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FROM PORT TO PORT 1896-1946
Reminiscences by Francis S. Leslie

The description of the life of one who has been in the Port Wine trade for
over fifty years may be interest, and [ shall begin my memoirs from the time
[ left Glasgow in the autumn of 1898. I sailed in the old Royal Mail steamer La
Plata, a tramp compared with present-day luxury liners,.

There were only three other passengers on board. Mr Albert Ameida, who,
I believe, was also going out to Oporto for the first time and two lovely nurses
going out to South Africa.

Settling in

We called at Corunna and Vigo where the passengers went ashore, and
discmbarked at Leixdes, the port for Oporto, where I was conducted 1o a very
comfortable residential hotel atLec¢a da Palmeira, kept by aMiss Harris, a scion
of the old “Quarles Harris” brand which at that time had ceased, or practically
ceased, to exist.

I lived a very happy life there for some two or three years. In the summer
mornings we all used to bathe in the Atlantic rollers before going up to Oporto
some five or six miles distant. We again bathed on our return in the evenings.

On dark starlit nights, I and others went and speared fish in the Leixoes
harbour with Miss Harris’s brother, Reginald, and generally returned with sole,
some commoner fish or an occasional conger with which care had (o be taken
when landing in the boat, as they are vicious brutes and can give a very serious
hitc.

There are two or three things I remember of Leixdes. The sardine fishing
boats, the annual yachting regatta and the fact that the Atlantic gales continu-
ally carricd away the enormously strong sea walls of the harbour. The sardine
fleet came in practically every moming with the boats loaded to the gunwale
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with fish which were sold to dealers and fish wives immediately on landing,
and shortly the streets of Oporto were ringing with the shrill cry of Sardinhas
Jrescas. There is hardly a finer food than Portuguese sardines out of a tin, but
there 1s one exception - freshly caught sardines fried in oil. The Portuguese
themselves are very fond of this dish, but, as is the case in all countries, this
excellent and nourishing fish does not often appear on the better class houses
or hotel breakfast tables as it is considered too common.

During my early days in Oporto, there were yachting regattas from Leixoes
harbour. The King’s yacht and others came up from Lisbon and, to the best of
my recollection, boats came from Spain and elsewhere.

John Warre, of Silva & Cosens, and I had noticed a smaller boat lying on
the foreshore in rather dilapidated condition, it having been there for several
years. This was purchased, and entered for the smaller class race. We spent
many hours caulking up the seams and eventually launched our craft.

We competed in the race, but unfortunately the shorter course for the
smaller boats was badly marked, or not marked at all, with the result that we
found ourselves following the route set for the larger boats. As I was occupied
all the time baling out the boat, I did not notice that at one time we were
practically out of sight of land!

Our trip ended in running down the coast with a strong “nortada” gale
behind us, and we were just able to make the mouth of Leixdes harbour, where
our noble craft sank. Luckily an ancient paddle tug boat called the “Veloz”
belonging to Charles Coverley and Co. was near at hand and they rescued the
crew of two. The unfortunate part was that our cargo of lunch and some
excellent bottles of port are still lying at the bottom of the harbour unless some
Hun submarine commander looking for oil during this or the previous war came
in and was lucky enough to replenish his liquid stores with the “oil” we had
provided for the day on the Atlantic ocean.

‘Where roofs let in the sun

Eventually I joined two other men of the colony in keeping house in villa
Nova de Gaya (sic) before moving into a charming but very weather-beaten
house in Oporto with a wooden ceiling in the dining room which I shared with
another bachelor (Jim Morgan of Morgan Bros.) You can imagine the state of
the house when on one of his periodical visits to Oporto, my father noticed the
sun shining through holes in the wooden ceiling and the tiles of the roof.

We had kind friends who issued a general invitation to my co-householder
and myself to dine every Sunday as long as we were in Opotto, and the climax
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came when we returned one night in a deluge of rain to find pails and other
receptacles all over the floors of our bedrooms and our beds removed by our
servant to the /oja, or earth floored cellar. We thought it was time we moved,
and were lucky enough to find another small but charming house with a garden
overlooking the river Douro. We lived very happily in the Rua do Golgotha
until one of us took up his residence in Scotland and the other in England.

