
Albert Pond’s Underground Diary.
by Rob John.

London. December 2nd 1862. 

This morning as usual I was trudging down Oxford Street on me way to 
work. It was ‘orrible...freezin’...raining...I was soaked to the skin. ‘Or-
rible. Oxford Street’s one of the biggest streets in London but its full 
of ‘oles and puddles and muck left by them ‘orses. It stinks if you re-
ally want to know the truth. Stinks of coal smoke and mud and yeah the 
muck left by them ‘orses. An’ crowds of people? You never seen such 
crowds. 

Every day I ‘ave to make this ‘orrible journey. Every day I ‘ave to walk 
the four miles from our rooms in Paddington to my job at the Bank of 
England. 
I’m just a bank messenger. Don’t earn very much. That’s why I ‘ave to 
walk to work.
‘When I first got the job I thought I might use the tram go to work.
‘Albert Pond you are not travelling on trams,’ said my wife, Carrie. ‘We 
can’t afford trams. You’ll have to walk. Walking’s good for you. It’ll get 
you fit.’
I don’t know about getting fit. Got a terrible cough from all the smoke in 
the city, me feet ache from morning till night, I freeze in the winter an’ 
half boil to death in the summer. Takes me an hour an a ‘alf to walk there 
in the morning an nearly two hours to get home through the crowds at 
night. I tell you this journey to work’s killin’ me. 

January 26th 1863. 

Well Christmas’s been and gone and it’s still freezing in Oxford Street but 
the big news is I ain’t got to walk to work no more. They’ve opened this 
new railway see. A railway what runs from Paddington where I live all the 
way to Farringdon near where I work. An’ guess what? The trains on this 
new Metropolitan Railway line ain’t out in the open air like normal trains. 
These trains go under the ground.
It’s true. My mate Charlie Booth went on it. Says he went from Pad-
dington to Farringdon in eighteen minutes. Only cost a penny. Eighteen 
minutes! ‘Well that’s it,’ I said to meself. ‘That’s what I‘m doing. No more 
aching feet. No more smelly crowded streets. It’s the underground rail-
way for me from now on.’
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January 27th 1863. 

This evening I told Carrie about the underground railway. I thought she’d 
be pleased.
‘Albert Pond, you aint using that train,’ she said.
‘Why not?’ I said.
‘It ain’t natural. You can’t just dig ‘oles under London and drive trains 
through ‘em,’ said Carrie.
‘Thirty thousand people use it every day,’ I said. 
‘Charley Booth’s been on it,’ I said.
‘If Charley Booth wants to get himself buried alive that’s his business,’ 
said Carrie. ‘But no husband of mine is going to. You understand Albert? 
Promise me you’ll never go on that train!

April 2nd 1863. 

Guess what. Last week I went to work on the underground train. Yes I 
know. I know I promised Carrie I wouldn’t but I just had to try it. Just the 
once. Just to see what it was like. So I bought a ticket and I went down 
the steps at Paddington...
…and got on the train. I was a bit scared to be honest but then a whistle 
blew...
...and we was off.
You should have heard the noise as we went into the tunnel. I thought 
me ‘ead was going to explode. The whole carriage was shaking and 
smoke was coming in through the windows and it felt for a minute like 
the end of the world. And then before I knew it, we was in Farringdon. I 
couldn’t believe it. In eighteen minutes we’d come right underneath the 
city with its traffic and trams an ‘orses an millions of people struggling to 
get along. 
Eighteen minutes. It was like magic. 
‘Course I didn’t do it just the once. Truth is I been using the underground 
every day since that first time. I ain’t doing any harm and it’s not like 
Carrie’s ever going to find out is she.

April 5th 1863. 

Carrie found out. Found a train ticket in me trouser pocket.
‘Albert Pond,’ she said. ‘You promised.’
‘I know I did, but look at me Carrie,’ I said. I ain’t tired all the time no 
more. Me cough’s cleared up, me shoes ain’t always covered in mud an’ 
horse muck, I get home from work earlier so I can help you round the 
house bit more and…’
She give me one of her looks. She didn’t say nothing but I could see what 
she was thinking.
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May 15th 1863. 

Today was Carrie’s birthday. I bought her a box of chocolates and some 
flowers and something else. Something inside an envelope.
‘What is it?’ she said.
‘Open it,’ I said.
She did. Inside the envelope was two first class tickets on the Metropoli-
tan Underground Railway.
‘On no Albert,’ she says ‘I ain’t going on that thing.’
But I was determined. I went and got her coat and her best hat and five 
minutes later we was walking down the road towards Paddington and she 
was still saying…
‘I aint goin’ on it. You can’t make me’
And she still was saying it as the train started...and then she just went 
quiet. Didn’t say nothing as the train went into the tunnel. Didn’t say 
nothing when we got out at Farrington. 
And she didn’t saying nothing while we was having tea and scones in Tat-
low’s Cafeteria on Benjamin Street.
‘I’m sorry,’ I said. ‘I won’t make you do that again. We’ll walk home.’
‘We most certainly will not.’ she said. ‘You brought me here on the under-
ground Albert Pond and you can take me home the same way. Where do 
we buy a ticket?’

And I smiled. And then I started laughing…an’ then we was both laugh-
ing and holding hands and...and we was still laughing and holding hands 
as the train roared under the streets of London and brought us home to 
Paddington.
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