To Barbara Rose

Satan isglad--- when | am bad,
And hopesthat I--- with him shdl lie

Infire and chains--- and dreadful pains

Victorian child's poem, 1856

"l wanted the money."

Edward Pierce, 1856

Introduction

Itisdifficult, after the passage of more than a century, to understand the extent to which thetrain
robbery of 1855 shocked the senghilities of Victorian England. At first glance, the crime hardly seems
noteworthy. The sum of money stolen--- £12,000 in gold bullion--- was large, but not unprecedented;
there had been a dozen more |ucrative robberies in the same period. And the meticul ous organi zation and
plan of the crime, involving many people and extending over ayear, was Smilarly not unusud. All mgor
crimes at the mid-century caled for ahigh degree of preparation and coordination.

Y et the Victorians dways referred to this crime in capitd |etters, as The Great Train Robbery.
Contemporary observerslabeled it The Crime of the Century and The Most Sensationa Exploit of the
Modern Era. The adjectives pplied to it were dl strong: it was "unspeakable,” "gppaling,” and "heinous."
Evenin an age given to mord overgaement, these terms suggest some profound impact upon everyday
CONSCiOUSNESS.



To understand why the Victorians were so shocked by the theft, one must understand something about
the meaning of therallroads. Victorian England was the first urbanized, industridized society on earth,
and it evolved with stunning rapidity. At the time of Napoleon's defegt at\Waterloo, Georgian England
was apredominantly rura nation of thirteen million people. By the middle of the nineteenth century, the
population had nearly doubled to twenty-four million, and half the peoplelived in urban centers. Victorian
England was anation of cities; the conversion from agrarian life seemed to have occurred dmost
overnight; indeed, the process was so swift that no one redly understood it.

Victorian novdigts, with the exception of Dickens and Gissing, did not write about the cities; Victorian
painters for the most part did not portray urban subjects. There were conceptual problems as well---
during much of the century, industria production was viewed asakind of particularly valuable harvest,
and not as something new and unprecedented. Even the language fell behind. For most of the 1800s,
"dum" meant aroom of low repute, and "urbanize' meant to become urbane and gented. Therewere no
accepted terms to describe the growth of cities, or the decay of portions of them.

Thisisnot to say that Victorians were unaware of the changes taking placein their society, or that these
changes were not widely--- and often fiercely--- debated. But the processes were still too new to be
readily understood. The Victorians were pioneers of the urban, industrid life that has since become
commonplace throughout the Western world. And if we find their attitudes quaint, we must nonetheless
recognize our debt to them.

The new Victorian citiesthat grew so fast glittered with more wealth than any society had ever known---
and they stank of poverty as abject as any society had ever suffered. The inequities and glaring contrasts
within urban centers provoked many calsfor reform. Y et there was a so widespread public
complacency, for the fundamenta assumption of Victorianswas that progress--- progress in the sense of
better conditionsfor al mankind--- wasinevitable. We may find that complacency particularly risble
today, but in the 1850sit was a reasonabl e attitude to adopt.

During thefirst half of the nineteenth century, the price of bread, mest, coffee, and tea had fallen; the
price of coa was dmost halved; the cost of cloth was reduced 80 percent; and per-capita consumption
of everything had increased. Criminal law had been reformed; persona liberties were better protected;
Parliament was, at least to a degree, more representative; and one man in seven had the right to vote.
Per-capita taxation had been reduced by haf. Thefirgt blessngs of technology were evident: gadights
glowed throughout the cities; steamships made the crossing toAmericain ten daysinstead of eight weeks,
the new telegraph and postal service provided astonishing speed in communicetions.

Living conditionsfor dl classes of Englishmen had improved. The reduced cost of food meant that
everyone ate better. Factory working hours had been reduced from 74 to 60 hours aweek for adults,



and from 72 to 40 for children; the custom of working haf-days on Saturday wasincreasingly prevaent.
Average life gpan had increased five years.

Therewas, in short, plenty of reason to believe that society was "on the march,” that things were getting
better, and that they would continue to get better into the indefinite future. The very idea of the future
seemed more solid to the Victorians than we can comprehend. It was possible to lease abox in the
Albert Hdl for 999 years, and many citizens did so.

But of dl the proofs of progress, the most visible and striking were therailroads. In lessthan aquarter of
acentury, they had dtered every aspect of English life and commerce. It isonly adight smplification to
say that prior to 1830 there were no railroads inEngland. All transportation between cities was by
horsedrawn coach, and such journeys were dow, unpleasant, dangerous, and expensive. Citieswere
consequently isolated from one another.

In September, 1830, the Liverpool & Manchester Railway opened and began the revolution. Inthefirst
year of operation, the number of railway passengers carried between these two cities was twice the
number that had travel ed the previous year by coach. By 1838, more than 600,000 people were carried
annudly on the line--- afigure greater than the total population of etherLiverpool orManchesterat that
time

The socid impact was extraordinary. So was the howl of opposition. The new railroadswere all
privately financed, profit-oriented ventures, and they drew plenty of criticism.

There was opposition on aesthetic grounds; Ruskin's condemnation of the rallway bridges over the
Thamesechoed aview widdy held by hislessrefined contemporaries; the "aggregate disfigurement” of
town and countryside was uniformly deplored. Landowners everywhere fought the railroads as
deeteriousto property values. And the tranquility of local townswas disrupted by the ondaught of
thousands of rough, itinerant, camp-living "navvies" for in an erabefore dynamite and earthmovers,
bridges were built, tracks were laid, and tunnels were cut by sheer human effort done. It was aso well
recognized that in times of unemployment the navvies easly shifted to the ranks of urban criminas of the
crudest sort.

Despite these reservations, the growth of the English railroads was swift and pervasive. By 1850, five
thousand miles of track crisscrossed the nation, providing cheap and increasingly swift trangportation for
every citizen. Inevitably the railroads came to symbolize progress. According to the Economigt, "In
locomoation by land... our progress has been most stupendous--- surpassing al previous steps since the
creation of the human race.... In the days of Adam the average speed of travd, if Adam ever did such
things, was four miles an hour; in the year 1828, or 4,000 years afterwards, it was still only ten miles, and
sensible and scientific men were ready to affirm and eager to prove that thisrate could never be



materialy exceeded; ---in 1850 it is habitualy forty miles an hour, and seventy for thosewho likeit.”

Here was undeniable progress, and to the Victorian mind such progressimplied moral aswell as materia
advancement. According to CharlesKingdey, "The mora state of acity depends... on the physical state
of that city; on the food, water, air, and lodging of itsinhabitants." Progressin physica conditionsled
inevitably to the eradication of socia evilsand crimina behavior--- which would be svept away much as
the dumsthat housed these evils and criminals were, from timeto time, swept away. It seemed asmple
meatter of eiminating the cause and, in due course, the effect.

From this comfortable perspective, it was absolutely astonishing to discover that "the crimind class' had
found away to prey upon progress--- and indeed to carry out a crime aboard the very hallmark of
progress, the railroad. The fact that the robbers also overcame the finest safes of the day only incressed
the congternation.

What was really so shocking about The Great Train Robbery was that it suggested, to the sober thinker,
that the imination of crime might not be an inevitable consequence of forward-marching progress. Crime
could no longer be likened to the Plague, which had disappeared with changing socia conditionsto
become adimly remembered threet of the past. Crime was something else, and criminal behavior would
not smply fade away.

A few daring commentators even had the temerity to suggest that crime was not linked to socia
conditionsat dl, but rather sprang from some other impulse. Such opinionswere, to say thelesst, highly
distasteful.

They remain distasteful to the present day. More than a century after The Great Train Robbery, and
more than a decade after another spectacular English train robbery, the ordinary Western urban man il
clingsto the belief that crime results from poverty, injustice, and poor education. Our view of the crimina
isthat of alimited, abused, perhaps mentally disturbed individua who bresks the law out of adesperate
need--- the drug addict standing as a sort of modern archetype for this person. And indeed when it was
recently reported that the mgjority of violent street crimeinNew Y ork Citywas not committed by addicts,
that finding was greeted with skepticism and dismay, mirroring the perplexity of our Victorian forebearsa
hundred years ago.

Crime became alegitimate focus for academic inquiry in the 1870s, and in succeeding years
criminologists have attacked dl the old stereotypes, creating anew view of crime that has never found
favor with the generd public. Experts now agree on the following points:



Fird, crimeis not aconsequence of poverty. Inthe words of Barnes and Teeters (1949), "Most
offenses are committed through greed, not need.”

Second, crimindsare not limited in intelligence, and it is probable that the reverse istrue. Studies of
prison, populations show that inmates equa the genera public in intelligence tests-- and yet prisoners
represent that fraction of lawbreakers who are caught.

Third, the vast mgjority of crimind activity goes unpunished. Thisisinherently a speculative question, but
some authorities argue that only 3 to 5 percent of al crimes are reported; and of reported crimes, only 15
to 20 percent are ever "solved" in the usua sense of theword. Thisistrue of even the most serious
offenses, such asmurder. Most police pathologists laugh at the idea that " murder will out.”

Similarly, criminologists dispute the traditional view that "crime does not pay.” Asearly as 1877, an
American prison investigator, Richard Dugda e, concluded that “we must dispossess oursalves of theidea
that crime does not pay. Inredity, it does." Ten yearslater, the Italian criminologist Colganni went astep
further, arguing that on the whole crime pays better than honest |abor. By 1949, Barnesand Teeters
dated flatly, "It is primarily the mordist who still believesthat crime does not pay."

Our mora attitudes toward crime account for apeculiar ambivaence toward criminal behavior itself. On
theone han , it isfeared, despised, and vociferoudy condemned. Yet it isaso secretly admired, and we
are always eager to hear the details of some outstanding criminal exploit. This attitude was clearly
prevaent in 1855, for The Great Train Robbery was not only shocking and appalling, but aso "daring,”
"audacious" and "megterful .

We share with the Victorians another attitude--- abedlief ina"crimina class" by which wemean a
subculture of professiona criminaswho maketheir living by bresking the laws of the society around
them. Today we cdl thisclass "the Mafia," "the syndicate," or "the mob," and we are interested to know
itscode of ethics, itsinverted value system, its peculiar language and patterns of behavior.

Without question, adefinable subculture of professond criminas existed ahundred yearsagoin
mid-VictorianEngland. Many of itsfeatures were brought to light in thetrial of Burgess, Agar, and Pierce,
the chief participantsin The Greet Train Robbery. They were dl apprehended in 1856, nearly two years
after the event. Their voluminous courtroom testimony is preserved, dong with journalistic accounts of
the day. It isfrom these sources that the following narretive is assembled.

M.C.



November, 1974

PART ONE : PREPARATIONS : May - October, 1854

Chapter 01

The Provocation

Forty minutes out of London, passing through the rolling green fields and cherry orchards of Kent, the
morning train of the South Eastern Railway attained its maximum speed of fifty-four milesan hour. Riding
the bright blue-painted engine, the driver in hisred uniform could be seen standing upright in the open air,
unshielded by any cab or windscreen, while at hisfeet the engineer crouched, shoveling cod into the
glowing furnaces of the engine. Behind the chugging engine and tender were three yellow fird-class
coaches, followed by seven green second-class carriages; and at the very end, agray, windowless

luggage van.

Asthetrain clattered down the track on itsway to the coast, the diding door of the luggage van opened
suddenly, revealing adesperate struggle insde. The contest was most unevenly matched: adender youth
intattered clothing, striking out againgt aburly, blue-uniformed railway guard. Although wesker, the
youth made a good showing, landing one or two telling blows againgt his hulking opponent. Indeed, it
was only by accident that the guard, having been knocked to his knees, should spring forward in such a
way that the youth was caught unprepared and flung clear of the train through the open door, so that he
landed tumbling and bouncing like arag doll upon the ground.

The guard, gasping for breath, looked back at the fast-receding figure of the falen youth. Then he closed
the diding door. Thetrain sped on, itswhistle shrieking. Soon it was gone round a gentle curve, and dl
that remained was the faint sound of the chugging engine, and the lingering drifting gray smoke that dowly
settled over the tracks and the body of the motionless youth.

After aminute or two, the youth stirred. In great pain, he raised himsalf up on one elbow, and seemed
about to riseto hisfeet. But his efforts were to no avail; he instantly collapsed back to the ground, gave a
find convulsive shudder, and lay wholly ill.



Half an hour later, an eegant black brougham coach with rich crimson wheels came down the dirt road
that ran parald to the railway tracks. The coach cameto ahill, and the driver drew up hishorse. A most
singular gentleman emerged, fashionably dressed in adark green velvet frock coat and high beaver hat.
The gentleman climbed the hill, pressed binocularsto his eyes, and swept the length of the tracks.
Immediately he fixed on the body of the progtrate youth. But the gentleman made no attempt to approach
him, or to aid him in any way. On the contrary, he remained standing on the hill until he was certain the
lad was dead. Only then did he turn aside, climb into hiswaiting coach, and drive back in the direction he
had come, northward towardL.ondon.

Chapter 02

The Putter-Up

Thissingular gentleman was Edward Pierce, and for aman destined to become so notorious that Queen
Victoria hersdlf expressed adesire to meet him--- or, barring that, to attend his hanging--- he remains an
oddly mysterious figure. In appearance, Pierce was atal, handsome man in hisearly thirtieswho wore a
full red beard in the fashion that had recently become popular, particularly among government employees.
In his speech, manner, and dress he seemed to be a gentleman, and well-to-do; he was apparently very
charming, and possessed of "a captivating address.” He himsalf claimed to be an orphan of Midlands
gentry, to have attendedWinchesterand thenCambridge. Hewas afamiliar figurein manyLondonsocid
circles and counted among his acquaintances Ministers, Members of Parliament, foreign ambassadors,
bankers, and others of substantial standing. Although abachelor, he maintained ahouse atNo. 12
Harrow Road, in afashionable part of London. But he spent much of the year traveling, and was said to
have visted not only the Continent butNew Y orkaswell.

Contemporary observers clearly believed hisaristocratic origins, journdistic accounts often referred to
Plerceasa'rogue," using the term in the sense of amale anima gone bad. The very idea of ahighborn
gentleman adopting alife of crime was so Sartling and titillating that nobody redly wanted to disproveit.

Y et thereis no firm evidence that Pierce came from the upper classes; indeed, amost nothing of his
background prior to 1850 is known with any certainty. Modern readers, accustomed to the concept of
"pogtive identification” asan ordinary fact of life, may be puzzled by the ambiguities of Pierce's past. But
in an erawhen hirth certificates were an innovation, photography a nascent art, and fingerprinting wholly
unknown, it was difficult to identify any man with certainty, and Pierce took specid careto beeusive,
Even his nameisdoubtful: during thetrid, various witnesses claimed to have known him as John Smms,
or Andrew Miller, or Robert Jeffers.



The source of hisobvioudy ampleincome. was equaly disputed. Some said he was asilent partner with
Jukesin the highly successful firm that manufactured croquet equipment. Croquet--- pronounced
"croaky"'--- was the overnight rage among ahleticaly inclined young ladies, and it was perfectly
reasonable that a sharp young businessman, investing amodest inheritance in such an enterprise, should
come off very well.

Others said that Pierce owned severa publican houses, and a smallish fleet of cabs, headed by ‘a
particularly snister-gppearing cabby, named Barlow, with awhite scar across hisforehead. Thiswas
more likely true, for the ownership of pubs and cabs was an occupation where underworld connections
were useful.

Of coursg, it isnot impossible that Pierce was awellborn man with a background of aristocratic
education. One must remember that Winchester and Cambridge were in those days more often
characterized by lewd and drunken behavior than serious and sober scholarship. The most profound
scientific mind of the Victorian era, Charles Darwin, devoted most of hisyouth to gambling and horses;
and the mgjority of wellborn young men were more interested in acquiring "a university bearing” than a
university degree.

It isaso true that the Victorian underworld supported many educated figures down on their luck. They
were usudly screevers, or writers of false letters of recommendation, or they were counterfeiters, "doing
abit of soft." Sometimes they became magsmen, or con artists. But in general these educated men were
petty criminals of a pathetic sort, more deserving of public pity than condemnation.

Edward Pierce, on the other hand, was positively exuberant in his approach to crime. Whatever his
soues of income, whatever the truth of his background, one thing is certain: he was amaster cracksman,
or burglar, who over the years had accumul ated sufficient capitd to finance large-scde crimind
operations, thus becoming what was called "a patter-up.” And toward the middle of 1854, hewas
aready well into an elaborate plan to pull the greatest theft of his career, The Great Train Robbery.

Chapter 03

The Screwsman

Robert Agar--- aknown screwsman, or specidist in keys and safe-breaking--- testified in court that
when he met Edward Piercein late May, 1854, he had not seen him for two years previoudy. Agar was
twenty-six yearsold, and in fair hedth except for abad cough, the legecy of hisyearsasachild working
for amatch manufacturer on Wharf Road, Bethna Green. The premises of the firm were poorly
ventilated, and the white vapor of phosphorousfilled theair at al times. Phosphorous was known to be
poisonous, but there were plenty of people eager to work at any job, even one that might cause a



person’'slungsto decay, or hisjaw to rot off--- sometimes in amatter of months.

Agar was amatchstick dipper. He had nimble fingers, and he eventually took up histrade as screwsman,
where hewasimmediately successful. He worked as a screwsman for Six years and was never

apprehended.

Agar had never had any direct dedlingswith Piercein the past, but he knew of him asamaster
cracksman who worked other towns, thus accounting for hislong absences from London. Agar had also

heard that Pierce had the money to put up alay from timetotime.

Agar tedtified that their first meeting occurred at the Bull and Bear publican house, on Houndow Road.

Located at the periphery of the notorious crimina dum of Seven Dids, thiswel-known flash house was,
in the words of one observer, "agathering place for al manner of females dressed to represent ladies, as

well as members of the crimina class; who could be seen at every turning.”

Given theinfamous nature of the place, it was dmost certain that a plainclothes constable from the
Metropolitan Police was lurking somewhere on the premises. But the Bull and Bear was frequented by
gentlemen of quality with ataste for low life, and the conversation of two fashionably dressed young
bloods lounging at the bar while they surveyed the women in the room attracted no particular attention.

The meeting was unplanned, Agar said, but he was not surprised when Pierce arrived. Agar had heard
sometalk about Pierce lately, and it sounded as though hg might be putting up. Agar recdled that the

conversation began without gregtings or preiminaries.

Agar sad, "'l heard that Spring Hedl Jack's left Westmingter."

"I heard that," Pierce agreed, rapping with his silverheaded cane to draw the attention of the barman.
Pierce ordered two glasses of the best whiskey, which Agar took as proof that this was to be abusiness

discusson.
"l heard," Agar said, "that Jack was going on a south swing to dip the holiday crowd." In those days,
London pickpockets |eft in late spring, traveling north or south to other cities. A pickpocket's stock in
trade was anonymity, and one could not dip a particular locae for long without being spotted by the

crusher on the best.



"I didn't hear hisplans,” Pierce said.
"l dso heard," Agar continued, "that he took thetrain.”
"He might have done."

"l heard," Agar said, hiseyes on Piercesface, "that on thistrain he was doing some crow's peeping for a
particular gent who is putting up.”

"He might have done," Pierce said again.
"l dso heard,” Agar said with a sudden grin, "that you are putting up.”

"l may," Pierce said. He sipped hiswhiskey, and stared at the glass. "It used to be better here," he said
reflectively. "Neddy must be watering his stock. What have you heard | am putting up for?"

"A robbery," Agar said. "For aream flash pull, if truth betold.”

"If truth be told," Pierce repeated. He seemed to find the phrase amusing. He turned away from the bar
and looked at the women in the room. Severd returned his glanceswarmly. "Everybody hearsthe pull
bigger than life," hesad findly.

"Aye, that's 0," Agar admitted, and Sghed. (In histestimony, Agar was very clear about the histrionics

involved. "Now | goesand givesabig sgh, you see; liketo say my patience iswearing thin, because he's
acautiousone, Pierceis, but | want to get downtoit, so | givesabigsigh.”)

Therewasabrief slence. Findly Agar said, "It'stwo years gone since | saw you. Been busy?'

"Traveling," Pierce said.

"The Continent?"

Pierce shrugged. He looked at the glass of whiskey in Agar's hands, and the half-finished glass of gin and
water Agar had been drinking before Pierce arrived. "How's the touch?’

"Ever sonice" Agar said. To demondtrate, he held out his hands, palmsflat, fingerswide: there was no
tremor.

"I may have one or two little things," Pierce said.

"Spring Hed Jack held hiscardsclose," Agar said. "I know that for aream fact. Hewas all swelled



mighty and important, but he kept it to his chest.”

"Jack's put in lavender,” Pierce said curtly.

Thiswas, as Agar later explained it, an ambiguous phrase. It might mean that Spring Hedl Jack had gone
into hiding; more often it meant that he was deed; it depended. Agar didn't inquire further. "These one or
two little things, could they be crib jobs?"

"They could.”

"Dicey, arethey?"

"Very dicey," Plercesad.

"Ingdeor outsde?'

"I don't know. Y ou may need a canary or two when the time comes. And you will want atight lip. If the
first lay goesright enough, there will be more."

Agar downed the rest of hiswhiskey, and waited. Pierce ordered him another.

"Isit keys, then?' Agar asked.

"ltis"

"Wax, or sraightaway haul?'

"Wax."

"Onthefly, or istheretime?'

"Onthefly."

"Right, then," Agar said. "I'm your man. | can do awax on thefly faster than you can light your cigar.”
"I know that," Pierce said, striking amatch on the counter top and holding it to thetip of hiscigar. Agar
gave adight shudder; he did not himself smoke--- indeed, smoking had just recently returned to fashion

after eighty years—-- and every time he smelled the phosphorous and sulfur of amatch, it gave Agar a
twinge, from hisdaysin the match factory.

He watched Pierce puff on the cigar until it caught. "What's the lay to be, then?’

Piercelooked a him coldly. "Y ou'll know when the time comes."



"Youreatight one."

"That," Pierce said, "iswhy | have never beenin," meaning that he had no prison record. At thetrid,
other witnesses disputed this claim, saying that Pierce had served three and a half yearsin Manchester for
cracking, under the name of Arthur Wills.

Agar said that Pierce gave him afind word of caution about keeping silent, and then moved away from
the bar, crossing the smoky, noisy Bull and Bear to bend briefly and whisper into a pretty woman's ear.
Thewoman laughed; Agar turned away, and recdls nothing further from the evening.

Chapter 04

The Unwitting Accomplice

Mr. Henry Fowler, forty-seven, knew Edward Pierce in rather different circumstances. Fowler admitted
fredly that he had little knowledge of Pierces background: the man had said he was an orphan, and he
was clearly educated, and well-to-do, keeping a most excellent house, which was always fitted out with
the latest appurtenances, some of them exceedingly clever.

Mr Fowler remembered particularly an ingenious halway stove for warming the entrance to the house.
This stove wasin the shape of asuit of armor, and functioned admirably. Mr. Fowler also recaled seeing
apair of beautifully constructed aluminum field glasses covered in Moroccan leather; these had so
intrigued Mr. Fowler that he had sought apair of his own and was astounded to discover that they were
eighty shillings, an exorbitant price. Clearly, Pierce was well-hedled, and Henry Fowler found him
amusing for an occasond dinner.

Herecalled, with difficulty, an episode a Pierceéshomein late May, 1854. It had been adinner of eight
gentlemen; the conversation chiefly concerned anew proposa for an underground railway within London
itself. Fowler found the ideatedious, and he was disappointed when it was till discussed over brandy in
the smoking room.



Then thetopic of conversation turned to cholera, of late an epidemic in certain parts of London, where
the disease was snatching up one person in a hundred. The dispute over the proposals of Mr. Edwin
Chadwick, one of the Sanitary Commissioners, for new sewer systemsin the city and for a cleaning-up

of the polluted Thames, was profoundly boring to Mr. Fowler. Besides, Mr. Fowler had it on good
authority that old "Drain Brain" Chadwick was soon to be discharged, but he was sworn not to divulge
thisinformation. He drank his coffee with agrowing sense of fatigue. Indeed, he was thinking of taking his
leave when the host, Mr. Pierce, asked him about a recent attempt to rob agold shipment from atrain.

It was only natura that Pierce should ask Fowler, for Henry Fowler was the brother-in-law of Sir Edgar
Huddleston, of the banking firm of Huddleston & Bradford, Westminster. Mr. Fowler wasthe generd
manager of that prosperous enterprise, which had specialized in dedlingsin foreign currency sinceits
founding in 1833.

Thiswasatime of extraordinary English domination of world commerce. England mined more than half
the world's cod, and her output of pig iron was greater than that of the rest of the world combined. She
produced three-quarters of the world's cotton cloth. Her foreign trade was vaued at £700,000,000
annually, twice that of her leading competitors, the United States and Germany. Her overseas empire was
the greatest in world history and gtill expanding, until ultimately it accounted for dmost aquarter of the
earth's surface and athird of her population.

Thusit was only naturd that foreign business concerns of al sorts made London their financia center,
and the London banks thrived. Henry Fowler and his bank profited from the genera economic trends,
but their emphasis on foreign-currency transactions brought them additional businessaswell. Thus, when
England and France had declared war on Russiatwo months previoudy, in March, 1854, the firm of
Huddleston & Bradford was designated to arrange for the payment of British troops fighting the Crimean
campaign. It was precisaly such aconsignment of gold for troop payments that had been the object of a
recent attempted theft.

"A trivial endeavor," Fowler declared, conscious he was speaking on behaf of the bank. The other men
in the room, smoking cigars and drinking brandy, were substantial gentlemen who knew other subgtantial
gentlemen. Mr. Fowler felt obliged to put down any suspicion of the bank'sinadequacy in the strongest
possibleterms. "Yes, indeed,” he said, "trivia and amateurish. There was not the dightest chance of
success.”

"Thevillain expired?' asked Mr. Pierce, seated opposite him, puffing hiscigar.

"Quite," Mr. Fowler said. "Therailroad guard threw him from the train at agoodly speed. The shock
must have killed him ingtantly." And he added, "Poor devil."

"Has he been identified?"



"Oh, | shouldn't think so," Fowler said. "The manner of his departure was such that hisfeatureswere
considerably--- ah, disarrayed. At onetimeit was said he was named Jack Perkins, but one doesn't
know. The police have taken no great interest in the matter, asis, | think, only wise. The whole manner of
the robbery speaks of the rankest amateurism. It could never have succeeded.”

"l suppose,” Pierce said, "that the bank must take considerable precautions.”

"My dear fellow," Fowler said, "considerable precautionsindeed! | assure you, one doesn't transport
twelve thousand poundsin bullion to France each month without the most extensve safeguards.”

"So the blackguard was after the Crimean payments?* asked another gentleman, Mr. Harrison Bendix.
Bendix was awell-known opponent of the Crimean campaign, and Fowler had no wish to engagein
political disputes at thislate hour.

"Apparently s0," he said shortly, and was relieved when Pierce spoke again.

"We should dl be curiousto know the nature of your precautions,” he said. "Or isthat a secret of the
firm?*

"No secret at dl," Fowler said, taking the opportunity to withdraw his gold watch from the pocket of his
waistcoat, flick open the cover, and glance at the did. It was past eleven; he should retire; only the
necessity to uphold the bank's reputation kept him there. "In point of fact, the precautions are of my own
devisng. And if | may say o, | invite you to point out any weaknessin the established plan.” He glanced
from one face to the next as he talked.

"Each gold bullion shipment is loaded within the confines of the bank itself, which | hardly need mention
iswhally impregnable. The bullion is placed in anumber of ironbound strongboxes, which are then
sedled. A sensible man might regard this as protection enough, but of course we go much further.” He
paused to sip his brandy.

"Now, then. The sedled strongboxes are taken by armed guard to the railway station. The convoy
follows no established route, nor any established timetable; it keeps to popul ous thoroughfares, and thus
thereisno chance that it may be waylaid on the road to the station. Never do we employ fewer than ten
guards, dl trusted and longstanding servants of the firm, and al heavily armed.

"Now, then. At the station, the strongboxes are loaded into the luggage van of the Folkestonerailway,
where we place them into two of the latest Chubb safes.”

"Indeed, Chubb safes?’ Pierce said, raising an eyebrow. Chubb manufactured the finest safesin the
world, and was universaly recognized for skill and workmanship.

"Nor are these the ordinary line of Chubb safes,” Fowler continued, "for they have been specidly built to
the bank's specifications. Gentlemen, they are on al sides constructed of one-quarter-inch tempered
gted, and the doors are hung with interior hinges which offer no externd purchase for tampering. Why,
the very weight of these safesis an impediment to theft, for they each weigh in excess of two hundred and

fifty pounds.”
"Most impressive,” Pierce said.

"So much so," Fowler said, "that one might in good conscience consider thisto be adequate safeguard



for the bullion shipment. And yet we have added il further refinements. Each of the safesisfitted with
not one but two locks, requiring two keys."

"Two keys? How ingenious:™

"Not only that,” Fowler said, "but each of the foot keys--- two to each safe--- isindividually protected.
Two are sored in therailway officeitsaf. A third isin the custody of the bank's president, Mr. Trent,
whom some of you may know to be amost reliable gentleman. | confess | do not know precisaly where
Mr. Trent has sequestered hiskey. But | know of the fourth key, for | mysdlf am entrusted with guarding
it"

"How extraordinary,” Pierce said. "A consderable respongbility, | should think."

"I must admit | felt a certain need for invention in the matter,” Fowler admitted, and then helgpsed into a
dramétic pause.

It was Mr. Wyndham, a bit tiff with drink, who finaly spoke up. "Well, damnit dl, Henry, will you tell
uswhere you have hidden your bloody key?'

Mr. Fowler took no offense, but smiled benignly. He was not a serious drinking man himself, and he
viewed the foibles of those who overindulged with a certain modest satisfaction. "'l keepiit," he said,
"about my neck." And he patted his starched shirt front with aflat hand. "1 weer it at dl times, even while
bathing--- indeed, evenin my deep. It isnever off my person.”

He smiled broadly. " So, gentlemen, you see that the crude attempt of a mere child from the dangerous
classes can hardly be of concern to Huddleston & Bradford, for the little ruffian had no more chance of
geding that bullion than | have of--- well, of flying to the moon.”

Here Mr. Fowler alowed himself achuckle at the absurdity of it dl. "Now, then," he said, "can you
discern any flaw in our arrangements?”'

"None whatsoever," said Mr. Bendix coldly.

But Mr. Piercewaswarmer. "l must congratulate you, Henry," he said. "It isredly quite the most
ingenious strategy | have ever heard for protecting aconsgnment of vauables.”

"| rather think so myself,” Mr. Fowler said.



Soon theresfter, Mr. Fowler took hisleave, arisng with the comment that if he were not soon hometo
hiswife, she should think him dallying with ajudy--- "and | should hate to suffer the pains of chastisement
without the antecedent reward.” His comment drew laughter from the assembled gentlemen; it was, he
thought, just the right note on which to depart. Gentlemen wanted their bankers prudent but not prudish;
itwasafineline.

"| shdl seeyou out,” Pierce said, dsorisng.

Chapter 05

The Railway Office

England'srailroads grew at such aphenomena rate that the city of London was overwhelmed, and never
managed to build a centra station. Instead, each of thelines, built by private firms, ran their tracks asfar
into London asthey could manage, and then erected aterminus. But in the mid-century this pattern was
coming under atack. The didocation of poor people, whose dwellings were demolished to make way for
the incoming lines, was one argument; another focused on the inconvenience to travelers forced to cross
London by coach to make connections from one station to another in order to continue their journey.

In 1846, Charles Pearson proposed, and drew plansfor, an enormous Central Raillway Terminusto be
located at Ludgate Hill, but the ideawas never adopted. Instead, after the construction of several
gations--- the most recent being Victoria Station and King's Cross, in 1851--- there was a moratorium
on further construction because of the fury of public debate.

Eventuadly, the concept of acentral London terminus was completely abandoned, and new outlying
gations were built. When the last, Marylebone Station, was finished in 1899, London hed fifteen railroad
terminals, more than twice that of any other mgjor city in Europe; and the bewildering array of linesand
schedules was apparently never mastered by any Londoner except Sherlock Holmes, who knew it dl by
heart.

The mid-century hdt in construction left severa of the new lines a a disadvantage, and one of these was
the South Eastern Railway, which ran from London to the coasta town of Folkestone, some eighty miles
away. The South Eastern had no accessto central London until 1851, when the London Bridge Terminus
was rebuilt.

Located on the south shore of the Thames River near its namesake, London Bridge was the ol dest



rallway gation inthe city. It was originaly congtructed in 1836 by the London & Greenwich Railway.
Never popular, the station was attacked as "inferior in design and conception” to such later stations as
Paddington and King's Cross. Y et when the station was rebuilt in 1851, the lllustrated London News
recdled that the old station had been "remarkable for the neatness, artistic character, and redlity of its
facade. Weregret, therefore, that this has disappeared, to make room, apparently, for one of less merit."

Thisisprecisely the kind of critica turnabout that has dways frustrated and infuriated architects. No less
afigurethan Sr Christopher Wren, writing two hundred years earlier, complained that "the peoples of
London may despise some eyesore until it is demolished, whereupon by magick the replacement is
deemed inferior to the former edifice, now eulogized in high and glowing reference.”

Y et one must admit that the new London Bridge Terminus was most unsatisfactory. Victorians regarded
the train stations as the "cathedrals of the age”; they expected them to blend the highest principles of
aesthetics and technologica achievement, and many stationsfulfill that expectation with their high, arching,
elegant glass vaults. But the new London Bridge Station was depressing in every way. An L-shaped
two-story structure, it had aflat and utilitarian appearance, with arow of dreary shops under an arcade
to the left, and the main station straight ahead, unadorned except for a clock mounted on the roof. Most
serious, itsinterior floor plan--- the focus of most earlier criticism--- remained wholly unaltered.

It was during the reconstruction of the station that the South Eastern Railway arranged to use the
London Bridge Terminus as the starting point for its routes to the coast Thiswas done on aleasing
arrangement; South Eastern leased tracks, platforms, and office space from the London & Greenwich
line, whose owners were not disposed to give South Eastern any better facilities than necessary.

Thetraffic supervisor's offices conssted of four roomsin aremote section of the termina--- two rooms
for clerks, one storage areafor valuable checked items, and alarger office for the supervisor himself. All
the rooms had glass frontings. The whole suite was | ocated on the second floor of the terminus and
ble only by anironwork staircase leading up from the station platform. Anyone climbing or
descending the stairswould be in plain view of the office workers, aswell asdl the passengers, porters,
and guards on the platformsbel ow.

The traffic supervisor was named M cPherson. He was an elderly Scotsman who kept aclose eyeon his
clerks, seeing to it that they did no daydreaming out the window. Thus no one in the office noticed when,
inearly duly, 1854, two travelerstook up a position on a bench on the platform, and remained there the
entire day, frequently consulting their watches, asif impatient for their journey to begin. Nor did anyone
notice when the same two gentlemen returned the following week, and again spent aday on the same
bench, watching the activity in the Sation while they awaited their train, and frequently checking their
pocketwatches.



Infact, Pierce and Agar were not employing pocketwatches, but rather stopwatches. Pierce had an
elegant one, achronograph with two stopwatch faces, with acase of 18-karat gold. It was considered a
marvel of thelatest engineering, sold for racing and other purposes. But he held it cupped in his hand, and
it attracted no notice.