Paradise on £ 100 per annum

Before I become more Port Wine minded, I should like to mention what an
cxcellent life a young fellow led in Oporto in those days. I had a house and a
faithful female servant who also kept the garden full of vegetables and flowers.
! could join the cricket, golf and rowing clubs, also The Oporto British Club
(social) and could occasionally go shooting, on an income of rather less than
£ 100 per annum. This income however, did notleave much of a balance for the
more serious church and hospital subscriptions, to which the various firms
subscribed on behalf of their employees.

In those days we had a very fine and highly respected British Colony. I only
nced to mention such household names as Charlic Wright (Crofts); Johnny
Tcage (Cockburns); F. Blake (Sandeman); Amyas Warre (Silva and Cosens);
(“abel Roope (Hunt, Roope Teage and Co.); Johnny Murat (Warre and Co.);
Francis Croft (Croft and Co.); Frank Yeatman (Taylors); Frank Guimaraens
(Fonseca); James A. Yates (Grahams); and many others. Of these very few are
feft, but there is a saying about there being as good fish in the sea....

No wonder the Portuguese clinched bargains between themselves by
siaying Palavra do Inglez with such fine men in the British colony.

British prestige

I neced only give one instance to show the high esteem in which the British
( 'vlony was held. One could go into any jeweller’s shop without being known
i take very valuable articles on approval without leaving a deposit or even
one's name.

Then came the trippers from Liverpool, some of whom were not quite of the
sane standing, and they came in rather a curious way. In those days the large
passenger liners of a certain shipping company running to South America
tound that most of their passengers embarked at Lisbon and that the ship was
running practically empty from Liverpool to Portugal and vice versa, so they
mivertised a trip of two weeks to Sunny Portugal at very cheap fares. The
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trippers went out in one steamer and returned by another after spendin gafew
days in Portugal.

I well remember having lunch in a Portuguese restaurant in Oporto when
a crowd of these people, who had probably never been abroad in their lives
before, came in and started making disparaging remarks, in loud voices, about
“foreigners”. AfterawhileIcould stand itno longer, so I went over to their table
and pointed out that they and myself were the only foreigners in the restaurant
and that although T had lived in the country for some years, I still considered
thatT was a foreigner living as a guest (and earning my living) in their charming
country.

I'believe the advertisement of a trip to sunny Portugal had eventually to be
withdrawn when one tripper threatened action against the shipping company
as he had not had one glimpse of the sun from the time he embarked to the day

of his return. I understand the shipping company were advised to refund the
whole of his passage money!

Bubonic Plague

Again recalling the strapping well-built and sometimes very handsome
sardine women reminds me of the country women who came from long
distances in the early hours of the morning with vegetables and fruits in long
shallow baskets on their heads. The basket generally contained the fruit at one
end, their wooden shoes, which they practically never wore, and a baby at the
other end. The wise housewife was well advised not to buy two things from
these baskets when the articles were in season - strawberries and lettuces.

In the hot strawberry season it was not an uncommon sight to see the women
stop at a public fountain, fill their mouths with water and thus keep the
strawberries fresh with a well directed spray. They were careful not to wet their
shoes or run the risk of chilling their babies.

As for lettuces, it was common practice 1o encourage the growth of the
plants with a very undesirable liquid, and the eating of these luscious-looking
salads accounted for the frequent cases of typhoid fever in Portugal. The wise
householders grew their own lettuce, and even then, they had to give their
gardeners strict instructions not to improve the quality and size of their plants
by watering them with the slops, etc. from the house.

I remember reading in the world press of those days that the city of Oporto
was considered to be the most unhealthy city in Europe; no wonder, when the
drainage was of the most primitive nature. What drainage there was consisted
of a trench down the middle or at the side of the street, covered by large slabs
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of flat stone between which, if one cared to look, you saw liquid filth and
cnormous rats - the smell being awful.

