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Introductory note from the Dickens Journal Online:

The Detective Branch of the Police was established in 1842 with two detectives attached to
each division of the force and two inspectors and six sergeants at headquarters in Scotland
Yard. Their role was primarily to prevent crime happening rather than to detect criminals
after the event, and their necessary contacts with the criminal world made them initially the
object of much public suspicion. A series of successful cases of tracking down perpetrators
of crime, culminating in the celebrated Manning murder case referred to here by Dickens (a
case in which nearly all the officers he is entertaining were directly involved), led to a
change in the public's attitude and this is reflected in the intensely admiring series of articles

Dickens published in HW. The first of these, by W.H. Wills, entitled 'The Modern Science of

Thief-taking', appeared on 13 July and compared the detective to a connoisseur of paintings
- he 'at once pounces upon the authors of the work of art under consideration, by the style
of performance'. Wills also asserts that detectives are 'so thoroughly well acquainted' with
the kind of criminals known as 'swell mobsmen' (clever confidence tricksters, superior
pickpockets, etc.) that 'they frequently tell what they have been about by the expression of
their eyes and their general manner' (HW, Vol. 1, pp. 369, 371).

In this follow-up article Dickens describes his entertainment at the journal 's office opposite
the Lyceum Theatre of a group of detectives from the Yard, giving them transparently

fictitious names.
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A DETECTIVE POLICE PARTY.

IN pursuance of the intention mentioned at
the close of a former paper on "The Modern
Science of Thieftaking." we now proceed to en-
deavour to convey to our readers some faint idea
of the extraordinary dexterity, patience, and in-
penuity, exercised by the Detective Poliee, That
our description may be as graphic as we oan
render it and may be perfectly reliable, we will
make it. so far 1= in us lies, a piece of plain troth.
And frst, we have to inform the reader how the
anecdotes we are about to communicate, camae
tooonr knowledge.

We are not by any means devout believers in
the (Old Bow-Street Police., Lo say the truth, we
think there was a vast amonnt of humbog aboat
those worthies. Apart from many of them be-
ing men of very indifferent charneter, and far
too mueh in the habit of consort ing with thieves

and the like, they never lost a public oceasion of

Jobbing and trading in mystery and making the
most of themselves. Continnally puffed besides
by incompetent magistrates anxions to conceal
their own deficiencies, and hand-in-glove with
the pennyv-a-liners of that time, they beeame a
sort of superstition. Although as a Preventive
Police they were utterly ineffective. and as a De-
tective Police were very loose and uncertain in
t heir operations, they remain with some people,
a superstition to the present day.

On the other hand, the Detective Foree or-
pamsed sinee the establishment of the sxsting
Police. 1= so well chosen and trained. proceeds
so systematically and guietly, does its business
in =ueh g workman-like manner. and 15 alwavs

so calmly and steadily enpaped in the serviee of

the public, that the public really do not know
enoigh of it to know a tithe of s usefulness.
lmpressed with this conviction, and interested
in the men themselves, we represented to the
ant horities at Scotland Yard, that we shonld be
glad. if there were no official objection, to have
some talk with the Detectives. A most oblig-
ing and ready permission being given, a certain

evening was appointed with a certain Inspec-
tor for a social conference between ourselves
and the Detectives, at our COffice in Welling-
ton Street. Strand. London. 1o consequence of
which appointment the party "came of." which
we are about to describe. And we beg to re-
peat that, avoiding such topics as it might for
obwious reasons be injurions to the public, or
disagreeable to respectable individuals, to touch
upon in print. our deseription is 85 exact as we
an make i,

Ihe reader will have the goodness to imagine
the Sapctum =anctornm of Household Words,
Anvthing that best suits the reader's fanoy, will
best represent that mapgnificent chamber.  We
merely stipulate for a round table in the mid-
dle, with some plasses and cigars arranged upon
it; and the editorial sofa elegantly hemmed in
between that stately piece of furniture and the
wall.