After the second day of watching the routine of the office clerks, the changes of the railway guards, the
arrival and departure of vigtorsto the office, and other matters of importance to them, Agar findly
looked up theiron staircase to the office and announced, "It's bloody murder. She's too wide open.
What's your pogue up there, anyway?"

"Two keys."
"What two keysisthat?'

"Two keys| happen to want," Pierce said.

Agar squinted up at the offices. If he was disgppointed in Pierces answer he gave no indication. "Well,"
he said, in aprofessond tone, "if it'stwo bettys you want, | reckon they arein that storage room"--- he
nodded, not daring to point afinger--- "just past the space for the clerks. Y ou see the cupboard?*

Pierce nodded. Through the glass fronting, he could see dl the office. In the storage areawas a shdlow,
wall-mounted lime green cupboard. It looked like the sort of place keys might be stored. "I seeit.”

"There's my money, on that cupboard. Now you'll cool she hasalock on her, but that will give usno
gresat trouble. Cheap lock."

"What about the front door?' Pierce said, shifting his gaze. Not only was the cupboard insde locked,
but the door to the suite of offices--- afrosted door, with SER stenciled on it, and undernesth,
TRAFFIC SUPERVISOR DIVISION--- had alarge brass lock above the knob.

"Appearances,” Agar snorted. "Shelll crack open with any cheap twirl to tickle her innards. | could open
her with aragged fingernail. We've no problemsthere. The problem isthe bloody crowds.™

Pierce nodded, but said nothing. Thiswas essentialy Agar's operation, and he would haveto figure it
out. "The pogueistwo keys, you say?'



"Yes" Piercesad. "Two keys."

"Two keysisfour waxes. Four waxesis nigh on aminute, to do it proper. But that doesn't count
cracking the outside, or the inside cabinet. That's moretime again." Agar looked around at the crowded
platform, and the clerksin the office. "Bloody flummet to try and crack her by day," he said "Too many
people about."

"Night?'

"Aye, a night, when she's empty, and aproper deadiurk. | think the night is best.”

"At night, the crushers make rounds,”" Pierce reminded him. They had aready learned that during the
evening, when the station was deserted, the policemen patrolled it at four- or five-minute intervals
throughout the night. "Will you havetime?!

Agar frowned, and squinted up at the office. "No," hesaid findly. "Unless..."

IIYS?I

"Unless the offices were aready open. Then | can make my entrance neat as you please, and | do the
waxes quicklike, and I'm gonein less than two minutesflat.”

"But the officeswill belocked," Pierce said.

"I'm thinking of a snakesman," Agar said, and he nodded to the supervisor's office.

Pierce looked up. The supervisor's office had a broad glass window; through it, he could see Mr.
McPherson, in his shirtdeeves, with white hair and a green shade over hisforehead. And behind

M cPherson was awindow for ventilation, awindow approximately afoot square. 'l seeit,” Pierce said.
And he added, "Damn small."

"A proper snakesman can make it through,” Agar said. A snakesman was a child adept at wriggling
through small spaces. Usualy he was aformer chimney sweep's apprentice. "And once he'sin the office,
he unlocks the cupboard, and he unlocks the door from the inside, and he setsit al up proper for me.
That will makethisjob abonelay, and no mistake," he said, nodding in satisfaction.

"If there's a snakesman."
llAyell

"And he must be the devil'sown,” Pierce said, looking again at the window, "if we areto break that
drum. Who's the bet?'



"The best?' Agar said, looking surprised. "The best is Clean Willy, but he'sin.”
"Wheréshein?'

"Newgate Prison, and there's no escaping that. He'll do his days on the cockchafer, and be agood lad,
and wait for histicket-of-leaveif it comes. But there's no escape. Not from Newgate."

"Perhaps Clean Willy can find away."

"Nobody can find away,” Agar said heavily. "It's been tried before.”

"I'll get aword to Willy," Pierce said, "and we shdl see.”

Agar nodded. "I'll hope," he said, "but not too excessive."

The two men resumed watching the offices. Pierce stared at the storage room of the offices, at thelittle
cupboard mounted on thewall 1t occurred to him that he had never seen it opened. He had a thought:

what if there were more keys--- perhaps dozens of keys--- in that little closet? How would Agar know
which onesto copy?

"Here comes the escop,” Agar said.

Pierce looked, and saw that the police constable was making his rounds. He flicked his chronometer:
seven minutes forty-seven seconds since the last circuit. But the constabl€'s routine would be more rapid
anight.

"You seealurk?' Pierce said.

Agar nodded to a baggage stand in acorner, not more than a dozen paces from the staircase. "Thered
do."

"Well enough,” Pierce said.

The two men remained seated until seven o'clock, when the derks | eft the office to return home. At
seven-twenty, the supervisor departed, locking the outside door after him. Agar had alook at the key,
from adistance.

"What kind of akey?' Pierce asked.

"Chegp twirl will manage” Agar said.



The two men remained another hour, until it became inconvenient for them to stay in the station. Thelast
train had departed, and they were now too conspicuous. They remained just long enough to clock the
constable on night duty as he made hisrounds of the station. The constable passed the traffic manager's

office once every five minutes and three seconds.

Pierce snapped the button on his chronometer and glanced at the second hand. "Five and three," he said.

"Dublay," Agar said.
"Canyoudoit?

"Of coursel candoit,” Agar said. "l can get ajudy preggersinless-- adublay isdl | said. Fiveand
three?"

"l canlight acigar faster,” Pierce reminded him.
"l candoit," Agar sad firmly, "if | have asnakesman such like Clean Willy."

The two men left therallway station. Asthey stepped into the fading twilight, Pierce sgnded his cab.
The cabby with a scar across his forehead whipped up his horse and clattered toward the station

entrance.

"When do we knock it over?' Agar said.

Pierce gave him agold guinea. "When | inform you," he said. And then he got into the cab and rode off
into the deepening night darkness.

Chapter 06

The Problem and the Solution

By the middle of July, 1854, Edward Pierce knew the location of three of the four keys he needed to
rob the safes. Two keyswere in the green cupboard of the traffic supervisor's office of the South Eastern
Railway. A third hung around the neck of Henry Fowler. To Pierce, these three keys presented no mgjor

problem.



There was, of course, the question of opportune timing in making a clandestine break to obtain awax
impression. There was dso the problem of finding a good snakesman to aid in the breek at the railway

offices. But these were dl easly surmountable obstacles.

Thered difficulty centered around the fourth key. Pierce knew that the fourth key wasin the possession
of the bank's president, Mr. Trent, but he did not know where- and thislack of knowledge represented a

formidable challenge indeed, and one that occupied his attention for the next four months.

A few words of explanation may be useful here. In 1854, Alfred Nobel was just beginning his career;
the Swedish chemist would not discover dynamite for another decade, and the availability of nitroglycerin
"soup” lay il further in the future. Thus, in the mid-nineteenth century, any decently constructed metal

safe represented a genuine barrier to theft.

Thistruth was so widely acknowledged that safe manufacturers devoted most of their energiesto the
problem of making safes fireproof, sinceloss of money and documents through incineration was amuch
more serious hazard than loss through theft. During this period, avariety of patents were issued for
ferromanganese, clay, marble dust, and plaster of Paris asfireproof liningsfor safes.

A thief confronted with a safe had three options. Thefirst wasto sted the whole safe outright, carrying it
off to break open at hisleisure. Thiswasimpossibleif the safe was of any Sze or weight, and
manufacturers were careful to employ the heaviest and most unwieldy congtruction meteriasto

discourage this maneuver.

Alternatively, athief could employ a"petter-cutter,” adrill that clamped to the keyhole of the safeand
permitted a hole to be bored over the lock. Through this hole, the lock mechanism could be manipulated

and the lock opened. But the petter-cutter was a specidist'stool; it was noisy, dow, and uncertain; and it
was expensive to purchase and bulky to carry on ajob.

Thethird choice wasto look at the safe and give up. Thiswas the most common outcome of events. In
another twenty years, the safe would be transformed from an impregnable obstacle to amereirritant in

the minds of burglars, but for the moment it was virtually unbeatable.

Unless, that is, one had akey to the safe. Combination locks had not yet been invented; al locks were
operated by key, and the most reliable way to break a safe was to come prepared with aprevioudy
obtained key. Thistruth lies behind the nineteenth-century criminal’s preoccupation with keys. Victorian



crime literature, officid and popular, often seems obsessed with keys, asif nothing else mattered. But in
those days, asthe master safe-cracker Neddy Sykessaid in histrial in 1848, "The key iseverything in
the lay, the problem and the solution.”

Thusit was Edward Pierce's unquestioned assumption in planning the train robbery that he must first
obtain copies of al the necessary keys. And he must do this by gaining accessto the keys themselves, for
athough there was anew method of using wax "blanks" and inserting them into the locks of the actud
safes, this technique was undependable. Safes of the period were usudly left unguarded for this reason.

Thetrue crimina focus was upon the keysto the safe, wherever they might be. The copying process
presented no difficulty: wax impressions of the key could be madein afew moments. And any premises
containing akey could be cracked with relative ease.

But, if one stopsto think of it, akey isredly rather small. It can be concedled in the most unlikely places;
it can be hidden dmost anywhere on aperson's body, or in aroom. Particularly a Victorian room, where
even so ordinary an item of furniture as awastebasket waslikdly to be covered in cloth, layers of fringes,
and decorative rings of tassls.

Weforget how extraordinarily cluttered Victorian roomswere. |nnumerable hiding places were provided
by the prevailing décor of the period. Furthermore, the Victorians themselves adored secret
compartments and conced ed spaces; amid-century writing desk was advertised as" containing 110
compartments, including many most artfully concealed from detection.” Even the ornate hearths, found in
every room of ahouse, offered dozens of placesto hide an object assmall asakey.

Thus, in the mid-Victorian period, information about the location of akey wasamost asuseful asan
actual copy of thekey itsef. A thief seeking awax impression might break into ahouse if he knew
exactly where the key was hidden, or even if he knew in which room it was hidden. But if he did not
know wherein the house it was, the difficulty of making athorough search--- silently, in ahouse full of
residents and servants, using a single shaded lantern that threw only a"bull's-ey€e" spot of light--- was so
great asto be not worth the attempt in the first instance.

Therefore, Pierce directed his attention to discovering where Mr. Edgar Trent, president of the firm of
Huddleston & Bradford, kept hiskey.



Thefirst question was whether Mr. Trent kept hiskey in the bank. Junior clerks of Huddleston &
Bradford took their dinner at one o'clock at a pub called the Horse and Rider, across the street from the
firm. Thiswas asmallish establishment, crowded and warm at the noon dinner hour. Pierce struck up an
acquaintance with one of the clerks, ayoung man named Rivers.

Normally, the servants and junior clerks of the bank were wary of casua acquaintances, for one never
knew when one wastdking to acriminal out of twig; but Riverswas relaxed, in the knowledge that the
bank was impregnable to burglary--- and recognizing, perhaps, that he had adedl of resentment toward
the source of his employment.

In thisregard, one may profitably record the revised "Rules for Office Staff" posted by Mr. Trent in early
1854. These were asfollows:

1. Godliness, cleanliness and punctudity are the necessities of agood business.
2. Thefirm has reduced the working day to the hoursfrom 8:30 am. to 7 p.m.
3. Dally prayerswill be held each morning in the main office. The clerica staff will be present.

4. Clothing will be of asober nature. The clerical staff will not disport themselvesin raiment of bright
color.

5. A stloveisprovided for the benefit of the clerical staff. It isrecommended that each member of the
clericad staff bring 4 Ibs. of coa each day during cold wesether.

6. No member of the clericd staff may leave the room without permission from Mr. Roberts. Thecals
of nature are permitted and clericd staff may use the garden beyond the second gate. Thisareamust be
kept clean in good order.

7. Notaking isalowed during business hours.

8. The craving of tobacco, wines or spiritsis ahuman weskness, and as such isforbidden to the clerica
gff.

9. Members of the clericd staff will provide their own pens.

10. The managers of the firm will expect agreat rise in the output of work to compensate for these near
Utopian conditions.

However Utopian, the working conditions of Huddleston & Bradford led the clerk Riversto spesk
fredy about Mr. Trent. And with less enthusiasm than one might expect for a Utopian employer.



"Bit of adiff, heis" Riverssaid. "Snapping hiswatch a eight thirty sharp, and checking al to seethey
are at their places, no excuses. God help the man whose omnibusis|ate in the traffic of the rush.”

"Demands hisroutine, does he?'

"With avengeance, he does. HE's a stiff one--- the job must be done, and that's al he caresfor. He's
gettingoninyears" Riverssad. "And vain, too: grew whiskerslonger than yours, he did, on account of
thefact he'slosing the hair up top.”

During this period, there was cons derable debate about the propriety of whiskers on gentlemen. It was
anew fashion, and opinion was divided on its benefits. Smilarly, there was anew fashion in smoking,
caled cigarettes, just introduced, but the most conservative men did not smoke--- certainly not in public,
or even a home. And the most conservative men were clean-shaven.

"He hasthis brush, | hear," Riverswent on. "Dr. Scott's € ectric hairbrush, comes from Paris. Y ou know
how dear it is? Tweve shillings Sxpence, that'swhat it is”

Riverswould find thisexpensve: hewas paid twelve shillings aweek.

"What'sit do?' Pierceinquired.

"Cures headaches, dandruff, and baldness, too," Rivers said, "or so it's claimed. Queer little brush. He
locks himsdlf into his office and brushes once an hour, punctud.” Here Riverslaughed at thefoibles of his
employer.

"Hemus have alarge office."

"Aye, large and comfortable, too. He's an important man, Mr. Trent is.”

"Keepsit tidy?'

"Aye, the sweeper'sin every night, dusting and arranging just so, and every night as he leaves, Mr. Trent

saysto the sweeper, ‘A place for everything, and everything inits place, and then he leaves, seven
o'clock punctud.”



Pierce did not recdl the rest of the conversation, for it was of no interest to him. He dready knew what
he wanted--- that Trent did not keep the key in hisoffice. If he did, he would never leave the placeto be
cleaned in his absence, for sweepers were notoriously easy to bribe, and to the casua eye there waslittle
difference between a thorough cleaning and athorough search.

But even if the key was not in the office, it might still be kept in the bank. Mr. Trent might choose to lock
itin one of the vaults. To determineif thiswas s, Pierce could strike up a conversation with adifferent
clerk, but he was anxiousto avoid this. Instead, he chose another method

Chapter 07

The Swell

Teddy Burke, twenty-four, was working the Strand at two in the afternoon, the most fashionable hour.
Like the other gentlemen, Teddy Burke was decked out, wearing a high hat, adark frock coat, narrow
trousers, and adark silk choker. Thisoutfit had cost him a pretty, but it was essentid to his business, for
Teddy Burke was one of the swellest of the swell mobsmen.

In the throng of gentlemen and ladies who browsed among the elegant shops of this thoroughfare, which
Digadli caled "thefirst street in Europe,” no one would notice that Teddy Burke was not done. In fact,
he was working his usual operation, with himsalf as dipper, astickman a hisside, and two stalsfront and
back--- altogether, four men, each as well-dressed as the next. These four dipped through the crowd,
attracting no attention. There was plenty of diversion.

On thisfine early summer day, the air was warm and redolent of horse dung, despite the busy working
of adozen street-urchin sweepers. There was heavy traffic of carts, drays, brightly |ettered rattling
omnibuses, four-whed and hansom cabs, and from time to time an elegant chariot rode past, with a
uniformed coachman in front and liveried servants standing behind. Ragged children darted among the
traffic and turned cartwhedls under the horses hoofs for the amusement of the crowd, some of whom
threw afew coppersin their direction.

Teddy Burke was oblivious to the excitement, and to therich array of goods on display inthe
shopwindows. His attention was wholly fixed upon the quarry, afinelady wearing a heavy flounced
crinoline skirt of deep purple. In afew moments he would dip her as she walked along the strest.

His gang wasin formation. One sta| had taken up a position three paces ahead; another was five paces
back. Trueto their title, the stallswould create disorder and confusion should anything go wrong with the



intended dip.

The quarry was moving, but that did not worry Teddy Burke. He planned to work her on thefly, the
mogt difficult kind of dip, as she moved from one shop to the next.

"Right, herewe go," he said, and the stickman moved aongside him. It was the stickman'sjob to take
the pogue once Teddy had snaffled it, thusleaving Teddy clean, should there be hue and cry and a
constable to stop him.

Together with the stickman, he moved so close to the woman he could smell her perfume. Hewas
moving aong her right side, for awoman's dress had only one pocket, and that was on the right.

Teddy carried an overcoat draped across hisleft arm. A sensible person might have asked why a
gentleman would carry an overcoat on such awarm day; but the coat |ooked new, and he could have
conceivably just picked it up from afitting at one of the nearby shops. In any case, the overcoat
concedled the movement of hisright arm across his body to the woman's skirt. He fanned the dress
delicately, to determineif apurse wasthere. Hisfingers touched it; he took a deep breath, praying that
the coinswould not clink, and lifted it out of the pocket.

Immediately he eased away from the woman, shifted his overcoat to his other arm, and in the course of
that movement passed the purse to the stickman. The stickman drifted off. Ahead and behind, the stalls
moved out in different directions. Only Teddy Burke, now clean, continued to walk aong the Strand,
pausing before a shop that displayed cut-glass and crystal decanters imported from France,

A tall gent with ared beard was admiring the waresin the window. He did not look at Teddy Burke.
"Nicepull,” hesaid.

Teddy Burke blinked.

The speaker was too well-dressed, too square-rigged, to be a plainclothes crusher, and he certainly
wasn't anose, or informer. Teddy Burke said carefully, "Are you addressing me, Sir?"

"Yes," theman said. "l said that wasavery nice pull. You tool her off?'



Teddy Burke was profoundly insulted. A tool was awire hook that inferior dippers employed to snarea
purseif their fingers were too shaky for the job. "Beg your pardon, Sir. | don't know your meaning, Sir."

" think you do, well enough,”" the man said. " Shdl we walk awhile?’

Teddy Burke shrugged and fell into step dongside the stranger. After all, he was clean; he had nothing to
fear. "Lovely day," he said.

The stranger did not answer. They waked for some minutesin silence. "Do you think you can beless
effective?’ the man asked after atime.

"How do you mean, Sir?"

"I mean," the man said, "'can you buzz a customer and come out dry?'

"On purpose?’ Teddy Burke laughed. "It happens often enough without trying, | can tell you that.”

"Therésfive quid for you, if you can prove yoursdf aprize bungler.”

Teddy Burke's eyes narrowed. There were plenty of magsmen about, sharp con men who often
employed an unwitting accomplice, setting him up to take afdl in some elaborate scheme. Teddy Burke
was nobody's fool. "Five quid's no great metter.”

"Ten," theman said, in aweary voice.

"l haveto think of me boys."

"No," theman sad, "thisisyou, done."

"What'sthe lay, then?" Teddy Burke said.

"Lotsof bustle, aruck touch, just enough to set the quarry to worry, make him pat his pockets.”

"And you want me to come up dry?"

"Dry asdug," theman said.

"Who'sthe quarry, then?' Teddy Burke said.

"A gent named Trent. Y oull touch him with abungler'sdip in front of his offices, just aroughing-up,
like"

"Where's the office, then?"
"Huddleston & Bradford Bank."

Teddy Burke whistled. "Westmingter. Sticky, that is. There's enough crushers about to make a bloody
amy."

"But you'l bedry. All youveto doisworry him."



Teddy Burke walked afew moments, looking thisway and that, taking the air and thinking things over.
"Whenwill it be, then?"

"Tomorrow morning. Eight o'clock sharp.”
"All right.”

The red-bearded gentleman gave him afive-pound hill, and informed him he would get the rest when the
job was done.

"What'sit al about, then?' Teddy Burke asked.

"Persona matter,” the man replied, and dipped away into the crowd.

Chapter 08

TheHoly Land

Between 1801 and 1851, London tripled in size. With a population of two and ahaf million, it was by
far the largest city in theworld, and every foreign observer was astonished &t its dimensions. Nathaniel
Hawthorne was speechless;, Henry James was fascinated and gppalled at its"horrible numerosity”;
Dostoevsky found it "as vast as an ocean... a Biblical sight, some prophecy out of the Apocalypse being
fulfilled before your very eyes.”

And yet London continued to grow. At the mid-century, four thousand new dwellings were under
congtruction at any onetime, and the city wasliteraly exploding outward. Already, the now familiar
pattern of expansion wastermed "the flight to the suburbs.” Outlying areasthat at the turn of the century
had been villages and hamlets--- Marylebone, Idington, Camden, St. John's Wood, and Bethnal
Green--- were thoroughly built up, and the newly affluent middle classes were deserting the central city
for these areas, where the air was better, the noise less bothersome, and the atmosphere in generd more
pleasant and " countrified.”

Of course, some older sections of London retained a character of great elegance and wedlth, but these
were often cheek to jowl with the most disma and shocking dums. The proximity of greet richesand
profound squalor aso impressed foreign observers, particularly since the dums, or rookeries, were
refuges and breeding placesfor "the crimind class." There were sections of London where athief might
rob amansion and literally cross astreet to disgppear into atangled maze of aleyways and dilapidated
buildings crammed with humanity and so dangerous that even an armed policeman did not dare pursue
the culprit.



The genesis of dumswas poorly understood at the time; indeed, the very term "dums' did not become
widely accepted until 1890. But in avague way the now familiar pattern was recognized: aregion of the
city would be cut off from circulation by newly constructed thoroughfares that bypassed it; businesses
would depart; disagreeable industrieswould movein, creeting loca noise and air pollution and further
reducing the attractiveness of the areg; ultimately, no one with the meansto live el sewhere would choose
to resdein such aplace, and the region would become decrepit, badly maintained, and overpopul ated
by the lowest classes.

Then, as now, these dums existed in part because they were profitable for landlords. A lodging house of
eight rooms might take on a hundred boarders, each paying ashilling or two aweek to livein
"hugger-mugger promiscuity,” deeping with as many as twenty members of the same or opposite sex in
the same room. (Perhaps the most bizarre example of lodgings of the period was the famous waterfront
salors "penny hangs." Here adrunken seaman dept the night for a penny, draping himself across
chest-high ropes, and hanging like clotheson aline))

While some proprietors of lodging houses, or netherskens, lived in the area--- and often accepted stolen
goodsin lieu of rent--- many owners were substantia citizens, landlords in absentiawho employed a
tough deputy to collect the rents and keep some semblance of order.

During this period there were severd notorious rookeries, a Seven Dids, Rosemary Lane, Jacob's
Idand, and Ratcliffe Highway, but none was more famous than the six acresin central London that
comprised therookery of St. Giles, caled "the Holy Land." Located near the theatre district of Leicester
Square, the progtitute center of the Haymarket, and the fashionable shops of Regent Street, the . Giles
rookery was drategicaly located for any crimina who wanted to "go to ground.”

Contemporary accounts describe the Holy Land as"a dense mass of houses so old they only seem not
to fal, through which narrow and tortuous lanes curve and wind. Thereisno privacy here, and whoever
venturesin this region finds the streets--- by courtesy so called--- thronged with loiterers, and sees,
through haf-glazed windows, rooms crowded to suffocation.” There are referencesto "the stagnant
gutters... thefilth choking up dark passages... the walls of bleached soot, and doorsfalling from their
hinges... and children swarming everywhere, relieving themselves asthey please.”

Such asqualid, maodorous and dangerous tenement was no place for agentleman, particularly after
nightfal on afoggy summer evening. Y et in late July, 1854, ared-bearded man in fashionable attire
walked fearlessy through the smoke-filled, cramped and narrow lanes. Theloiterers and vagrants
watching him no doubt observed that his slver-headed cane looked ominoudy heavy, and might conced
ablade. There was aso a bulge about the trousers that implied a barker tucked in the waistband. And
the very boldness of such afoolhardy incursion probably intimidated many of those who might be
tempted to waylay him.



Pierce himsdf later said, "It isthe demeanor which is respected among these people. They know the
look of fear, and likewise its absence, and any man who is not afraid makesthem afraid in turn.”

Pierce went from dreet to stinking street, inquiring after a certain woman. Finaly he found alounging
soak who knew her.

"It'sMaggie you want? Little Maggie?' the man asked, leaning againgt ayelow gaslamppost, hisface
deep shadowsin the fog.

"Shel'sajudy, Clean Willy'sdoll."

"l know of her. Pincheslaundry, doesn't she? Aye, she does abit of snow, I'm sure of it." Here the man
paused sgnificantly, squinting.

Pierce gave him acoin. "Where shdl | find her?'
"First passing up, first door to yer right,” the man said.
Pierce continued on.

"But it'sno use your bothering,” the man cdled after him. "Willy'sin the stir now--- in Newgate, no
less-- and he has only the cockchafer on hismind.”

Pierce did not look back. He walked down the street, passing vague shadowsin the fog, and here and
there awoman whaose clothing glowed in the night--- matchstick dippers with patches of phosphorouson
their garments. Dogs barked; children cried; whispers and groans and laughter were conveyed to him
through thefog. Findly he arrived at the nethersken, with its bright rectangle of yellow light at the
entrance, shining on acruddy hand-painted sgn which read:

LOGINS FOR THRAVELERS

Pierce glanced at the sign, then entered the building, pushing hisway past the throng of dirty, ragged
children clustered about the stairs; he cuffed one briskly, to show them there was to be no plucking at his
pockets. He climbed the creaking stairs to the second floor, and asked after the woman named Maggie.
Hewastold she wasin the kitchen, and so he descended again, to the basement.

The kitchen was the center of every lodging house, and at this hour it was awarm and friendly place, a
focus of heat and rich smells, whilethe fog curled gray and cold outside the windows. A half-dozen men



stood by thefire, talking and drinking; at aside table, severa men and women played cards while others
spped bowls of steaming soup; tucked away in the corners were musical instruments, beggars crutches,
hawkers baskets, and peddiers boxes. He found Maggie, adirty child of twelve, and drew her to one
sde. He gave her agold guinea, which she bit. She flashed ahaf-amile.

"What isit, then, guv?" Shelooked gppraisingly a hisfine clothes, a cdculating glance far beyond her
years. "A bit of aticklefor you?'

Pierceignored the suggestion. "Y ou dab it up with Clean Willy?'

She shrugged. "I did. Willy'sin."

"Newgate?'

"Ayer

"Youseehim?'

"l do, once and again. | goesas hissister, see”

Pierce pointed to the coin she clutched in her hand. "There's another one of those if you can downy him
amessage.”

For amoment, the girl's eyes glowed with interest. Then they went blank again. "What'sthe lay?"

"Tdl Willy, he should break at the next topping. It'sto be EmmaBarnes, the murderess. They'll hang her
inpublic for sure. Tell him: bresk at the topping.”

She laughed. It was an odd laugh, harsh and rough. 'Willy'sin Newgate," she said, "and theré's no
breaks from Newgate--- topping or no."

"Tdl him hecan,” Fierce sad. "Tdl him to go to the house where hefirst met John Simms, and al will be
wel enough.”

"Areyou John Smms?’

"l anafriend,” Pierce said. "Tdl him the next topping and he's over the side, or he's not Clean Willy."
She shook her head "How can he break from Newgate?'

"Jugt tdll him," Pierce said, and turned to leave.

At the door to the kitchen, he looked back at her, askinny child, stoop-shouldered in aragged
secondhand dress spattered with mud, her hair matted and filthy.



"I'll tell," she said, and dipped the gold coin into her shoe. He turned away from her and retraced his
steps, leaving the Holy Land. He came out of anarrow aley, turned into Leicester Square, and joined the
crowd in front of the Mayberry Thestre, blending in, disappearing.

Chapter 09

The Routine of Mr. Edgar Trent

Respectable London was quiet at night. In the erabefore the internal combustion engine, the business
and financial digtricts at the center of the town were deserted and Slent except for the quiet footsteps of
the Metropolitan Police constables making their twenty-minute rounds.

Asdawn came, the silence was broken by the crowing of roosters and the mooing of cows, barnyard
sounds incongruous in an urban setting. But in those days there plenty of livestock in the centra city, and
anima husbandry was still amagjor London industry--- and indeed, during the day, amajor source of
traffic congestion. It was not uncommon for afine gentleman to be delayed in his coach by a shepherd
with hisflock moving through the streets of the city. London wasthe largest urban concentration in the
world at that time, but by modern standards the division between city and country life was blurred.

Blurred, that is, until the Horse Guards clock chimed seven o'clock, and thefirst of that peculiarly urban
phenomenon--- commuters--- appeared on their way to work, conveyed by "the Marrowbone stage”;
that is, on foot. These were the armies of women and girls employed as seamstressesin the sweatshops
of West End dress factories, where they worked twelve hours aday for afew shillings aweek.

At eight o'clock, the shops along the great thoroughfares took down their shutters; apprentices and
ass stants dressed the windows in preparation for the day's commerce, setting out what one sarcastic
obsarver cdled "the innumerable whim-whams and frible-frabble of fashion.”

Between eight and nine o'clock was rush hour, and the streets became crowded with men. Everyone
from government clerksto bank cashiers, from stockbrokers to sugar-bakers and soap-oilers, made their
way to work on foot, in omnibuses, tandems, dogcarts--- dtogether arattling, noisy, thickly jammed
traffic of vehicles and driverswho cursed and swore and lashed at their horses.

In the midst of this, the street sweepers began their day'slabors. In the ammoniarich air, they collected
the first droppings of horse dung, dashing among the carts and omnibuses. And they were busy: an



ordinary London horse, according to Henry Mayhew, deposited six tons of dung on the streets each
year, and there were at least amillion horsesin the city.

Gliding through the midst of this confusion, afew eegant broughams, with gleaming dark polished wood
carriages and ddicately sprung, lacy-spoked whedl's, conveyed their substantia citizensin utter comfort
to the day's employment.

Pierce and Agar, crouched on arooftop overlooking the imposing facade of the Huddleston & Bradford
Bank across the way, watched as one such brougham came down the street toward them.

"Thereheisnow,” Agar said.

Pierce nodded. "Well, we shdl know soon enough.” He checked hiswatch. "Eight-twenty-nine.
Punctud, asusud.”

Pierce and Agar had been on the rooftop since dawn. They had watched the early arrivd of thetdlers
and clerks; they had seen the traffic in the street and on the sidewalks grow more brisk and hurried with
each passing minute.

Now the brougham pulled up to the door of the bank, and the driver jJumped down to open the door.
The president of Huddleston & Bradford stepped down to the pavement. Mr. Edgar Trent was near
sixty, hisbeard was gray, and he had a considerable paunch; whether he was bading or not, Pierce
could not discern, for ahigh top hat covered his head.

"He'safat one, isn't he," Agar said.

"Watch, now," Pierce said.

At the very moment that Mr. Trent stepped to the ground, awell-dressed young man jostled him
roughly, muttered a brief gpology over his shoulder, and moved on in the rush-hour crowd. Mr. Trent
ignored the incident. He walked the few steps forward to the impressive oak doors of the bank.



Then he stopped, hdting in mid-gtride.

"He'sredized," Piercesad.

On the street below, Trent looked after the well-dressed young man, and immediately patted hisside
coat pocket, fedling for some article. Apparently, what he sought was still in its place; his shoulders
dropped in relief, and he continued on into the bank.

The brougham clattered off; the bank doors swung shut.

Pierce grinned and turned to Agar. "Wdll," he sad, "that'sthat.”

"That'swhat?' Agar said.

"That's what we need to know."

"What do we need to know, then?' Agar said. ,

"We need to know," Pierce said dowly, "that Mr. Trent brought his key with him today, for thisisthe
day of-" He broke off abruptly. He had not yet informed Agar of the plan, and he saw no reason to do

so until thelast minute. A man with atendency to be asoak, like Agar, could loosen histongue at an
unlikely time. But no drunk could split what he did not know.

"Theday of what?' Agar perssted.

"The day of reckoning," Pierce said.

"Youreatight one" Agar said. And then he added, "Wasn't that Teddy Burke, trying apull?'
"Who's Teddy Burke?' Pierce said

"A swell, works the Strand."

"I wouldn't know," Pierce said, and the two men | ft the building rooftop.

"Cor, youreatight one" Agar said again. "That was Teddy Burke."

Piercejust smiled.



In the coming weeks, Pierce learned a greeat deal about Mr. Edgar Trent and hisdaily routine. Mr. Trent
was arather severe and devout gentleman; herarely drank, never smoked or played at cards. He was
the father of five children; hisfirst wife had died in childbirth some years before and his second wife,
Emily, wasthirty years hisjunior and an acknowledged beauty, but she was as severein disposition as
her husband.

The Trent family resided a No. 17 Highwater Road, Mayfair, in alarge Georgian mansion with
twenty-three rooms, not including servants quarters. Altogether, twelve servants were employed: a
coach driver, two liverymen, agardener, adoorman, abutler, acook and two kitchen ass stants, and
three maids. There was dso agoverness for the three youngest children.

The children ranged in age from a four-year-old son to atwenty-nine-year-old daughter. All lived in the
house. The youngest child had atendency to somnambulation, so that there were often commotions at
night that roused the entire househol d.

Mr. Trent kept two bulldogs, which were walked twice aday, at seven in the morning and at
eight-fifteen at night, by the cook’s assistants. The dogs were penned in run at the back of the house, not
far from the tradesmen's entrance.

Mr. Trent himself followed arigid routine. Each day, he arose at 7 am., breskfasted at 7:30, and
departed for work at 8:10, arriving at 8:29. He invariably lunched at Simpson's at one o'clock, for one
hour. He left the bank promptly at 7 p.m., returning home no later than 7:20. Although he was a member
of severd clubsin town, herardly frequented them. Mr. Trent and hiswife went out of an evening twice
in the course of aweek; they generally gave adinner once aweek and occasiondly alarge party. On
such evenings, an extramaid and manservant would be laid on, but these people were obtained from
adjacent households; they were very reliable and could not be bribed.

The tradesmen who came each day to the side entrance of the house worked the entire street, and they
were careful never to associate with apotentid thief. For afruit or vegetable hawker, a"polite street”
was not easily come by, and they were all aclose-mouthed lot.

A chimney sweep named Marks worked the same area. He was known to inform the police of any



approach by alurker seeking information. The sweep's boy was a smpleton; nothing could be got from
him.

The congtable patrolling the street, Lewis, made his rounds once every seventeen minutes. The shift
changed a midnight; the night man, Howell, made his rounds once every sixteen minutes. Both men were
highly reliable, never sick or drunk, and not susceptible to bribes.

The servants were content. None had been recently hired, nor had any been recently discharged; they
were al well-treated and loyd to the household, particularly to Mrs. Trent. The coach driver was married
to the cook; one of the liverymen was deeping with one of the upstairs maids; the other two maids were
comely and did not, apparently, lack for male companionship--- they had found lovers among the serving
gaff of nearby households.

The Trent family took an annual seaside holiday during the month of August, but they would not do so
thisyear, for Mr. Trent's bus ness obligations were such that he was required to remain in town the whole
of the summer. The family occasionally weekended in the country at the home of Mrs. Trent's parents,
but during these outings most of the servants remained in the mansion. At no time, it seemed, were there
fewer than eight people residing in the house.

All thisinformation Pierce accumulated dowly and carefully, and often at somerisk. Apparently he
adopted various disguises when he talked with servantsin pubs and on the street; he must dso have
loitered in the neighborhood, observing the patterns of the house, but this was a dangerous practice. He
could, of course, hire anumber of "crows" to scout the areafor him, but the more people he hired, the
more likely it was that rumors of animpending burglary of the Trent mansion would get out. In that case,
the already formidable problems of cracking the house would be increased. So he did most of the
reconnai ssance himsdlf, with some help from Agar.