Eventually, when there was a very serious outbreak of bubonic plague and
people died like flies, the authorities decided that something had to be done.
They gave a British firm the contract to install the latest and most up-to-date
drainage system all over the city, an enormous and costly job, as Oporto is built
on solid rock which necessitated blasting to a depth of many feet. I believe that
when the contractors began this work they pointed out to the authorities that the
contract should be extended to include the connecting of the house drainage to
(he new system, but this they were not prepared to do at that time, with the result
that the pipes and large cleansing apparatus were there for many ycars without
heing fully utilised. It was only after many years had passed that the house pipes
were connected to the main system, causing all the streets to be opened up again
and more blasting.

The bubonic plague got so bad, and therc were so many deaths, that a
cordon of soldiers was placed around the city and no one was allowed in or
out, except by sea. Country produce was deposited outside the barrier, and
those in the city brought it in. this continued for some time until the authorities
installed a disinfecting installation at the railway stations and at all exits from
the city.

It was then necessary for anyone wishing to leave Oporto to obtain an exit
permit and to report daily to the medical authorities wherever one went.

During this period a party of us wished to break the monotony by going to
shoot partridge and snipe at a place called Pombal, about haliway between
Oporto and Lisbon. Somehow we all got permits and successfully passed
ourselves, luggage, guns, etc., through the horribly-smelling disinfecting
installation at Villa Nova de Gaya. Then at Pombal we were faced with having
to report to the medical authorities every day for inspection at mid-day, just
when the cacadores who were to join us said “the birds would be sitting on the
¢nd of our guns.”

One of the party, an Irishman, who knew his Portuguese, said he would put
thatright, and did somost successfully by calling on the mayor, doctor and local
authorities and inviting them to dine the night of our arrival. After having given
them a large meal and filled them with our finest Port wine he made a most
amusing speech and told them of our predicament, and hinted that the Oporto
authorities were narrow minded and pernickety. He knew his men and also that
the people of the south were jealous of the north. Our new friends promptly
signed the inspection for two weeks, although we were only staying for three
days. I cannot remember what the sequel was when we returned to Oporto and
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handed in the paper showing that had been inspected every day for ten days
during which we might still have developed the disease.

When I returned to this country from Portugal, my only relic of that visit to
Pombal was a large yellow “disinfected” label on my gun case. This label was
still on the case when I fell to a good offer for the gun.

There were many other amusing incidents during the epidemic, but it will
suffice to mention one other.

Douro via France

The plague and the restrictions on movement from the city, except by sea,
started some time before the 1899 vintage was due to commence, but neverthe-
less it was absolutely cssential for the heads of the Port Wine Trade to proceed
(o the Douro to make arrangements with the farmers, etc. To overcome this
difficulty a member of the British Colony had a brilliant idea. He embarked on
acargo steamer from Oporto to London and thence overland to Portugal by rail
through France and Spain, having arranged for a conveyance to meet him at a
Spanish station just short of the Portuguese frontier. He was thus able to arrive
in the Douro before the vintage was due to commence.

He was wise to detrain in Spain, as the authorities had somehow heard of
hiis brainwave and the guards had instructions to watch all trains for his arrival
at the Portuguese frontier.

What a risk he ran of being put in a dirty bug-ridden prison, where his
Iricnds in the Douro would have had to carry out the usual practice at that time,
of bringing him food. It might not have amused any but the local populace to
sce him letting down a basket on a string through the barred, but unglazed,
windows of his enforced residence.

The authorities in Lisbon, however, at last grasped the fact that the Douro
Vintage would be ruined if those who knew how to make the winc were
detained in Oporto, and, in consequence, permission was reluctantly given for
the heads of the Port Wine firms to go up under the aforementioned restric-
tons. To the best of my recollection, the others arrived in the Douro shortly
atter the much travelled member of the trade, but they had the satisfaction of
having travelled only 50 or 60 miles, whereas our friend journeyed over 2,000
nniles by sca and rail to make certain he would be in time for the vintage.
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Newfoundland Port and Port over Starboard

There is a certain Port Wine firm who originally, | believe, shipped sun-
dried Newfoundland codfish to Portugal, where it was, and still is when they

nowadays.