It i= a sultry evening at dusk. The stones of
Wellington Street are hot and gricty, and the
watermen and hacknev-coachmen at the The-
atre opposite, are much flushed and agpravated.
Carringes are constantly setting down the peo-
ple who have come to Fairy- Land: and there is
amighty shouting and bellowing every now and
then, deafening us for the moment, through the
open windows,

Just at dusk, Inspectors Wiekl and Stalker are
announneed: but we do not undertake to war-
rant the orthopraphy of any of the names here
mentioned. Inspector Wield presents Inspector
Stalker. Inspector Wielkl s a middle-aged man
of a portly presence, with a larpe, moist. know-
ing eyve. a husky voiee. and a habit of empha-
sising his conversation by the aid of a corpulent
fore-finger. which is constantly in juxta-position
with his eyes or nose.  Inspector Stalker is a
shrewd. hards headed Scotchman—in appear-
ance not at all uolike a very acate, thoronghlv-
trained schoolmaster, from the Normal Estab-
lishment at Glasgow., Inspector Wield one
might have known, perhaps. for what he is



Inspector Stalker, never.

I'be ceremonies of reception over, lnspec-
tors Wield and  Stalker observe that they
have brought =ome  serpeants  with  them.
Uhe sergeants are presented—five in mumber,
Serpeant Dornton, Sergeant Witchem. Sergeant
Mith, Serpeant Fendall, and Sergeant St raw.
We have the whole Detective Foree from Scot-
land Yard with one exception. They sit down
in a semi-circle (the two lnspectors at the two
ends) at a little distance from the round table,
facing the editorial sofa. Every
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man of them. in a glance, immediately takes
an inventory of the furniture and an accurace
sketeh of the editorial presence. The Editor feels
that any gentleman in company could take him
up. if need should be, without the smallest hes
itation, twenty vears hence.

I'he whole party are in plain clothes, Sergeant
Dornton. about fifty vears of age. with a roddy
face and a high sun-bornt forehead. has the awr
of one who has been a Sergeant in the army—~he
might have sat to Wilkie for the Soldier in the
Reading of the Will, He is famons for steadily
pursuing the indoctive process, and., from small
beginnings, working on from cluoe to cloe nn-
til he baps his man. Sergeant Witchem. shorter
and thicker-set. and marked with the small pox.
has =omething of a reserved and thoughtful air.
as if he were engaged in deep arithmetical cal-
culations. He is renowned for his acquaintance
with the swell mob. Sergeant Mith, a smooth-
faced man with a fresh bright complexion. and
a strange air of simplicity, is o dab at hoose-
breakers. Sergeant Fendall, a light-haired ., well-
spoken, polite person, is a prodigions hand at
pursuing private inguiries of a delicate nature.
Straw. a little wiry Sergeant of meek demeanonr
and strong sense. wonld knock atoa door and
ask o series of guestions in oany mild character
vour chose to preseribe to him, from a charity-
boy upwards. and seem as innocent as an infant.

Uhey are, one and all, respectable-looking men:
of perfectly good deportment and nnusual in-
telligenee: with nothing lonnging or slinking in
their manners: with an air of keen observation,
and guick pereeption when addressed: and gen-
erally presenting in their faces. traces more or
loss marked of habitnally leading lives of strong
mental excitement.  Thev have all good eves;
and they all can. and they all do, look foll at
whomsoever they speak to.

We light the cigars. and bhand roand  the
glisses (which are very temperately used in-
desd). and the conversation begins by a mod-
est amatenr reference on the Editorial pare to
the swell mob. Inspector Wield immediately re-
moves his vigar from his lips, waves his right
hand. and savs, "Regarding the Swell Maob.
Sir, | can't do better than call upon Sergeant
Witchem. Beeanse the reason why? ' eell von.
Sergeant Witchem is better aeguainted with the
Swell Maob than any officer in London.”