According to his own testimony, by the end of August Pierce was no further ahead than he had been a
month before. " The man afforded no purchase," Pierce said, speaking of Trent. "No vices, no
weaknesses, no eccentricities, and awife straight from the pages of a handbook on dutiful attention to the
running of a happy household.”

Clearly, there was no point in breaking into a twenty-three-room mansion on the off chance of coming
upon the hidden key. Pierce had to have more information, and as he continued his surveillance it became
evident that thisinformation could be obtained only from Mr. Trent himsdlf, who aone would know the
location of the key.



Pierce had failed in every attempt to strike up a persond acquaintance with Mr. Trent. Henry Fowler,
who shared with Pierce an occasona gentleman's evening on the town, had been approached on the
subject of Trent, but Fowler had said the man was religious, proper, and rather abore in conversation;
and he added that hiswife, though pretty, was equdly tedious. (These comments, when brought forward
intrial testimony, caused Mr. Fowler cond derable embarrassment, but then Mr. Fowler was confronted
with much greater embarrassments later.)

Pierce could hardly pressfor an introduction to such an unappetizing couple. Nor could he gpproach
Trent directly, pretending business with the bank; Henry Fowler would rightly expect that Pierce would
bring any businessto him. Nor did Pierce know anyone except Fowler who was acquainted with Trent.

In short, Pierce had no gammon to play, and by the first of August he was considering severd desperate
ploys--- such as staging an accident in which he would be run down by acab in front of the Trent
household, or asimilar episodein front of the bank. But these were cheap tricks and, to be effective, they
would require some degree of genuine injury to Pierce. Understandably, he was not happy at the

prospect, and kept postponing the matter.

Then, on the evening of August 3rd, Mr. Trent suddenly changed his established routine. He returned
home at his usua time, 7:20, but he did not go indoors. Instead, he went directly to the dog run at the
back of the house, and put one of his bulldogs on aleash. Petting the anima daborately, he climbed back
into hiswaiting carriage and drove off.

When Pierce saw that, he knew he had his man.

Chapter 10

A Made Dog

Not far from Southwark Mint wasthe livery stable of Jeremy Johnson & Son. It wasasmallish
establishment, quartering perhaps two dozen horsesin three wooden barns, with hay, saddles, bridles,
and other apparatus hanging from rafters. A casua visitor to this stable might be surprised to hear,
ingtead of the whinny of horses, the predominant sound of barking, growling, snarling dogs. But the
meaning of those sounds was clear enough to frequenters of the place, and no cause for particular
comment. Throughout London, there were many reputable establishments that operated a side business

of training fighting dogs.

Mr. Jeremy Johnson, Sr., led hisred-bearded customer back through the stables. Hewas ajovia old



man with most of histeeth missing. "Bit of an old gummer myself,” he said, chuckling. "Doesn't hurt the
drinking, though, I'll tell you that." He dapped the hindquarters of ahorseto pushit out of the way.
"Move on, moveon,” he said, then looked back at Pierce. "Now what isit you'll be wanting?'

"Your best," Pierce said.

"That'swhat al the gentlemen are wanting,” Mr. Johnson said, with asigh. "None wants € se than the

"l amvery paticular.”

"Oh, | can seethat,” Johnson said. "I can seethat, indeed. Y ou're seeking alearner, so asto polish him
yoursdf?'

"No," Piercesad, "l want afully made dog.”
"That's dear, you know."
"l know."

"Very dear, very dear,” Johnson mumbled, moving back through the stable. He pushed open a creaking
door, and they came into asmall courtyard at the rear. Here were three wood-boarded circular pits,
each perhaps six feet in diameter, and caged dogs on al sides. The dogs yel ped and barked as they saw
the men.

"Very dear, amade dog,” Johnson said. "Takes a proper long training to have agood made dog. Here's
how we do. First we gives the dog to a coster, and hejogs the dog day and day again--- to toughen him,
you know."

"l understand,” Pierce said impatiently, "but I---"

"Then," Johnson continued, "then we putsthe learner in with an old gummer--- or ayoung gummer, as
the case is now. Lost our gummer afortnight past, so we took this one’--- he pointed to a caged dog---
"and yanked all the teeth, so he'sthe gummer now. Very good summer heis, too. Knows how to worry
alearner--- very agile, thisgummer is.”

Piercelooked at the gummer. It was ayoung and hedlthy dog, barking vigoroudy. All itsteeth were
gone, yet it continued to snarl and gull back itslips menacingly. The Sight made Pierce laugh.



"Yes, yes, 'tisabit of ajoke," Johnson said, moving around the enclosure, "but not when you get to this
one here. Not here, there's no joking. Here'sthe finest taste dog in dl London, | warrant.”

Thiswasamongrel, larger than abulldog, and parts of its body had been shaved. Pierce knew the
routine: ayoung dog was firdt trained in sparring bouts with as old and toothl ess-veteran; then it was put
into the pit with a"taste dog," which was expendable but had good spirit. It was in the course of sparring
with the taste dog that the learner acquired the fina skillsto go for thekill. The usual practicewasto
shave the vulnerable parts of the taste dog, encouraging the learner to attack those aress.

"Thistaster,” Johnson said, "thistaster has put the touches on more champions than you can name. Y ou
know Mr. Benderby's dog, the one that bested the Manchester killer last month? Well, thistaster here
trained Mr. Benderby's dog. And also Mr. Starrett's dog, and--- oh, adozen others, al top fighting
dogs. Now Mr. Starrett himsalf, he comes back to me and wantsto buy this very taster. Says he wants
to have him to worry abadger or two. Y ou know what he offers me? Fifty quid, he offersme. And you
know what | say? Not on your life, | say, not fifty quid for thistaster.”

Johnson shook hishead alittle sadly.

"Not for badgers, anyhow," he said. "Badgers are no proper worry for any fighting dog. No, no. A
proper fighting dog is for your dogs, or, if need be, for your rats." He squinted at Pierce. ™Y ou want your
dog for ratting? We have specid trained ratters,” Mr. Johnson said. "A touch lessdear, iswhy | mention
it

"I want your very best made dog."

"And you shdl haveit, | warrant. Here isthe devil's own, right here." Johnson paused before a cage.
Inside, Pierce saw abulldog that weighed about forty pounds. The dog growled but did not move. " See
that? He's a confident one. He's had a good mouthful or two, and he'swell made. Vicious asever | saw.
Some dogs have the ingtinct, you know--- can't be taught ‘em, they just have theingtinct to get agood
mouthful straightaway. Thishere one, he'sgot the ingtinct”

"How much?' Piercesaid.

"Twenty quid.”

Pierce heditated.



"With the studded leash, and the callar and muzzle, dl in," Johnson added
Pierce ill waited.
"Hell do you proud, | warrant, very proud.”

After alengthy silence, Pierce said, "1 want your best dog.” He pointed to the cage. " This dog has never
fought. He has no scars. | want atrained veteran.”

"And you shdl have him," Johnson said, not blinking. He moved two cages down. "This one here hasthe
killer ingtinct, the taste of blood, and quick? Why, quicker than your eye, heis, thisone. Took the neck
off old Whitington's charger aweek past, at the pub tourney--- perhaps you was there and saw him."

Fercesad, "How much?'

"Twenty-fivequid, dl in."

Pierce stared at the anima for amoment, then said, "I want the best dog you have."

"Thisisthe very same, | swear it--- the very dog that's best of the lot"

Pierce crossed hisarms over his chest and tapped hisfoot on the ground.

"l swear it, dr, twenty-five quid, agentleman'sfancy and most excdllent in al respects.”

Piercejust stared a him.

"Well, then," Johnson said, looking away asif embarrassed, "thereis one more animal, but he's very
gpecid. He hasthekiller ingtinct, the taste of blood, the quick move, and atough hide. Thisway."

Heled Pierce out of the enclosed courtyard to another area, where there were three dogs in somewhat
larger pens. They were dl heavier than the others; Pierce guessed they must weigh fifty pounds, perhaps
more. Johnson tapped the middle cage.

"Thisun," hesaid. "Thisun turned fdon on me," he said. "Thought I'd have to top him off--- hewasa
felon, pure and smple.”" Johnson rolled up hisdeeveto reved aset of jagged white scars. "Thisun did
thisto me," he said, "when he turned felon. But | brought him back, nursed him, and trained him specid,
because he has the spirit, see, and the spirit's everything.”

"How much?' Riercesad.
Johnson glanced at the scarson hisarm. "Thisun | was saving---"

"How much?"



"Couldn't let him go for lessn fifty quid, beg pardon.”

"I will giveyouforty."

"Sold," Johnson said quickly. "Y ou'll take im now?"

"No," Rercesaid. "I'll call for him soon. For the moment, hold him."
"Thenyoull be putting alittle something down?*

"I will," Pierce said, and gave the man ten pounds. Then he had him pry open the dog'sjaws, and he
checked the teeth; and then he departed.

"Damn me," Johnson said after he had gone. "Man buys a made dog, then leaves him. What're we up to
today?"

Chapter 11

The Destruction of Vermin

Captain Jmmy Shaw, aretired pugilist, ran the most famous of the sporting pubs, the Queen's Heed, of
Windmill Street. A visitor to that pub on the evening of August 10, 1854, would be greeted by amost
peculiar spectacle, for athough the pub was notably low-ceilinged, dingy, and cheap, it wasfilled with dll
manner of well-dressed gentlemen who rubbed shoulders with hawkers, costers, navvies, and others of
the lowest social station. Y et nobody seemed to mind, for everyone shared a state of excited, noisy
anticipation. Furthermore, nearly everyone had brought a dog. There were dogs of dl sorts: bulldogs,
Skyeterriers, brown English terriers, and various mongrels. Some nestled in the arms of their owners,;
othersweretied to the legs of tables or to thefootrail of the bar. All were the subject of intense
discussion and scrutiny: they were hefted into the air to gauge their weight, their limbswerefelt for the
strength of bones, their jaws opened for alook at the teeth.

A visitor might then observe that the few decorative features of the Queen's Head reflected this same
interest in dogs. Studded leather collars hung from the rafters; there were stuffed dogsin dirty glass boxes
mounted over the bar; there were prints of dogs by the hearth, including afamous drawing of Tiny, "the
wonder dog," awhite bulldog whose legendary exploits were known to every man present.

Jmmy Shaw, aburly figure with a broken nose, moved about the room cdling, " Give your orders,
gentlemen,” in aloud voice. At the Queen's Head, even the best gentlemen drank hot gin without
complaint. Indeed, no one seemed to notice the tawdry surroundings at all. Nor, for that matter, did
anyone seem to mind that most of the dogs were heavily scarred on the face, body, and limbs.



Above the bar, a soot-covered sign read:

EVERY MAN HASHISFANCY RATTING SPORTSIN REALITY

And if people should be uncertain asto the meaning of that sign, their doubts ended at nine o'clock,
when Captain Jmmy gave the order to "light up the pit" and the entire assembled company began tofile
toward the upstairs room, each man carrying his dog, and each man dropping a shilling into the hand of a
waiting ass stant before ascending the Sairs.

The second floor of the Queen's Head was alarge room, as low-cellinged as the ground floor. This
room waswholly devoid of furnishings, and dominated by the pit--- acircular arenasix feet in diameter,
enclosed by dat boards four feet high. The floor of the pit was whitewashed, freshly agpplied each
evening.

Asthe spectators arrived on the second floor, their dogsimmediately came dive, jumping in their
owners arms, barking vigoroudy, and straining on the leashes. Captain Jmmy said sternly, "Now you
gentlemen that have fancies-- shut 'em up,” and there was some attempt to do this, but it was hardly
successful, especialy when the first cage of rats was brought forth.

At the sght of therats, the dogs barked and snarled fiercely. Captain Immy held the rusty wire cage
over hishead, waving it intheair; it contained perhapsfifty scampering rats. "Nothing. but the finest,
gentlemen," he announced. "Every one country born, and not awater-ditch among 'em. Who wantsto try
ara?'

By now, fifty or sixty people had crammed into the narrow room. Many leaned over the wooden boards
of the pit. There was money in every hand, and lively bargaining. Over the generd din, avoice from the
back spoke up. "I'll have atry at twenty. Twenty of your best for my fancy.”

"Weigh thefancy of Mr. T.," Captain Immy said, for he knew the spesker. The assi stants rushed up and
took the bulldog from the arms of a gray-bearded, balding gentleman. The dog was weighed.

"Twenty-seven pounds!” came the cry, and the dog was returned to its owner.



"That'sit, then, gents," Captain Immy said. "Twenty-seven poundsis Mr. T.'sfancy dog, and he has
cdled for atry at twenty rats. Shal it be four minutes?'

Mr. T. nodded in agreement.

"Four minutesit is, gentlemen, and you may wager asyou seefit. Make room for Mr. T."

The gray-bearded gentleman moved up to the edge of the pit, till cradling hisdog in hisarms. The
animal was spotted black and white, and it snarled at the rats opposite. Mr. T. urged his dog on by
making snarling and growling noises himsdif.

"Let'sseethem,” Mr. T. said.

The assstant opened the cage and reached in to grab the rats with his bare hand. This wasimportant, for
it proved that the rats were indeed country animals, and not infected with any disease. The assistant
picked out "twenty of thefinest" and tossed them down into the pit. The animals scampered around the
perimeter, then finally huddled together in one corner, in afurry mass.

"Areweready?' caled Captain Jmmy, brandishing astopwatch in his hand.
"Ready," said Mr. T., making growling and snarling soundsto hisdog.

"Blow on'em! Blow on'em!" camethe cry from the spectators, and various otherwise quite dignified
gentlemen puffed and blew toward the rats, raising the fur and sending them into afrenzy.

"Aaannnddd... go!" shouted Captain Jmmy, and Mr. T. flung his dog into the pit. Immediately, Mr. T.

crouched down until his head was just above the wooden rim, and from this position he urged his dog on
with shouted ingtructions and canine growls.

The dog legpt forward into the mass of rats, striking out at them, snapping at the necks like the true and
well-blooded sport that he was. In aningtant he had killed three or four.

The betting spectators screamed and yelled no less than the owner, who never took his eyes from the



combat. "That'sit!" shouted Mr. T. "That's adead one, drop 'im, now go! Grrrrrrr! Good, that's another,
drop 'im. Go! Grrr-rugh!”

The dog moved quickly from onefurry body to the next. Then onerat caught hold of hisnose and clung
tightly; the dog could not shake therat free.

"Twiger! Twiger!" shrieked the crowd.

The dog writhed, got free, and raced after the others. Now there were six ratskilled, their bodieslying
on the blood-streaked pit floor.

"Two minutes pagt,” called Captain Jmmy.

"Hi, Lover, good Lover," screamed Mr. T. "Go, boy. Grrrrh! That's one, now drop ‘im. Go, Lover!"

The dog raced around the arena, pursuing its quarry; the crowd screamed and pounded the wooden
datsto keep theanimasin afrenzy. At one point Lover had four rats clinging to hisface and body, and
gill he kept going, crunching afifth in his strong haws. In the midst of dl thisfurious excitement, no one
noticed ared-bearded gentleman of dignified bearing who pushed hisway through the crowd until hewas
standing alongside Mr. T., whaose attention remained wholly focused on the dog.

"Three minutes," Captain Jmmy called. There was agroan from severd in the crowd. Three minutes
gone and only twelve rats dead; those who had bet on Mr. T.'sfancy were going to lose their money.

Mr. T. himself did not seem to hear the time. His eyes never |eft the dog; he barked and yelped; he
twisted his body, writhing with the dog he owned; he snapped hisjaws and screamed orders until he was
hoarse.

"Time!" shouted Captain Immy, waving the stcopwatch. The crowd sighed and relaxed. Lover was
pulled from the arena; the three remaining rats were deftly scooped up by the assistants.

Theratting match was over; Mr. T. had logt.



"Bloody good try," said the red-bearded man, in consolation.

The paradoxes inherent in Mr. Edgar Trent's behavior at the Queen's Head pub--- indeed, in hisvery
presence in such surroundings--- require some explanation.

Inthefirst place, aman who was the president of abank, adevout Chrigtian, and apillar of the
respectable community would never think to associate himsdlf with members of the lower orders. Quite
the contrary: Mr. Trent devoted considerable time and energy to keeping these people in their proper
place, and he did so with the firm and certain knowledge that he was hel ping to maintain good socid
order.

Y et there were afew placesin Victorian society where members of al classes mingled fredly, and chief
among these were sporting events--- the prize ring, the turf and, of course, the baiting sports. All these
activitieswere ether disreputable or flatly illegd, and their supporters, derived from every stratum of
society, shared acommon interest that permitted them to overl ook the breakdown of social convention
upon such occasions. And if Mr. Trent saw no incongruity in his presence among the lowest street
hawkers and costers, it isaso true that the hawkers and cogters, usudly tongue-tied and uneasy in the
presence of gentlemen, were equally relaxed at these sporting events, laughing and nudging fredly men
whom they would not dare to touch under ordinary circumstances.

Their common interest--- anima baiting--- had been a cherished form of amusement throughout
Western Europe since medievd times. But in Victorian England animal sports were dying out rapidly, the
victim of legidation and changing public tastes. The baiting of bulls or bears, common at the turn of the
century, was now quite rare; cockfighting was found only in rurd centers. In London in 1854, only three
animal sports remained popular, and dl concerned dogs.

Nearly every foreign observer since Elizabethan times has commented on the affection Englishmen lavish
upon their dogs, and it is odd that the very creature most dear to English hearts should be the focus of
these flagrantly sadistic "sporting events.”

Of the three dog sports, dogs set against other dogs was considered the highest "art” of animal sports.
This sport was sufficiently widespread that many London criminas made agood living working
exclusvely asdog thieves, or "fur-pullers.” But dogfights were rdatively uncommon, sSncethey were



ordinarily battlesto the death, and a good fighting dog was an expensive article.

Even less common was badger-baiting. Here a badger would be chained in an arena, and adog or two
st loose to worry the animal. The badger's tough hide and sharp bite made the spectacle particularly
tense and highly popular, but a scarcity of badgers limited the sport.

Ratting was the most common dog sport, particularly a the mid-century. Although technicaly illegd, it
was conducted for decades with flagrant disregard for the law. Throughout London there were sSigns
reading, "Rats Wanted" and "Rats Bought and Sold"; therewas, in fact, aminor industry in ratcatching,
with its own specidized rules of the trade. Country rats were most prized, for their fighting vigor and their
absence of infection. The more common sewer rats, reedily identified by their smell, weretimid and their
bites more likely to infect a vauable fighting dog. When one recognizes that the owner of a sporting pub
with awell-attended rat pit might buy two thousand rats aweek--- and a good country rat could fetch as
much asashilling--- it isnot surprising that many individuas made aliving asratcatchers. The most
famouswas "Black Jack Hanson, who went about in ahearse-like wagon, offering to rid fashionable
mansions of pestsfor absurdly low rates, so long as he could "take the critterslive.”

Thereisno good explanation for why Victorians at dl levels of society looked away from the sport of
ratting, but they were conveniently blind. Most humane writing of the period deplores and condemns
cockfighting--- which was dready very rare--- without mentioning dog sports at al. Nor isthere any
indication that reputable gentlemen felt any unease at participating in ratting ports; for these gentlemen
considered themselves "staunch supporters of the destruction of vermin,” and nothing more.

One such staunch supporter, Mr. T., retired to the downstairs rooms of the Queen's Head pub, which
was now virtualy deserted. Signaling the solitary barman, he called for aglass of gin for himself and some
peppermint for hisfancy.

Mr. T. wasin the process of washing his dog's mouth out with peppermint--- to prevent canker--- when
the red-bearded gentleman came down the stairs and said, "May | join you for aglass?'

"By dl means," Mr. T. said, continuing to minister to hisdog.

Updtairs, the sound of ssomping feet and shouting indicated the beginning of another episode of the



destruction of vermin. The red-bearded stranger had to shout over thedin. "I perceiveyou area
gentleman of sporting indinct,” he said.

"And unlucky,” Mr. T. said, equdly loudly. He stroked hisdog. "L over was not at her best this evening.
When sheisin agtate, thereis none to match her, but at times shelacksbustle.” Mr. T. sighed regretfully.
"Tonight was such aone." Heran his hands over the dog's body, probing for deep bites, and wiped the
blood of severd cutsfrom hisfingerswith his handkerchief. "But she came off well enough. My Lover
will fight again.”

"Indeed,” the red-bearded man said, "and | shall wager upon her again when she does.”

Mr. T. showed atrace of concern. "Did you lose?’

"A trifle. Ten guiness, it was nothing.”

Mr. T. was a conservative man, and well enough off, but not disposed to think of ten guineas as"atrifle.”
Helooked again at his drinking companion, noticing the fine cut of his coat and the excellent white sk of
his neckcloth.

"l am pleased you takeit so lightly,” he said. "Permit me to buy you aglass, asatoken of your ill
fortune

"Never," returned the red-bearded man, "for | count it noill fortune at al. Indeed, | admire aman who
may keep afancy and sport her. | should do so myself, were | not so often abroad on business.”

"Oh, yes?' said Mr. T., Sgnding to the batman for another round.

"Quite," said the stranger. "Why, only the other day, | was offered amost excellently made dog, close
upon afelon, with the tastes of atrue fighter. | could not make the purchase, for | have no time mysdf to
look after theanimd .

"Mogt unfortunate,” said Mr. T. "What was the price asked?

"Hfty guiness”

"Excdlent price”

"Indeed.”

The waiter brought more drinks. "1 am mysdlf in search of amadedog,” Mr. T. said.

"Indeed?"

"Yes" Mr. T. said. "l should like athird to complement my stable, with Lover and Shantung--- that is
the other dog. But | don't suppose...”



The red-bearded gentleman paused discreetly before answering. Thetraining, buying, and sdlling of
fighting dogswas, after dl, illegdl. "If you wish," Piercesaid at last, "I could inquire whether theanimd is
dill avalable™

"Oh, yes? That would be very good of you. Very good indeed.” Mr. T. had a sudden thought. "But were
| you, | should buy it mysdlf. After dl, while you were abroad, your wife could ingtruct the servantsin the
care of the beast.”

"| fear," replied the red-bearded man, "that | have devoted too much of my energies these past yearsto
the pursuit of business concerns. | have never married." And then he added, "But of course | should like
to."

"Of course" Mr. T. said, with amost peculiar look coming over hisface.

Chapter 12

The Problem of MissElizabeth Trent

Victorian England was thefirgt society to congtantly gether Satistics on itself, and generally thesefigures
were a source of unabashed pride. Beginning in 1840, however, one trend worried the leading thinkers of
the day: there were increasingly more single women than men. By 1851, the number of single women of
marriageable age was reliably put at 2,765,000--- and alarge proportion of these women were the
daughters of the middle and upper classes.

Here was a problem of considerable dimension and gravity. Women of lower sationsin life could take
jobs as seamstresses, flower girls, field workers, or any of adozen lowly occupations. These women
were of no pressing concern; they were dovenly crestures lacking in education and adiscriminating view
of theworld. A. H. White reports, in tones of astonishment, that he interviewed ayoung girl who worked
as amatchbox maker, who "never went to church or chapel. Never heard of 'England’ or ‘London' or the
'sed or 'ships.’ Never heard of God. Does not know what He does. Does not know whether it is better
to be good or bad."

Obvioudy, in the face of such massiveignorance, one must smply be grateful that the poor child had
discovered some way to survive in society at al. But the problem presented by the daughters of middie-
and upper-class households was different. These young ladies possessed education and ataste for
gented living. And they had been raised from birth for no other purpose than to be " perfect wives."



It wasterribly important that such women should marry. The failure to marry--- spinsterhood--- implied
akind of dreadful crippling, for it was universaly acknowledged that ""awoman's true position was that of
adminidratrix, maingoring, guiding star of the home," and if she was unable to perform thisfunction, she
became a sort of pitiful socia midfit, an oddity.

The problem was made more acute by the fact that well-born women had few aternatives to wifehood.
After all, as one contemporary observer noted, what occupations could they find "without losing their
position in society? A lady, to be such, must be amere lady, and nothing else. She must not work for
profit, or engage in any occupation that money can command, lest she invade the rights of the working
classes, who live by their labor...."

In practice, an unmarried upper-class woman could use the one unique attribute of her position,
education, and become a governess. But by 1851, twenty-five thousand women were aready employed
as governesses and there was, to say the least, no need for more. Her other choices were much less
appealing: she might be a shop assistant, aclerk, atelegraphist, or anurse, but al these occupations were
more suitable for an ambitious lower-class woman than a firmly established gentlewoman of quality.

If ayoung woman refused such demeaning work, her spinsterhood implied acongiderable financia
burden upon the household. Miss Emily Downing observed that "the daughters of professiona men...
cannot but fed themsalves aburden and adrag on the hard-won earnings of their fathers; they must
know--- if they alow themsdlvesto think at al--- that they are a constant cause of anxiety, and that
should they not get married, there is every probability of their being, sooner or later, obliged to enter the
battle of life utterly unprepared and unfitted for thefight.”

In short, there was intense pressure for marriage--- any sort of decent marriage--- felt by fathersand
daughters aike. The Victorianstended to marry relatively late, in their twenties or thirties, but Mr. Edgar
Trent had adaughter Elizabeth, now twenty-nine and of "wholly marriageable condition”--- meaning
somewhat past her prime. It could not have escaped Mr. Trent's attention that the red-bearded
gentleman might bein need of awife. The gentleman himsalf expressed no reluctance to marry, but rather
had indicated that the exigencies of business had kept him from pursuing persona happiness. Thusthere
was no reason to believe that thiswell-dressed, evidently well-to-do young man with a sporting instinct
might not be drawn to Elizabeth. With thisin mind, Mr. Trent contrived to invite Mr. Pierce to hishouse
on Highwater Road for Sunday tea, on the pretext of discussing the purchase of afighting dog from Mr.
Pierce. Mr. Pierce, somewhat reluctantly, accepted the invitation.



Elizabeth Trent was not caled asawitness at thetrid of Pierce, out of deferenceto her finer sengbilities.
But popular accounts of the time give us an accurate picture of her. She was of medium height, rather
darker in complexion than was the fashion, and her features were, in the words of one observer, "regular
enough without being what one might cal pretty.” Then, asnow, journdists were inclined to exaggerate
the beauty of any woman involved in a scandaous event, so that the absence of compliments about Miss
Trent's gppearance probably implies"an unfortunate aspect.”

She apparently had few suitors, save for those openly ambitious fellows eager to marry abank
president's daughter, and these she staunchly reected, with her father's undoubtedly mixed blessing. But
she must surely have been impressed with Pierce, that "dashing, intrepid, fine figure of aman. with charm
to burn.”

By dl accounts, Pierce was equally impressed by the young lady. A servant's testimony recordsthelr
initial meeting, which reads asif it came from the pages of aVictorian nove.

Mr. Pierce was taking teaon the rear lawn with Mr. Trent and Mrs. Trent, an "acknowledged beauty of
the town." They watched as bricklayersin the back yard patiently erected aruined building, while nearby
agardener planted picturesque weeds. Thiswasthe last gasp of anearly one-hundred-year English
fascination with ruins, they were il so fashionable that everyone who could afford adecent ruin ingtalled
oneon hisgrounds.

Pierce watched the workmen for awhile. "What isit to be?" heinquired.

"Wethought awater mill,” Mrs. Trent said. "It will be so delightful, especidly if thereisthe rusted curve
of thewaterwhed itsdlf. Don't you think so?"

"We are building the rusted whedl a agoodly expense,”" Mr. Trent grumbled.

"It isbeing constructed of previoudy rusted meta, saving usagood dedl of bother,"” Mrs. Trent added.
"But of course we must wait for the weeds to grow up around the site before it takes on the proper

appearance.”

At that moment Elizabeth arrived, wearing white crinoline. "Ah, my darling daughter,” Mr. Trent said,
risng, and Mr. Piercerose with him. "May | present Mr. Edward Pierce, my daughter Elizabeth.”

"l confess| did not know you had a daughter,” Pierce said. He bowed deeply at the waist, took her



hand, and seemed about to kissit but hesitated. He appeared greetly flustered by the young woman's
arrival on the scene.

"Miss Trent," he said, releasing her hand awkwardly. "Y ou take me quite by surprise.”

"I cannot tell if that isto my advantage or no," Elizabeth Trent replied, quickly taking a seet a the tea
table and holding out her hand until afilled cup wasputinit.

"| assureyou, it iswholly to your advantage,” Mr. Pierce replied. And he was reported to have colored
deeply at thisremark.

Miss Trent fanned hersdf; Mr. Trent cleared histhroat; Mrs. Trent, the perfect wife, picked up atray of
biscuitsand said, "Will you try one of these, Mr. Pierce?'

"With gratitude, Madam," Mr. Pierce replied, and no one present doubted the sincerity of hiswords.

"Wearejust discussing theruins,” Mr. Trent said, in asomewhat overloud voice. "But prior to that Mr.
Piercewastelling us of histravels abroad. He has recently returned from New Y ork, in point of fact.”

It was acue; hisdaughter picked it up neatly. "Redly?" she said, fanning hersdlf briskly. "How utterly
fasdinating.”

"| fear it ismore o in the prospect than thetelling,” Mr. Pierce replied, avoiding the glance of the young
woman to such adegree that al observed his abashed reticence. He was clearly taken with her; and the
fina proof wasthat he addressed hisremarksto Mrs. Trent. "It isacity like any other intheworld, if
truth be told, and chiefly distinguished by the lack of niceties which we residents of London take for
granted.”

"I have been informed,” Miss Trent ventured, till fanning, "that there are native predatorsin the region.”
"l should be delighted if | regaleyou,” Mr. Rierce said, "with endless adventures with the Indians--- for
sothey arecdled, in Americaasin the East--- but | fear | have no adventuresto report. The wilderness

of Americadoes not begin until the Missssippi iscrossed.”

"Have you done s0?" asked Mrs. Trent.

"I have" Mr. Piercereplied. "It isavast river, many times more broad than the Thames, and it marksthe
boundary in Americabetween civilization and savagery. Although lately they are constructing aralway
across that vast colony™--- he permitted himsalf the condescending reference to America, and Mr. Trent
guffawed "and | expect with the coming of the railway, the savagery will soon vanish.”

"How quaint,” Miss Trent said, apparently unable to think of anything elseto say.

"What business took you to New Y ork?' Mr. Trent asked

"If I may be so bald,” Mr. Pierce continued, ignoring the question, "and if the ddlicate ears of the ladies
present shdl not be offended, | shal give an example of the savagery which persistsin the American



lands, and the rude way of life which many personsthere think nothing remarkable. Do you know of
buffd oes?'

"I have read of them,” said Mrs. Trent, her eyesflashing. According to some of the testimony of the

servants, she was as taken with Mr. Pierce as was her sepdaughter, and her demeanor created a minor
scanda within the Trent household. Mrs. Trent said, "These buffal oes are large beasts, like wild cows,

and shaggy.”

"Precisdly 0," Mr. Pierce said. "The western portion of the American country iswidely populated with
these buffao creatures, and many persons make their livelihood--- such asit is--- in hunting them."

"Have you been to Cdifornia, where thereis gold?" asked Miss Trent abruptly.
"Yes'" Piercesad.
"Let theman finish histale" Mrs. Trent said, rather too sharply.

"Wdl," Pierce sad, "the buffao hunters, asthey are known, sometimes seek the flesh of the animals,
which is reckoned like venison, and sometimes the hide,, which also has vaue.”

"They lack tusks" Mr. Trent said. Mr. Trent had lately financed an e ephant-killing expedition on behalf
of the bank, and at this very moment an enormous warehouse at docksde wasfilled with five thousand
ivory tusks. Mr. Trent had gone to inspect these goods for himsdlf, avast room of white curving tusks,
most impressve,

"No, they have no tusks, athough the male of the species possesses horns.”

"Horns, | see. But not of ivory."

"No, not ivory."

"l e

"Pleasegoon,” Mrs. Trent sad, her eyes il flashing.

"Wdll," Pierce said, "the men who ki--- who dispatch these buffalos are called buffalo hunters, and they
utilizeriflesfor their purposes. On occasion they organize themsalvesinto alineto drive the beasts over
some cliff in amass. But that is not common. Most frequently, the beest is dispatched singly. In any
event--- and here | must beg excuses for the crudity of what | must report of this crude countryside---
once the beast has terminated existence, itsinnards are removed.”

"Very sensble” Mr. Trent said.

"To besure" Piercesaid, "but hereisthe peculiar part. These buffalo hunters prize as the greatest of
delicacies one portion of theinnards, that being the smdll intestines of the beast.”

"How are they prepared?’ Miss Trent asked. "By roagting over afire, | expect.”

"No, Madam," Pierce said, "for | am telling you atale of abject savagery. Theseintestineswhich are so
prized, so much considered addicacy, are consumed upon the spot, in a state wholly uncooked.”



"Do you mean raw?" asked Mrs. Trent, wrinkling her nose.

"Indeed, Madam, as we would consume araw oyster, so do the hunters consume the intestine, and that
whileit isgtill warm from the newly expired beest.”

"Dear God," said Mrs. Trent.

"Now, then," Pierce continued, "it happens upon occasion that two men may have joined in the killing,
and immediately afterward each fals upon one end of the prized intestines. Each hunter races the other,
trying to gobble up this ddicacy faster than his opponent.”

"Gracious," Miss Trent said, fanning hersef more briskly.

"Not only that,” Pierce said, "but in their greedy haste, the buffalo hunter often swallows the portions
whole. Thisisaknown trick. But his opponent, recognizing the trick, may in the course of eating pull
from the other the undigested portion straightaway from his mouth, as| might pull astring through my
fingers. And thus one man may gobble up what another has earlier eaten, in amanner of spesking.”
"Oh, dear,” said Mrs. Trent, turning quite pae.

Mr. Trent cleared histhroat. "Remarkable."

"How quaint,” said Miss Trent bravely, with aquivering voice.

"You redly must excuseme," said Mrs. Trent, rising.

"My dear,” Mr. Trent said.

"Madam, | hope | have not distressed you," said Mr. Pierce, dsorising.

"Your tales are quite remarkable,” Mrs. Trent said, turning to leave.

"My dear,” Mr. Trent said again, and hastened after her.

Thus Mr. Edward Fierce and Miss Elizabeth Trent were briefly alone on the back lawn of the mansion;
and they were seen to exchange afew words. The content of their conversation is not known. But Miss
Trent later admitted to aservant that she found Mr. Pierce "quite fascinating in a rough-and-ready way,"
and it was generdly agreed in the Trent household that young Elizabeth was now in possession of that
most vauable of al acquidtions, a"prospect.”

Chapter 13

A Hanging

The execution of the notorious axe murderess Emma Barnes on August 28, 1854, was awel|-publicized



affair. On the evening prior to the execution, the first of the crowds began to gather outside the high
granitewdlls of Newgate Prison, where they would spend the night in order to be assured of agood view
of the spectacle thefollowing morning. That same evening, the gallows was brought out and assembled
by the executioner's assistants. The sound of hammering would continue long into the night.

The owners of nearby rooming houses that overlooked Newgate square were pleased to rent their
roomsfor the evening to the better class of ladies and gents eager to get aroom with agood view over
the gtefor a"hanging party." Mrs. EdnaMoalloy, avirtuous widow, knew perfectly well the vaue of her
rooms, and when awell spoken gentleman named Pierce asked to hire the best of them for the night, she
struck ahard bargain: twenty-five guineas for asingle evening.