The shipping of Port Wine to Newfoundland reminds me of 3 very
interesting occurrence during the 1914-1918 War. We shipped a considerable
Quantity of very fine Port Wine by sailing ship for g world-famous wine
merchant in Bristol. The ship, I believe, was sunk by enemy action, but after

Un fortunately the quality marks had been obliterated by the sea and the only
way they knew it was our wine was by our brand on the head of the cask. In any
case, we probably would not have been able (o send an Cxact match, and could
hardly have been expected to experiment by immersin g casks in the sea for
many morths,

WhenIwentoverto Holland shortly after the war ] was shown a photograph
of the public sales on the Dutch dunes by a man who had bought some of the
wine. He also showed me the wine, which was excellent,

Whata tribute to our casks to be able to withstand the buffetin g of the waves
for so long without any penetration whatsoever of the salt water.

From then until the commencement of this Jast war, [ looked forward to my
yearly visits to Holland, This friend always had a bottle of the wine ready to be
tasted whenever [ called on him with our Dutch agent.

It is a rather curious coincidence, but since writing about the casks landing
in Holland during the 1914-1918 war, a friend of mine in Edinburgh lent me a
book called “Two Discourses” by Walter Charleton, published in 1675, the 2nd
Discourse being “The Mysterie of Vintners”, delivered to The Royal Society
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ing i v f the
Asscmbled in Gresham College. The following is an extract of part o
lecture as given in 1664:

Butof always of hastening the Clarificati(.m and Ripening of V\:ZZ ;Z:ne (s):nolz
to me to be either more easie, or more innoxu?us, than that bormcenturYT e o
the Ancients by the Lord Chancellor Bacon in his Sylva S}{lvaljur(ljl(;wn R,
is by putting the Wine into vessels well stoPpedta?d:;;ttn;i ;imon e of e
concile this Experiment to ¢
Anc]iselxlltt }:(:1: Ii:(?clller‘jlz :)ef keeping Wine in the Must a v.vhol;a year about, only by
sinking the Cask for 30 or 40 days, in a Well or deep River?

i large
The aforementioned Port Wine firm who shipped Et\l;e baca)li;ibé 161;2 rz; ye%:u
i i th of Portugal (Vianna
' in a beautiful old town in the nor \ e
:ltzr:ie::d of the firm, Cabel Roope, invited a party of thirteen to g((; uI[I>1 ;lllle(r) o
Clhristmas and New Year. It was most enjoyable, but the place did s

strongly odoriferous bacalhau.

Woodcock shooting at Christmas.

On Christmas Day one of the fixed sports was for .tl?e n:)e:l :f [tl;ec ;;itli'];z
go after the rare woodcock (in that districlt), the expedition g
i in and Portugal. _
- mf(:)f:ro llllgftrsz;tg\lliee?hsorr):::s on which some of the party enjoyed rlille.:ma:ll (1)1‘;3
the countryside in the Minho district. .To shgw how woell‘;l(()rf)(t)hxz s
ted the firm was, I need only mention 011‘e instance. On poo i
Lo et all ford near which was a foot bridge where half a dozen ¢ -
wore ol 'Sm Suddenly they stopped their game and the very smallles: }(;ln t
ot e :h horse as they were crossing the ford and solemnly said, “Hunt,
Roope. Teage d Companhia”. She was quite correct, as our host was on the
FOE) Eg}jeezfg EI; was then, I believe, the sole owner of the co;i f1s;1Plz)L;\:1\1;,ei;sé
® A y (i oodly quantity o
O ‘Ilset(lll::o t::reol??hsft: (;)tl:gsufeogijea;)lli;iuddiyncgl and (.:ve.rything else
ot OP?;‘Q- f?:ctedyand when it came to the table it was met with joy and lo;ui
hadlmuzz tllilencheerfl,llness was short lived. Those who partoo}( 'of a moufthmzt
ilrill)l 2till ;ecollect the awful taste of the Christmas piéce de résistance o
panIlJCUIliirlyft:l?Zenonnously large and fat grape-fed turkey c?me direct from It]l:i
Dourgcwitillout having to pass through Oporto, so the festive season was

entirely spoilt.
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Asl
POrtugalslf:)yr, ;h:;e wzs a goodly supply of Port Wine; one only need to live in
Ty short time to find out that as lon . .
is i § as the fi i
world is in abundance the food does not so much mitter mestwinedn the