Our heart leaping up when we beheld this
rainbow in the sky, we turn to Serjeant
Witchem. who very conciselyv, and in well- cho-
sen lanpguage. poes into the subject forthwith.
Meantime, the whole of his brother officers are
closely interested in attending to what he savs,
and observing its effect.  Presently they be-
gin to strike in, one or two together, when
an opportunity offers, and the conversation be-
comes peneral. But these brother ofbcers only
come in to the assistance of each other—not to
the contradiction—and a more amicable broth-
erhood there could not be. From the swell
mob, we diverge to the kindred topics of cracks-
men. fences, public- honse daneers, area-sneaks,
designing voung people who go oot "gonoph-
ing." and other "schools" to which our read-
ers have alveady been introdoced. 1t s observ-
able throughout these revelations, that lnspec-
tor Stalker. the Scotchman. s alwavs exact and
statistical. and that when any guestion of fig-
ures arises, everybody as by one consent panses,
and looks to him.



When we have exhansted the various schools
of Art—during which discussion the whole body
have remained  profoundly  attentive, except
when =ome unusual noise at the Theatre over
the wav, has induced some gentleman to glanee
inguiringly towards the window in that direc-
tion. behind his next neighbonr's back—wse buor-
row for information on such points as the fol-
lowing., Whether there really are any highway
robberies in London, or whether some cironm-
stanees not convenient to be mentioned by the
agprieved party, usually precede the robberies
complained of. under that bhead., which guite
change their character?  Certainly the latter,
almost alwavs,  Whether in the case of rob-
beries in houses, where servants are necessar-
ily exposed to doubt, innocence under sospi-
cion ever becomes so like guilt in appearance,
that a pood officer nesd be cantions how he
qudges it? Undoubtedly, Nothing & so0 com-
mon or deceptive as such appearances at first,
Whether in a place of public amusement ., a thief
knows an oficer. and an officer knows a thief,
supposing them, beforehand, stranger to each
other—because each recognises in the other, un-
cler all disguise. an inattention to what = going
on, and a purpose that is not the purpose of be-
ing entertained? Yes, That's the way exactly.
Whether it = reasonable or ridiculous to trost
to the alleged experiences of thieves as narrated
by themselves, in prisons, or penitentiaries. or
anvwhere?  In peneral. nothing more absored.
Lving is their habit and their trade; and they
would rather lie—even if they hadn't an inter-
est in it. and didn't want to make themselves
apreeable—than tell the trath.

From these topics, we glide into a review of

the most celebrated and horrible of the great
crimes that have been committed within the
[ast fifteen or twenty vears, The men engaged
in the discovery of almost all of them, and in
the pursuit or apprebension of the murderers,
are here, down to the very last instance. Une of
our guests gave chase to and boarded the Emi-

grant ship, in which the murderess [nst hanged
in London was supposed to have embarked. We
learn from him that his errand was not an-
nounced to the passengers, who may have no
ilen of it to this hour, That he went below,
with the captain, lamp in hand—it being dark.
and the whole steerape abed and seasick—and
engaped the Mres, Manning who was on board.
in i
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conversation abont her lmpgape, until she was,
with no small pains. indueed to raise her head.
and turn her face towards the light, Satisfed
that she was not the object of his search, he
guietly re-embarked in the Government steamer
alongside, and steamed home again with the in-
telligenee.

When we have sxhansted these subjects, too,
which oceupy a considerable time in the dis-
cussion, two or three leave their chairs, whis-
per sergeant Witchem, and resume their seats,
Serpeant Witchem., leaning forward a lictle, and
placing a hand on each of his legs. then mod-
estly speaks as follows:

"My brother-officers wish me to relate a little
aceonnt of my taking Tallv-ho Thompson., A
man oughtn't to tell what he has done himself
fant still. #= nobody was with me, and., conse-
quently, as nobody but myself ean cell ic, ' do
it in the best way | can, if it shoald meet voar
approval.”

We assure Sergeant Witchem that he will
oblige us very much, and we all compose our-
selves to lsten with great interest and attention.