That was a consderable sum of money. Mrs. Malloy could live comfortably for ayear on that amount,
but she did not let the fact influence her, for she knew what it was worth to Mr. Pierce himsdlf--- the cost
of abutler for sx months, or the price of one or two good ladies dresses, and nothing more substantial
than that. The very proof of hisindifference lay in the ready way he paid her, on the spot, in gold guiness.
Mrs. Malloy did not wish to risk offending him by biting the coinsin front of him, but she would bite them
as soon as she was alone. One couldn't be too careful with gold guineas, and she had been fooled more
than once, even by gentlemen.

The coinswere genuine, and she was much relieved. Thus she paid little attention when, later in the day,
Mr. Pierce and his party filed upstairsto the hired room. The party consisted of two other men and two
women, al smartly turned out in good clothes. She could tell by their accents that the men were not
gentlemen, and the women were no better than they looked, despite the wicker baskets and bottles of
winethey carried.

When the party entered the room and closed the door behind them, she did not bother to listen at the
keyhole. She'd have no trouble from them, shewas sure of it.

Pierce stepped to the window and looked down at the crowd, which gathered size with each passing
minute. The square was dark, lit only by the glare of torches around the scaffolding; by that hot, baleful
light he could see the crossbar and trap taking shape.

"Never makeit," Agar said behind him.

Pierceturned. "He hasto makeit, laddie."



"He's the best snakesman in the business, the best anybody ever heard speak of, but he can't get out of
there," Agar said, jerking histhumb toward Newgate Prison.

The second man now spoke. The second man was Barlow, a stocky, rugged man with awhite knife
scar across hisforehead, which he usually concedled benegth the brim of his hat. Barlow was areformed
buzzer turned rampsman--- a pickpocket who had degenerated to plain mugging--- whom Pierce had
hired, some years back, as abuck cabby. All rampsmen were thugs at heart, and that was precisaly what
acracksman like Pierce wanted for abuck cabby, aman holding the reins to the cab, ready to make the
getaway--- or ready for abit of ashindy, if it cameto that. And Barlow wasloya; he had worked for
Piercefor nearly five years now.

Barlow frowned and said, "If it can be done, helll doit. Clean Willy can do it if it can be done.” He
spoke dowly, and gave the impression of aman who formed his thoughts with downess. Pierce knew he
could be quick in action, however.

Pierce looked a the women. They were the mistresses of Agar and Barlow, which meant they were dso
their accomplices. He did not know their names and he did not want to know. He regretted the very idea
that they must be present at this occasion--- in five years, he had never seen Barlow's woman--- but
there was no way to avoid it. Barlow's woman was an obvious soak; you could smell the gin breath
acrosstheroom. Agar's woman was little better, but at least she was sober.

"Did you bring the trimmings?' Pierce asked.

Agar'swoman opened a picnic basket. In it, he saw asponge, medicina powders, and bandages. There
was dso acarefully folded dress. "All | wastold, gr."

"Thedressissmdl?"
"Aye, dr. Barely moren achild'sfrock, sir.”

"Well enough,” Pierce said, and turned back to look at the square once more. He paid no attention to
the gdlows or the swelling crowd. Instead he stared at the walls of Newgate Prison.

"Here'sthe supper, sir,” said Barlow'swoman. Pierce looked back at the supplies of cold fowl, jars of
pickled onion, lobster claws, and a packet of dark cigars.

"Very food, very good,” he said.

Aga sad, "Areyou playing the noble, Sr?* Thiswas areference to awell-known magsman's con. It
was said sarcastically, and Agar later testified that Pierce didn't care for the comment. He turned back



with hislong coat open at thewaist to reved arevolver jammed into the waistband of histrousers.

"If any of you stepsaside,” he said, "you'll have abarker up your nose, and I'll seeyou in lavender.” He
gmiled thinly. "There are worse things, you know, than trangportation to Austrdia”

"No offense" Agar said, looking at the gun. "No offense at dl, no offense--- it was only in the manner of
ajoke.”

Barlow said, "Why'd we need a snakesman?’

Pierce was not sidetracked. "Bear my words carefully,” he said. "Any of you steps aside and you'll stop
ashot before you can say Jack Robin. | mean every word." He sat down at the table. "Now then,” he
sad, "I'll have aleg of that chicken, and we shall disport ourselves as best we can while we wait.”

Pierce dept part of the night; he was awakened at daybreak by the crowd that jammed the square
below. The crowd had now swollen to more than fifteen thousand noisy, rough people, and Pierce knew
that the streetswould be filled with ten or fifteen thousand more, making their way to see the hanging on
their route to work. Employers hardly bothered to keep up a pretense of strictness on any Monday
morning when there was a hanging; it was an accepted fact that everybody would be late to work, and
especidly today, with awoman to be hanged.

The gdlowsitsaf was now finished; the rope dangled in the air above the trap. Pierce glanced at his
pocketwatch. It was 7:45, just ashort time before the execution itself.

In the square below, the crowd began to chant: "Oh, my, think I'm going to die! Oh, my, think I'm going
todie!" Therewasagood ded of laughter and shouting and stamping of feet. One or two fights broke
out, but they could not be sustained in the tightly packed crush of the crowd.

They dl went to the window to watch.
Agar sad, "When do you think hell make hismove?!
"Right a eight, | should think."

"I'ddoit abit sooner, mysdf.”



Pierce sad, "Hell make his movewhenever hethinks best.”

The minutes passed dowly. No one in the room spoke. Findly, Barlow said, "1 knew EmmaBarnes---
never thought she'd cometo this."

Pierce said nothing.

At eight o'clock, the chimes of St. Sepulchre signded the hour, and the crowd roared in anticipation.
Therewas the soft jingle of aprison bell, and then adoor in Newgate opened and the prisoner was led
out, her wrists strapped behind her. In front was a chaplain, reciting from the Bible. Behind was the city
executioner, dressed in black.

The crowd saw the prisoner and shouted "Hats off!" Every man's hat was removed as the prisoner
dowly stepped up the scaffolding. Then there were criesof "Down in front! Down in front!" They were,
for the most part, unheeded.

Pierce kept his gaze on the condemned woman. EmmaBarnes was in her thirties, and looked vigorous
enough. Thefirm lines and muscles of her neck were clearly visible through her open-necked dress. But
her eyes were distant and glazed; she did not redlly seem to see anything. She took up her position and
the city executioner turned to her, making dight adjustments, asif he were a seamsiress positioning a
dressmaker's dummy. Emma Barnes stared above the crowd. The rope wasfitted to achain around her
neck.

The clergyman read loudly, keeping his eyesfixed on the Bible. The city executioner sirapped the
woman's legs together with aleather strap; this occasioned agood dedl of fumbling beneath her skirts;
the crowd made raucous comments.

Then the executioner stood, and dipped ablack hood over the woman's head. And then, at asignadl, the
trap opened with awooden crack! that Pierce heard with startling distinctness; and the body fell, and
caught, and hung ingtantly motionless.

"He's getting better at it," Agar said. The city executioner was known for botching in executions, leaving
the hanged prisoner to writhe and dangle for severa minutes before he died. "Crowd wont likeit," Agar
added.



The crowd, infact, did not seem to mind. There was amoment of utter silence, and then the excited roar
of discussion. Pierce knew that most of the crowd would remain in the square, watching for the next
hour, until the dead woman was cut down and placed in a coffin.

"Will you take some punch?' asked Agar'start.

"No," Rercesaid. And then hesad, "Whereis Willy?"

Clean Willy Williams, the most famous snakesman of the century, wasinsde Newgate Prison beginning
his escape. He was atiny man, and he had been famousin hisyouth for his agility asachimney sweep's
apprentice; in later years he had been employed by the most eminent cracksman, and his feats were now
legendary. It was said that Clean Willy could climb a surface of glass, and no one was quite certain that
he couldn't.

Certainly the guards of Newgate, knowing the celebrity of their prisoner, had kept a close watch on him
these many months, just in case. Y et they also knew that escape from Newgate wasflatly impossible. A
resourceful man might make ago of it from Ponsdale, where routines were notorioudy lax, thewallslow,
and the guards not averse to the feel of gold coin and were known to look the other way. Ponsdale, or
Highgate, or any of a dozen others, but never Newgate.

Newgate Prison was the most securein al England. It had been designed by George Dance, "one of the
most meticulousintellects of the Age of Taste," and every detail of the building had been set forth to
emphasi ze the harsh facts of confinement. Thus the proportions of the window arches had been "subtly
thickened in order to intensify the painful narrowness of the openings,” and contemporary observers
applauded the excellence of such crud effects.

The reputation of Newgate was not merdly amatter of aesthetics. In the more than seventy years since
1782, when the building was finished, no convict had ever escaped. And thiswas hardly surprisng:
Newgate was surrounded on al sideswith granite walsfifty feet high. The soneswere so findy cut that
they were said to beimpossibleto scale. Y et even if one could manage the impossible, it wasto no avail,
for encircling the top of the wallswas an iron bar, fitted with revolving, razor-sharp spiked drums. And
the bar was a so fitted with spikes. No man could get past that obstacle. Escape from Newgate was
inconceivable.



With the passing months, as the guards grew familiar with the presence of little Willy, they ceased to
watch him closdly. He was not adifficult prisoner. He never broke the rule of silence, never spoketo a
felow inmate; he suffered the "cockchafer--- or treadmill--- for the prescribed fifteen-minute intervals
without complaint or incident; he worked at oakum-picking with no surcease. Indeed, there was some
grudging respect for the reformed aspect of thelittle man, for the cheerful way he went about the routine.
Hewasalikely candidate for aticket-of-leave, aforeshortened sentence, in ayear or so.

Y et at eight in the morning on that Monday, August 28, 1854, Clean Willy William had dippedto a
corner of the prison where two walls met, and with hisback to the angle he was skinning straight up the
sheer rock surface, bracing with his hands and feet. He dimly heard the chanting of the crowd: "Oh, my,
think I'm going to diel" as he reached the top of the wall, and without hesitation grabbed the bar with its
iron spikes. His hands were immediately |acerated.

From childhood, Clean Willy had had no sensation in his palms, which were thickly covered with
caluses and scar tissue. It was the custom of homeowners of the period to keep a hearth burning right to
the moment when the chimney sweep and his child assstant arrived to clean the flue and if the child
scorched his hands in hastening up the still-hot chimney, that was not any greet concern. If the child didn't
like the work, there were plenty of othersto take his place.

Clean Willy's hands had been burned again and again, over aperiod of years. So hefelt nothing now as
the blood trickled down from his dashed pams, ran in rivulets dong hisforearms, and dripped and
gpattered on hisface. He paid no attention at al.

He moved dowly aong the revolving spike wheds, down the full length of onewall, then to the second
wall, and then to the third. It was exhausting work. Helost al sense of time, and never heard the noise of
the crowd that followed the execution. He continued to make hisway around the perimeter of the prison
yard until he reached the south wall. There he paused and waited while a patrolling guard passed beneath
him. The guard never looked up, athough Willy later remembered that drops of his own blood landed on
the man's cap and shoulders.

When the guard was gone, Willy clambered over the spikes--- cutting his chest, hisknees, and hislegs,
so that the blood now ran very fredy--- and jumped fifteen feet down to the roof of the nearest budding
outside the prison. No one heard the sound of his landing, for the area was deserted; everybody was
attending the execution.

From that roof he jumped to another, and then another, leaping six- and eight-foot gaps without
hesitation. Once or twice, he lost his grip on the shingles and dates of the roofs, but he dways recovered.
He had, after dl, spent much of hislife on rooftops.



Finaly, lessthan half an hour from the time he began to inch hisway up the prison wall, he dipped
through a gabled window at the back of Mrs. Malloy'slodging house, padded down the hallway, and
entered the room rented, at considerable expense, by Mr. Pierce and his party.

Agar recalled that Willy presented "aghastly aspect, most fearsome," and he added that "he was
bleeding like astuck saint,” athough this blasphemous reference was expunged from the courtroom
records.

Pierce directed the swift trestment of the man, who was barely conscious. He was revived with the
vapors of ammonium chloride from a cut-glassinhaer. His clothes were stripped off by the women, who
pretended no modesty but worked quickly; his many wounds were staunched with styptic powder and
sticking plaster, then bound with surgica bandages. Agar gave him asip of cocawine for energy, and
Burroughs & Wellcome beef-and-iron wine for sustenance. He was forced to down two Carter's Little
Nerve Rills and sometincture of opium for his pain. This combined trestment brought the man to his
senses, and enabled the women to clean his face, douse his body with rose water, and bundle him into
thewaiting dress.

When he was dressed, he was given asip of Bromo Caffein for further energy, and told to act faint. A
bonnet was placed over his head, and boots laced on hisfeet; hisbloody prison garb was stuffed in the
picnic basket.

No one among the crowd of more than twenty thousand paid the dightest attention when the
well-dressed party of hangers-on departed Mrs. Molloys boarding house--- with one woman of their
party so faint that she had to be carried by the men, who hustled her into awaiting cab--- and rattled off
into themorning light. A faint woman was a common enough sight and, in any case, nothing to compare
to awoman turning dowly at the end of the rope, back and forth, back and forth.

Chapter 14

A Georgian Disgrace

It isusudly estimated that seven-eighths of the structuresin Victorian London were actudly Georgian.
Theface of the city and its general architectural character were legacies of that earlier era; the Victorians



did not begin to rebuild their capital in any substantia way until the 1880s. This reluctance reflected the
economics of urban building. For most of the century, it Smply was not profitable to tear down old
gructures, even those badly suited to their modern functions. Certainly the reluctance was not
aesthetic--- the Victorians |oathed the Georgian style, which Ruskin himself termed "the ne plus ultra of
ugliness”

Thusit is perhaps not surprising that the Times, in reporting that aconvict had escaped from Newgate
Prison, observed that "the virtues of this edifice have been clearly overdtated. Not only is escape from its
confines possible, it ismere child's play, for the fleeing villian had not yet attained hismgority. It istime
for this public disgrace to be torn down."

The article went on to comment that "the Metropolitan Police has dispatched groups of armed officers
into the rookeries of the town, in order to flush out the escaped man, and thereis every expectation of his
goprehenson.”

Therewere no follow-up reports. One must remember that during this period, jailbresks were, inthe
words of one commentator, "quite as common asillegitimate births" and nothing so ordinary wasredly
newsworthy. At atime when the curtains of the windows of Parliament were being soaked inlimeto
protect the members against the cholera epidemic while they debated the conduct of the Crimean
campaign, the newspapers could not be bothered with aminor felon from the dangerous classes who had
been lucky enough to make a clean getaway.

A month later, the body of ayoung man was found floating in the Thames, and police authorities
identified him as the escaped convict from Newgate. It received barely a paragraph in the Evening
Standard; the other newspapers did not mention it at al.

Chapter 15

The Pierce Household

After his escape, Clean Willy was taken to Pierce's housein Mayfair, where he spent severa weeksin
secluson while hiswounds hedled. It isfrom hislater testimony to police that wefirst learn of the
mysterious woman who was Pierce's migtress, and known to Willy as"Miss Miriam"

Willy was placed in an upstairs room, and the servants were told that he was ardlative of MissMiriam's
who had been run down by acab on New Bond Street. From timeto time, Willy was tended by Miss
Miriam. He said of her that she was "well carried, agood figure, and well-spoke, and she walked here



and there dow, never hurrying.” Thislast sentiment was echoed by al the witnesses, who were impressed
by the etheredl aspect of the young woman; her eyes were said to be especially captivating, and her
gracein movement was called "dreamlike'’ and "phantasmagoricd .”

Apparently thiswoman lived in the house with Pierce, dthough she was often gone during the day. Clean
Willy was never very clear about her movements, and in any case he was often sedated with opium,
which may aso account for the ghostly qualitieshe saw in her.

Willy recalled only one conversation with her. He asked, "Are you his canary, then?' Meaning was she
Fercesaccomplicein burglary.

"Ohno," shesad, amiling. "l have no ear for music.”

From this he assumed she was not involved in Pierce's plans, although thiswas later shown to be wrong.
Shewas an integrd part of the plan, and was probably the first of the thievesto know Pierce'sintentions.

At thetria, there was consderable speculation about Miss Miriam and her origins. A good ded of
evidence pointsto the conclusion that she was an actress. Thiswould explain her ability to mimic various
accents and manners of different socia classes; her tendency to wear make-up in aday when no
respectable woman would let cosmetics touch her flesh; and her open presence as Pierces mistress. In
those days, the dividing line between an actress and a prostitute was exceedingly fine. And actors were
by occupation itinerant wanderers, likely to have connections with criminals, or to be criminas
themselves. Whatever the truth of her past, she seemsto have been hismistress for severa years.

Pierce himsdlf wasrarely in the house, and on occasion he was gone overnight. Clean Willy recdled
seeing him once or twice in the late afternoon, wearing riding clothes and smelling of horses, asif he had
returned from an equestrian excursion.

"l didn't know you were ahorse fancier,” Willy once said.

"I'm not," Pierce replied shortly. "Hate the bloody beasts."

Pierce kept Willy indoors after hiswounds were healed, waiting for his"terrier crop” to grow out. In



those days, the surest way to identify an escaped convict was by his short haircut. By late September, his
hair was longer, but still Pierce did not dlow him to leave. When Willy asked why, Pierce said, 'l am
waiting for you to be recaptured, or found dead.”

This statement puzzled Willy, but he did as he wastold. A few dayslater, Pierce cameinwith a
newspaper under hisarm and told him he could leave. That same evening Willy went to the Holy Land,
where he expected to find his mistress, Maggie. He found that Maggie had taken up with afootpad, a
rough sort who made hisway by "swinging the stick"--- that is, by mugging. Maggie showed no interest
inWilly.

Willy then took up with agirl of twelve named Louise, whose principal occupation was snowing. She
was described in court as "no gofferer, mind, and no clean-starcher, just abit of plain snow now and then
for thetrandator. Simple, realy." What was meant by this passage, which required considerable
explanation to the presiding magistrates, was that Willy's new mistress was engaged in the lowest form of
laundry stealing. The better echelons of laundry stedlers, the gofferers and clean-gtarchers, stole from
high-class digtricts, often taking clothes off the lines. Plain, ordinary snowing was relegated to children
and young girls, and it could be lucrative enough when fenced to "trandators,” who sold the clothing as
second-hand goods.

Willy lived off thisgirl's earnings, never venturing outside the sanctuary of the rookery. He had been
warned by Pierce to keep his mouth shut, and he never mentioned that he had had help in his bregk from
Newgate. Clean Willy lived with hisjudy in alodging house that contained more than a hundred people;
the house was awell-known buzzer's lurk. Willy lived and dept with hismistiressin abed he shared with
twenty other bodies of various sexes, and Louise reported of this period, "Hetook his ease, and spent
histime cheerful, and waited for the cracksman to give hiscall.”

CHAPTER 16

Rotten Row

Of al the fashionable sections of that fashionable city of London, none compared to the spongy, muddy
pathway in Hyde Park called the Ladies Mile, or Rotten Row. Here, weeather permitting, were literdly
hundreds of men and women on horseback, al dressed in the greatest splendor the age could provide,
radiant in the golden sunshine a four in the afternoon.

It was ascene of bustling activity: the horsemen and horsewomen packed tightly together; the women
with little uniformed foot pages trotting aong behind their mistresses, or sometimes accompanied by
stern, mounted duennas or sometimes escorted by their beaus. And if the spectacle of Rotten Row was
splendid and fashionable, it was not entirely respectable, for many of the women were of dubious



character. "Thereisno difficulty,” wrote one observer, "in guessing the occupation of the dashing
equestrienne who salutes haf-a-dozen men at once with whip or with awink, and who sometimes varies
the monotony of a safe seet by holding her hands behind her back while gracefully swerving over to listen
to the compliments of awaking admirer.”

These were members of the highest class of prostitute and, likeit or not, respectable ladies often found
themsalves competing with these smartly turned-out demimondes for masculine attention. Nor wasthis
the only arena of such competition; it occurred at the opera, and the theatre aswell. More than one
young lady found that her escort's gaze was fixed not on the performance but on some high box where an
elegant woman returned his glances with open, frank interest.

Victorians claimed to be scandalized by the intrusion of progtitutesinto respectable circles, but despite
al the callsfor reform and change, the women continued to appear gaily for nearly a half-century more. It
isusud to dismiss Victorian progtitution as a particularly gaudy manifestation of that society's profound
hypocrisy. But theissueisredly more complex; it hasto do with the way that women were viewed in
Victorian England.

Thiswas an eraof marked sexud differentiation in dress, manner, attitude, and bearing. Even pieces of
furniture and roomswithin the house were viewed as "masculing’ or "feminine"; the dining room was
masculine, the drawing room feminine, and so on. All thiswas assumed to have abiologicd rationde:

"Itisevident,” wrote Alexander Walker, "that the man, possessing reasoning faculties, muscular power,

and courage to employ it, is qualified for being a protector; the woman, being little capable of reasoning,
feeble, and timid, requires protecting. Under such circumstances, the man naturaly governs: the woman
naturaly obeys.

With minor variations, this belief was repesated again and again. The power of reasoning wassmall in
women; they did not cal cul ate consequences, they were governed by their emotions, and hence required
grict controls on their behavior by the more rationa and levelheaded male.

The presumed intellectua inferiority of the female was reinforced by her education, and many well-bred
women probably were the Smpering, tittering, pathologicaly delicate foolsthat popul ate the pages of
Victorian novels. Men could not expect to share much with their wives. Mandell Creighton wrote that he
found "ladiesin genera very unsatisfactory mental food; they seem to have no particular thoughts or
ideas, and though for atimeit isflattering to one's vanity to think one may teach them some, it palls after
awhile. Of course at a certain age, when you have a house and so on, you get awife as part of its
furniture, and find her avery comfortable ingtitution; but | doubt greetly whether there were ever many
men who had thoughts worth recounting, who told these thoughts to their wives a first, or who expected
them to gppreciate them.”



Thereis good evidence that both sexes were bored silly by this arrangement. Women, stranded in their
vadt, servant-filled households, dedlt with their frustrationsin spectacular displays of hysterica neuroses.
they suffered loss of hearing, speech, and sight; they had choking fits, fainting spells, loss of appetite, and
even loss of memory. Inthe midst of a seizure they might make copulating movements or writhe in such
arcing spasmsthat their heads would touch their heds. All these bizarre symptoms, of course, only
reinforced the generd notion of the frailty of the femae sex.

Frustrated men had another option, and that was recourse to progtitutes, who were often lively, gay,
witty--- indeed, dll the thingsit wasinconceivable for awoman to be. On asmpler level, men found
progtitutes agreeabl e because they could, in their company, discard the strained formalities of polite
society and relax in an atmosphere of "unbuttoned easiness.” This freedom from restraintswas at least as
important asthe availability of sexual outlets per se, and it is probably this apped that gave theindtitution
such abroad base within society and alowed progtitutes to intrude boldly into acceptable arenas of
Victorian society, such as Rotten Row.

Beginning in late September, 1854, Edward Pierce began to meet Miss Elizabeth Trent onriding
excursionsin Rotten Row. The first encounter was apparently accidental but later, by a sort of unstated
agreement, they occurred with regularity.

Elizabeth Trent'slife began to form itsalf around these afternoon meetings: she spent dl morning
preparing for them, and al evening discussing them; her friends complained that she talked incessantly of
Edward; her father complained of his daughter's insatiable demand for new dresses. She seemed, he
said, "to require as anecessity anew garment every day, and she would prefer two."

The unattractive young woman apparently never thought it strange that Mr. Pierce should single her out
from among the throng of stunning beauties on Rotten Row; she was completely captivated by his
attentions. At thetria, Pierce summarized their conversations as"light and trivid," and recounted only one
indetail.

This occurred sometime in the month of October, 1854. It was atime of political upheava and military
scandd; the nation had suffered a severe blow to its salf-esteem. The Crimean War wasturning into a
disaster. When it began, J. B. Priestley notes, "the upper classes welcomed the war asaglorified
large-scale picnic in some remote and romantic place. It was almost asif the Black Sea had been opened
to tourism. Wesdlthy officerslike Lord Cardigan decided to take their yachts. Some commanders wives
ingsted upon going aong, accompanied by their persona maids. Various civilians cancelled their holidays
elsawhereto follow the army and see the sport.”



The sport quickly became a debacle. The British troops were badly trained, badly supplied, and ineptly
led. Lord Raglan, the military commander, was sixty-five and "old for hisage." Raglan often seemed to
think he was il fighting Waterloo, and referred to the enemy as "the French,” athough the French were
now hisalies. On one occasion he was so confused that he took up an observation post behind the
Russian enemy lines. The atmosphere of "aged chaos' deepened, and by the middie of the summer even
the wives of officers were writing home to say that ""'nobody appearsto have the least ideawhat they are
about."

By October, thisineptitude culminated in Lord Cardigan's charge of the Light Brigade, a spectacular feat
of heroism which decimated three-quarters of hisforcesin asuccessful effort to capture the wrong
battery of enemy guns.

Clearly the picnic was over, and nearly al upper-class Englishmen were profoundly concerned. The
names of Cardigan, Raglan, and L ucan were on everyone'slips. But on that warm October afternoonin
Hyde Park, Mr. Pierce gently guided Elizabeth Trent into a conversation about her father.

"Hewas most fearfully nervousthismorning,” she sad.
"Indeed?' Pierce sad, trotting dongside her.

"Heis nervous every morning when he must send the gold shipmentsto the Crimea. Heisadifferent man
from the very moment he arises. Heis distant and preoccupied in the extreme."

"l am certain he bears a heavy responsbility,” Pierce said.
"So heavy, | fear he may take to excessive drink," Elizabeth said, and laughed alittle,
"| pray you exaggerate, Madam."

"Wadl, he acts strangely, and no mistake. Y ou know heis entirely opposed to the consumption of any
acohal before nightfall.”

"| do, and most sensible, too."

"Wdll," Elizabeth Trent continued, "l sugpect him of bresaking his own regulation, for each morning of the
shipments he goes done to the wine cellar, with no servants to accompany him or to hold the gas
lanterns. Heisingstent upon going alone. Many times my stepmother has chided him that he may ssumble
or suffer some misfortune on the steps to the basement. But he will have none of her entreaties. And he
gpends some time in the cellar, and then emerges, and makes hisjourney to the bank.”

"l think," Pierce said, "that he merely checksthe cellar for some ordinary purpose. Isthat not logica ?*

"No, indeed," Elizabeth said, "for at dl times he rdies upon my stepmother to ded in the stocking and
care of the cellar, and the decanting of wines before dinners, and such matters.”



"Then hismanner ismogt peculiar. | trust," Pierce said gravely, "that his responghilities are not placing an
overgreat burden upon his nervous system.”

"l trugt,” the daughter answered, with asigh. "Isit not alovely day?"
"Lovey," Pierce agreed. "Unspeskably lovely, but no morelovely than you."

Elizabeth Trent tittered, and replied that he was abold rogue to flatter her so openly. "One might even
suspect an ulterior motive," she said, laughing.

"Heavens, no," Pierce said, and to further reassure her he placed hishand lightly, and briefly, over hers.
"I am so happy,” she said.

"And | am happy with you," Pierce said, and thiswastrue, for he now knew thelocation of al four keys.

PART TWO : THEKEY S : November, 1854 - February, 1855

Chapter 17

The Necessity of aFresh

Mr. Henry Fowler, seated in adark recess of the taproom at the lunch hour, showed every sign of
agitation. Hehit hislip, hetwigted hisglassin his hands, and he could hardly bring himself to look into the
eyesof hisfriend Edward Fierce. "1 do not know how to begin,” he said. "It isamost embarrassing
circumstance.”

"Y ou are assured of my fullest confidence," Pierce said, raising hisglass.

"| thank you," Fowler said. "Y ou see," he began, then fatered. "Y ou seg, it is'--- he broke off, and
shook his head--- "most dreadfully embarrassng.”

"Then spesk of it forthrightly,” Pierce advised, "as one man to another.”

Fowler gulped hisdrink, and set the glass back on the table with asharp clink. "Very well. Plainly, the
long and the short of it isthat | have the French malady.”



"Oh, dear," Pierce said.
"| fear | have overindulged,” said Fowler sadly, "and now | must pay the price. It is dtogether most
wretched and vexing." In those days, venered disease was thought to be the consequence of sexud

overactivity. Therewerefew cures, and fewer doctorswilling to treat a patient with theillness. Most

hospitals made no provision for gonorrheaand syphilisat dl. A respectable man who contracted these
diseases became an easy target for blackmail; thus Mr. Fowler'sreticence.

"How may | help you?' Pierce asked, already knowing the answer.

"l maintained the hope--- not falsely, | pray--- that as abachelor, you might have knowledge--- ah, that
you might make an introduction on my behaf to afresh girl, acountry girl."

Pierce frowned. "It isno longer so easy asit oncewas."

"I know that, | know that,"” Fowler said, hisvoice rising heatedly. He checked himsdlf, and spoke more
quietly. "I understand the difficulty. But | was hoping..."

Pierce nodded. "Thereisawoman in the Haymarket," he said, "who often has afresh or two. | can
make discreet inquiries.”

"Oh, please," said Mr. Fowler, hisvoice tremulous. And he added, "It ismost painful "
"All I candoisinquire" Pierce said.
"| should be forever in your debt,” Mr. Fowler said. "It ismost painful .

"l shal inquire,” Pierce said. "Y ou may expect acommunication from meinaday or so. Inthe
meanwhile, do not lose cheer.”

"Oh, thank you, thank you," Fowler said, and cdled for another drink.

"It may be expensive,” Pierce warned.

"Damn the expense, man. | swear | will pay anything!" Then he seemed to reconsider this commen.
"How much do you suppose?'

"A hundred guiness, if oneisto be assured of atrue fresh.”

"A hundred guineas?' He looked unhappy.

"Indeed, and only if | am fortunate enough to strike afavorable bargain. They are much in demand, you
know."

"Wdll, then, it shal be," Mr. Fowler said, gulping another drink. "Whatever itis, it shal be."



Two dayslater, Mr. Fowler received by the newly ingtituted penny post aletter addressed to him at his
offices at the Huddleston & Bradford Bank. Mr. Fowler was much reassured by the excellent quality of

the stationery, and the fine penmanship displayed by the mistakably feminine hand.

Nov. 11, 1854
Sirr,

Our mutual acquaintance, Mr. P., hasrequested that | inform you when next | knew of any lady--- fresh.

| am pleased to recommend to you avery pretty fair young girl, just come from the country, and | think
you will like her very much. If it is convenient for you, you may meet her in four days timeat Lichfied
Strest, at the bottom of St. Martin's Lane, at eight o'clock. She shdl be there waiting for you, and

suitable arrangements for private quarterings have been made nearby.
| remain, Sir, your most obedient humble servant,

M.B.

South Moulton Street

There was no mention of the price of the girl, but Mr. Fowler hardly cared. His private parts were now
swollen and extremely tender, SO much so, in fact, that he could think of nothing else as he sat at his desk
and tried to conduct the business of the day. He looked again at the letter and again felt reassured by the
excdlent impression it made. In every aspect, it smacked of the utmost religbility, and that was important.
Fowler knew that many virgins were nothing of the sort, but rather young girlsinitiated a score of times
over, with their "demure gtate" freshly renewed by the gpplication of asmal ssamgresssditchina

dtrategic place.

He aso knew that intercourse with avirgin was not uniformly accepted as a cure for venered disease.
Many men swore the experience produced a cure; others rgjected the idea. It was often argued that the
falures resulted from the fact that the girl was not genuindy fresh. Thus Mr. Fowler looked at the
stationery and the penmanship, and found there the reassurance he hoped to find. He sent off aquick
note of vague thanksto hisfriend Piercefor his assstancein this matter.

Chapter 18

The Carriage Fakement



On the same day that Mr. Fowler was writing aletter of thanksto Mr. Pierce, Mr. Pierce was preparing
to crack the mangion of Mr. Trent. Involved in this plan were five people: Fierce, who had someinside
knowledge of the layout of the house; Agar, who would make the wax impression of the key; Agar's
woman, who would act as"crow," or lookout; and Barlow who would be a"gtdl," providing diversion.

There was dso the mysterious Miss Miriam. She was essentia to the planned housebresk, for shewould
carry out what was called "the carriage fakement™ Thiswas one of the most clever methods of breaking
into ahouse. For its effect, the carriage fakement relied upon a solid socid custom of the day--- the
tipping of servants.

In Victorian England, roughly 10 percent of the entire population was"in service," and nearly dl were
poorly paid. The poorest paid were those whose tasks brought them in contact with visitors and house
guests: the butler and the hall porter relied on tips for most of their annua income. Thusthe notorious
disdain of the porter for insubstantia callers--- and thus, too, the "carriage fakement ™

By nine o'clock on the evening of November 12, 1854, Pierce had his confederatesin their places. The
crow, Agar'swoman, lounged across the street from the Trent mansion. Barlow, the stdl, had dipped
down the alley toward the tradesman's entrance and the dog pens at the back of the house. Pierce and
Agar were concealed in shrubbery right next to the front door. When all wasin readiness, an elegant
closed carriage drew up to the curb in front of the house, and the bell was rung.

The Trent household's hall porter heard the ring, and opened the door. He saw the carriage drawn up at
the curb. Dignified and conscious of tips, the porter was certainly not going to stand in the doorway and
shout into the night to inquire what was wanted. When, after amoment, no one emerged from the
carriage, he went down the steps to the curb to seeif he could be of service.

Inside the carriage he saw a handsome, refined woman who asked if this was the residence of Mr.
Robert Jenkins. The porter said it was not, but he knew of Mr. Jenkins; the house was around the
corner, and he gave directions.

While this was happening, Pierce and Agar dipped into the house through the open front door. They
proceeded directly to the cellar door. This door waslocked, but Agar employed atwirl, or picklock, and
had it open in amoment. The two men were ingde the cdllar, with the door closed behind them, by the
time the porter received his shilling from the lady in the carriage. The porter tossed the coininthe air,
caught it, walked back to the house, and locked up the door once more, never suspecting he had been
tricked.



That was the carriage fakement.

Inthelight of anarrow-beam lantern, Pierce checked hiswatch. 1t was 9:04. That gave them an hour to
find the key before Barlow provided his diverson to cover their escape.

Pierce and Agar moved stedthily down the creaking stairsinto the depths of the cdllar. They saw the
wineracks, locked behind iron gratings. These new locks yielded easily to Agar's attentions. At 9:11,
they swung the grating door open and entered the wine cdllar proper. They immediately began the search
for thekey.

There was no way to be clever about the search. It was adow and painstaking business. Pierce could
make only one assumption about the hiding place: snce Mr. Trent's wife was the person who usualy
went into the cdllar, and since Mr. Trent did not want her coming across the key by accident, the banker
probably hid hiskey a someinconveniently high location. They first searched the tops of the racks,
feding with their fingers. It was dusty, and there was soon agood dedl of dust intheair.

Agar, with hisbad lungs, had difficulty suppressing his cough. Severd times hisstifled gruntswere
aufficiently loud to darm Pierce, but the Trent household never heard them.

Soon it was 9:30. Now, Pierce knew, time was beginning to work againgt them. Pierce searched more
frantically and became impatient, hissing his complaintsto Agar, who wielded the spot of light from the
hot shaded lantern.

Ten more minutes passed, and Pierce began to sweat. And then, with startling suddenness, hisfingers
felt something cold on the top of the wine-rack crossbars. The object fell to the ground with ametalic
clink. A few moments of scrambling around on the earthern floor of the cdllar, and they had the key. It
was 9:45.