Tobacco Smuggling

When I first went out, there were hard]

an .. . .
cargo stoamn et y any but British ships in the river,

rigszti rleg;l;llz:r geekly sailing to London and Liverpool with

que oL, Hill, Dublin, Leith, Glasgow, and oth

;najorlty pf these ships not only carried Port Wine to this c’:ountry bt heales
'r0111 ght fat cattle, Plt props and fruit. The Captains made a good th

;ﬁtt e as Fhey recetved one milrei (about 4s.) for every head of
tve. This accounted for most of the beasts arriving safely

but they also
ing out of the
cattle landed

climate in Portugal.

Before Ileft Porty gal there
wererather fewer British ships callin
but ;lllere were many German, Swedish, Norwegian and Dputch saOporto
o :((jacrl(l: wefre no.quays for the ships to lie alon gside, so they had (0 anchor in
eof theriver, all cargo bein g taken off and put on board from lighters

ever!

Floods of 1899

Occasi .
Ccastonally the melting snow on the Spanish plateaux caused the river

Dourot i i
0 flood and overflow its banks. I witnessed one of these from our house
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in Villa Nova de Gaya, which overlooks the whole of the river. It was a
luscmating but sad sight to see the steamers and sailing ships pulling and
swinging at their anchors, the steamers’ propellers going all out in an endeav-
vur to counteract the flood. The crews worked hard to save their vessels and it
wis only after they saw these were doomed did they give up and were hauled
on shore by ropes or breeches buoy. Eventually a great many of the ships were
swept down by the flood to be wrecked on one or another bank of the river, or
on (he sandbank at the mouth of the Douro. A few ships were lucky enough to
he swept out to sea and, if by chance the crew were still on board, they ran the
ship (o Leixdes harbour, some three miles up the coast.

Those who recollect the great floods in 1899 will remember the Leith boat
sinking in the river and how an enterprising Portuguese foundry firm bought
her two years later. They removed the mud from the inside and outside of the
ship and put her more or less in order. It was after that she ran to Bristol and as
she coincided with a trip I wished to make to Looe in Cornwall, I booked my
passage on her. There were two incidents [ remember of that voyage.

We had got well into the Bay of Biscay when a howling easterly galc arose
and the Captain decided to run back to shelter in a bay rather north of Finisterre
in case we foundered.

Itis said thatitis an ill wind that blows nobody any good. Up to then we had
heen living on salt “tack”, but when we did eventually get away from the bay
onc could hardly move about the small ship without a large fish slapping you
on the face. There were trawlers also sheltering from the gale and we had sent
a boat alongside with a pound tin of tobacco (then 2s 6d) and she nearly sank
with the amount of fish she brought back.

The Captain had two friends from Oporto on board, a young man and his
sister, They only place we could sit was on the very narrow seat at each end of
the bridge, and then two could not sit alongside unless they were of areasonable
size. This continued the whole voyage of 10 or 11 days. Weeks afterwards I
heard that both my fellow passengers had developed smallpox the day after we

arrived in Bristol.
Regular cargo service

An experience [ had during the 1914-1918 war made me feel very homesick
for Oporto. I was on my way to Mesopotamia with reinforcements to the 1st
Batt. Highland Light Infantry and as were up the Shat-el-Arab to Basra I saw
the funnel of a steamer with the familiar Ellerman markings long before we
could see the hull of the ship, the funnel being many yards higher than the masts.
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I there and then offered and eventually won, a bet from a fellow officer that the
ship’s name was either Oporto or Tagus and sure enough I was correct.
These ships had been on the regular cargo service from Oporto to Liverpool
?111 the years I resided in Portugal and their funnels had been lengthened to
increase the draught to the engine room. My ancient friend the SS Oporto must
have been sold to some Eastern potentate and had probably fallen to carrying
dates. I wondered if the aroma of her old cargo made the dates more tasty!