"allv-ho Uhompson,” SVE Serpeant
Witchem, after merely wetting his lips with his
brandy-and- water, "Tallv-ho Thompson was
a famons horse-stealer, couper, and magsman.
Phompson, in conjunction with a pal that oe-
ecastonally worked with him. gammoned o coun-
trviman ount of g pood ronnd somoof money,
under pretence of getting him a situation—t he
regilar old dodge—and was afterwards in the



'Hue and Cry' for a horse  a horse that he
stole, down in Hertfordshive. | had to look af-
ter Thompson, and | applied myselt, of course,
in the first instance, to discovering where he
was. Now, Thompson's wife lived, along with
a little daughter, at Chelsea. Knowing that
Thompson was somewhere in the country, |
watched the house  especially at post-time in
the morning thinking Thompson was pretiy
likely to write to her. Sure enough, one morn-
ing the postman comes up, and delivers a letter
at Mrs. Thompson's door. Little girl opens
the door, and takes it in. We're not always
sure of postmen, though the people at the post-
offices are always very obliging. A postman
may help us, or he may not. just as it hap-
pens. However, | go across the road, and |
say to the postman, after he has lett the letter,
'Good morning! how are you?"How are you?'
says he. "You've just delivered a letter for Mis.
Thompson.” "Yes, | have." "You didn't happen
to remark what the post-mark was, perhaps?’
'No," says he, 'l didn't." "Come," says [, "I'll be
plain with you. ['m in a small way of busi-
ness, and [ have given Thompson credit, and |
can't afford to lose what he owes me. | know
he's got money, and | know he's in the counfry,
and if yvou could tell me what the post-mark
was, | should be very mmch obliged to you, and
yvou'd do a service to a tradesman in a small
way of business that can't aford a loss.""Well'
he said, 'l do assure you that | did not observe
what the post-mark was: all | know is, that
there was money in the letter 1 should say a
sovereign.” This was enough for me, hecause
of course | knew that Thompson having sent
his wife money, it was probable she'd write to
Thompson, by return of post, to acknowledge
the receipt. S0l said "T'hankee' to the postman,
and | kept on the watch. [n the afternoon | saw
the little girl come out. Of course | followed her.
She went into a stationer's shop, and | needn't
say to you that [ looked in at the window. She
bought some writing-paper and envelopes, and

a pen. | think to myself, "That'll do!"  watch
her home again - and don't go away, you may be
siure. knowing that Mrs. Thompson was writing
her letter to Tally-ho, and that the letter wounld
be posted presently. In about an hour or so,
out came the little girl again, with the letter
in her hand. | went up, and said something to
the child, whatever it might have been; but |
couldn't see the direction of the letter, becanse
she held it with the seal upwards. However, |
observed that on the back of the letter there
was what we call a kiss  a drop of wax by the
side of the seal and again, you understand,
that was enongh for me. 1| saw her post the
letter, waited till she was gone, then went into
the shop, and asked to see the Master. When
he came out, | told him, "Now, 'm an Officer in
the Detective Force:; there's a letter with a kiss
been posted here just now, for a man that 1'm
in search of; and what | have to ask of you, is,
that you will let me look at the direction of that
letter.” He was very civil took a lot of letters
from the box in the window shook 'em out
on the counfer with the faces downwards and
there among 'em was the identical letter with
the ki It was directed, Mr. Thomas Pigeon,
Post-Oftice, B . to he left "till called for.
Down I went to 3 (a bundred and twenty
miles or so) that night. Early next morning |
went to the Post-Office; saw the gentleman in
charge of that department; fold him who | was;
and that my object was to see, and track, the
party that should come for the letter for Mr.
Thomas Pigeon. He was very polite, and said,
"Wou shall have every assistance we can give
you; you can wait inside the office; and we'll
take care to let yon know when anybody comes
for the letter." Well, | waited there, three days,
and began to think that nobody ever would
come. At last the clerk whispered to me, 'Here!
Detective!  Somebody's come for the leiter!
'"Keep him a minute.” said [ and [ ran round to
the outside of the office. There | saw a young
chap with the appearance of an (Ostler, hold-