Pierce hdd it into the spot from the lantern. In darkness, Agar groaned.



"What isit?" Pierce whispered.
"That'snot it."
"What do you mean?"

"I mean it'snot the ruddy key, it'sthewrong one.”

Pierceturned the key over in hishands. "Are you sure?' he whispered, but even as he spoke he knew
Agar wasright. The key was dusty and old; there was grime in the crevices of the prongs. Agar spoke
histhoughts.

"Nobody's touched her in ten years."
Pierce swore, and continued his search, while Agar held the lantern. Agar looked at the key critically.

"Damn me but she'sodd,” he whispered. "I never seen thelikes of it. Small assheis, delicate-like, could
be alady'stwirl to some femaletrifle, you ask me---"

"---Shut up,” Pierce hissed.

Agar fdl slent. Pierce searched, feding his heart thump in his chest, not looking at his clock, not wanting
to know thetime. Then hisfingers again fdt cold metd. He brought it into the light.

It wasashiny key.

"That'sfor asafe” Agar said when he saw it.

"Right," Pierce said, Sghing. Hetook the lantern and held it for Agar. Agar fished two wax blanks from
his pockets. He held them in his hands to warm them a moment, and then he pressed the key into them,
first one sde, then the other.

"Time?" hewhispered.

"Ninefifty-one" Pierce said.

"I'll do another,” Agar said, and repested the process with a second set of blanks. Thiswas common
practice among the most adept screwsmen, for one never knew when ablank might be later injured after
abreak-in. When he had two sets, Pierce returned the key to its hiding place.

"Nine-fifty-seven."

"Crikey, itsclose”



They |eft thewine cdllar, locking it behind them, and dipped up the stairsto the basement door. Then
they waited.

Barlow, lurking in the shadows near the servants quarters, checked his own pocket watch and saw it
was ten o'clock. He had amoment of hesitation. On the one hand, every minute his accomplices spent
ingde the Trent household was dangerous; on the other hand, they might not have finished their work,
despite the planned schedule. He had no wish to be the villain, greeted by the spectacle of their angry
faces when they made their escape.

Findly he muttered to himself, "Ten isten," and, carrying abag, he moved back to the dog kennels.
Three dogs were there, including the new gift of amade dog from Mr. Pierce. Barlow bent over the run
and pushed four squeaking rats out of the bag and into the enclosure. Immediately, the dogs began to
yelp and bark, raising aterribledin.

Barlow dipped off into the shadows as he saw the lights come on in one window after another in the
servants quarters.

Pierce and Agar, hearing the commotion, opened the cellar door and moved into the hallway, locking
that door behind them. There was the sound of running footsteps at the back of the house. They
unfastened the locks and bolts of the front door, let themsalves out, and disappeared into the night.

They |eft behind their only one sign of their vigt: the unlocked front door. They knew that in the morning
the hall porter, being first to arise, would come upon the front door and find the locks open. But the
porter would remember the incident of the carriage the night before, and would assume that he had
forgotten to lock up afterward. He might secretly suspect a housebreak, but asthe day went on and
nothing was discovered missing, hewould forget al about it.

In any case, no burglary of the Trent residence was, ever reported to authorities. The mysterious
commotion of the dogs was explained by the bodies of the dead ratsin the kenndl. There was some
discussion of how the rats had found their way into the dog run, but the Trent household was large and
busy, and there was no timefor idle speculation on trivid matters.



Thus, by dawn of November 13, 1854, Edward Pierce had thefirst of the four keys he needed. He
immediately directed his attention to obtaining the second key.

Chapter 19

The Assgnation

Mr. Henry Fowler could scarcely believe hiseyes. There, in thefaint glow of the street gaslamp, wasa
delicate creature, rosy-cheeked and wonderfully young. She could not be much past the age of consent
of twelve, and her very posture, bearing, and timid manner bespoke her tender and uninitiated state.

He approached her; shereplied softly, hating, with downcast eyes, and led him to abrothel lodging
house not far distant. Mr. Fowler eyed the establishment with some trepidation, for the exterior was not
particularly prepossessing. Thusit was a pleasant surprise when the child's gentle knock at the door
received an answer from an exceedingly beautiful woman, whom the child cdled "MissMiriam." Standing
in the hallway, Fowler saw that this accommodation house was not one of those crude establishments
where beds rented for five shillings an hour and the proprietor came round and rapped on the door with a
gtick when the time was due; on the contrary, here the furnishings were plush velvet, with rich drapings,
fine Pergan carpets, and appointments of taste and qudity. Miss Miriam comported herself with
extraordinary dignity as she requested one hundred and fifty pounds; her manner was so wellborn that
Fowler paid without a quibble, and he proceeded directly to an upstairs room with the little girl, whose
name was Sarah.

Sarah explained that she had lately come from Derbyshire, that her parents were deed, that she had an
older brother off in the Crimea, and ayounger brother in the poorhouse. She talked of all these events
amost gaily asthey ascended the airs. Fowler thought he detected a certain overexcited quality to her
gpeech; no doubt the poor child was nervous at her first experience, and he reminded himsdlf to be

gentle.

The room they entered was as superbly furnished as the downstairs sitting room; it was red and elegant,
and the air was softly perfumed with the scent of jasmine. He looked about briefly, for aman could never
be too careful. Then he bolted the door and turned to face the girl.

"Wedl, now," hesad.
"Sr?' shesad.

"Wdl, now," hesad. "Shdl, we, ah..."



"Oh, yes, of course, Sr," she said, and the simple child began to undress him. Hefound it extraordinary,
to stand in the midst of this €legant--- very nearly decadent--- room and have alittle child who stood
bardly to hiswaist reach up with her little fingers and pluck at his buttons, undressing him. Altogether, it
was so remarkable he submitted passively, and soon was naked, athough she was till attired.

"What isthis?' she asked, touching akey around hisneck on asilver chain.
"Just &-- ah--- key," hereplied.

"You'd best tekeit off," shesad, "it may harm me."

Hetook it off. She dimmed the gadights, and then disrobed. The next hour or two was magica to Henry
Fowler, an experience S0 incredible, so astounding he quite forgot his painful condition. And he certainly
did not notice that astealthy hand dlipped around one of the heavy red velvet drapes and plucked away
the key from atop his clothing; nor did he notice when, a short time later, the key was returned.

"Oh, dr," shecried, a thevital moment. "Oh, sr!"

And Henry Fowler was, for abrief ingtant, more filled with life and excitement than he could ever
remember in dl hisforty-seven years.

Chapter 20

The Coopered Ken

The ease with which Pierce and hisfellow conspirators obtained the first two keys gave them a sense of
confidence that was soon to prove false. Almost immediately after obtaining Fowler'skey, they raninto
difficulties from an unexpected quarter: the South Eastern Railway changed itsroutine for the dispatcher's
officesin London Bridge Station.

The gang employed Miss Miriam to watch the routine of the offices, and in late December, 1854, she
returned with bad news. At amesting in Pierces house, she told both Pierce and Agar that the railway
company had hired ajack who now guarded the premises at night.

Since they had been planning to break in at night, this was sour newsindeed. But according to Agar,
Pierce covered his disgppointment quickly. "What's hisrig?' he asked.



"He comes on duty at lock-up each night, at seven sharp,” Miss Miriam said.
"And wha manner of felow ishe?'

"He'saream escop,” shereplied, meaning area policeman. "He'sforty or so; square-rigged, fat. But I'll
wager he doesn't deep on thejob, and he's no lushington.”

"Ishearmed?'

"Heis," she said, nodding.

"Wheré€'s he lurk, then?' Agar said.

"Right at the door. Sits up at the top of the steps by the door, and does not move at al. He has asmdll
paper bag at hisside, which | think is his supper.” Miss Miriam could not be sure of that, because she
dared not remain watching the station office too late in the day for fear of arousing suspicion.

"Crikey," Agar said in disgust. "Sitsright by the door? He's coopered that ken."

"I wonder why they put on anight guard,” Pierce said.

"Maybe they knew we were giving it theyack," Agar said, for they had kept the office under
surveillance, off and on, for aperiod of months, and someone might have noticed.

Pierce sghed.

"No gammon now," Agar said.

"Thereésawaysagammon,” Pierce said.

"It's coopered for sure,” Agar said.

"Not coopered,” Piercesad, "just alittlemoredifficultisal.”
"How you going to knock it over, then?' Agar said.

"At the dinner hour," he said.

"In broad daylight?' Agar said, aghast.

"Why not?' Pierce said.

The following day, Pierce and Agar watched the midday routine of the office. At one o'clock, the
London Bridge Station was crowded with passengers coming and going; porters hauling luggage behind
elegant travelers on their way to coaches; hawkers shouting refreshments for sale; and three or four
policemen moving around, keeping order and watching for buzzers--- pickpockets--- Sncetrain stations
were becoming their new favorite haunt. The dipper would nail his quarry as he boarded the train, and



the victim would not discover the robbery until he waswell out of London.

The association of pickpockets with train stations became so notorious that when William Frith painted
one of the most famous pictures of hisgeneration, "The Railway Station,” in 1862, the chief focus of the
composition was two detectives pinching athief.

Now the London Bridge Station had several Metropolitan Police constables. And the railway companies
had private guards aswell.

"It'sfar aswarm with miltonians™ Agar said unhappily, looking around the station platforms.

"Never mind that," Pierce said. He watched the railway office.

At one o'clock, the clerks clambered down theiron stairs, chattering among themsalves, off to lunch.
The traffic manager, astern gentleman in muttonchop whiskers, remained inside. The clerks were back at
two o'clock, and the office routine resumed.

The next day, the manager went to lunch but two of the clerks remained behind, skipping lunch.

By thethird day, they knew the pattern: one or more of the men in the office went to lunch for an hour at
one o'clock, but the office was never |eft unattended. The concluson was clear.

"No daylight gammon,” Agar said.

"Perhaps Sunday," Pierce said, thinking aoud.

In those days--- and indeed to the present day--- the British railway system strongly resisted operations
on the Sabbath. 1t was considered unnecessary and unseemly for any company to do businesson
Sunday, and therallwaysin particular had dways shown an oddly moralistic bent. For example, smoking
on raillway carriages was forbidden long after smoking became awidespread custom in society; a
gentleman who wished to enjoy acigar was obliged to tip the railroad porter--- another forbidden act---
and this state of affairs continued, despite the intense pressure of public opinion, until 1868, when
Parliament finaly passed alaw forcing the railroads to allow passengersto smoke.



Similarly, dthough everyone agreed that the most God-fearing men sometimes needed to travel on the
Sabbath, and athough the popular custom of weekend excursions provided ever more pressure for
Sunday schedules, the railroads fought stubbornly againgt thistrend. In 1854, the South Eastern Railway
ran only four trains on Sunday, and the other line that used London Bridge, the London & Greenwich
Railway, ran only six trains, lessthan haf the usual number.

Pierce and Agar checked the station the following Sunday, and found a double guard posted outside the
traffic manager's office; onejack stationed himsalf near the door, and the second was positioned near the
foot of the sairs.

"Why?' Pierce asked when he saw the two guards. "Why, in God's name, why?"

In later courtroom testimony, it emerged that the South Eastern Railway management changed handsin
thefdl of 1854. Its new owner, Mr. Willard Perkins, was a gentleman of philanthropic bent whose
concern for the lower classes was such that he introduced a policy of employing more people at al
positions on theling, "in order to provide honest work for those who might otherwise be tempted into
lawlessness and improvident promiscuity.” The extrapersonne were hired for this reason alone; the
railway never suspected arobbery, and indeed Mr. Perkinswas gresatly shocked when hislinewas
eventudly robbed.

Itisasotruethat at thistime the South Eastern Railway wastrying to build new accesslinesinto
downtown London, and this caused the displacement of many families and the destruction of their
houses. Thus this philanthropic endeavor had a certain public relations aspect in the minds of the railway
owners.

"No gammon on Sunday," Agar said, looking at the two guards. " Perhgps Christmas?”

Pierce shook his head. It was possible that security might be relaxed on Christmas Day, but they could
not depend on that. "We need something routine,”" he said.

"There's nothing to be done by day”

"Yes," Pierce said. "But we don't know the full night routine. We never had an dl-night watch.” At night
the station was deserted, and loiterers and tramps were briskly ordered off by the policemen making their
rounds.



"They'll shoo away acanary,” Agar said. "And perhaps collar him aswell.”

"l wasthinking of acanary inalurk,” Pierce said. A concealed man could remain dl night in the Station.
"Clean Willy?"

"No," Pierce said. "Clean Willy isamouth and aflat, without a downy bonein his body. Hes glocky."

"It'strue he'sglocky,” Agar said.

Clean Willy, deed at thetime of thetrid, was noted in courtroom testimony to be of "diminished faculties
of reasoning”; thiswas reported by severa witnesses. Pierce himsdlf said, "Wefet we could not trust him
to do the surveillance. If he were apprehended, he would put down on us--- revea our plans--- and
never know the difference.”

"Who shal we haveingead?' Agar said, looking around the station.

"l wasthinking of a skipper," Pierce sad.

"A skipper?' Agar said, in surprise.

"Yes" Piercesad. "l think askipper would do nicely. Do you happen to know of abone skipper?'
"l can find one. But what'sthe lurk, then?"

"Well pack himin acrate," Pierce said.

Pierce then arranged for apacking crate to be built and ddlivered to hisresdence. Agar obtained, by his
own accounting, "avery reliable skipper,” and arrangements were made to send the crate to the railway
dation.

The skipper, named Henson, was never found, nor was there much attempt to track him down; hewas a
very minor figure in the entire scheme, and by hisvery nature was somebody not worth bothering with.
For theterm "skipper" did not imply an occupation, but rather away of life, and more specificaly away
of spending the night.

During the mid-century, London's population was growing at the rate of 20 percent per decade. The
number of peoplein the city wasincreasing by more than athousand per day, and even with massive
building programs and densely crowded dums, asizable fraction of the population lacked both shelter
and the meansto pay for it. Such people spent their nights outdoors, wherever the police with the
dreaded bull's-eye lanternswould leave them done. The favorite places were the so-called "Dry-Arch



Hotels," meaning the arches of railway bridges, but there were other haunts: ruined buildings, shop
doorways, boiler rooms, omnibus depots, empty market stalls, under hedges, any place that provided a
kip. "Skippers' were people who routingly sought another kind of shelter: barns and outhouses. At this
time even rather e egant households frequently lacked indoor plumbing; the outhouse was afixture among
al dasses, and it wasincreasingly found in public places aswell. The skipper would wedge himsdlf into
these narrow confines and deep away the night.

At histrid, Agar spoke proudly of the way he had procured areliable skipper. Most of the night people
were muck-snipes or tramps, wholly down and out; skippers were alittle more enterprising than most,
but they were till at the bottom of the socia order. And they were often soaks; no doubt their
intoxication helped them tolerate their fragrant resting places.

The reason Pierce wanted a skipper, of course, was obtain someone who could tolerate cramped
quartersfor many hours. The man Henson was reported to have found his shipping crate "ever so wide'
ashewasnaledintoit.

This crate was placed strategicaly within London Bridge Station. Through the dats, Henson was ableto
watch the behavior of the night guard. After thefirst night, the crate was hauled away; painted another
color, and returned to the station again. This routine was followed three nightsin succession. Then
Henson reported hisfindings. None of the thieves was encouraged.

"Thejack'ssolid," hetold Pierce. "Regular asthisvery clock.” He held up the stopwatch Pierce had
given him to time the activities. "Comes on at seven prompt, with hislittle paper bag of supper. Sitson
the steps, dways alert, never asnooze, greeting the crusher on hisrounds.”

"What are the rounds?"

"Firgt crusher works to midnight, goes every eeven minutes round the station. Sometimes he goes
twelve, and once or twice thirteen minutes, but regular, it's eeven for him. Second crusher works
midnight to the dawn. He's aflummut crusher, keegps to no beat but goes thisway and that, popping up
here and there like ajack-in-a-box, with awary eyein dl directions. And he's got himsdlf two barkers at
hisbdt."

"What about the jack who sits by the offce door?' Pierce said.

"Solid, like | say, ream solid. Comes at seven, chatswith thefirst crusher--- he don't care for the second
crusher, he cools him with a steady eye, he does. But the first crusher he likes, chats now and again with
him, but never astop in the crusher'srounds, just alittle chat.”



"Does he ever leave hisplace?' Pierce said.

"No," the skipper said. "He sitsright there, and then he hears the bells of Saint Falsworth ringing the
hour, and each time they ring he cocks his head and listens. Now at eleven o'clock, he opens his bag,
and eats histightener, dways at the ringing of the clock. Now he eats for maybe ten, fifteen minutes, and
he has a bottle of reeb”--- Beer--- "and then the crusher comes around again. Now the jack sits back,
taking his ease, and he waits until the crusher comes once more. Now it's haf past eleven or thereabouts.

And then the crusher passes him by, and the jack goesto theloo.”

"Then he doesleave hisplace" Pierce sad.

"Only for the pisser.”

"And how long is he gone?'

"I was thinking you might want to know," Henson said, "so | clocked it proper. He's gone sixty-four
seconds one night, and sixty-eight the next night, and sixty-four the third night. Always at the sametime of

the night, near about eleven-thirty. And he's back to his post when the guard makes the last round,
quarter to midnight, and then the other crusher comes on to the beat.”

"Hedid thisevery night?'
"Every night. It'sthe reeb doesit. Reeb makes aman have a powerful urge.”

"Yes," Pierce said, "beer does have that effect. Now does he leave his post at any other time?”

"Not to my eye."
"And you never dept?’

"What? When I'm deeping here dl the day through on your nice bed, herein your lodgings, and you ask
if | kip the night away?'

"You must tel methetruth," Pierce said, but without any great sense of urgency.

(Agar later testified: "Pierce asks him the questions, see, but he shows no interest in the matter, he plays
likeaflimp or adub buzzer, or amutcher, no interest or importance, and this because he don't want the
skipper to granny that abone lay is afoot. Now the skipper should have done, we went to alot of trouble
on his account, and he could have put down on usto the miltonians, and for a pretty penny, too, but he
hasn't the sense, otherwise why'd he be a skipper, en?

(This statement put the court into an uproar. When His Lordship requested an explanation, Agar said

with an expression of surprisethat he had just explained it as best he could. It required several minutes of
interrogation to make it clear that Agar meant that Pierce had pretended to be a"flimp or dub buzzer"---
that is, a snatch-pickpocket or alow-grade thief, or a"mutcher,” aman who rolled drunks--- in order to



deceive the skipper, so that the skipper would not comprehend that agood crimina plan was being
worked out. Agar aso said that the skipper should havefigured it out for himsalf and "put down" on
them--- that is, squealed to the police--- but he lacked the sense to do so. Thiswas only one of several
ingances in which incomprehensible crimina dang hated courtroom proceedings.)

"l swear, Mr. Pierce," the skipper said. "l swear | never dept abit.”

"And the jack never |eft except that one time each night?"

"Aye, and every night the same. He'sregular asthisjerry”--- he held up his sopwatch--- "that jack is.”

Pierce thanked the skipper, paid him ahaf-crown for histroubles, alowed himsdlf to be whined and
cgjoled into paying an additional half-crown, and sent the man on hisway. Asthe door closed on the
skipper, Piercetold Barlow to "worry" the man; Barlow, nodded and Ieft the house by another exit

When Pierce returned to Agar, he said, "Well?Isit acoopered ken?'

"Sixty-four seconds,” Agar said, shaking his head. "That's not your kinchin lay"--- not exactly robbing
children,

"I never said it was" Pierce said. "But you keep telling me you're the best screwsman in the country, and
heres afitting chalenge for your talents: isit a coopered ken?'

"Maybe," Agar said. " got to practicethelay. And | need to cool it close up. Can we pay avist?'

"Certainly,” Pierce sad.

Chapter 21

An Audacious Act

"Of recent weeks," wrote the Illustrated London News on December 21, 1854, "the incidence of bold
and brutal street banditry has reached darming proportions, particularly of an evening. It would appear
that the faith Mr. Wilson placed in street gas lighting as a deterrent to blackguard acts has been
unjudtified, for the villains are ever bolder, preying upon an unsuspecting popul ace with the utmost
audacity. Only yesterday aconstable, Peter Farrell, was lured into an dley, whereupon a band of
common thugsfdl upon him, besting him and taking dl of his possessions and even hisvery uniform. Nor



must we forget that just afortnight past, Mr. Parkington, M.P., was vicioudly assaulted in an open,
well-lighted place while waking from Parliament to his club. Thisepidemic of garrotting must recelve the
prompt attention of authoritiesin the near future.”

The article went on to describe the condition of Congtable Farrell, who was "faring no better than could
be expected." The policeman gave the story that he had been called by awell-dressed woman who was
arguing with her cabdriver, "asurly thug of afellow with awhite scar across the forehead.” When the
policeman interceded in the dispute, the cabby fell on him, swearing and cursing and beating himwith a
neddy, or blackjack; and when the unfortunate policeman came to his senses, he discovered he had been
gripped of hisclothing.

In 1854, many urban-dwelling Victorians were concerned over what was viewed as an upsurgein street
crime. Later periodic "epidemics’ of street violence finaly culminated in a pedestrian panic during the
years 1862 and 1863, and the passage of the "Garrotting Act” by Parliament. Thislegidation provided
unusualy siff pendtiesfor offenders, including flogging in ingalments--- to dlow the prisonersto recover
before their next scheduled beating--- and hanging. Indeed, more people were hanged in England in
1863 than in any year since 1838.

Brutal street crimewasthe lowest form of underworld activity. Rampsmen and footpads were frequently
despised by their fellow criminds, who abhorred crude lays and acts of violence. The usua method of
footpadding called for avictim, preferably drunk, to be lured into acorner by an accomplice, preferably
awoman, whereupon the footpad would "bear up” on the victim, beat him with acudgel and rob him,
leaving him, in the gutter. It was not an eegant way to make aliving.

Thelurid details of afootpadder bearing up on his hapless quarry were the ordinary fare of news
reporting. Apparently, no one ever stopped to think how strange the attack on Constable Farrell redly
was. In fact, it made very little sense. Then, as now, criminastried wherever possible to avoid
confrontations with the police. To "prop a crusher” was merely asking for an dl-out manhunt through the
rookeries until the culprits were apprehended, for the police took a specid interest in attacks on their
own kind.

Nor was there any sensible reason to attack a policeman. He was more capable than most victims of
defending himsdlf, and he never carried much money; often he had no money a dll.

And, finaly, there was absolutely no point in stripping a policeman. In those days, stripping wasa
common crime, usually thework of old women who lured children into aleys and then took al their
clothing to sdll a asecondhand shop. But you could not take the down off a crusher's dunnage; thet is,
you could not disguise a policeman's uniform so that it would have resdle v ue. Secondhand shopswere
aways under surveillance, and always accused of taking stolen goods; no "trandator” would ever accept



apolice uniform. It was perhgpsthe only kind of clothing in al London that had no resdevaueat al.

Thusthe attack on Constable Farrell was not merely dangerous but pointless, and any thoughtful
observer would have been led to ponder why it had occurred at all.

Chapter 22

The Prad Prig

Sometimein |late December, 1854, Pierce met aman named Andrew Taggert in the King's Arms
publican house, off Regent Street. Taggert was by then nearly sixty, and awell-known character in the
neighborhood. He had survived along and varied career, which isworth briefly recounting, for heisone
of the few participantsin The Great Train Robbery whose background is known.

Taggert was born around 1790 outside Liverpool, and cameto London near the turn of the century with
his unmarried mother, aprogtitute. By the age of ten, he was employed in "the resurrection trade," the
business of digging up fresh corpses from graveyardsto sell to medical schools. He soon acquired a
reputation for uncommon daring; it was said that he once transported a tiff through London Streetsin
daylight, with the man propped up in his cart like a passenger.

The Anatomy Act of 1838 ended the businessin corpses, and Andrew Taggert shifted to the smasher's
job of "ringing the changes'--- disposing of counterfeit money. In this maneuver, agenuine coin would be
offered to a shopkeeper for some purchase, and then the smasher would fumblein his purse, saying that
he thought he had correct change, and take the origina coin back. After awhile, he would say, "No, |
don't haveit, after dl," and hand over acounterfeit coin in place of the original. Thiswas petty work, and
Taggert soon tired of it. He moved on to avariety of con games, becoming afull-fledged magsman by the
middle 1840s. He was apparently very successful in hiswork; hetook arespectable flat in Camden
Town, which was not awholly respectable area. (Charles Dickens had lived there somefifteen years
earlier, while hisfather wasin prison.) Taggert dso took awife, one Mary Maxwell, awidow, anditis
one of those minor ironies that the master magsman should himsalf be conned. Mary Maxwell was a
coiner specidizing in smdl siver coins. This bit-faker had served timein prison on severa occasions, and
knew something of the law, which her new husband gpparently did not, for she had not married idly.

A woman'slegd position was aready the subject of active attempts at reform; but at thistimewomen
did not have the right to vote, to own property, or to make wills, and the earnings of any married woman
who was separated from her husband were still legdly the property of her husband. Although the law
treated women as near idiots and appeared overwhemingly to favor men, there were some odd quirks,
as Taggert discovered soon enough.



In 1847, the police raided Mary Maxwell Taggert's coining operation, catiching her red-handed in the
midst of slamping out sixpence pieces. She greeted the raid with equanimity, announced pleasantly that
shewas married and told the police the whereabouts of her husband.

By law, ahusband was responsible for any crimind activities of hiswife. It was assumed that such
activity must be the result of the husband's planning and execution, in which the wife was amere--- and

perhaps unwilling--- participant.

In July, 1847, Andrew Taggert was arrested and convicted of counterfeiting currency and sentenced to
eight yearsin Bridewell Prison; Mary Maxwell was released without so much asareprimand. Sheissad
to have displayed "aroistering, bantering demeanour” in the courtroom at the time of her husband's
sentencing.

Taggert served three years, and was given aticket-of-leave and alowed to depart. Afterward it was
said the stedl had gone out of him, acommon consequence of a prison term; he no longer had the energy
or the confidence to be a magsman, and turned to hoof-snafffing, or horse stedling. By 1854, hewasa
familiar face in the flash sporting pubs frequented by turfites, he was said to have been involved in the
scandd of 1853 inwhich afour-year-old was passed off as athree-year-old in the Derby. No one was
certain but, as aknown prad prig, he was thought to have engineered the theft of the most famous prad
of recent years. Silver Whigtle, athree-year-old from Derbyshire.

Fierce met himin the King's Armswith amost peculiar suggestion, and Taggert gulped hisgin ashe said,
"Y ou want to snaffleawhat?'

"A leopard,” Pierce sad.
"Now, where's an honest man like meto find aleopard?' Taggert said.
"I wouldn't know," Pierce said.

"Never inmy life," Taggert said, "would | know of any leopard, excepting the bestiaries here and there,
which have al manner of beadts.”

"That'ss0," Pierce said camly.

"|sit to be chrisened?"



Now thiswas a particularly difficult problem. Taggert was an expert christener--- aman who could
conced the fact that goods were stolen. He could disguise the markings of ahorse so that even its owner
would not recognizeit. But christening aleopard might be harder.

"No," Piercesaid. "l cantakeit asyou haveit."
"Won't gull nobody."
"It doesn't haveto.”

"What'sit for, then?"

Pierce gave Taggert aparticularly severelook and did not reply.

"No harmin asking,” Taggert said. "It's not every day aman gets asked to snaffle aleopard, so | ask
why--- no harm intended.”

"Itisapresent,” Pierce said, "for alady."
"Ah, alady."

"On the Continent"

"Ah, on the Continent"

"In Paris”

"Ah"

Taggert looked him up and down. Piercewaswell dressed. "Y ou could buy one right enough,” he said.
"Cogt you just as dear as buying from me."

"I made you a business proposition.”

"So you did, and aproper one, too, but you didn't mention the joeys for me. Y ou just mention you want
aknapped leopard.”

“I'll pay you twenty guiness.”

"Cor, youll pay meforty and count yoursdf lucky."



"I'll pay you twenty-five and you'll count yourself lucky,” Pierce said.

Taggert looked unhappy. He twisted hisgin glassin hishands. "All right, then,” he said. "When'sit to
ml?l

"Never you mind," Pierce said. "Y ou find the animal and set thelay, and you'll hear from me soon
enough.” And he dropped a gold guinea on the counter.

Taggert picked it up, bit it, nodded, and touched his cap. "Good day to you, sir," he said.

"Good day," Pierce said

Chapter 23

The Jolly Gaff

The twentieth-century urban dweller's attitude of fear or indifference to acrimein progresswould have
astounded the Victorians. In those days, any person being robbed or mugged immediately raised ahue
and cry, and the victim both expected and got an immediate response from law-abiding citizens around
him, who joined in the fray with dacrity in an attempt to catch the bolting villain. Even ladies of breeding
were known, upon occasion, to participate in afracas with enthusiasm.

There were severd reasonsfor the willingness of the populaceto get involved inacrime. Inthefirst
place, an organized police force was till relatively new; London's Metropolitan Police wasthe best in
England, but it was only twenty-five years old, and people did not yet believe that crime was "something
for the police to take care of ." Second, firearms were rare, and remain so to the present day in England;
therewaslittle likelihood of abystander stopping acharge by pursuing athief. And findly, the mgjority of
criminas were children, often extremely young children, and adults were not hesitant to go after them.

In any case, an adept thief took great care to conduct his business undetected, for if any darm was
raised, the chances were that he would be caught. For this very reason thieves often worked in gangs,
with severd membersacting as"stdls’ to create confusion in any darm. Criminas of the day aso utilized
the fracas--- as a staged event--- to cover illega activities, and this maneuver was known asa"jolly

et

A good jolly gaff required careful planning and timing, for it was, asthe nameimplied, aform of thestre.
On the morning of January 9, 1855, Pierce looked around the cavernous, echoing interior of the London



Bridge Station and saw that dl his players werein position.

Pierce himsdf would perform the most crucid role, that of the "beefer.” He was dressed asatraveer, as
was Miss Miriam adongsde him. She would be the "plant.”

A few yards distant wasthe "culprit," achavy nineyearsold, scruffy and noticeably (should anyone care
to observeit, too noticeably) out of place among the crowd of first-class passengers. Pierce had himsdlf
selected the chavy from among a dozen children in the Holy Land; the criterion was speed, pure and
ample

Farther away Hill wasthe "crusher,” Barlow, wearing a constable's uniform with the hat pulled down to
conced the white scar across hisforehead. Barlow would permit the child to ude him as the gaff
progressed.

Findly, not far from the stepsto the railway digpatcher's office was the whole point of the ploy: Agar,
dressed out of twig--- disguised--- in hisfinest gentleman's clothing.

Asit cametime for the London & Greenwich eeven-o'clock train to depart, Pierce scratched his neck
with hisleft hand. Immediately, the child came up and brushed rather abruptly againgt Miss Miriam'sright
sde, rustling her purple velvet dress. Miss Miriam cried, "1've been robbed, John!"

Pierceraised hisbeef: "Stop, thief!" he shouted, and raced after the bolting chavy. "Stop, thief!"

Startled bystandersimmediately grabbed at the youngster, but he was quick and dippery, and soon tore
free of the crowd and ran toward the back of the station.

There Barlow in his policeman's uniform came forward menacingly. Agar, asacivic-spirited gentleman,
aso joined in the pursuit. The child wastrapped; his only escape lay in a desperate scramble up the sairs
leading to therailway office, and he ran hard, with Barlow, Agar, and Pierce fast on his hedls.

The little boy'sinstructions had been explicit: he wasto get up the sairs, into the offce, past the desks of
the clerks, and back to ahigh rear window opening out onto the roof of the station. He was to break this
window in an apparent attempt to escape. Then ,Barlow would apprehend him. But he wasto struggle



vaiantly until Barlow cuffed him; thiswas hissignd that the gaff had ended.

The child burgt into the South Eastern Railway office, sartling the clerks. Pierce dashed inimmediately
afterward: "Stop him, he'sathief!" Pierce shouted and, in his own pursuit, knocked over one of the
clerks. The child was scrambling for the window. Then Barlow, the constable, camein.

"Il handlethis™ Barlow said, in an authoritative and tough voice, but he clumsily knocked one of the
desks over and sent papersflying.

"Catch him! Catch him!" Agar cdled, entering the offices.

By now the child was scrambling up onto the station dispatcher's desk, going toward anarrow high
window; he cracked the glasswith hissmall fist, cutting himsdlf. The station dispatcher kept saying " Oh,
dear, oh, dear,” over and over.

"l am an officer of the law, makeway!" Barlow shouted

"Stop him!" Pierce screamed, dlowing himsdlf to become quite hystericd. " Stop him, he's getting away!"

Glass fragments from the window fell on the floor, and Barlow and the child rolled on the ground in an
uneven struggle that took rather longer to resolve itself than one might expect. The clerks and the
dispatchers watched in considerable confusion.

No one noticed that Agar had turned his back on the commotion and picked the lock on the door to the
office, trying severd of hisjangling ring of bettys until he found one that worked the mechanism. Nor did
anyone notice when Agar then moved to the sdewall cabinet, o fitted with alock, which hedso
picked with one key after another until he found one that worked.

Three or four minutes passed before the young ruffian--- who kept dipping from the hands of the
redfaced congtable--- wasfinaly caught by Pierce, who held him firmly. At last the constable gave the
little villain agood boxing on the ears, and the lad ceased to struggle and handed up the purse he had
stolen. He was carted away by the constable. Pierce dusted himself off, looked around the wreckage of
the office, and apologized to the clerks and the dispatcher.

Then the other gentleman who had joined in the pursuit said, "I fear, S, that you have missed your train.”



"By God, | have" Riercesad. "Damn thelittlerascd.”

And the two gentlemen departed--- the one thanking the other for helping corner the thief, and the other
saying it was nothing--- leaving the clerks to clean up the mess.

It was, Pierce later reflected, anearly perfect jolly gaff.

Chapter 24

Hykey Doings

When Clean Willy Williams, the snakesman, arrived a Pierces house | ate in the afternoon of January 9,
1855, he found himsalf confronted by a very strange spectacle in the drawing room.

Pierce, wearing ared velvet smoking jacket, lounged in an easy chair, smoking acigar, utterly relaxed, a
stopwatch in his hands.

In contrast, Agar, in shirtdeeves, stood in the center of the room. Agar was bent into akind of
haf-crouch; he was watching Pierce and panting dightly.

"Areyou ready?' Pierce said.
Agar nodded.
"Go!" Pierce said, and flicked the stopwatch.

To Clean Willy's amazement, Agar dashed across the room to the fireplace, where he begantojog in
place, counting to himsdlf, hislipsmoving, in alow whisper, "...seven ...eight ...nine....."

"That'sit," Pierce said. "Door!"

"Door!" Agar said and, in pantomime, turned the handle on an unseen door. He then took three stepsto
the right, and reached up to shoulder height, touching something inthe air.

"Cabinet," Piercesaid.
"Cabinet..."

Now Agar fished two wax flats out of his pocket, and pretended to make an impression of akey.
"Time?" he asked.



"Thirty-one," Pierce sad.

Agar proceeded to make a second impression, on a second set of flats, al the while counting to himself.
"Thirty-three, thirty-four, thirty-five...."

Again, hereached into the air, with both hands, asif closing something.
"Cabinet shut," he said, and took three paces back across the room. "Door!"
"Fifty-four,” Pierce said.

"Steps!” Agar said, and ran in place once more, and then sprinted across the room to hat beside Pierces
chair. "Done!" hecried.