More shooting

I mentioned shooting. We used to have very fine snipe shooting in the rice
fields and swamps which lay to the south of Oporto. I think the record was when
Bertie Kendall of Robertson Bros. and I gotover 80 birds in one day. We started
badly and had less than a dozen by lunch time. The rest of the bag was obtained
during the afternoon when we moved to a part where they werc swarming.

We had a most extraordinary experience on this occasion. Havin ghad such
poor sport during the morning, we decided to have lunch whilst the boatmen
were rowing us across a large inland lake to another part of the marshes where
we fortunately found large numbers of birds.

When we were having lunch, and in about the centre of the lake, one of the
boatmen suddenly shouted in Portuguese, “There comes a snipe!”, and sure
enough, we saw a snipe hovering alongside and eventually settling on the bows
of the boat. As soon as the first shot was fired the boatmen jabbed themselves
with a fork and it was sometimes quite embarrassing to be shown the place they
had selected as proof of the dastardly crime.

This practice got so bad that quail shootin g had practically to be abandoned.

Down to business

It is now time to touch on the subject of Port Wine, Port Wine Lodges and
the Douro, although things have not altered very much during these fifty years.

When I first went out, my principal job was in the offices at the Wine Lodge
in Villa Nova de Gaya, but it was not long before I was helping to superintend
the making up of blends in the Wine Lodges, examining the wines before
shipment and checking the marks of the casks before leaving for embarkation.,
I always preferred the shipments to the countrics which imported the wine in
pipes. It was a very monotonous job preparing and examining the hundreds of
quarter-casks and octaves we used to ship to USA and Canada in the spring and
autumn of those years. I eventually did a considerable amount of tasting,

90

blending and preparing shipments for export and at the same time supervising
¢verything connected with the making of the casks in the cooperage.

We were always sending samples to various markets and a recording
simple of each was retained and numbered in the cellars for reference purposes.
‘I'here was also a sample kept of every shipment made to customers all over the
world.

When a repeat order was received the sample of the last shipment to the
particular customer was sent for and an exact match had to be made up in the
tasting room, due allowance being made for the length of time since the last
shipment was made.

All these samples were retained for at least three years. They were then
disgorged and blended in a cask marked “Ajuntas de Garrafeira”, and a very
fine blend they made.

The wines in the lodges are kept to mature in large vats and lodge casks. It
was my business to examine these wines with other experts and to issue orders
for them to be blended from time to time, thus keeping our Shipping lotes and
Lodge Blends up to a regular standard of style, quality, colour, etc.

When a blend had to be made the lodgemen drew the wine off into large
canecas which they carried to the place where the blend was being made, and
I never got tired of seeing the purple liquid of the grape being poured into the
receptacle from which it ran into the casks or vats.

You might imagine that there must be a great amount of Port Wine
consumed by the lodgemen, but this was not the case.

The wise owners of lodges always had, on tap for the men, a supply of fine
red “Consumo”, or unfortified wine, of which they are very fond and which is
issued at certain hours. Any man found drinking the Port, or showing signs of
having done so, got short shift, but fortunately there were very few culprits if
the “Consumo” was good.

It is not my intention to make this too technical, and for those who wish to
study that side of Port Wine I can strongly recommend such books as “Port” by
Andre L. Simon (Constable) and “Port From the Vine to the Glass” by Geoffrey
M. Tait (Harper & Co.), both of which should, in my opinion, be reprinted for
the good of the trade.

I remember a delegation arriving from South Africa to Portugal in the early
days of the my life in Oporto. The members of this delegation were shown every
hospitality, were taken up the Douro and left for their own country with cuttings
of the Douro vines and samples of the soft schistous soil, oleaginous to the
touch. One had rather an impression that these gentlemen thought we were
fools to show them so much, but, to revise a well-known proverb, “the proof
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of the wine is in the drinking”. Where else in the world will you get the Douro
cllplate, the wonderful terraces climbing up the mountain sides and the peculiar
501‘1? The Douro cannot have any fear that Port Wine or anything as fine as Port
Wine can be made in other parts of the world.