ing a horse by the bridle stretching the bridle
across the pavement, while he waited at the
Post-COffice Window for the letter. | began to
pat the horse, and that; and | said to the boy,
"Why, this is Mr. Jones's Mare!" 'No. It an't'
'Not' said 1. "She's very like Mr. Jones's Mare!"
'She an't Mr. Jones's Mare,
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anyhow." says he. " lt's Mr. So-and-5So's, of
the Warwick Arms." And up he jumped. and off
he went  letter and all. | got a cab, followed on
the box. and was so quick after him that [ came
into the stable-yard of the Warwick Arms, by
one gate, just as he came in by another. | went
into the bar, where there was a young woman
serving, and called for a glass of brandy-and-
water. He came in directly, and handed her the
letter. She casually looked at it, without saying
anything, and stuck it up behind the glass over
the chimney-piece. What was to be done next?

"I turned it over in my mind while | drank my
brandy-and-water (looking pretty sharp at the
letter the while), but | couldn't see my way out
of it at all. | fried to get lodgings in the house,
but there had been a horse-fair, or something of
that sort, and it was full. | was obliged to put up
somewhere else, but | came backwards and for-
wards to the bar for a conple of days, and there
was the letter, always behind the glass. At last |
thought I'd write a letter fo Mr. Pigeon myself,
and see what that would do. So | wrote one,
and posted it, but | purposely addressed it, My,
John Pigeon, instead of Mr. Thomas Pigeon,
to see what thet would do. In the morning (a
very wet morning it was) | watched the postman
down the street, and cuf into the bar, just be-
tore he reached the Warwick Arms. In he came
presently with my letter. 'ls there a Mr. John
Pigeon staying here?'No!  stop a bit though,'
says the barmaid; and she took down the letter
behind the glass. "NoJ says she, 'it's Thomas,
and ke is not staying here. Would you do me
a favor, and post this for me, as it is so wer?'

The postman said Yes; she folded it in another
envelope, directed i, and gave it him. He put
it in his hat, and away he went.

"] had no difficulty in finding out the direction
of that letter. It was addressed, Mr. Thomas
Pigeon, Post-Office, R , Northamptonshire,
to be left till called for. Of | started directly
for 1 ;1 said the same at the Post-Office
there, as | had said at B amnd again |
waited three days before anybody came. At last
another chap on horseback came. "Any letters
for Mr. Thomas Pigeon?’ "Where do you come
from?" 'New Inn, near B . He got the letter,
and away fie went  at a canter.

"| made my enguiries about the New Inn, near
I , and hearing it was a solitary sort of
house, a little in the horse line, about a couple
of miles from the station, | thought 1'd go and
have a look at 1t. | found it what it had been
described, and sauntered in, to look about me.
The landlady was in the bar, and | was frying
to get info conversation with her; asked her how
business was. and spoke about the wet weather,
and so on; when [ saw, through an open door,
three men sitting by the fire in a sort of par-
lor, or kitchen; and one of those men. according
to the description | had of him, was Tally-ho
Thompson!

'l went and sat down among 'em, and tried to
make things agreeable; but they were very shy
wonldn't talk at all  looked at me. and at one
another, in a way quite the reverse of sociable.
I reckoned 'em up, and finding that they were
all three bigger men than me, and considering
that their looks were ugly that it was a lonely
place railroad station two miles off  and night
coming on  thought | couldn't do betrer than
have a drop of brandy-and-water to keep my
courage up. S0 1 called for my brandy-and-
water; and as | was sitfing drinking it by the
fire, Thompson got up and went out.