Piercelooked at the watch and shook hishead. "Sixty-nine." He puffed on hiscigar.
"Wadl," Agar said, in awounded tone, "it's better than it was. What was the last time?”
"Your last time was seventy-three.”

"Widll, it's better---"

"---But not good enough. Maybe if you don't close the cabinet. And don't hang up the keys, either.
Willy can do that.”

"Dowha?' Willy sad, watching.

"Open and close the cabinet," Pierce said.

Agar went back to his starting position.

"Ready?' Piercesad.

"Ready," Agar sad.

Once again, this odd charade was repeated, with Agar sprinting across the room, jogging in place,
pretending to open a door, taking three steps, making two wax impressions, taking three steps, closing a
door, jogging in place, and then running across the room.

"Time?'

Pierce smiled. "Sixty-three," he sad

Agar grinned, gasping for bresth.

"Oncemore,” Pierce said, "just to be certain.”

Later in the afternoon, Clean Willy was given the lay.

"It'1l betonight,” Pierce said. "Onceit'sdark, you'll go up to London Bridge, and get onto the roof of the



gation. That aproblem?’
Clean Willy shook his head. "What then?"

"When you're on the roof, crossto awindow that is broken. You'll seeit; it'sthe window to the
dispatcher's office. Little window, barely afoot square.”

"What then?'

"Getinto the office."
"Through the window?*
"Wes"

"What then?'

"Then you will see acabinet, painted green, mounted on thewall." Pierce looked at the little snakesman.
"Youll haveto stand on achair to reach it. Be very quiet; there'sajack posted outside the office, on the

Seps.”
Clean Willy frowned.

"Unlock the cabinet," Pierce said, "with thiskey." He nodded to Agar, who gave Willy thefirst of the
picklocks. "Unlock the cabinet, and open it up, and wait."

"Whet for?"

"Around ten-thirty, ther€lll beabit of ashindy. A soak will be coming into the station to chat up the
jack.”

"Wheét then?'

"Then you unlock the main door to the office, using thiskey here'--- Agar gave him the second key---
"and then you wait."

"What for?"

"For eleven-thirty, or thereabouts, when the jack goesto the W.C. Then, Agar comes up the steps,
through the door you've unlocked, and he makes hiswaxes. He leaves, and you lock the first door right
away. By now, the jack isback from theloo. Y ou lock the cabinets, put the chair back, and go out the
window, quiet-like."

"That'sthelay?' Clean Willy said doubtfully.

"That'sthelay."

"Y ou popped me out of Newgate for this?' Clean Willy said. "Thisis no shakes, to knock over a
deadlurk."

"It'sadeadlurk with ajack posted at the door, and it's quiet, you'll have to be quiet-like, al thetime.”



Clean Willy grinned. "Those keys mean a sharp vamp. Y ou've planned.”
"Just dothelay,” Pierce said, "and quiet.”
"Piece of cake," Clean Willy said.

"Keep those dubs handy," Agar said, pointing to the keys, "and have the doors ready and open when |
comein, or itsnommusfor al of us, and we're likely ribbed by the crusher.”

"Don't want to be nibbed,” Willy said.
"Then look sharp, and be ready."

Clean Willy nodded "What's for dinner?' he said.

Chapter 25

Breaking the Drum

On the evening of January 9th, a characteristic London "pea soup™ fog, heavily mixed with soot,
blanketed the town. Clean Willy Williams, easng down Tooley Street, one eye to the facade of London
Bridge Station, was not sure he liked the fog. It made his movements on the ground less noticesble, but it
was s0 dense that he could not see the second story of the terminus building, and he was worried about
accessto theroof. It wouldn't do to make the climb hafway, only to discover it was a dead end.

But Clean Willy knew alot about the way buildings were constructed, and after an hour of maneuvering
around the station he found his spot. By climbing onto a porter's luggage cart, hewas ableto jumpto a
drainpipe, and from there to the silI of the second-story windows. Here alip of stone ran the length of the
second story; heinched dong it until he reached a corner in the facade. Then he climbed up the corner,
his back to thewall, in the same way that he had escaped from Newgate Prison. He would leave marks,
of course; in those days nearly every downtown London building was soot-covered, and Clean Willy's
climb left an odd pattern of whitish scrapes going up the corner.

By eight o'clock at night he was standing on the broad roof of the terminus. The main portion of the
station was roofed in date; over the tracks the roofing was glass, and he avoided that. Clean Willy
welghed sixty-eight pounds, but he was heavy enough to bresk the glass roofing.

Moving cautioudy through the fog, he edged around the building until he found the broken window
Pierce had mentioned. Looking in, he saw the dispatcher's office. He was surprised to notice that it was
insomedisarray, asif there had been astruggle in the office during the day and the damage only partialy



corrected.

He reached through the jagged hole in the glass, turned the transom lock, and raised the window. It was
awidow of rectangular shape, perhaps nine by sixteen inches. Hewriggled through it easily, stepped
down onto adesk top, and paused.

He had not been told thewalls of the office were glass.

Through the glass, he could see down to the deserted tracks and platforms of the station below. He
could also see the jack on the stairs, near the door, a paper bag containing hisdinner at hisside.

Carefully, Clean Willy climbed down off the desk. His foot crunched on ashard of broken glass; he
froze. But if the guard heard it, he gave no Sgn. After amoment, Willy crossed the office, lifted achair,
and st it next to the high cabinet. He stepped onto the chair, plucked the twirl Agar had given him from
his pocket, and picked the cabinet lock. Then he sat down to wait, hearing distant church bellstoll the
hour of nine o'clock.

Agar, lurking in the deep shadows of the station, aso heard the church bells. He sighed. Another two
and a haf hours, and he had been wedged into a cramped corner for two hours aready. He knew how
gtiff and painful hislegswould be when he finaly made his sprint for the sairs.

From his hiding place, he could see Clean Willy make an entrance into the office behind the guard; and
he could see Willy's head--- when he stood on the chair and worked the cabinet lock. Then Willy

disappeared.

Agar sghed again. He wondered, for the thousandth time, what Pierce intended to do with these keys.
All he knew wasthat it must be adevilish flash pull. A few yearsearlier, Agar had been in on a Brighton
warehouse pull. There had been nine keysinvolved: one for an outer gate, two for an inner gate, three for
the main door, two for an office door, and one for a storeroom. The pogue had been ten thousand quid
in B. of E. notes, and the putter-up had spent four months arranging the lay.

Y et herewas Pierce, flush if ever a cracksman was, spending eight months now to get four keys, two
from bankers, and two from arailway office. It had al cost a pretty penny, Agar was certain of that, and
it meant the pogue was wdll worth having.



But what wasit? Why were they breaking this drum now? The question preoccupied him more than the
mechanics of timing asixty-four-second smash and grab. He was a professonad; he was cool; he had
prepared well and was fully confident. His heart beat evenly as he stared across the station at the jack on
the sairs, asthe crusher made his rounds.

The crusher said to thejack, "Y on know theresaP.R. on?' A P.R. was aprize-ring event.

"No," said thejack. "Who'sit to be?"

"Stunning Bill Hampton and Edgar Moxley.”

"Where'sit to be, then?' thejack said.

"l hear Leicester," the crusher said.

"Wheresyour money?'

"Sunning Bill, for my gambit."

"He'sagood one," thejack said. "He'stough, isBill."

"Aye," the crusher said, "I've got a hadf-crown or two on him says hel's tough.”

And the crusher went on, making his rounds.

Agar smirked in the darkness. A copper talking big of afive-shilling bet. Agar bet ten quid on the last
P.R., between the Lancaster Dervish, John Boynton, and the gummy Kid Balew. Agar had come off
wdll on that one: odds were two to one; he'd done a bit of winning there.

He tensed the musclesin his cramped legs, trying to get the circulation going, and then he relaxed. He
had along wait ahead of him. He thought of his dolly-maop. Whenever he was working, he thought of his
dolly's quim; it was a natural thing--- tenson turned aman randy. Then his thoughts drifted back to
Pierce, and the question that Agar had puzzled over for nearly ayear now: what was the damn pull?

The drunken Irishman with the red beard and douch hat ssumbled through the deserted station Singing
"Molly Mdone." With his shuffling, flatfooted gait, he was atrue soak, and ashe waked along, it
appeared he was so lost in his song that he might not notice the guard on the stairs.



But he did, and he eyed the guard's paper bag suspicioudy before making an elaborate and wobbly
bow.

"And agood evenin' to you, Sr," the drunk said
"Evening," the guard said.

"And what, may | inquire," said the drunk, standing stiffer, "isyour business up there, en? Up to no
good, areyou?"

"I'm guarding these premises here," the guard said.

The drunk hiccuped. " So you say, my good fellow, but many arasca has said as much.”

"Here, now---"

"I think," the drunk said, waving an accusatory finger intheair, trying to point it at the guard but unable
to am accurately, "'l think, sir, we shall have the police to look you over, so that we shdl know if you are
up to no good."

"Now, look here," the guard said.

"You look here, and lively, too," the drunk said, and abruptly began to shout, "Police! Po-lice!™

"Here, now," the guard said, coming down the stairs. "Get agrip on yourself, you scurvy soak."

"Scurvy s0ak?' the drunk said, raising an eyebrow and shaking hisfigt. "I am aDubliner, sr.”

"| palled that, right enough,” the guard snorted.

At that moment, the constable came running around the corner, drawn by the shouts of the drunk.

"Ah, acrimind, officer,” said the drunk. "Arrest that scoundrel," he said, pointing to the guard, who had
now moved to the bottom of the stairs. "Heis up to no good."

The drunk hiccuped.
The constable and the guard exchanged glances, and then open smiles.

"Y ou find thisalaughing matter, Sr?" said the drunk, turning to the copper. "1 see nothing risble. The
man is plainly up to no good.”

"Come dong, now," the congtable said, "or I'll have you in lumber for cregtin' anuisance.”

"A nuisance?' the drunk said, twisting free of the constablesarm. "I think you and this blackguard arein
cahoots, gr."

"That'senough,” the congtable said. "Come dong smartly.”



The drunk alowed himsdlf to be led awvay by the copper. Hewaslast heard to say, "Y ou wouldn't be
havin' adaffy of reeb, would you, now?" and the constable assured him he had no drink on his person.

"Dublin," the guard said, sighing, and he climbed back up the stairsto eat hisdinner. The distant chimes
rang eleven o'clock.

Agar had seen it al, and while he was amused by Pierces performance, he worried whether Clean Willy
had taken the opportunity to open the office door. There was no way to know until he made hisown
mad dash, in lessthan half an hour now.

Helooked at hiswatch, he looked at the door to the office, and he waited.

For Pierce, the most delicate part of his performance was the conclusion, when he was led by the
constable out onto Tooley Street. Pierce did not want to disrupt the policeman'sregular rhythm on the
best, s0 he had to disengage himself rather rapidly.

Asthey cameinto the foggy night air, he breathed deeply. "Ah," he said, "and it'salovely evening, brisk
andinvigordting.”

The copper looked round at the gloomy fog. " Chill enough for me," he said.

"Well, my dear fellow," Pierce said, dusting himself off and making ashow of straightening up, asif the
night air had sobered him, "1 am most grateful for your ministrations upon this occasion, and | can assure
you that | can carry onwell from here.”

"Y ou're not going to be creating another nuisance?"

"My dear gr," Pierce said, standing still straighter, "what do you take mefor?”

The copper looked back at the London Bridge Station. It was his businessto stay on the beat; a drunk
wandering in was not his responsbility once he was gected from the premises. And London was full of
drunks, especidly Irish ones who talked too much.

"Stay clear of trouble, then," the cop said, and let him go.

"A good evening to you, officer,” Pierce said, and bowed to the departing crusher. Then he wandered
out into thefog, snging "Mally Mdone."



Pierce went no farther than the end of Tooley Street, less than a block from the station entrance. There,
hidden in the fog, was a cab. He looked up at the driver.

"How'd it carry off?' Barlow asked.

"Smart and tidy,” Plerce said. "'l gave Willy two or three minutes; it should have been enough.”

"Willy'sabit glocky."

"All hehasto do," Pierce said, "istwirl two locks, and he's not too glocky to bring that off." He glanced
a hiswatch. "Wdll, well know soon enough.”

And he dipped away, in the fog, back toward the ation.

At deven-thirty, Pierce had taken up a position where he could see the dispatch office stairs and the
guard. The copper made his round; he waved to the jack, who waved back. The copper went on; the

jack yawned, stood, and stretched.
Pierce took abreath and poised hisfinger on the stopwatch button.

The guard came down the stairs, yawning again, and moved off toward the W.C. He waked severa
paces, and then was out of sight, around a corner.

Pierce hit the button, and counted softly, "One... two... three..."

He saw Agar appear, running hard, barefooted to make no sound, and dashing up the stairs to the door.

"Four... five... 9x..".

Agar reached the door, twisted the knob; the door opened and Agar wasinside. The door closed.

"Seven... éght... nine..."



"Ten," Agar said, panting, looking around the office. Clean Willy, grinning in the shadowsin the corner,
took up the count.

"Eleven... twelve... thirteen..."

Agar crossed to the dready opened cabinet. He removed thefirst of the wax blanks from his pocket,
and then looked at the keysin the cabinet.

"Crikey!" he whispered.

"Fourteen... fifteen... Sxteen..."

Dozens of keys hung in the cabinet, keys of dl sorts, large and small, labeled and unlabeled, dl hanging
on hooks. He broke into a swesat in an instant.

“Crikey!"

"Seventeen... eighteen . . . nineteen..”

Agar was going to fall behind. He knew it with sickening suddenness: he was dready behind on the
count. He stared helplesdy at the keys. He could not wax them al; which were the onesto do?

"Twenty... twenty-one... twenty-two..."

Clean Willy'sdroning voice infuriated him; Agar wanted to run across the room and strangle the little
bastard. He stared at the cabinet in arising panic. He remembered what the other two keyslooked like;
perhaps these two keyswere smilar. He peered close at the cabinet, squinting, straining: the light in the
office was bad.

"Twenty-three... twenty-four... twenty-five..."

"It'sno bloody use," he whispered to himsdlf. And then he redized something odd: each hook had only
one key, except for asingle hook, which had two. He quickly lifted them off. They looked like the others



he had done.

"Twenty-9x... twenty-seven... twenty-eight..."

He st out the firgt blank, and pressed one side of the first key into the blank, holding it neatly, plucking it
out with hisfingernail; the nail on thelittle finger waslong, one of the hallmarks of a screwsman.

"Twenty-nine... thirty... thirty-one..."

He took the second blank, flipped the key over, and pressed it into the wax to get the other sde. He
held it firmly, then scooped it out.

"Thirty-two... thirty-three... thirty-four..."

Now Agar's professondism cameinto play. He wasfalling behind--- at least five seconds off his count
now, maybe more--- but he knew that at al costs he must avoid confusing the keys. It was common
enough for a screwsman under pressure to make two impressions of the same side of asingle key; with
two keys, the chance of confusion was doubled. Quickly but carefully, he hung up the first finished key.

"Thirty-five... thirty-six... thirty-seven, Lordy," Clean Willy said. Clean Willy was|ooking out the glass
windows, down to where the guard would be returning in less than thirty seconds.

"Thirty-eight... thirty-nine... forty..."

Swiftly, Agar pressed the second key into histhird blank. He held it there just an ingtant, then lifted it
out. There was a decent impression.

"Forty-one... forty-two... forty-three..."



Agar pocketed the blank, and plucked up his fourth wax plate. He pressed the other side of the key into
the soft materid.

"Forty-four... forty-five... forty-six... forty-seven..."

Abruptly, while Agar was pedling the key free of the wax, the blank cracked in two.
"Damn!*

"Forty-eight... forty-nine... fifty..."

Hefished in his pocket for another blank. Hisfingers were steady, but there was swest dripping from his
forehead.

"Fifty-one... fifty-two... fifty-three..."
He drew out afresh blank and did the second side again.
"Fifty-four... fifty-five..."

He plucked the key out, hung it up, and dashed for the door, il holding the final blank in hisfingers. He
|eft the office without another look a Willy.

"Hfty-gx," Willy said, immediately moving to the door to lock it up.

Pierce saw Agar exit, behind schedule by five full seconds. Hisface was flushed with exertion.
"Fifty-seven... fifty-eight...”

Agar sprinted down the sairs, three at atime.

"Ffty-nine... Sxty... Sxty-one..."

Agar streaked across the station to his hiding place.

"Sixty-two... Sxty-three..."

Agar was hidden.

The guard, yawning, came around the corner, till buttoning up histrousers. He walked toward the
steps.

"Sixty-four," Pierce said, and flicked hiswatch.

The guard took up his pogt at the stairs. After amoment, he began humming to himsdlf, very softly, and it
wasawhileuntil Pierceredized it was"Molly Mdone."



Chapter 26

Crossing the Mary Blaine Scrob

"The ditinction between base avarice and honest ambition may be exceeding fine," warned the
Reverend Nod Blackwell in his 1853 treatise, On the Mora Improvement of the Human Race. No one
knew the truth of hiswords better than Pierce, who arranged his next meeting at the Casino de Venise,
on Windmill Street. Thiswasalarge and lively dance hdl, brightly lit by myriad gaslamps. Y oung men
spun and wheeled girls colorfully dressed and gay in their manner. Indeed, the total impression was one
of fashionable splendor, which belied a reputation as awicked and notorious place of assignation for
whoresand ther clientele.

Pierce went directly to the bar, where aburly man in ablue uniform with siver lape markings sat
hunched over adrink. The man gppeared digtinctly uncomfortable in the casno. "Have you been here

before?' Pierce asked.

The man turned. "You Mr. Smms?"
"That'sright.”

The burly man looked around the room, at the women, the finery, the bright lights. "No," he said, "never
been before”

"Lively, don't you think?"

The man shrugged. "Bit above me," he said findlly, and turned back to stare & hisglass.
"And expensive," Piercesad.

The man raised hisdrink. "Two shillings adaffy? Aye, it's expensve."

"L et me buy you another," Pierce said, raising agray-gloved hand to beckon the bartender. "Where do
you live, Mr. Burgess?'

"] got aroom on Moresby Road,” the burly man said.
"l hear theair isbad there:"

Burgess shrugged. "It'l do."

"Y ou married?'

"Ayer

The bartender came, and Pierce indicated two more drinks. "What's your wife do?"



"She saws." Burgess showed aflash of impatience. "What's thisdl about, then?'
"Just alittle conversation,” Pierce said, "to seeif you want to make more money."
"Only afool doesn't,” Burgess said shortly.

"Youwork the Mary Blaine," Pierce said.

Burgess, with still more impatience, nodded and flicked the Silver SER letterson hiscallar: theinsgniaof
the South Eastern Railway.

Pierce was not asking these questions to obtain information; he already knew agood dedl about Richard
Burgess, aMary Blaine scrab, or guard on the railway. He knew where Burgess lived; he knew what his
wife did; he knew that they had two children, aged two and four, and he knew that the four-year-old was
sickly and needed the frequent attentions of adoctor, which Burgess and hiswife could not afford. He
knew that their room on Moresby Road was a sgualid, pedling, narrow chamber that was ventilated by
the sulfurous fumes of an adjacent gasworks.

Heknew that Burgessfell into the lowest-paid category of raillway employee. An engine driver was paid
35 shillings aweek; a conductor 25 shillings, a coachman 20 or 21; but aguard was paid 15 shillingsa
week and counted himself lucky it was not agood deal less.

Burgessswife made ten shillings aweek, which meant that the family lived on atota of about sixty-five
pounds ayear. Out of this came certain expenses--- Burgess had to provide his own uniforms--- so that
the true income was probably closer to fifty-five pounds ayear, and for afamily of four it wasavery

rough go.

Many Victorians had incomes at that level, but most contrived supplements of one sort or another: extra
work, tips, and achild in industry were the most common. The Burgess household had none of these.
They were compelled to live on their income, and it waslittle wonder that Burgess felt uncomfortableina
place that charged two shillingsadrink. It was very far beyond his means.

"What'sit to be?' Burgess said, not looking at Pierce.
"1 was wondering about your vison."

"My vison?'



"Y es, your eyesight.”
"My eyesare good enough.”

"I wonder," Pierce said, "what it would take for them to go bad."

Burgess sighed, and did not speak for amoment. Finally he said in aweary voice, "I doneasretchin
Newgate afew years back. I'm not wanting to see the cockchafer again.”

"Perfectly sengble" Pierce said. "And | don't want anybody to blow my lay. We both have our fears."
Burgess gulped hisdrink. "What's the siweetener?'

"Two hundred quid,” Pierce said.

Burgess coughed, and pounded his chest with athick fist. " Two hundred quid,” he repeated.
"That'sright,” Pierce said. "Here'sten now, on faith.” He removed hiswallet and took out two fivepound
notes, he held the walet in such away that Burgess could not fail to notice it was bulging. He set the
money on the bar top.

"Pretty asight asahot nancy," Burgess said, but he did not touch it. "What's the lay?"

"Y ou needn't worry over thelay. All you need to do isworry over your eyesight.”

"What isit I'm not to see, then?'

"Nothing that will get you into trouble. Y ou'll never seetheingde of alockup again, | promiseyou that.”

Burgess turned stubborn. " Spesk plain,” he said.

Pierce sighed. He reached for the money. "I'm sorry," he said,. "I fear | must take my business
esawhere”

Burgess caught hishand. "Not overquick,” hesaid. "I'm just asking."
"l can't tell you."

"Y ou think I'll blow on you to the crushers?

"Such things," Pierce said, "have been known to happen.”

"1 wouldn't blow."

Pierce shrugged.

There was amoment of silence. Finally, Burgess reached over with his other hand and plucked away the
two five-pound notes. "Tell mewhat | do," he said.



"It'svery smple,” Pierce said. " Soon you will be gpproached by aman who will ask you whether your
wife sawsyour uniforms. When you meet that man, you smply... look away."

"That'sdl?'

"That'sdl."

"For two hundred quid?’

"For two hundred quid."

Burgess frowned for amoment, and then began to laugh.
"What'sfunny?' Pierce said.

"You'l never pull it," Burgess said. "It's not to be done, that one. There's no cracking those safes,
wherever | look. Few months past, there's akid, works into the baggage car, wants to do those safes.
Haveago, | saysto him, and he hasago for haf an hour, and he gets no further than the tip of my nose.
Then | threw him off smartly, bounced him on hisnoggin.”

"I know that," Pierce said. "l waswatching.”
Burgess stopped laughing.

Pierce withdrew two gold guineas from his pocket and dropped them on the counter. "Therésa
dolly-mop in the corner--- pretty thing, wearing pink. | believe she'swaiting for you," Pierce said, and
then he got up and walked off.

Chapter 27

The Edl-Skinner's Perplexity

Economigts of the mid-Victorian period note that increasing numbers of people made their living by what
wasthen caled "dedling,” aninclusive term that referred to supplying goods and servicesto the
burgeoning middle class. England was then the richest nation on earth, and therichest in history. The
demand for al kinds of consumer goods wasinsatiable, and the response was specidization in
manufacture, distribution, and sae of goods. It isin Victorian England that one first hears of
cabinetmakers who made only the joints of cabinets, and of shopsthat sold only certain kinds of
cabinets.

The increasing specidization was apparent in the underworld aswell, and nowhere more peculiar than in
thefigure of the "ed-skinner." An ed-skinner was usualy a metalworker gone bad, or onetoo old to
keep up with the furious pace of legitimate production. In either case, he disappeared from honest circles,
re-emerging as a pecidized supplier of metal goodsto criminals. Sometimes the edl-skinner was acoiner
who could not get the stampsto turn out coins.



Whatever hisbackground, his principa businesswas making edl-skins, or coshes. The earliest ed-skins
were sausage-like canvas bags filled with sand, which rampsmen and gonophs--- muggers and thieves---
could carry up their deeves until the time came to wield them on their victims. Later, ed-skinswerefilled
with lead shot, and they served the same purpose.

An edl-skinner also made other articles. A "neddy” was acudgd, sometimesasmpleiron bar,
sometimes a bar with aknob at one end. The "sack™ was atwo-pound iron shot placed in astrong
stocking. A "whippler" was ashot with an attached cord, and was used to disable avictim head on; the
attacker held the shot in hishand and flung it & the victim'sface, "like ahorribleyo-yo." A few blows
from these weapons were certain to take the starch out of any quarry, and the robbery proceeded
without further resstance:

Asfirearms became more common, edl-skinners turned to making bullets. A few skilled ed-skinners
also manufactured sets of bettys, or picklocks, but thiswas demanding work, and most stuck to smpler
tasks.

In early January, 1855, aManchester edl-skinner named Harkins was visited by a gentleman with ared
beard who said he wanted to purchase a quantity of LC shot.

"Easy enough done," the skinner said. "I make al manner of shot, and I can make L C right enough. How
much will you have?'

"Fivethousand,” the gentleman said.

"| beg pardon?"

"l sad, | will havefive thousand LC shot"

The ed-skinner blinked. "Five thousand--- that's a quantity. That's--- let's see--- six LC to the ounce.
Now, then..." He stared up at the celling and plucked at hislower lip. "And sixteen... now, that makes
it... Blessme, that's moren fifty pounds of shot dl in."

"l believe 50," the gentleman said.

"Y ou want fifty pounds of LC shot?'

"l want five thousand, yes."

"Well, fifty pounds of lead, that'll take some doing, and the casting--- well, that'll take some doing. That'll
take sometime, five thousand L.C shot will, sometime indeed.”

"l need it inamonth,” the gentleman said.

"A month, amonth... Let's see, now... casting at ahundred amold... Yes, well..." The ed-skinner



nodded. "Right enough, you shdl have five thousand within amonth. Y ou'll be collecting it?

"l will," the gentleman said, and then he leaned closer, in aconspiratorid fashion. "It'sfor Scotland, you
know."

"Scotland, eh?'

"Y es, Scotland.”

"Oh, wdll, yes, | seethat plain enough,” the ed-skinner said, though the reverse was clearly true. The
red-bearded man put down a deposit and departed, leaving the edl-skinner in a state of marked
perplexity. He would have been even more perplexed to know that this gentleman had visited skinnersin
Newcastler-on-Tyne, Birmingham, Liverpool, and London, and placed identica orders with each of
them, so that he was ordering atotal of two hundred and fifty pounds of lead shot. What use could
anyone have for that?

Chapter 28

TheFinishing Touch

London at the mid-century had six morning newspapers, three evening newspapers, and twenty
influentid weeklies. This period marked the beginning of an organized press with enough power to mold
public opinion and, ultimatdly, politica events. The unpredictability of that power was highlighted in
January, 1855.

On the one hand, the first war correspondent in history, William Howard Russdll, wasin Russawith the
Crimean troops, and his dispatches to the Times had aroused furious indignation at home. The charge of
the light Brigade, the bungling of the Balaclava campaign, the devastating winter when British troops,
lacking food and medical supplies, suffered a 50 percent mortdity--- these were al reported in the press
to anincreasingly angry public.

By January, however, the commander of British forces, Lord Raglan, was severely ill, and Lord
Cardigan--- "haughty, rich, sdfish and stupid,” the man who had bravely led his Light Brigade to utter
disaster, and then returned to his yacht to drink champagne and deep--- Lord Cardigan had returned
home, and the press everywhere hailed him asa greet national hero. It was arole he was only too happy
to play. Dressed in the uniform he had worn at Baaclava, he was mobbed by crowdsin every city; hairs
from his horse'stail were plucked for souvenirs. London shops copied the woolen jacket he had worn in
the Crimea--- called a" Cardigan"--- and thousands were sold.

The man known to his own troops as "the dangerous ass' went about the country ddlivering speeches
recounting his prowess in leading the charge; and as the months passed, he spoke with more and more



emotion, and was often forced to pause and revive himself. The press never ceased to cheer him on;
there was no sense of the chastisement that later historians have richly accorded him.

But if the presswasfickle, public tastes were even more so. Despite dl the provocetive news from
Russig, the digpatches which most intrigued Londonersin January concerned a man-eating leopard that
menaced Naini Td in northern India, not far from the Burmese border. The "Panar man-eater” was said
to have killed than four hundred nétives, and accounts were remarkable for their vivid, even lurid detail.
"The vicious Panar beast," wrote one correspondent, "kills for the sake of killing and not for any food. It
rarely eats any portion of the body of its victims, although two weeks past it ate the upper torso of an
infant after seding it from its crib. Indeed, the mgority of its victims have been children under the age of
ten who are unfortunate enough to stray from the center of the village after nightfal: Adult victimsare
generally mauled and later die of suppurating wounds, Mr. Redby, ahunter of the region, saysthese
infections are caused by rotten flesh lodged in the beast's claws. The Panar killer is exceedingly strong,
and has been seen to carry off afully grown femade adult in itsjaws, while the victim struggles and cries
out mogt piteoudy.”

These and other stories became the delicioustalk of dining rooms among company given to raciness;
women colored and tittered and exclaimed, while men ---especialy Company men who had spent timein
India--- spoke knowledgeably about the habits of such abeast, and its nature. An interesting working
modd of atiger devouring an Englishman, owned by the East India Company, was visited by fascinated
crowds. (Themode can till be seenin the Victoriaand Albert Museum.)

And when, on February 17, 1855, a caged, fully grown leopard arrived a London Bridge Terminus, it
created a consderable stir--- much more than the arriva, ashort time previoudly, of armed guards
carrying strongboxes of gold, which were loaded into the SER luggage van.

Here was afull-sized, snarling beast, which roared and charged the bars of its cage asit was |oaded
onto the same luggage van of the London-Folkestone train. The animal’s keeper accompanied the beast,
in order, to look after the leopard's welfare, and to protect the luggage-van guard in the event of any
unforeseen mishap.

Meanwhile, before the train departed the station, the keeper explained to the crowd of curious
onlookers and children that the beast ate raw mest, that it was afemae four years old, and that it was
destined for the Continent, where it would be a present to awellborn lady.

Thetrain pulled out of the station shortly after eight o'clock, and the guard on the luggage van closed the
diding sde door. There was a short silence while the leopard stalked its cage, and growled intermittently;
findly therailway guard said, "What do you feed her?'



The animd's attendant turned to the guard. "Does your wife sew your uniforms?’ he asked.

Burgess laughed. "Y ou mean it'sto be you?"

The attendant did not answer. Instead, he opened asmall lesther satchel and removed ajar of grease,
severd keys, and a collection of files of varied shapes and Sizes.

He went immediately to the two Chubb safes, coated the four locks with grease, and began fitting his
keys. Burgess watched with only vague interest in the process. he knew that rough-copied wax keys
would not work on afindy made safe without polishing and refining. But he was dso impressed; he never
thought it would be carried off with such boldness.

"Whered you make theimpressons?' hesaid.

"Hereand there," Agar replied, fitting and filing.

"They keep those keys separate.”

"Dothey," Agar sad.

"Aye, they do. How'd you pull them?"

"That's no matter to you,” Agar said, till working.

Burgesswatched him for atime, and then he watched the leopard. "How much does he weigh?!
"Ask him," Agar sadirritably.

"Are you taking the gold today, then?' Burgess asked as Agar managed to get one of the safe doors
open. Agar did not answer; he stared transfixed for amoment at the strongboxesinside. "l say, areyou
taking the gold today?"

Agar shut the door. "No," he said. "Now stop your voker."

Burgessfel glent.

For the next hour, while the morning passenger train chugged from London to Folkestone, Agar worked
on hiskeys. Ultimately, he had opened and closed both safes. When he was finished, he wiped the
grease from the locks. Then he cleaned the locks with a cohol and dried them with acloth. Finally he



took hisfour keys, placed them carefully in his pocket, and sat down to await the arriva of thetrain a
the Folkestone station.

Pierce met him at the station and helped to unload the leopard.

"How wasit?' he asked.

"Thefinishing touches are done," Agar said, and then he grinned. "It'sthe gold, isn't it? The Crimean
gold--- that'sthe flash pull.”

"Yes" Piercesad.
"When?'
"Next month," Pierce said.

The leopard snarled.

PART THREE : DELAYSAND DIFFICULTIES: March - May, 1855

Chapter 29

Minor Setbacks

The robbers origindly intended to take the gold during the next Crimean shipment. The plan was
extremely smple. Pierce and Agar were to board the train in London, each checking several heavy
satchel s onto the baggage van. The satches would befilled with sewn packets of lead shot.

Aga would again ride in the van, and while Burgess looked away Agar would open the safes, remove
the gold, and replace it with lead shot. These satchelswould be thrown from the train at a predetermined
point, and collected by Barlow. Barlow would then drive on to Folkestone, where he would meet Pierce
and Agar.

Meanwhile, the gold strongboxes--- still convincingly heavy--- would be transferred to the steamer
going to Ostend, where the theft would be discovered by the French authorities hours later. By then,



enough people would have been involved in the transportation process that there would be no particular
reason to fix suspicion on Burgess; and in any case, British-French relaionswere a alow level because
of the Crimean War, and it would be natura that the French would assume the English had carried out
the thefts, and vice versa. The robbers could count on plenty of confusion to muddy the waters for the

police.

The plan seemed utterly fool proof, and the robbers prepared to carry it out on the next gold shipment,
scheduled for March 14, 1855.

On March 2nd, "that fiend in human shape," Czar Nicholas| of Russia, died suddenly. News of his
death caused considerable confusion in business and financid circles. For severd daysthe reportswere
doubted, and when his death was finally confirmed, the stock markets of Paris and London responded
with large gains. But asaresult of the genera uncertainty the gold shipment was delayed until March
27th. By then, Agar, who had sunk into akind of depression after the fourteenth, was desperately ill with
an exacerbation of his chest condition, and so the opportunity was missed.

The firm of Huddleston & Bradford was making gold shipments once amonth; there were now only
11,000 English troopsin the Crimea, as opposed to 78,000 French, and most of the money was paid out
directly from Paris. Thus Pierce and his compatriots were obliged to wait until April.

The next shipment was set for April 19th. The robbers at thistime were getting their information on
shipment schedules from atart named Susan Lang, afavorite of Henry Fowler's. Mr. Fowler liked to
impress the smple girl with episodes reflecting hisimportance to the world of banking and commerce,
and for her part, the poor girl--- who could hardly have understood aword he said--- seemed endlessy
fascinated by everything hetold her.

Susan Lang was hardly smple, but somehow she got her facts wrong: the gold went out on April 18th,
and when Pierce and Agar arrived at London Bridge Station in time to board the April 1Sth train,
Burgessinformed them of their error. To maintain appearances, Pierce and Agar made the trip anyway,
but Agar testified in court that Piercewasin "very ugly humor, indeed” during thejourney.

The next shipment was scheduled for May 22nd. In order to prevent any further snags, Pierce took the
rather risky step of opening aline of communication between Agar and Burgess. Burgess could reach
Agar a any timethrough an intermediary, a betting-shop proprietor named Smashing Billy Banks; and
Burgesswasto get in touch with Banksif there was any change in the planned routine. Agar would check
with Banksdally.



On May 10th, Agar returned to Pierce with a piece of ghastly news--- the two safes had been removed
from the South Eastern Railway's luggage van and returned to the manufacturer, Chubb, for "overhaul "

"Overhaul?' Fierce sad. "What do you mean, overhaul ?*
Agar shrugged. "That was the cant”

"Those are the finest safesin theworld,” Pierce said. "They don't go back for an overhaul." He frowned.
"What'swrong with them?”

Agar shrugged.