Soil and climate

.The only vine district I know which slightly resembles the Douro is the

I;Ifllpe, tE)ut th.ere thfe soil and climate are different, and, having, as in South
rica fine wines of their own 4 i
i o tymes of wine. , they do not even attempt to make anything but

Dt.Jring my long experience in the Wine Trade I have met many a good
colonial wine, but never anything that has the slightest resemblance to the
wonderful production from the Douro district.

EVﬁI} in the Douro, as in every other country, there are superlative, good
and med}ocrc wines. Between the railway line and river Douro, there aroaz often
flat portions of land where grapes grow in far greater profusion than on the
terrace§ on the hillsides. These so-called ladeiros are practically covered every
year with muddy soil carried down from Spain in the winter floods, and
althoggh the roots of the vines are in the schistous soil of the Douro, this ;)ver-
dressing of mud most certainly affects the quality of the grape. In coﬁsequence
the production is greater, but the quality of the wine suffers. ,

Call Birds

Tused to shoot a lot with Arthur Dagge of Van Zellers, and could tell many
good stories of our experiences, butone connected with the Douro will suffice

He had a great many friends amongst the Douro farmers, and they likf;
ourselves, appreciated his great abilities. He could do anything with a h’orse
and was a fine shot and excellent and always cheerful companion excep;
perhaps on this one expedition. One Spring he invited me to join him (;n a visit
to a Douro farmer friend and 1 jumped at the suggestion as I had never been in
those parts at that time of year. We drove from Regoa, the largest town in the
Douro, and arrived late in the evening knowing full well that we would have
to face an excellent but enormous meal cooked by the farmer’s good wife. A
caldo da galinha, bacalhau, probably a leitdo, a meat dish and innumerai)le
S\yeet dishes accompanied by a consumo and of course finishing up with Vinho
Fino from the farmer’s own vineyard. We enjoyed the soup, but looked rather
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askance at the dish which followed. It consisted of a huge omelette surrounded
with a large number of small hard-boiled eggs. The farmer, seeing our looks,
hurried to explain that knowing we were such keen cagadores he had sent out
his men that morning to collect partridge €ggs, as he though we had probably
never tasted them before. We did not dare to ask what the omelette itself
consisted of;, we might have been even more distressed.

I am glad to say thata universal practice of these times has become illegal
and has practically ceased, with the results that there are now many more of
(hose beautiful red-legged birds in the Douro. Whenever one rode through a
village in those good old days, one saw large numbers of partridges in small
wicker cages which the local people carried to the sunny wine terraces where
their “call birds” immediately began their song and eventually most the wild
birds within hearing distance would settle round the cage. When sufficient
birds had accumulated, there was a loud report and proud cagador returned to
his village full of joy with most of the poor confiding birds of the district tied

round his waist.
Foreign Agents

Some years before 1 left Oporto for our Headquarters in Scotland I
started to visit our Agents and customers in the British Isles and on the
Continent. I would leave Oporto early in February and be away three to four
months.

The first visit would probably be to Ireland where we have always been
lucky to have a popular and very active Agent. He and I would visit the various
firms in Dublin and the larger country towns in Ireland, where we sold the very
finest of wines - in much the same the tea merchants used to say that the traders
in the west of Ireland bought the very best and most expensive teas.

In those days we travelled by rail on the hard and very uncomfortable
wooden third-class carriage seats and as the trains were very slow we fre-
quently spent many hours on the journey. At night the only illumination was
by very poor and inefficient oil lamps.

When going, say, to Sligo we travelled all nightand to pass the weary hours
my friend, our Agent, would look along the train at Westland Row Station for

kindred pals and as soon as the train started out came the candle ends. These
were fixed on the window ledges, arug and cards were produced and we played
solo whist until arrival at our destination.

