
COACHING IN AND OUT OF OXFORD 

by W. Bayzand, Guard of the Mazeppa Coach,  
from London, through Oxford, to Hereford. 

 
A Load the Old Stage-Coach Used to Carry. 

People nowadays have no notion of a coachload in the palmy times, nor have they the slightest notion of 
what heavy loads the coaches, at most times, did carry, without ocular demonstration. I have started from 
the White Horse Cellar, Piccadilly, London, on my road to Oxford, through Cheltenham, Gloucester, and 
Ross, to Hereford, month after month, in the summer season, with four inside and twelve out; coachman, 
fifteen stone, myself, eleven; with as much luggage as I could stack on the roof (and as we were allowed 
to carry by Act of Parliament) - securely made fast with four wide, leather straps, covered and made 
waterproof with tarpaulin; the front and hind boots full, the iron behind full, and covered with water-
proof; with cradle slung on the hind axle-tree, full of fish - and on every available part of the coach, 
packages of all kinds hanging on the lamp-irons, and ladies’ bandboxes, with light articles, strapped on 
the seat-irons. The height of all Oxford-built coaches being about eighteen cwt., - and they would carry 
the heaviest load you could put on, without the slightest rocking or rolling, --with the living freight, 
luggage, etc. the four horses had behind them something like two tons and a half. As a matter of course, 
you must remember we always had a pair or a jolly horse to give us a lift up most of the hills. It was 
surprising to see the packages strewed on the ground, and wonder where they could all be put in so short 
a space of time by the guard, and everything in its proper place; and, with all the heavy loads, I never had 
a mishap, or anything like a broken spring, or a breakdown of any kind. Our usual time for changing 
horses was little over the minute, the coachman keeping his seat, the horse-keeper and huard handing him 
the reins, with the well-known word of the guard, 'Right;' and woe betide the passenger that left his seat! 
- he stood a good chance of being left behind. We were speaking of Acts of Parliament. Hany are the 
times passengers have complained of their small, cramped-up seat-room allowed. My answer was, ’That 
is all the space Parliament has granted you.' My memory will not serve me to tell you the actual width, 
but I think, at a guess, five foot, six inches, for four people, little or big. I always considered it was very 
much too confined to be anyways comfortable. 

'Angel Hotel, Oxford - To London and Back in a Day. 

The public are respectfully informed a new coach called the Guide will start from this office on Monday 

next, Nov. 3, 1828, every morning (except Sunday) at half-past 7, performing the journey in 6 hours to 
London; returning at 2 o'clock, arriving in Oxford 8 o'clock. N.B. The Guide will arrive in London in 

time for the Brighton and East-country afternoon coaches.1 

From ‘Coaching in and out of Oxford’ by William Bayzand 

With your permission, I will accompany you from London to Hereford, through Acton, Hanwell, 
Uxbridge, Gerrards Cross, Beaconsfield, Wycombe, West Wycombe, Stokenchurch, Tetsworth, 
Wheatley, to Oxford, Eynsham, Witney, Burford, Northleach, Frog Mill, Bowdeswell, Cheltenham, 
Gloucester, Huntley, Dutley Cross, Lea, Ross, Wilton, Peterstow, Harewood Bridge, Callow, to 
Hereford, by the well-appointed in • every respect the Mazeppa coach, from the Bull-and-Mouth, St. 
Martin’s-le-Grand, and Bolt-in-Tun, Fleet Street, to Oxford, every morning (except Sunday), 6 o’clock; 
coachman, Jack Bramble; guard, Bill Bayzand; route, Bayswater, Shepherd’s Bush, Acton, Hanwell, 
Southall, 10 miles. Change horses; on to Hayes, Hillingdon, Uxbridge, Gerrards Cross, IB miles. 
Change; Beaconsfield, Loudwater, High Wycombe, 31 miles, Red Lion Hotel, where a substantial 
breakfast was provided for the passengers by the landlord, Mr. Westbrook; twenty minutes allowed. I 
followed the coachman and guard into the kitchen, - I must remind you it was a bitter(ly) cold morning, 
and I fancy they had both good appetites, - when Mr. William Williams, who horsed the coach, and the 



cook looked over the screen, and said cook, *1 think they will make a finish of it,’ and (she) was right. It 
liras part of a cold breast and hand of pickled pork. The time allowed nearly up, Bayzand sounded his 
horn, - signal given, ’Right’, - on we go to West Wycombe when a blast or two from the horn, and out 
cane our jolly horse and Long Jack to give us a pull up a tremendously steep pitch to Stokenchurch, 36 
miles. Change; put the skid on down Stokenchurch Hill, very long, steep, narrow, and winding, to the 
Lambert Arms; take the skid off and pull up for a glass of that excellent Marlow beer; to Postcombe and 
Tetsworth, 42-y miles. Change; Wheatley Bridge to Wheatley, Shotover Hill; the skid on down 
Headington Hill, short and very steep, to the Roebuck Hotel, Oxford, 54 miles. Half-hour granted for an 
excellent spread, prepared by the landlord, Mr. Richard Gurden, a fine old English gentleman, with his 
hair powdered, breeches, and Hessian boots. Change; to Cheltenham, Henry Charlton, with his four dark 
browns, took charge of the ribbons - a fine old whip, quite one of the old school; he lost an eye by the 
upset with the opposition coach running against him at Henley-on-Thames. On through Botley, 
Eynsham, to Staple Hall, Joseph Masters, Witney, 65 miles. Change; Minster Lovell, Burford, 72 miles. 
Change; by Sherborne, King’s Arms, Isaac Bay, Northleach, 81 miles. Change; Andoversford, 
Bowdeswell, to the Royal Hotel, Haines, Cheltenham, 94 miles. From Cheltenham to Hereford, left to 
Edward Fowles to perform the rest of the journey; ho was allowed to be one of the finest light-handed 
coachmen that ever took four horses in hand. On to Gloucester, 104 miles, Bell and White Hart Hotels. 
Change; on over the river, (through) Over to Huntley, 112 miles. Change; through Butley Cross to a hill 
called the Lea Line, skid on down a frightful(ly) twisting, dangerous descent, to the Lea, to Royal Hotel, 
Mr. Barrett, Ross, 121 miles. Change; cross the river Wye to Wilton, Peterstow, over Pitchers Common 
to Harewood End, Llandinabo, 127 miles. Last change; on to the Callow, skid and safe chain on down a 
very long incline, steep in places, and (with a) natural unevenness that made it exceedingly unpleasant; 
over the bridge into Hereford, to Mr. Bosley(’s) Hotel, 145 miles; 10 o’clock precisely - not bad work for 
the hilly country (on the) greatest part of the journey, particularly the last 30 miles: narrow roads, greatly 
overgrown with large, spreading trees, that made it very dark and damp at all times. Including all 
stoppages, the journey was accomplished in 15 hours. 

I once travelled from Hereford to London, on a pouring wet day, in the short space of 12 hours. My 

passengers consisted of four Members of Parliament, (who) took the whole of the coach expressly to 

reach London in tine for the opening of the House of Commons. 