"You bagtard,” Pierce said, "did you scratch the locks when you put on your finishing touches? | swear,
if someone's cooled your scratches"

"l greased her lovely," Agar said. "I know they look asaroutine for scratches. | tell you, she had nary a
tickleon her."

Agar's cdm demeanor convinced Pierce that the screwsman wastelling the truth. Pierce Sghed. "Then

why?'

"l don't know," Agar said. "Y ou know aman who will blow on the doings a Chubb?'

"No," Piercesaid. "And | wouldn't want to try across. They're not gulled at Chubb's." The ssfemaker's
firm was unusudly careful about its employees. Men were hired and fired only with reluctance, and they
were continually warned to look for underworld figureswho might try to bribe them.

"A little magging, then?' Agar suggested, meaning some conning.

Pierce shook hishead. "Not me," he said. "They'rejust too careful; I'd never be ableto dip it to them...."

He stared into the distance thoughtfully.

"What isit?' Agar asked.

"l wasthinking," Pierce said, "that they would never suspect alady."

Chapter 30

A Visit to Mr. Chubb

What Rolls-Royce would become to automobiles, and Otisto eevators, Chubb's had long since been to
safes. The head of that venerable firm, Mr. Laurence Chubb, Jr., did not later remember--- or pretended
not to remember--- avidgt by ahandsome young woman in May, 1855. But an employee of the company
was sufficiently impressed by the lady's beauty to recal her in great detall.



She arrived in ahandsome coach, with liveried footmen, and swept imperioudy into the firm unattended
by any escort. She was extremely well dressed and spoke with a commanding manner; she demanded to
see Mr. Chubb himsdlf, and immediatdly.

When Mr. Chubb appeared afew moments later, the woman announced that she was Lady Charlotte
Simms, that she and her invalid husband maintained a country estate in the Midlands, and that recent
episodes of thievery in the neighborhood had convinced her that she and her husband needed a safe.

"Then you have come to the best shop in Christendom,” said Mr. Chubb.
"So | have been previoudy informed," Lady Charlotte said, asif not at dl convinced.

"Indeed, Madam, we manufacture the finest safesin theworld, and in dl szes and varieties, and these
excd even the best of the Hamburg German safes.”

III %ll
"What isit, specificaly, that Madam requires?

Here Lady Charlotte, for all her imperiousness, seemed to fater. She gestured with her hands. "Why,
just some manner of, ah, large safe, you know."

"Madam," said Mr. Chubb severely, "we manufacture single-thickness and double-thickness safes; stedl
safes and iron safes; lock safes and throwbolt safes; portable safes and fixed safes; safes with a capacity
of sx cubicinches and safes with a capacity of twelve cubic yards, safes mounted with singlelocksand
doublelocks--- and triple locks, should the customer requireit.”

This recitation seemed to put Lady Charlotte even further off her form. She appeared nearly helpless---
quite the ordinary way of afemale when asked to dedl with technica matters. "Well," shesaid,. "I, ah, |
don't know..."

"Perhapsif Madam |looks through our catalogue, which isillustrated, and denotes the various aspects
and features of our different models.”

"Y es, excdlent, that would befine"

"Thisway, please." Mr. Chubb led her into his office and seated her by his desk. He drew out the
catalogue and opened it to the first page. The woman hardly looked at it.



"They seemrather smdl."

"These are only pictures, Madam. Y on will notice that the true dimensions are stated beside each. For
example, here---"

"Mr. Chubb," sheinterrupted, in an earnest tone, "I must beg your assistance. Thefact isthat my
husband is recently ill, or he should be conducting this businessfor himsdlf. In truth, | know nothing of
these matters, and should press my own brother into my assistance were he not at thisvery minute
abroad on business. | am quite at alossand | can tell nothing from pictures. Can you perhaps show me
some of your safes?’

"Madam, forgive me," Mr. Chubb said, rushing around the desk to help her to her feet. " Absolutely, of
course. We maintain no showroom, asyou might imagine, but if you will follow meinto the

workrooms--- and | heartily apologize for any dust, noise, or commotion you may suffer--- | can show
you the various safes we make."

Heled Lady Charlotte back into the long workroom behind the offices. Here a dozen men were busy
hammering, fitting, welding, and soldering. The noise was so loud that Mr. Chubb had to shout for Lady
Charlotte to hear, and the good woman hersdlf fairly winced from the din.

"Now, thisverson here," he said, ""has a one-cubic-foot capacity, and is double-layered, sixteenth-inch

tempered sted, with an insulating layer of dried brick dust of Cornish origin. It isan excellent intermediate
safe for many purposes.”

"Itistoo smal."

"Very good, Madam, too small. Now, this one here" ---he moved down the line--- "is one of our most
recent creetions. It isasingle layer of eighth-inch steel with an inner hinge and a capacity of---" He turned
to the workman: "What is the capacity?"

"Thisun hereéstwo and ahaf," the workman said.

"Two and a hdlf cubic feet,” Mr. Chubb said.

"Still too smal.”

"Very good, Madam. If you will comethisway;" and heled,her deegper into the workroom. Lady
Charlotte coughed ddlicately in acloud of brick dust.

"Now, thismodd here' Mr. Chubb began.
"Therel" said Lady Charlotte, pointing across the room. "That'sthe size | want."
"Y ou mean those two safes over there?'

"Yes, tho."



They crossed the room. "These safes,” said Mr. Chubb, "represent the finest examples of our
workmanship. They are owned by the Huddleston & Bradford Bank, and are employed in the Crimean
gold shipments, where naturally security isof the utmost. However, these are generdly sold to indtitutions,
and not to private individuds. | naturaly thought---"

"Thisisthe safe | want," she said; and then looked at them suspicioudy. "They don't appear very new.”

"Oh, no, Madam, they are nearly two years old now."

This seemed to darm Lady Charlotte. "Two years old. Why are they back? Have they some defect?”

"No, indeed. A Chubb safe has no defects. They have merely been returned for replacement of the
undercarriage mounting pins. Two of them have sheared. Y ou see, they travel on therailway, and the
vibration from the roadbed works on the bolts which anchor the safesto the luggage-van floor." He
shrugged. "These details need not concern you. Thereis nothing wrong with the safes, and we are making
no dterations. We are merely replacing the anchor bolts."”

"Now | seethese have double locks."

"Y es, Madam, the banking firm requested doublel ock mechanisms. Asl believe | mentioned, we dso
ingdl triplelocksif the customer requiresit.”

Lady Charlotte peered at the locks. "Three seems excessive. It must be rather abore to turn three locks
just to open a safe. These locks are burglarproof?'

"Oh, absolutely. So much so that in two years no villain has ever even attempted to break these locks. It
would be quite hopeless, in any case. These safes are double-layered eighth-inch tempered stedl. There
isno breaking these."

Lady Charlotte peered thoughtfully at the safes for some moments, and finaly nodded. "Very well," she
said, "1 shdl take one. Please have it |oaded into my carriage outside.”



"l beg pardon?"

"| said | shall take one safe such asthese | see here. It isprecisaly what | need.”
"Madam," Mr. Chubb said patiently, "we must congtruct the safe to your order.”
"Y ou mean you have nonefor sale?"

"None aready built, no, Madam, | am very sorry. Each safeis specidly built to the customer's
Specifications.”

Lady Charlotte appeared quiteirritated. "Well, can | have one tomorrow morning?*

Mr. Chubb gulped. "Tomorrow morning--- um, well, asarule, Madam, we reguire sx weeksto
construct asafe. On occasion we can manufacture one as quickly, as four weeks, but---"

"Four weeks? That isamonth.”
"Yes, Madam."
"l wish to purchase a safe today"

"Y es, Madam, quite. But as| have attempted to explain, each safe must be built, and the shortest
time---"

"Mr. Chubb, you must think me an utter fool. Well, | shall disabuse you of the notion. | have come here
for the purpose of buying a safe, and now | discover you have noneto sdll---"

"Madam, please---"

"---but on the contrary will congtruct one for me in only amonth's time. Within a month the brigands of
the neighborhood will very probably have come and gone, and your safe will not in the least interest me,
or my husband. | shall take my business el sewhere. Good day to you, sir, and thank you for your time.”

With that, Lady Charlotte siwept out of the firm of Chubb's. And Mr. Laurence Chubb, Jr, was heard to
mutter in alow voice, "Women."

It wasin thisfashion that Pierce and Agar learned that the overhaul did not include changing the locks on

the safes. That was, of course, al they cared about, and so they made their final preparationsfor the
robbery, which they would carry out on May 22, 1855.

Chapter 31

The Snakesman Turns Nose



One week later, their planswere thrown into still further disarray. On May 17, 1855, aletter was
ddivered to Pierce. Written in agraceful and educated hand, it read:

My dear Sir:

| should be most grestly obliged if you could contrive to meet with me at the Palace, Sydenham, this
afternoon at four o'clock, for the purpose of discussing some matters of mutud interest.

Most respectfully, | am,

William Williams, Esg.

Pierce looked at the letter in consternation. He showed it to Agar; but Agar could not read, so Pierce
read the contents doud. Agar stared at the penmanship.

"Clean Willy'sgot himsdlf a screever for thisone," he said.

"Obvioudy," Rercesad. "But why?'

"Perhaps he's touching you up.”

"If that'sdl itis, I'd be happy,” Pierce said.

"Y ou going to meat him?"

"Absolutely. Will you crow for me?"

Agar nodded. "Y ou want Barlow? A good cosh could save amighty trouble.”
"No," Piercesad. "That'll set them hounding for sure, a cosh would.”

"Right, then," Agar said, "asimple crow. Twon't be easy in the Palace.”

"I'm sure Willy knowstheat," Pierce said gloomily.

A word should be said about the Crystal Paace, that magical structure which came to symbolize the
Victorian mid-century. An enormous three-story glass building covering nineteen acres, it was erected in
1851 in Hyde Park, to house the Great Exhibition of that year, and it impressed every visitor who saw it.
Indeed, even in drawingsthe Crystal Paaceis stunning to the modern eye, and to see more than amillion



square feet of glass shimmering in the afternoon light must have been aremarkable sight for anyone. Itis
not surprising that the Palace soon represented the forward-looking, technological aesthetic of the new
indudtrid Victorian society.

But this fabulous structure had a comfortingly haphazard origin. Led by Prince Albert himsdf, plansfor
the Great Exhibition began in 1850, and soon ran into arguments about the proposed Exhibition Hall
itsdlf, and itslocation.

Obvioudy the building would have to be very large. But what kind of building, and where? A
competition in 1850 attracted more than two hundred designs, but no winner. Thusthe Building
Committee drew up aplan of its own for adreadful brick monstrosity; the structure would be four times
aslong as Westminster Abbey and boast adome even larger than that of St. Peter's. It would be located
in Hyde Park.

The public balked at the destruction of trees, the inconvenience to riders, the genera ruin of the pleasant
neighborhood, and so on. Parliament seemed reluctant to permit Hyde Park to be used as the building
gte

In the meantime, the Building Committee discovered that their plans required nineteen million bricks. By
the summer of 1850, there wasinsufficient timeto make dl these bricks and build the Great Hall in time
for the exhibition's opening. There was even some dark talk that the exhibition would haveto be
canceled, or at least postponed.

It was a this point that the Duke of Devonshire's gardener, Joseph Paxton, came forward with the idea
of erecting alarge greenhouse to serve asthe Exhibition Hall. Hisorigind plan for the committee, drawn
up on apiece of blotting paper, was eventualy accepted for its severa virtues.

Firg, it saved the trees of Hyde Park; second, its chief materia, glass, could be manufactured quickly;
and third, it could be taken down after the exhibition and reinstalled el sawhere. The committee accepted
abid of £79,800 from a contractor to erect the giant structure, which was completed in only seven
months, and was later the foca point of amost universal acclam.

Thus the reputation of anation and an empire was saved by a gardener; and thus a gardener was
eventudly knighted.*



* There was only one unforeseen problem with the Crystal Palace. The building contained trees, and the
trees contained sparrows, and the sparrows were not housebroken. It was redly no laughing matter,
especidly asthe birds couldn't be shot, and they ignored traps set for them. Findly the Queen hersdf was
consulted, and she said, " Send for the Duke of Welington:" The Duke was informed of the problem. "Try
sparrow hawks, Maam," he suggested, and he was once more victorious.

After the exhibition, the Great Hall was taken down and moved to Sydenham, in South-East London. In
those days, Sydenham was a pleasant suburban area of fine homes and open fidds, and the Crystd

Pd ace made an excellent addition to the neighborhood. Shortly before four o'clock, Edward Pierce
entered the vast structure to meet Clean Willy Williams.

The giant hall held severd permanent exhibits, the most impressive being full-scale reproductions of the
huge Egyptian statues of Ramses |1 at Abu Simbel. But Pierce paid no attention to these attractions, or to
thelily ponds and pools of water everywhere about.

A brass band concert wasin progress, Pierce saw Clean Willy stting in one of the rowsto the left. He
also saw Agar, disguised as aretired army officer, apparently snoozing in another corner. The band
played loudly. Pierce dipped into the seat dongside Willy.

"What isit?' Pierce said, in alow voice, He looked at the band, and thought idly that he despised band
musc.

"I'm needing aturn,” Willy said.
"Y ou've been paid.”
"1'm needing more," Willy said.

Pierce shot him aglance. Willy was sweeting, and he was edgy, but he did not look nervoudy around as
an ordinary nervous man would do.

"Y ou been working, Willy?'

"No."

"Y ou been touched, Willy?"

"No, | swesr it, no."

"Willy," Pierce sad, "if you've turned nose on me, I'll put you in lavender.”

"I swear it," Willy said. "It'sno flam--- afinny or two iswhat | need, and that'sthe end of it."



The band, in amoment of patriotic support for England'sdlies, struck up the"Marsaillase” A few
listeners had theill grace to boo the selection.

Percesaid, "Y ou're swegting, Willy."

"Mease, gr, afinny or two and that'll be the end of it"

Pierce reached into hiswallet and withdrew two five-pound notes. "Don't blow on me," Pierce said, "or
I'll do what must be done."

"Thank you, sir, thank you," Willy said, and quickly pocketed the money. "Thank you, Sir.”

Pierceleft him there. As he exited the Palace and came out into the park, he walked quickly to Harleigh
Road. There he paused to adjust histop hat. The gesture was seen by Barlow, whose cab was drawn up
at the end of the Street.

Then Rerce waked dowly down Harleigh Road, moving with al appearances of casuaness, asa
relaxed gent taking the air. Histhoughts, whatever they might have been, were interrupted by the wail of
arailroad whistle, and anearby chugging sound. Looking over the trees and roofs of mansions, he saw
black smoke puffing into the air. Automatically, he checked hiswatch: it was the mid-afternoon train of
the South Eastern Railway, coming back from Folkestone, going toward London Bridge Station.

Chapter 32

Minor Incidents

The train continued on toward London, and so did Mr. Pierce. At the end of Harleigh Road, near St.
Martin's Church, he hailed a cab and rode it into town to Regent Street, where he got ouit.

Piercewaked ong Regent Street casually, never once glancing over his shoulder, but pausing
frequently to look in the shopwindows aong the street, and to watch the reflectionsin the glass.



Hedid not like what he saw, but he was wholly unprepared for what he next heard asafamiliar voice
cried out, "Edward, dear Edward!"

Groaning inwardly, Pierce turned to see Elizabeth Trent. She was shopping, accompanied by alivery
boy, who carried brightly wrapped packages. Elizabeth Trent colored deeply. "I--- why, | must say, this
isan extraordinary surprise.”

"l am s0 pleased to see you," Pierce said, bowing and kissing her hand.

"|--- yes, |---"She snatched her hand away and rubbed it with her other. "Edward," she said, taking a
deep breath. "Edward, | did not know what had become of you."

"I must gpologize," Pierce said smoothly. "I was very suddenly called abroad on business, and | am sure
my letter from Paris was inadequate to your injured sensibilities.”

"Paris?' shesad, frowning.

"Y es. Did you not receive my |etter from Paris?!

"Why, no."

"Damn!" Pierce sad, and then immediately apologized for his strong language. "It isthe French,” he said;
"they are so ghagtly inefficient. If only | had known, but | never suspected--- and when you did not reply
to mein Paris, | assumed that you were angry..."

"I? Angry? Edward, | assure you," she began, and broke off. "But when did you return?'

"Just three days past,” Pierce said.

"How strange,” Elizabeth Trent said, with asudden ook of unfeminine shrewdness, "for Mr. Fowler was
to dinner afortnight past, and spoke of seeing you."

"l do not wish to contradict a business associate of your father's, but Henry has the deplorable habit of
mixing his dates. I've not seen him for nearly three months." Pierce quickly added: "And how isyour
father?'

"My father? Oh, my father iswell, thank you." Her shrewdness was replaced by alook of hurt
confusion. "Edward, I--- My father, in truth, spoke some rather unflattering words concerning your
character.”

"Did he?'

"Yes. Hecdled you acad." Shesghed. "And worse."

"I wholly understand, given the circumstances, but---"



"But now," Elizabeth Trent said, with asudden determination, "since you are returned to England, | trust
we shdl be seeing you a the house once more.”

Hereit was Piercesturn to be greatly discomfited. "My dear Elizabeth,” he said, sammering. "I do not
know how to say this" and he broke off, shaking his head. It seemed that tearswere welling up in his
eyes. "When | did not hear from you in Paris, | naturally assumed that you were displeased with me,
and... well, astime passed..." Pierce suddenly straightened. "I regret to inform you that | am betrothed.”

Elizabeth Trent stared. Her mouth fell open.

"Yes," Piercesad, "itistrue. | have given my word."

"But to whom?"'

"ToaFrench lady."

"A French lady?'

"Yes, | fear itistrue, al true. | was most desperately unhappy, you see.”

"l do see, Sir," she snapped, and turned abruptly on her heel and walked away. Pierce remained standing

on the sdewalk, trying to appear as abject as possible, until she had climbed into her carriage and driven
off. Then he continued down Regent Street.

Anyone who observed him might have noticed that at the bottom of Regent Street there was nothing
about his manner or carriage that indicated the least remorse. He boarded a cab to Windmill Strest,
where he entered an accommodation house that was a known dolly-mop's lurk, but one of the better
class of such establishments.

In the plush velvet hdlway, Miss Miriam said, "He's upstairs. Third door on the right.”

Pierce went upgtairs and entered aroom to find Agar seated, chewing amint. "Bit late," Agar said.
"Trouble?'

"l raninto an old acquaintance.”
Agar nodded vaguely.

"What did you see?' Pierce said.



"I cooled two," Agar said. "Both riding your tail nice-like. One'sacrusher in disguise; the other's dressed
asasguare-rigged sport. Followed you all the way down Harleigh, and took a cab when you climbed
aboard."

Pierce nodded. "I saw the same two in Regent Street.”

"Probably lurking outsde now," Agar said. "How's Willy?*

"Willy looksto beturning nose," Pierce said.

"Must have done ajob."

Pierce shrugged.

"What'sto be done with Willy, then?'

"Hell be getting what any gammy trasseno gets™”

"I'd bump him," Agar said.

"I don't know about bumping,” Pierce said, "but he won't have another chance to blow on us.”

"What'll you do with the officers?’

"Nothing for the moment," Pierce said. "I've got to think abit." And he sat back, lit acigar, and puffedin
Slence

The planned robbery was only five days away, and the police were on to him. If Willy had sung, and
loudly, then the police would know that Pierces gang had broken into the London Bridge Terminus
offices.

"I need anew lay," he said, and stared at the ceiling, "A proper flash lay for the miltoniansto discover.”
He watched the cigar smoke curl upward, and frowned.

Chapter 33

Miltonians on the Stalk

Theinditutions of any society are interrelated, even those which appear to have completely opposite
gods. Gladstone himself observed: "Thereis often, in the course of thiswayward and bewildered life,
exterior opposition, and sincere and even violent condemnation, between persons and bodies who are
nevertheless profoundly associated by ties and relations that they know not of "

Perhaps the most famous example of this, and one well-recognized by Victorians, was the bitter rivalry



between the temperance societies and the pubs. These two ingtitutionsin fact served smilar ends, and
ultimately were seen to adopt the same attractions:. the pulbs acquired organs, hymn singing, and soft
drinks, and the temperance meetings had professona entertainers and anew, raucous liveliness. By the
time the temperance groups began buying pubsin order to turn them dry, the intermixture of these two
hostile forces became pronounced indeed.

Victorians a so witnhessed another rivary, centering around anew socid ingtitution--- the organized
policeforce. Almost immediately, the new force began to form relationships with its avowed enemy, the
crimind class. These relationships were much debated in the nineteenth century, and they continueto be
debated to the present day. The smilarity in methods of police and criminals, aswell asthe fact that many
policemen were former criminals--- and the reverse--- were features not overlooked by thinkers of the
day. And it was aso noted by Sir James Wheststone that there was alogical problem inherentina
law-enforcement indtitution, "for, should the police actualy succeed in diminating dl crime, they will
smultaneoudy succeed in diminating themsaves as a necessary adjunct to society, and no organized
force or power will ever diminateitsdf willingly.”

In London, the Metropolitan Police, founded by Sir Robert Pedl in 1829, was headquartered in adistrict
known as Scotland Y ard. Scotland Y ard was originaly, ageographica term, denoting an area of
Whitehal that contained many government buildings. These buildingsincluded the officid residence of the
surveyor of works to the crown, which was occupied by Inigo Jones, and later by Sir Christopher Wren.
John Milton lived in Scotland Y ard when he was working for Oliver Cromwell from 1649 to 1651, and it
is apparently from this association that adang reference for police, two hundred years later, was
"miltonian.”

When Sir Robert Pedl |ocated the new Metropolitan Police in Whitehdl, the correct address, for the
headquarters was No. 4 Whitehal | Place, but the police station there had an entrance from Scotland
Y ard proper, and the press dways referred to the police as Scotland Y ard, until the term became
synonymous with theforceitself.

Scotland Yard grew rapidly initsearly years; in 1829 the total force was 1,000, but adecade later it
was 3,350, and by 1850 it was more than 6,000, and would increase to 10,000 by 1870. The task of
the Y ard was extraordinary: it was called upon to policy crimein an areaof nearly seven hundred square
miles, containing apopulation of two and ahaf million people.

From the beginning, the Y ard adopted a posture of deference and modesty in its manner of solving
crimes, the official explanations aways mentioned lucky bresks of one sort or another--- an anonymous
informant, ajeal ous mistress, a surprise encounter--- to a degree that was hard to believe. In fact, the
Y ard employed informers and plainclothesmen, and these agents were the subject of heated debate for
the now familiar reason that many in the public feared that an agent might easily provoke a crime and then
arrest the participants. Entrapment was a hot political issue of the day, and the Yard was a painsto
defend itslf.



In 1855, the principd figurein the Y ard was Richard Mayne, "a sensble lawyer," who had done much
to improve the public attitude toward the Metropolitan Police. Directly under him was Mr. Edward
Harranby, and it was Harranby who oversaw the ticklish business of working with undercover agents and

informers. Usually Mr. Harranby kept irregular hours; he avoided contact with the press, and from his
office could be seen strange figures coming and going, often a night.

In the late afternoon of May 17th, Harranby |ead a conversation with his assstant, Mr. Jonathan Sharp.
Mr. Harranby reconstructed the conversation in his memoirs, Days on the Force, published in 1879. The
conversation must be taken with some reservations, for in that volume Harranby was attempting to
explain why he did not succeed in thwarting Pierce's robbery plans before they were carried out.

Sharp said to him, "The snakesman blew, and we have had alook at our man.”

"What sort ishe?' Harranby said.

"He appears agentleman. Probably a cracksman or aswell mobsman. The snakesman says he'sfrom
Manchester, but helivesin afine housein London."

"Does he know where?'
"He says he's been there, but he doesn't know the exact location. Somewhere in Mayfair.”

"We can't go knocking on doorsin Mayfair,” Harranby said. "Can we assst his powers of memory?'

Sharp sghed. "Possbly."
"Bring himin. I'll have atak with him. Do we know the intended crime?”

Sharp shook his head. "The snakesman says he doesn't know. He's afraid of being mizzled, you know,
he's rductant to blow dl he knows. He saysthisfellow's planning aflash pull.”

Harranby turned irritable. "That is of remarkably little valueto me" he said. "What, exactly, isthe crime?
There's our question, and it begs a proper answer. Who is on this gentleman now?”

"Cramer and Benton, Sr."

"They're good men. Keep them on histrail, and let's have the nose in my office, and quickly.”



"I'll seeto it mysdlf, gr," the assistant said.

Harranby later wrote in hismemoirs. "There aretimesin any professond'slife when the dements
requisite for the deductive process seem amost within one's grasp, and yet they elude the touch. These
arethe times of greatest frustration, and such was the case of the Robbery of 1855."

Chapter 34

The Nose I's Crapped

Clean Willy, very nervous, was drinking at the Hound's Tooth pub. He lft there about six and headed
graight for the Holy Land. He moved swiftly through the evening crowds, then ducked into an dley; he
jumped afence, dipped into a basement, crossed it, crawled through a passage into an adjoining building,
climbed up the stairs, came out onto a narrow street, walked haf ablock, and disappeared into another
house, areeking nethersken.

Here he ascended the stairs to the second floor, climbed out onto the roof, jumped to an adjacent roof,
scrambled up adrainpipe to the third floor of alodging house, crawled in through awindow, and went
down the stairs to the basement.

Oncein the basement, he crawled through atunnd that brought him out on the opposite side of the
street, where he came up into anarrow mews. By a side door, he entered a pub house, the Golden
Arms, looked around, and exited from the front door.

Hewalked to the end of the street, and then turned in to the entrance of another lodging house.
Immediately he knew that something was wrong; normaly there were children yelling and scrambling all
over the stairs, but now the entrance and stairs were deserted silent. He paused at the doorway, and was
just about to turn and flee when arope snaked out and twisted around his neck, yanking him into adark
corner.

Clean Willy had alook at Barlow, with the white scar across his forehead, as Barlow strained on the
garrotting rope. Willy coughed, and struggled, but Barlow's strength was such that the little snakesman
was literdly lifted off thefloor, hisfeet kicking inthe air, hishands pulling at the rope.

This struggle continued for the better part of aminute, and then Clean Willy's face was blue, and his



tongue protruded gray, and his eyes bulged. He urinated down his pants leg, and then his body sagged.

Barlow let him drop to the floor. He unwound the rope from his neck, removed the two five-pound
notes from the snakesman's pocket, and dipped away into the street. Clean Willy'sbody lay huddled in a
corner and did not move. Many minutes passed before thefirgt of the children reemerged, and
approached the corpse cautioudy. Then the children stole the snakesman's shoes, and dl his clothing, and
scampered away.

Chapter 35

Pucking the Pigeon

Sitting in the third-floor room of the accommodation house with Agar, Pierce finished his cigar and sat
upinhischar. "Wearevery lucky," he sad findly.

"Lucky? Lucky to have jacks on our nancy five days before the pull?"

"Yes, lucky," Pierce said. "What if Willy blew? Hed tell them we knocked over the London Bridge
Teminus"

"I doubt he'd blow so much, right off. Held likely tickle them for abigger push.” Aninformant wasin the
habit of |etting out information bit by bit, with a bribe from the police at each step.

"Yes," Pierce said, "but we must take the chance that he did. Now, that's why we are lucky.”
"Where'sthe luck, then?' Agar said.

"In the fact that London Bridge isthe only station in the city with two lines operating from it. The South
Eastern, and the London & Greenwich.”

"Aye, that's 0," Agar said, with apuzzled look.
"We need abone nose to blow on us," Pierce said.
"You giving the crushersadum?’

"They must have something to keep them busy,” Pierce said. "In five days time, well pull the peterson
that train, and | don't want the crushers around to watch.”

"Where do you want them?"

"I wasthinking of Greenwich,” Pierce said. "It would be pleasant if they werein Greenwich."



" S0 you're needing a bone nose to passthem the dang.”

"Yes" Piercesad.

Agar thought for amoment. "Theres adolly-mop, Lucinda, in Seven Dids. They say she knows one or
two miltonians--- dabsit up with them whenever they pinch her, which is often, seeing as how they like

the dabbing.”

"No," Pierce said. "They wouldn't believe awoman; it'll look like afeed to them.”

"Wadll, there's Black Dick, the turfite. Know him? He's a Jew, to be found about the Queen's Crown of
anevening.”

"I know him," Pierce nodded. "Black Dick's alushington, too fond of hisgin. | need atrue bone nose, a
mean of thefamily.”

"A man of thefamily? Then Chokee Bill will do you proper.”
"Chokee Bill? That old mick?'
Agar nodded. "Aye, hesalag, did adretch in Newgate. But not for long.”

"Oh, yes?' Pierce was suddenly interested. A shortened prison sentence often implied that the man had
made adedl to turn nose, to become an informer. "Got his ticket-of-leave early, did he?"

"Uncommon early,” Agar said. "And the crushers gave him his broker's license quick-like, too. Very
odd, seeing ashe'samick." Pawnbrokers were licensed by the police, who shared the usua prejudice

agand lrishmen.
"So he'sin the uncle trade now?' Pierce said.
"Aye" Agar said. "But they say he dedls barkers now and again. And they say he'sablower.”
Pierce congdered thisat length, and finaly nodded. "WhereisBill now?"
"Hisuncling shop isin Battersea, on Ridgeby Way."
"I'll see him now," Pierce said, getting to hisfeet. "I'll have ago a plucking the pigeon.”
"Don't make it too easy,” Agar warned.
Piercesmiled. "It will take all their best efforts.” He went to the door.

"Here, now," Agar caled to him, with asudden thought. "It just came to me mind: what'sthere for aflash
pull in Greenwich, of dl places?’

"That," Plerce sad, "isthe very question the crusherswill be asking themsalves.”



"Butisthereapull?'
"Of course.”

"A flash pull '

"Of course.

"But what isit, then?"

Pierce shook his head. He grinned at Agar's perplexed look and |eft the room.

When Pierce came out of the accommodation house, it wastwilight. Heimmediately saw the two
crusherslurking at opposite corners of the street. He made a show of looking nervoudy about, then
walked to the end of the block, where he hailed a cab.

He rode the cab severd blocks, then jumped out quickly at abusy part of Regent Street, crossed the
thoroughfare, and took a hansom going in the opposite direction. To al gppearances, he was operating
with the utmost cunning. In fact, Pierce would never bother with the crossover fakement to dodge atall; it
was aglocky ploy that rarely worked, and when he glanced out of the small back window of the hansom
cab, he saw that he had not thrown off his pursuers.

He rode to the Regency Arms pub house, a notorious place. He entered it, exited from a side door
(whichwasin plain view of the street), and crossed over to New Oxford Street, where he caught another
cab. In the process, he lost one of the crushers, but the other was till with him. Now he proceeded
directly across the Thames, to Battersea, to see Chokee Bill.

Theimage of Edward Pierce, arespectable and well-dressed gentleman, entering the dingy premises of
a Battersea pawnbroker may seem incongruous from amodern perspective. At thetime, it wasnot at al
uncommon, for the pawnbroker served more than the lower classes, and whomever he served, his
function was essentialy the same: to act asasort of impromptu bank, operating more cheaply than
established banking concerns. A person could buy an expensive article, such asacoat, and hock it one
week to pay therent; reclaim it afew dayslater, for wearing on Sunday; hock it again on Monday, for a
smaller loan; and so on until there was no further need for the broker's services.



The pawnbroker thusfilled an important niche in the the society, and the number of licensed pawnshops
doubled during the mid-Victorian period. Middle-class people were drawn to the broker more for the
anonymity of the loan than the cheapness of it; many a respectable household did not wish it known that
some of their slver was uncled for cash. Thiswas, after dl, an erawhen many people equated economic
prosperity and good fiscal management with mora behavior; and conversaly, to bein need of aloan
implied some kind of misdeed.

The pawnshops themsel ves were not redlly very shady, athough they had that reputation. Criminals
seeking fences usualy turned to unlicensed, second-hand goods "trandators,” who were not regulated by
the police and were less likely to be under surveillance. Thus, Pierce entered the door beneath the three
balswith impunity.

He found Chokee Bill, ared-faced Irishman whose complexion gave the appearance of perpetua near
strangulation, Stting in aback corner. Chokee Bill jumped to hisfeet quickly, recognizing the dressand
manner of agentleman.

"BEvening, dr," Bill said.

"Good evening,”" Pierce said.

"How may | be serving you, Sir?'

Pierce looked around the shop. "Are we done?’

"Weare, dr, asmy nameisBill, ar." But Chokee Bill got aguarded look in hiseyes.

"I am looking to make a certain purchase," Pierce said. As he spoke, he adopted a broad Liverpool
dockyard accent, though ordinarily he had no trace of it.

"A certain purchese..."

"Some items you may have at hand,” Pierce said.

"Y ou see my shop; sir," Chokee Bill said, with awave of hisarm. "All is before you.”

"Thisisal?'

"Aye, S, whatever you may see.”

Pierce shrugged. "I must have been told wrongly. Good evening to you." And he headed for the door.
He was dmost there when Chokee Bill coughed. "What isit you weretold, Sr?"

Piercelooked back at him. "l need certain rareitems.”



"Rareitems,”" Chokee Bill repeated. "What manner, of rareitems, Sir?"

"Objects of metd," Pierce said, looking directly at the pawnbroker. He found al this circumspection
tedious, but it was necessary to convincthe genuineness of his transaction.

"Metd, you say?"
Pierce made a deprecating gesture with his hands. "It isa question of defense, you see.
"Defens=”

"l have valuables, property, articles of worth... And therefore | need defense. Do you take my
meaning?'

"| take your meaning,” Bill said. "And | may havev such athing asyou require.”

"Actudly," Pierce said, looking around the shop again, asif to reassure himsdf that he wastruly done
with the proprietor, "actudly, | need five"

"Five barkers?' Chokee Bill's eyes widened in astonishment.

Now that his secret was out, Pierce became very nervous. "That'sright,” he said, glancing thisway and
that, "fiveiswhat | need.”

"Fvesagoodly number," Bill said, frowning.
Pierceimmediately edged toward the door. "Wdll, if you can't snaffle them---"

"Wait, now," Bill said, "I'm not saying can't. Y ou never heard me say can't. All'sl saidisfiveisagoodly
number, whichit is, right enough.”

"I wastold you had them at hand,” Pierce said, still nervous.
"l may."
"W, then, | should like to purchase them at once.”

Chokee Bill sighed. "They're not here, sir--- you can count on that--- a man doesn't keep barkers about
inan uncle shop, no, gir."

"How quickly can you get them?"

As Pierce became more agitated, Chokee Bill became more calm, more agppraising. Pierce could almost
see hismind working, thinking over the meaning of aregquest for five pitols. It implied amgor crime, and
no mistake. As ablower, he might make a penny or two if he knew the details.

"It would be some days, gr, and that'sthe truth,” Bill said.

"l cannot have them now?"



"No, sr, you'd haveto give me aspace of time, and then I'll have them for you, right enough.”

"How much time?"

Therefollowed along slence. Bill went so far asto mumble to himsdlf, and tick off the dayson his
fingers. "A fortnight would be safe.”

"A fortnight!”

"Eight days, then."

"Impossible,” Pierce said, talking aoud to himself. "In eight days, | must be in Greenw---" He broke off
"No," hesad. "Eight daysistoo long."

"Seven?' Bill asked.

Seven,” Pierce sad, staring at the ceiling. " Seven, seven... seven days... Seven daysis Thursday next?'
"Aye, Sr"
At what hour on Thursday next?'

"A quedtion of timing, isit?" Bill asked, with a casudness that was wholly unconvincing.
Piercejust stared at him.