After Ireland, to Scotland, where I was at home, and then to England and
the Continent. In Berlin I called on Ribbentrop’s firm with a view to their
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undertaking our Agency. I am thankful to say that they already represented
another Port Wine firm, otherwise I might also have received a letter from a
German “Champagne” magnate to ask if his son could join our firm!

I was in Munich when the King of Portugal and his son were murdered. I
had signed the visitors’ book on my arrival in the evening, giving my address
in Portugal, and I thought the hall porter was joking when he told me the news
next morning.

In those early days our senior partner in Oporto decked himself in an
astrakhan coat and hat and thick clothing for his annual visits to Scandinavia
and Russia, where we had very large and valuable connections. There were
many large buyers both in Norway and Sweden who only took the bestof wines,
and others in Russia who chiefly bought White Port Wine. The Russian orders
were for hundreds of pipes a year of this class of wine. Several firms in St.
Petersburg, Moscow and other parts very quantities yearly and often twice a
year. They loved a light straw coloured Port in which one large and important
British firm of those days specialized.

How I should like to send a few dozen of that fine old style of White Port
Wine to those who are nowadays making world conditions rather difficult. You
will understand how I believe in good Port Wine as a mediator when I suggest
that such a present might help to smooth out the entire European question.

I cannot finish without mentioning Scandinavia again. Eventually I suc-
ceeded my senior partner when he retired from visiting these countries but I
never went to Russia as all shipment to that country had come to a complete
end by that time.

It is an interesting fact that they generally drink their Vintage Ports long
before we consider them fit to drink in the British Isles and I am personally of
the opinion that they are correct. In this I may be prejudiced as I like a young
Vintage wine and I think many people would agree on this point if they had
tasted 1927 in Stockholm and in 1937 and 1938 as I have done. This wine was
silky and seemed to have matured in bottle in a manner eminently suitable to
the environment.

I voice my personal opinion in regard to Vintage Ports. I love a fine old
vintage like 1908, 1912 or 1924, but I do not despise a much younger wine and
to like such a wine has very great advantages.

Nowadays when the average man does not sit down and finish a bottle at a
sitting, and may be dining out for a couple of nights before he can finish the
decanter, he might find the delicious 1908 or 1912 had gone a bit flat and lost
its fine “nose”, whereas I found a younger Vintage quite as good to drink three
or four days after it was opened.
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Also, of course, few may be able to find the where-with-all with which to

keep Vintage wines for so long when duty, etc. on spirits and wines are so
cxorbitant.

Itis in everyone’s interest that freedom of trade should be re-established as

soon as possible as the present day Quota isnotin the interest of those whq look
upon their business with pride. None of us like to be forced to dole out wine as

it it were a patent medicine. Another danger is that owing to the sh(;)rtagtz (::f
stock and great demand the wine often cannot be handleq to be best a .\;an ! feé
It is now quite a common practice to fine and bottle the wmg assoonasi 1arr \
in this country, whereas it should have a reasonable rest in bond after eavnig
a hot climate and probably having suffered from a rougt? voyage. ’Fhe t(l)ln y
saving feature is that the shortage results in quick consumption, otherw1sehei:1rz
might be trouble. I have seen such trouble occur eyen b§fore the W;r w ona
Wine Merchant thought he was running short for h}s Chr1§unas and éwal e y
trade - ordered in the Autumn, fined and bottled gnmedmtely on am;f Enn
then complained to the Shipper that although tl}e wine was candle bright whe
bottled it had turned “sick’” after a short time in the bo‘tﬂ.& .

It will be quite evident from the foregoing remlnlscences that " a\I:
cnjoyed my life in the Port Wine Trade, and I should like to CXteFldd mz nagnd
to our Agents and my friends in all market§ for the gregt consideratio! ’
kindness I have always experienced at their hands during my many years
connection with a very interesting and delightful trade.
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Francis Stewart Leslie left Oporto in 1908. He w.as C'hairman oti
Graham’s from 1948 until 1965, the year of his death. This artlc.le was first
published in the National Guardian and has been kindly supplied to us by
his family.
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