"Now the difficulty of it was, that | wasn't
sure it waes Thompson, because | had never set
eyes on him before; and what | had wanted was



to be gquite certain of him. However, there was
nothing for it now, but to follow, and put a
bold face upon it. 1 found him talking, outside
in the yard, with the landlady. [t turned ont
afterwards, that he was wanted by a Northamp-
ton officer for something else, and that, knowing
that officer to be pock-marked (as | am myselt),
he mistook me for him. As | have observed, |
found him talking to the landlady, outside. [
put my hand upon his shoulder  this way and
said, "Tally-ho Thompson, it's no use. | know
you. I'm an officer from London, and | fake you
into custody for felony!" "That be d  d!' says
Tally-ho Thompson.

"We went back into the house, and the two
friends began to cut up rough, and their looks
didn't please me at all, | assure you. 'Let the
man go. What are you going to do with him?'
T tell you what ['m going to do with him. ['m
going to take him to London to-night, as sure as
['m alive. ['m not alone here, whatever you may
think. You mind your own business, and keep
vourselves to yvourselves. It'1 be better for vou.
for 1 know you both very well." /"d never seen
or heard of 'em in all my life, but my boune-
ing cowed "em a bit, and they kept off, while
Thompson was making ready to go. | thought
to myself, however, that they might be coming
after me on the dark road, to rescue Thompson:
s0 | said to the landlady, "What men have you
got in the house, Missis?' "We haven't got no
men here," she says, sulkily. "Yon have got an
ostler, | suppose?” "Yes, we've got an ostler.” 'Let
me see him.'Presently he came, and a shaggy-
headed young fellow he was. 'Now attend to
me, young man,' says 1; ''m a Detective OHi-
cer from London. This man's name s Thomp-
son. | have taken him into custody for felony.
['m going to take him to the railroad station.
I call upon you in the Queen's name to assist
me; and mind you, my friend, you"ll get your-
self into more trouble than you know of, if you
don't! "You never saw a person open his eyes
a0 wide. 'Now, Thompson, come along!’ savs L.

But when | took out the handeuffs, Thompson
cries, 'No! None of that! | won't stand them!
I'l go along with you guiet, but | won't
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hear none of that!' "Tally-ho Thompson.'l
sald, 'I'm willing to behave as a man to you,
it you are willing to behave as a man to me.
Give me your word that you'll come peaceably
along, and | don't want to handeuff you.' 'L will'
savs LThompson, 'but 'l have a glass of brandy
first." 'l don't care if ['ve another,” said [ "We'll
have two more, Mis said the friends, "and
con-fonnd you, Constable, you'll give your man
a drop, won't you?' | was agreeable to that, so
we had it all round, and then my man and | took
Tally-ho Thompson safe to the railroad, and |
carried him to London that night. He was atter-
wards acquitted, on account of a defeet in the
evidence; and | understand he always praises
me up to the skies, and says ['mone of the best
of men."

This story coming to a ferminafion amidst
general applanse, Inspector Wield, after a lit-
tle grave smoking, fixes his eye on his host, and
thus delivers himself:

"It wasn't a bad plant that of mine, on Fikey,
the man accused of forging the Sou'Western
Railway debentures it was only t'other day
beeanse the reason why? 'l rell you.

"1 had information that Fikey and his brother
kept a factory over yonder there" indicating
any region on the Surrey side of the river,
"where he bought second-hand carriages; so af-
ter ['d tried in vain to get hold of him hy other
means, | wrote him a letter in an assomed name,
saving that 1'd got a horse and shay to dis-
pose of, and would drive down next day, that he
might view the lot, and make an offer  very rea-
sonable it was, | said & reg'lar bargain. Straw
and me then went off to a friend of mine that's
in the livery and job business, and hired a turn-
out for the day, a precious smart furn-out, it
was  quite aslap-up thing! Down we drove, ac-




