, together with his daughter Clotilde, her husband Duveyrier,
aged forty-five, a judge, and their son, Gustave. Vabre’s other, less commercially minded son
Théophile lives at the back with his fascinating wife Valérie. On the second floor the front
apartment is occupied by a nameless writer, his wife and their two children, who are described
as wealthy (they keep a carriage in the stables, something not all residents can afford). Gourd
is dismissive of them, partly because this scribbler once threatened the block’s reputation for
respectability by getting into trouble with the police – for, of all things, writing a book about the
scandalous goings-on in an apartment building. Zola thus inserts himself and his family into the
heart of the building, even if they keep a low profile.
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Regan, “A Great Resource for the Serious Researcher and a Delight for Those who Love
History!. While doing research for my current work in progress, a historical romance set in
London and Paris in 1782, I found this book and am so glad I did. Not only is it interesting in
terms of how the two cities changed over time, but it's very helpful on specifics. For example, I
had often wondered where a lady of the beau monde in London might grab a bite to eat while
shopping. When I came across this, I was thrilled:"In 1815, Debatt's Pastry Shop in Poultry was
known for serving 'sweets, soups and savoury patties' to 'ladies and beaux of delicate
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stomachs.' These establishments survived well into the nineteenth century, catering in
particular to genteel ladies running errands in the city or shopping on their own..."For a scene
set in a taverne in Paris, I found a lot in the chapter titled "The Restaurant," including specifics
of what was served, what they called the establishments and who their customers might be.If
you like history, you'll love this; if you want details on the cities, you'll find those, too. The
chapter titles are Rough Crossings (stories of getting across the Channel), The Restless
House, The Street, The Restaurant, The Dance, The Underworld and Dead and Buried.Highly
recommended.”

Faisal, “More than expected.. More than expected. Highly appreciated. The book is brand new
without any bends or tears.... I hope to maintain the standard for the furure orders.”

tonstantouida, “You thought you knew all about Paris and London? Think again!. We all know
that Paris invented the can-can, the apartment block, and the takeaway dinner. Apparently not.
Read this, and many of your ideas about both cities will be stood on their heads. Jonathan
Conlin writes in a readable, chatty style and his enthusiasm for both cities and their history,
shared and separate, shines through.”
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