cordingly, with a friend (who's not in the Force
himself); and leaving my friend in the shay near
a public-house, to take care of the horse, we
went to the factory, which was some little way
off. In the factory, there was a mumber of strong
fellows at work, and after reckoning 'em up, it
was clear to me that it wouldn't do to try it
on there. They were too many for us. We must
get our man out of doors. "Mr. Fikey at home?'
'No, he ain't." "Expected home soon?' "Why, no,
not soon.' "Ah! is his brother here?"/'m his
brother.! "Oh! well, this is an ill- conwenience,
this is. | wrote him a letter yesterday, saying ['d
got a little turn-out to dispose of, and 1've took
the trouble to bring the turn-out down, a' pur-
pose, and now he ain't in the way.' "No, he an't
in the way. You couldn't make it convenient to
call again, could you?" "Why, no, | counldn't. |
want to sell; that's the fact; and | can't put it
off. Could vou find him anywheres?" At first he
said No, he couldn't, and then he wasn't sure
about it, and then he'd go and try. So, at last
he went up-stairs, where there was a sort of loft,
and presently down comes my man himself, in
his shirt sleeves.

""Well," he says, 'this seems to be rayther a
pressing matter of yours." "Yes,' | says, it s
rayther a pressing matter, and you'll find it a
bargain dirf-cheap.' 'l ain't in partickler want
of a bargain just now," he savs, 'but where is
i7" Why," | says, "the turn-out's just outside.
Come and look at it." He hasn't any suspicions,
and away we go. And the first thing that hap-
pens is, that the horse runs away with my friend
[who knows no more of driving than a child)
when he takes a little trot along the road to
show his paces. You never saw such a game in
yvour life!

"When the bolt is over, and the tum-out has
come to a stand-still again, Fikey walks round
and round it, as grave as a judge me too.

"There, Sir!" | says. '"There's a neat thing!"lt
an't a bad style of thing,' he says. 'l believe
vou," says L "And there's a horse!"  for | saw

him looking at it. 'Rising eight!'l says, rubbing
his fore-legs. {Bless you, there an't a man in
the world knows less of horses than | do, but
I'd heard my friend at the Livery Stables say he
was eight year old, so | says, as knowing as pos-
sible, 'Rising Eight.'] 'Rising eight. is he?" says
he. 'Rising eight, 5 1. "Well," he says, "what
do you want for it?" "Why, the first and last

figure for the whole concern is five-and-twenty
pound!" "That's very cheap!" he says, looking at
me. "An't i7" | says. 'l fold you it was a bar-
gain! Now, without any higgling and haggling
about it, what | want is fo sell, and that's my
price. Further, ['ll make it easy to you, and
take half the money down, and you can do a bit
of stiff* for the balance."Well,' he says again,
"that's very cheap."'l believe you." says 1 'get
in and try it, and you'll buy it. Come! take a
trial!!

* Give a bill.

"Ecod, he gets in, and we get in, and we
drive along the road, to show him to one of
the railway clerks that was hid in the public-
hounse window to identify him. But the clerk
was bothered, and didn't know whether it was
him, or wasn't because the reason why? ['ll
tell you, on acconnt of his having shaved his
whiskers. 'It's aclever little horse." he says, 'and
trots well; and the shay runs light." "Not a doubt
about it," | says. "And now, Mr. ey, | may
as well make it all right, without wasting any
more of your time. The fact, is, 'm lnspec-
tor Wield, you're my "You don't
mean that?' he says. 'l do, " "T'hen burn
my body,'says Fikey, 'if this ain't too bad!

"Perhaps you never saw a man so knocked
over with surprise. 'l hope you'll let me have
my coat?’ he says. "By all means."Well, then,
let's drive to the factory. " Why, not exactly that,
I think,' said I; 'I've been there, once hefore, to-
day. Suppose we send for it." He saw it was no
i

{P’age 414 in the original }

s0 he sent for it, and put it on, and we drove
him up to London, comfortable "

This remimscence 35 i the height of its
suceess, when a general proposal 5 made to
the fresh-complexioned, smooth-faced officer,

with the strange air of simplicity, to tell the
"Butcher's story.” But we must reserve the
Butcher's story, together with another not less

curions in its way, for a concluding paper.
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