"l don't mean to pry, Sir,” Bill said quickly.

"Then see you do not. What hour on Thursday?!

“Noon."
Pierce shook his head. "We will never cometo terms. It isimpossible and |---
"Here, now--- here, now. What hour Thursday must it be?'

"No later than ten o'clock in the morning.”

Chokee Bill reflected. "Ten o'clock here?'

"YS"
"And no later?"

"Not aminute later."
"Will you be coming yoursdlf, then, to collect them?"

Once again, Pierce gave him astern look. "That hardly need concern you. Can you supply the pieces or
not?'



"l can,” Bill said. "But there's an added expense for the quick service."

"That will not matter,” Pierce said, and gave him ten gold guiness. ™Y ou may have this on account”
Chokee Bill looked at the coins, turned them over in hispam. "I reckon thisisthe haf of it."
"Sobeit."

"And the rest will be paid in kind?'

"Ingold, yes"

Bill nodded. "Will you be needing shot aswdll?*

"Whét pieces are they?"

"Webley 48-bore, rim-fire, holster models, if my guessisright.”

"Then | will need shot."

"Anather three guineasfor shot," Chokee Bill said blandly.

"Done," Pierce said. He went to the door, and paused. "A find consideration,” he said. "If, when | arrive
Thursday next, the pieces are not waiting, it shal go hard with you."

"I'mrdiable, gr."

"It will go very hard,” Pierce said again, "if you are not. Think onit" And heleft.

It was not quite dark; the street was dimly lit by gaslamps. He did not see the lurking crusher but knew
he was there somewhere. He took a cab and drove to L el cester Square, where the crowds were
gathering for the evening'stheetrica productions. He entered one throng, bought aticket for ashowing of
She Stoopsto Conquer, and then lost himsdlf in the lobby. He was home an hour later, after three cab
changes and four duckingsin and out of pubs. He was quite certain he had not been followed.

Chapter 36

Scotland Y ard Deduces

The morning of May 18th was uncommonly warn and sunny, but Mr. Harranby took no pleasurein the
wegther. Things were going very badly, and he had treated his assstant, Mr. Sharp, with notableill



temper when he was informed of the death of the snakesman Clean Willy in anethersken in Seven Dids.
When hewas later informed that histalls had lost the gentleman in the theatre crowd--- aman they knew
only as Mr. Smms, with ahousein Mayfair--- Mr. Harranby had flown into arage, and complained
vigoroudy about the ineptitude of his subordinates, including Mr. Sharp.

But Mr. Harranby's rage was now controlled, for the Y ard's only remaining clue was sitting before him,
perspiring profusaly, wringing his hands, and looking very red-faced. Harranby frowned a Chokee Bill.

"Now, Bill," Harranby said, "thisisamost serious matter."

"l know it, Sir, indeed | do," Bill said.

"Five barkerstells me there is something afoot, and | mean to know the truth behind it.”
"He wastight with hiswords, hewas."

"I've no doubt," Harranby said heavily. He fished agold guineaout of his pocket and dropped it on his
desk before him. "Try to recdl,” he said.

"It waslatein the day, Sr, with dl respects, and | was not at my best,” Bill said, staring pointedly at the
gold piece.

Harranby would be damned if held give the fellow another. "Many amemory improves on the
cockchafer, in my experience,”" he said.

"I've done no wrong," Bill protested. "I'm honest asthe day islong, sir, and I'd keep nothing from you.
Theresno cdl to put mein the stir."

"Then try to remember,” Harranby said, "and be quick about it.”

Bill twisted his handsin hislap. "He comesinto the shop near Six, he does. Dressed proper, with good
manner, but he speaks awave lag from Liverpool, and he can voker romeny.”

Harranby glanced at Sharp, in the corner. From time to time, even Harranby needed some helpin
trandation.

"He had aLiverpool sailor's accent and he spoke criminad jargon,” Sharp said.

"Aye, gr, that's 0," Bill said, nodding. "He'sin the family, and that's for sure. Wants me to snafflefive
barkers, and | say five'sagoodly number, and he says he wants them quick-like, and he's nervous, and
inahurry, and he's showing plenty of ream thickersto pay up on the spot.”

"What did you tell him?" Harranby said, keeping hiseyesfixed on Bill. A skilled informant like Chokee



Bill was not above playing each sde againgt the other, and Bill could lie like an adept.

"l saysto him, five'sagoodly number but | candoit intime. And he sayshow much time, and | saysa
fortnight. This makes him cool the cockum for a bit, and then he says he needs it quicker than afortnight.
| sayseight days. He says eight daysistoo long, and he starts to say he's off to Greenwich in eight days,
but then he catches himsdlf, like."

"Greenwich," Harranby said, frowning.

"Aye, gr, Greenwich was on thetip of histongue, but he stops down and saysit'stoo long. So | says
how long? And he says seven days. So | says| can trandate in seven days. And he says what time of the
day? | say noontime. And he says noontime'stoo late. He says no later than ten o'clock.”

"Seven days," Harranby said, "meaning Friday next?'

"No, sr. Thursday next. Seven days from yesterday it was."

"Goon."

"So | says, after ahem and ahaw, | says| can have his pieces on Thursday at ten o'clock. And he says
that's fly enough, but he's no flat, this one, and he says any gammy cockum and it will go hard on me."

Harranby looked a Sharp again. Sharp said, "The gentleman is no fool and warned that if the gunswere
not ready a the arranged time, it would be hard on Bill."

"And what did you say, Bill?* Harranby inquired.

"l says| candoit, and | promise him. And he gives meten gold pushes, and | granny they're ream, and
he takes hisleave and says helll be back Thursday next.”

"What else?' Harranby said.
"That'sthelot," Bill sad.
Therewasalong silence. Finaly Harranby said, "What do you make of this, Bill?'

"It'saflash pull and no mistake. HE's no muck-snipe, this gent, but a hykey bloke who knows his

Harranby tugged at an earlobe, anervous habit. "What in Greenwich has the makings of a proper flash
pull?"

"Damnmeif | know," ChokeeBill said.

"What have you heard?' Harranby said.

"I keep my lillsto the ground, but | heard nothing of apull in Greenwich, | swear.”
Harranby paused. "There's another guinea. iniit for you if you can say.”

A fleeting look of agony passed across Chokee Bill'sface. "I wish | could be helping you, sir, but |



heard nothing. It's God's own truth, gir.”

"I'msureitis” Harranby said. He waited awhile longer, and finally dismissed the pawnbroker, who
snatched up the guineaand departed.

When Harranby was aone with Sharp, he said again, "What'sin Greenwich?'
"Damnmeif | know," Sharp said.

"Y ou want agold guines, too?"

Sharp said nothing. He was accustomed to Harranby's sour moods; there was nothing to do except ride
them out. He sat in the corner and watched his superior light a cigarette and puff on it reflectively. Sharp
regarded cigarettes as silly, insubstantid little things. They had been introduced the year before by a

L ondon shopkeeper, and were mostly favored by troops returning from the Crimea. Sharp himself liked
agood cigar, and nothing less.

"Now, then," Harranby said. "L et us begin from the beginning. We know this fellow Simms has been
working for months on something, and we can assume he'sclever.”

Sharp nodded.

"The snakesman was killed yesterday. Does that mean they know were on the stalk?!

n %,hwsll

"Perhaps, perhaps,”" Harranby said irritably. "Perhapsis not enough. We must decide, and we must do
s0 according to principles of deductive logic. Guesswork hasno placein our thinking. Let us stick to the
facts of the matter, and follow them wherever they lead. Now, then, what €lse do we know?"

The question was rhetorica, and Sharp said nothing.

"Weknow," Harranby said, "that, thisfellow Simms, after months of preparation, suddenly finds himsdlf,
onthe eve of hishig pull, in desperate need of five barkers. He has had months to obtain them quietly,
onea atime, creating no gtir. But he postponesit to the last minute. Why?"

"Y ou think he's playing usfor apigeon?’

"We must entertain the thought, however distasteful," Harranby said. "Isit well known that Bill's anose?’
n %,hwsll
"Damn your perhapses. Isit known or not?"

"Surely there are suspicions about!'

"Indeed,” Harranby said. "And yet our clever Mr. Smms chooses this very person to arrange for hisfive



barkers. | say it smells of afakement " He stared moodily at the glowing tip of hiscigarette. "ThisMr.
Smmsisddiberately leading us astray, and we must not follow."

"l am sureyou areright,” Sharp said, hoping his boss's digposition would improve.

"Without question,” Harranby said. "We are being led amerry chase.”

Therewas along pause. Harranby drummed hisfingers on the desk. "I don't likeit. We are being too
clever. We're giving this Smmsfdlow too much credit. We must assume heisredly planning on
Greenwich. But what in the name of God istherein Greenwich to sted 7'

Sharp shook his head. Greenwich was a segport town, but it had not grown asrapidly asthe larger
ports of England. It was chiefly known for its naval observatory, which ‘maintained the standard of
time--- Greenwich Mean Time--- for the nautical world.

Harranby began opening drawersin hisdesk, rummaging. "Whereisthe damned thing?'
"What, Sr?"

"The schedule, the schedule,” Harranby said. "Ah, hereit is" He brought out asmall printed folder.
"London & Greenwich Railway... Thursdays... Ah. Thursdaysthereisatrain leaving London Bridge
Terminusfor Greenwich at deven-fifteen in the morning. Now, what does that suggest?”*

Sharp looked suddenly bright-eyed. "Our man wants his guns by ten, so that hewill havetimeto get to
the station and make thetrain.”

"Precisdly,” Harranby said. "All logic pointsto thefact that heis, indeed, going to Greenwich on
Thursday. And we aso know he cannot go later than Thursday."”

Sharp said, "What about the guns? Buying five a once.”

"Wdl, now," Harranby said, warming to his subject, "you see, by a process of deduction we can
conclude that his need for the gunsis genuine, and his postponing the purchase to the last minute--- on
the surface, a most suspicious business--- sorings from some logical Situation. One can surmise severd.
His plansfor obtaining the guns by other means may have been thwarted. Or perhaps he regardsthe
purchase of guns as dangerous--- which is certainly the case; everyone knowswe pay well for
information about who is buying barkers--- so he postponesit to the last moment. There may be other
reasons we cannot guess at. The exact reason does not matter. What mattersis that he needs those guns
for some crimind activity in Greenwich."

"Bravo," Sharp said, with ashow of enthusasm.

Harranby shot him anasty look. "Don't beafool,” he said, "we are little better off than when we began.
The principa question still stands before us. Whét isthereto stedl in Greenwich?”



Sharp said nothing. He stared at his feet. He heard the scratch of amatch as Harranby lit another
cigarette.

"All isnot logt," Harranby said. "The principles of deductive logic can gill aid us. For example, the crime
is probably arobbery. If it has been planned for many months, it must figure around some stable Situation
which is predictable monthsin advance. Thisisno casud, off-the-cuff snatch.”

Sharp continued to stare at hisfest.

"No, indeed," Harranby said. "Thereis nothing casud about it. Furthermore, we may deduce that this
lengthy planning isdirected toward agoa of some magnitude, amgjor crimewith high stakes. In addition,
we know our man is a seafaring person, so we may suspect his crime has something to do with the
ocean, or dockyard activitiesin someway. Thuswe may limit our inquiry to whatever existsin the town
of Greenwich that fits our---"

Sharp coughed.

Harranby frowned a him. "Do you have something to say?"

"I wasonly thinking, gir," Sharp said, "that if it is Greenwich, it's out of our jurisdiction. Perhaps we ought
to telegraph the locd police and warn them.”

"Perhaps, perhaps. When will you learn to do without that word? If we were to cable Greenwich, what
would wetell them? Eh? What would we say in our cable?'

"I was only thinking---"

"Good God," Harranby said, standing up behind his desk. "Of course! The cable!™

"The cable?"

"Yes, of course, the cable. The cableisin Greenwich, even aswe speak.”

"Do you mean the Atlantic cable?' Sharp asked.

"Certainly,” Harranby said, rubbing his handstogether. "Oh, it fits perfectly. Perfectly! *

Sharp remained puzzled. He knew, of course, that the proposed transatlantic tel egraph cable was being
manufactured in Greenwich; the project had been underway for more than ayear, and represented one
of most considerable technological efforts of the time. There were aready undersea cablesin the

Channd, linking England to the Continent. But these were nothing compared to the twenty-five hundred
miles of cable being constructed to join England to New Y ork.

"But surely,” Sharp said, "thereis no purpose in stedling a cable---"

"Not the cable," Harranby said. "The payrall for the firm. What isit? Glass, Elliot & Company, or some
such. An enormous project, and the payroll must be equd to the undertaking. That's our man's objective.
Andif heisinahurry to leave on Thursday, he wishesto be there on Friday---"



"Payday!" Sharp cried.

"Exactly,” Harranby said. "It isentirely logica. Y on see the process of deduction carried to its most
accurate concluson.”

"Congratulations,” Sharp said cautioudy.
"A trifle" Harranby said. He was still very excited, and clapped his hands together. "Oh, heisabold
one, our friend Simms. To stedl the cable payroll--- what an audacious crime! And we shal have him

red-handed. Come aong, Mr. Sharp. We must journey to Greenwich, and apprise oursalves of the
gtuation at first hand."

Chapter 37

Further Congratulations

"And then?' Pierce said.

Miriam shrugged. "They boarded the train.”
"How many of them were there?'

"Four dtogether.”

"And they took the Greenwich train?'

Miriam nodded. "In great haste. The leader was a squarish man with whiskers, and hislackey was
clean-shaven. There were two others, jacksin blue.”

Pierce smiled. "Harranby," he said. "He must be very proud of himsdf. HE's such aclever man." He
turned to Agar. "And you?'

"Fat Eye Lewis, the magsman, isin the Regency Arms asking about a cracker'slay in Greenwich---
wantstojoinin, hesays."

"Sotheword isout?' Pierce said.
Agar nodded.

"Feedit," hesaid.

"Who shdl | say isin?"

"Spring Hed Jack, for one.”

"What if the miltoniansfind him?* Agar said.



"| doubt that they will," Pierce said..

"Jack's under, ishe?’

"So | have heard."

"Then I'll mention him."

"Make Fat Eyepay,” Piercesad. "Thisisvauable information.”

Agar grinned. "1t cometo him dear, | promiseyou.”

Agar departed, and Pierce was done with Miriam.

"Congratulations,”" she said, smiling a him. "Nothing can go wrong now."

Pierce sat back in achair. "Something can dways go wrong," he said, but he was smiling.
"Infour days?' she asked.

"Evenin the gpace of an hour."

Later, in his courtroom testimony, Pierce admitted he was astounded at how prophetic his own words
were, for enormous difficulties lay ahead--- and they would come from the most unlikely source.

Chapter 38

A Sharp Business Practice

Henry Mayhew, the great observer, reformer, and classifier of Victorian society, once listed the various
typesof criminasin England. Thelist had five mgor categories, twenty subheadings, and morethan a
hundred separate entries. To the modern eye, thelist isremarkable for the absence of any consideration
of what isnow caled "white-collar crime.”

Of course, such crime existed at that time, and there were some flagrant examples of embezzlement,
forgery, false accounting, bond manipulation, and other illegd practicesthat cameto light during the
mid-century. In 1850, an insurance clerk named Walter Watts was caught after he embezzled more than
£70,000, and there were severa crimes much larger: Leopold Redpath's £150,000 in forgeries on the
Great Northern Railway Company, and Beaumont Smith's £350,000 in counterfeit exchequer bonds, to
name two examples.



Then, as now, white-collar crimeinvolved the largest sums of money, was the least likely to be detected,
and was punished most leniently if the participants were ever apprehended. Y et Mayhew'slist of
criminasignoresthis sector of crime entirely. For Mayhew, aong with the mgority of his
contemporaries, was firmly committed to the belief that crime the product of “the dangerous classes," and
that crimina behavior sprang from poverty, injustice, oppression, and lack of education. It wasamost a
matter of definition: aperson who was not from the crimina class could not be committing acrime.
Persons of a better station were merdly "bresking thelaw." Severa factors uniqueto the Victorian
attitude toward upper-class crime contributed to this belief.

Fird, inanewly capitdigtic society, with. thousands of emerging businesses, the principles of honest
accounting were not firmly established, and accounting methods were understood to be even more
variablethey aretoday. A man might, with afairly clear conscience, blur the distinction between fraud
and "sharp business practices.”

Second, the modern watchdog of all Western capitaist countries, the government, was nowhere near so
vigilant then. Personal incomes below £150 annualy were not taxed, and the greast mgority of citizensfell
benesth this limit. Those who were taxed got off lightly by modern standards, and dthough people
grumbled about the cost of government, there was no hint yet of the modern citizen'sfrantic scrambleto
arrange his financesin such away asto avoid as much tax as possible. (In 1870, taxes amounted to 9
percent of the gross nationa product of England; in 1961, they were 38 percent.)

Furthermore, the Victorians of al classes accepted akind of ruthlessnessin their dealings with one
another that seems outrageous today. To take an example, when Sir John Hall, the physician in charge of
the Crimean troops, decided to get rid of Horence Nightingale, he elected to starve her out by ordering
that her food rations be hated. Such vicious maneuvers, were considered ordinary by everyone; Miss
Nightingale anticipated it, and carried her own supplies of food, and even Lytton Strachey, who was
hardly disposed to view the Victorians kindly, dismissed thisincident as"atrick."

If thisisonly atrick, it is easy to see why middleclass observers were reluctant to label many kinds of
wrongdoing as"crimes’; and the higher an individud's standing within the community, the greater the
reluctance.

A casein point is Sir John Alderston and his crate of wine.

Captain John Alderston was knighted after Waterl 0o, in 1815, and in subsequent years he became a
prosperous London citizen. He was one of the owners of the South Eastern Railway from the inception
of theline, and had large financia holdingsin severad cod minesin Newcastle aswell. He was, according
to dl accounts, aportly, tart-gpoken gentleman who maintained amilitary bearing al hislife, barking out
terse commandsin amanner that wasincreasingly ludicrous as hiswaistline spread with the passing



years.

Alderston's single vice was a passon for card games, acquired during hisarmy days, and his outstanding
eccentricity wasthat he refused to gamble for money, preferring to wager persond articles and
belongingsinstead of hard cash. Apparently thiswas hisway of viewing card-playing as agentlemanly
pastime, and not avice. The gory of his crate of wine, which figures so prominently in The Greet Train
Robbery of 1855, never cameto light until 1914, some forty years after Alderston's death. At that time,
hisfamily commissoned an officia biography by an author named William Shawn. The relevant passage
reeds.

Sir John at dl times had a highly devel oped sense of conscience, which only once caused him any
persond quams. A family member recdlsthat he returned home one evening, after an outing for
card-playing, inamood of great distress. When asked the cause, hereplied: "I cannot bear it."

Upon further inquiry, it emerged that Sir John had been playing cards with severa associates, these
being amen who also owned ashare of therailway. In hisplay, Sr John had lost a case of Madeira,
twelve years old, and he was exceedingly reluctant to part with it. Y et he had promised to put it aboard
the Folkestone train, for delivery to the winner, who resided in that coastal town, where he oversaw the
operation of therailway at its most distant terminus.

Sir John fretted and fussed for three days, condemning the gentleman who had won, and suspecting
aoud that the man had chested in clandestine fashion. With each passing day, he became more
convinced of the man'strickery, athough there was no evidence for such abelief.

Findly heingtructed his manservant to |oad the crate of wine on thetrain, placing it in the luggage van
with adedl of ceremony and filling-in of forms; thewinewas, in fact, insured againgt loss or injury during
the journey.

When the train arrived in Folkestone, the crate was discovered to be empty, and arobbery of the
precious wine was presumed. This provided no small commotion among the railway employees. The
guard in the van was dismissed and changes in procedures were adopted. Sir John paid his wager with
the funds from the insurance.

Many yearslater, he admitted to hisfamily that he had loaded an empty crate onto the train, for he could
not, he said, bear parting with his precious Madera. Y et he was overcome with guilt, especidly for the



discharged railway employee, to whom he contrived to pay an anonymous annud stipend over a period
of many years, such that the sum paid was vastly in excess of the vaue of hiswine.

Y et to the last, hefelt no remorse for the creditor, one John Banks. On the contrary, during the last days
of hismortd existence, when helay in hisbed ddlirious with fevers, he was often heard to say, "That
blasted Banksis no gentleman, and I'll be damned if helll get my Madeira, do you hear?"

Mr. Banks at this time had been deceased some years. It has been said that many of Sir John's closest
associ ates suspected that he had had a hand in the mysterious disappearance of the wine, but no one
dared accuse him. Instead, certain changes were made in the railway security procedures (partly at the
behest of the insuring agency). And when, soon after, aconsignment of gold was stolen from the railroad,
everyone forgot the matter of Sir John's crate of wine, excepting the man himsdlf, for his conscience
tormented him to hisfina days. Thus wasthe strength of this great man's character.

Chapter 39

Some Late Difficulties

On the evening of May 214, just afew hours before the robbery, Pierce dined with his mistress, Miriam,
inhishousein Mayfair.

Shortly before nine-thirty that night, their meal was interrupted by the sudden arrival of Agar, who
looked very distraught. He came storming into the dining room, making no apologiesfor his abrupt
entrance.

"What isit?' Plercesaid camly.

"Burgess" Agar said, in abreathlessvoice. "Burgess. he'sdowndairs.”

Fiercefrowned. "Y ou brought him here?’

"I hadto do," Agar said. "Wait until you hear."

Pierce | eft the table and went downgtairs to the smoking room. Burgess was standing there, twitching his
blue guard's cap in his hands. He was obvioudy, as hervous as Agar.

"What's the trouble?' Pierce said.
"It'stheling,” Burgesssaid. "They've changed it dl, and just today--- changed everything.”

"What have they changed?' Pierce said



Burgess spoke in aheadlong torrent: "1 first came to know this morning, you see, | come to work proper
at seven sharp, and there's a cooper working on me van, hammering and pounding. And theresa smith
aswdll, and some gentlemen standing about to watch the work. And that's how | find they've changed all
manner of things, and just today, changed it dl. | mean the running of the car the way that we do, al
changed, and | didn't know-"

"What, exactly, have they changed?' Pierce said.

Burgesstook abreath. "Theling" he said. "The manner of things, the way we do, dl fresh changed.”

Pierce frowned impatiently. "Tell mewhat is changed,” he said.

Burgess squeezed hishat in his hands until hisknuckleswere pale. "For one, they have anew jack the
line's put on, started today--- a new bloke, young one."

"Herideswith you in the baggage van?'
"No, sr," Burgess said. "He only works the platform at the station. Stays at the station, he does.”

Pierce shot aglance at Agar. It didn't matter if there were more guards at the platform. There could be a
dozen guards, for al Pierce cared "What of it?" he said.

"Well, it'sthe new rule, you see.”
"What new rule?'

"Nobody ridesin the baggage car, save me asguard,” Burgess said. "That's the new rule, and there'sthis
new jack to keep it proper.”

"l see," Pierce said. That wasindeed a change.
"Therdsmore," Agar said gloomily.
"le

Burgess nodded. "They've gone and fitted alock to the luggage-van door. Outside lock, it is. Now they
lock up in London Bridge, and unlock in Folkestone.™

"Damn," Pierce said. He began to pace back and forth in the room. "What about the other stops? That
train stopsin Redhill, and at---"

"They've changed therules" Burgess said. "That van is never unlocked till Folkestone.™
Pierce continued to pace. "Why have they changed the routine?'

"It'son account of the afternoon fast train," Burgess explained. "Therestwo fast trains, morning train and
afternoon train. Seems the afternoon van was robbed last week. Gentleman was robbed of avaluable
parcel somehow--- collection of rarewine, | hear it to be. Anyhow, he puts a claim to the line or some
such. The other guard's been fired, and therés dl bloody hell to pay. Dispatcher hisvery sdf cdled mein
this morning and dressed me down proper, warning me of this and that. Near cuffed me, hedid. And the



new jack at the platform's the station dispatcher's nephew. He's the one locks up in London Bridge, just
before thetrain pulls out.”

"Rarewines," Pierce said. "God in heaven, rare wines. Can we get Agar aboard in atrunk?’

Burgess shook hishead "Not if they do like today. Today, this nephew, his name's McPherson, he'sa
Scotsman and eager--- badly wanting ajob, as| ook at it--- this McPherson makes the passengers
open every trunk or parcel large enough to hold aman. Caused a considerablefray, I'll say. This nephew
isadtickler. New to the work, you see, and wanting to do it al proper, and that'stheway it is."

"Canwe digract him and dip Agar in while he's not |ooking---"

"Not looking? Never's he not looking. Helooks like a starved rat after aflake of cheese, looks here and
there and everywhere. And when al the baggage's |oaded, he climbsin, pokes about in al the corners
seeing theré's no lurkers. Then he climbs off and lock up.”

Pierce plucked his pocket watch from hiswaistcoet. It was now ten o'clock at night. They had ten hours
before the Folkestone train |ft the next morning. Pierce could think of a dozen clever waysto get Agar
past awatchful Scotsman, but nothing that could be quickly arranged.

Agar, whose face was the very picture of gloom, must have been thinking the same thing. "Shal we put
off until next month, then?'

"No," Pierce said. Heimmediately shifted to his next problem. "Now, thislock they'veingtaled on the
luggage-van door. Can it be worked from ingde?’

Burgess shook his head. "It's a padlock--- hooks through a bolt and iron latch, outside.”

Piercewas dtill pacing. "Could it be unlocked during one of the stops--- say, Redhill--- and then locked
again a Tonbridge, further down the line?"



"Bearisk," Burgesssaid. "She'safat lock, big as, your fist, and it might be noticed.”

Pierce continued to pace. For along time, hisfootsteps on the carpet and the ticking of the clock on the
mantel were the only soundsin the room. Agar and Burgess watched him. Findly Pierce said, "If the van
door islocked, how do you get ventilation?"

Burgess, looking alittle confused, said, "Oh, theré'sair enough. That van's shoddy made, and when the
train gets to speed, the breeze whistles through the cracks and chinks loud enough to pain your ears.”

"I meant," Pierce said, "isthere any gpparatus for ventilation of the van?'

"Wadll, thereésthe dappersin theroof..."

"What'rethey?' Pierce said.

"Slappers? Slappers--- well, to speak true, they're not your proper dappers, on account of the lack of
hinging. Many'sthe time | was wishing they were true dappers, | mean adapper fit with hinging, and al
the more when it rains-- then it'sa cold puddle inside, | can tell you---"

"What isadapper?' Pierceinterrupted. "Timeisshort.”

"A dapper? A dapper'swhat your railway folks cal amanner of trgp. She'sahinged door up inthe
roof, mounted center, and inside you've arod to open or shut the dapper. Some of your dappers--- |
mean proper dappers--- they fit two to a coach, facing opposite ways. That's so's oneis aways away
from the wind. Now, other coaches, they've their dappers mounted both the same, but it's abother in the
yards, you see, for it means the coach must be clamped with the dappers backward, and---"

"And you have two of these dgppersin the luggage van?"

"Aye, that'strue," Burgess said, "but they're not proper, because they're fixed open, you see, no hinging
on the van dappers, and so when it rainsthere | be, soaked through---"

"The dappers give access directly to the interior of the luggage van?'

"They do, direct down.” Burgess paused. "But if you're thinking of dipping abloke through, it can't be
done. They're no more than a hand's breadth square, and---"

"I'm not," Pierce said. "Now, you say you have two dappers? Where are they located?!
"On theroof, like said, center of the roof, and---"

"Wherein relaion to the length of the car?' Pierce said. His pacing back and forth, and his brusque,
irritable manner left Burgess, who was nervous and trying to be helpful, at acomplete loss.

"Where... inrdation..." Hisvoicetrailed off.



Agar said, "l don't know what you're thinking, but my knee pains me--- my left knee here--- and that's
awaysabad sign. | say, quit thelay for adeadly flummut, and be done.”

"Shut up,”" Pierce said, with asudden flaring anger that made Agar take astep backward. Pierce turned
to Burgess. "Now | am asking," he said, "if you look at the van from the Side, you seeit asakind of box,
alarge box. And on the top of this box are the dappers. Now, where are they?"

"Not proper set, and that's God's truth,” Burgess said. "A proper dapper's near the ends of the coach,
one at each end, so'sto alow air to pass end to end, one dapper to the next. That'sthe way to arrange it
for the best---"

"Where are the dappers on the luggage van?' Fiercelaid, glancing again at hiswatch. "I care only about
thevan."

"That'sthe hdl of it,". Burgess said. "They're near center, and no more than three paces separate. And
they've no hinge. Now when it rains, down comes the water, direct to the center of the van, and there's
one great puddle, straightaway in the center.”

"Y ou say the dappers are separated by three paces?’

"Three, four, theresbouts,” Burgess said. "I never cared to know for certain, but it's certain | hate the
damn things, and that's’

"All right," Pierce said, "you've told mewhat | need to know."

"I'm glad of that," Burgess said, with asort of confused relief, "but | swesr, there's no way aman or even
achavy can dip down that hole, and once they lock mein---"

Pierce cut him off with awave of hishand and turned to Agar. "This padlock on the outside. Isit hard to
pick?'

"l don't know it," Agar said, "but a padlock’s no trick. They're made strong, but they have fat tumblers,
on account of their size. Some aman can use hislittle finger for the betty, and tickle her broke openina
flash."

"Could |?' Pierce sad.

Agar stared at him. "Easy enough, but you might take aminute or two." He frowned. "But you heard
what he said, you don't dare break her at the station stops, so why---"

Pierce turned back to Burgess. "How many second-class coaches are there on the morning train?”'



"l don't know exact. Six, as often as not. Seven near the weekend. Sometimes, midweek they run five,
but lately there'ssix. Now, first class, that's--"

"| don't care about first class," Pierce said.

Burgessfdl slent, hopelesdy confused. Pierce looked at Agar: Agar had figured it out. The screwsman
shook hishead. "Mother of God,” Agar said, "you'velost your mind, you've gone flat debeno, sure as|
stand here. What do you think, you're Mr. Coolidge?' Coolidge was awel-known mountaineer.

"I know who | am," Pierce said tersaly. He turned back to Burgess, whose confusion had steedily
increased during the last few minutes until he was now nearly immohbilized, hisface blank and
expressonless, having lost even the quaity of bewilderment.

"Isyour name Coolidge, then?' Burgess asked. "You Sad Smms...."

"It'sSimms," Pierce said. "Our friend hereis only making ajoke. | want you to go home now, and deep,
and get up tomorrow and go to work as usud. Just carry on as usual, no matter what happens. Just do
your regular day of work, and don't worry about anything.”

Burgess glanced a Agar, then back to Pierce. "Will you pull tomorrow, then?”

"Yes" Piercesaid. "Now go home and deep.”

When the two men were done, Agar exploded in anxiousfury. "Damn meif I'll voker flams at this dead
hour. Thisis no smple kynchin lay tomorrow. Isthat not plain?' Agar threw up hands. "Make an end to
it, | say. Next month, | say."

Pierce remained quiet for amoment. "I'vewaited ayear," he said finaly, "and it will be tomorrow.”
"You're puckering,” Agar said, "just talk, with no dense.”

"It can be done," Pierceinssted.

"Done?' Agar exploded again. "Done how? Look here, | know you for aclever one, but I'm no flat, and
theré's no gammoning me. That lay is coopered. It'stoo damn sad the wine was snaffled, but so it was,

and we must know it." Agar was red-faced and frantic; he swung hisarmsthrough the air in agitation.

In contrast, Pierce was dmost unnaturdly till. His eyes surveyed Agar steedily. "Thereisabonelay,”
Percesad.



"As God ismy witness, how?' Agar watched as Pierce calmly went to a sideboard and poured two
glasses of brandy. "Y ou'll not put enough of that in meto cloud my eyes," he said. "Now, look plain.”

Agar hdd up his hand, and ticked the points off on hisfingers. "I am to ridein the van, you say. But |
cannot get in--- an eager jack of a Scotsman stands sharp at the door. Y ou heard as much yourself. But
far enough: | trust you to get mein. Now."

He ticked off another forger. "Now, there | bein the van. The Scotsman locks up from the outside. I've
no way to touch that lock, so even if | make the switch, | can't open the door and toss out the pogue. I'm
locked in proper, all the way to Folkestone.”

"Unless| open the door for you," Pierce said. He gave Agar asnifter of brandy.

Agar swaloweditinasinglegulp. "Aye, and theresalikdy turn. Y ou come back over al those
coaches, tripping light over the rooftops, and swing down like Mr. Coolidge over the Sde of the van to
pick the lock and break the drum. I'll see God in heaven firgt, no mistake.”

Pierce said, "I know Mr. Coolidge."

Agar blinked. "No gull?’

"I met him on the Continent last year. | climbed with him in Switzerland--- three peaksin al--- and |
learned what he knows."

Agar was speechless. He stared at Pierce for any sign of deception, scanning the cracksman'sface.
Mountaineering was a new sport, only three or four years old, but it had captured the popular attention,
and the most notable of the English practitioners, such as A. E. Coolidge, had become famous.

"No gull?" Agar sad again.

"I havetheropes and tackle up in the closet,” Pierce said. "No gull."



"I'll have another daffy," Agar said, holding out hisempty glass. Pierceimmediatdly filled it, and Agar
immediatdy gulped it down.

"Wdl then," he said. "L et's say you can betty the lock, hanging on arope, and break the drum, and then
lock up again, with nobody thewiser. How do | get onin thefirst place, past the Scotsjack, with his
sharp cool ?'

"Thereisaway," Pierce said. "It's not pleasant, but thereisaway."

Agar gppeared unconvinced. " Say you put me on in some trunk. He's bound hell open it and have asee,
and therel am. What then?"

"I intend for him to open it and seeyou," Pierce said.

"You intend?'

"I think so, and it will go smoothly enough, if you can take abit of odor.”

"What manner of odor?"

"The smell of adead dog, or cat," Pierce said. "Dead some days. Do you think you can manage that?"

Agar said, "l swear, | don't get thelay. Let's settle the down with another daffy or two," and he
extended hisglass.

"That'senough,” Pierce said. "There are thingsfor you to do. Go to your lodgings, and come back with
your best dunnage, the finest you have, and quickly.”

Agar sighed.

"Go now," Piercesaid. "And trust me."

When Agar had departed, he sent for Barlow, his cabby.
"Do we have any rope?’ Pierce said.

"Rope, Sr?'Y ou mean hempen rope?"

"Precisdly. Do we have any in the house?'

"No, sir. Could you make do with bridle leather?

"No," Pierce said He considered amoment. "Hitch up the horse to the flat carriage and get ready for a



night'swork. We have afew itemsto obtain.”

Barlow nodded and | eft. Pierce returned to the dining room, where Miriam was il Sitting, patient and
cam.

"Therestrouble?' she said.

"Nothing beyond repair,” Pierce said. "Do you have ablack dress? | am thinking of afrock of cheap
qudity, such asamaid might wear."

"l think s0, yes."
"Good," hesaid. "Set it out, you will wear it tomorrow morning.”
"Whatever for?' she asked.

Pierce smiled. "To show your respect for the dead,” he said.

Chapter 40

A Fdse Alam

On the morning of May 22nd, when the Scottish guard McPherson arrived at the platform of the
London Bridge Station to begin the day's work, he was greeted by amost unexpected sight. There
alongside the luggage van of the Folkestone train stood awoman in black--- a servant, by the look of
her, but handsome enough, and sobbing most piteoudly.

The object of her grief was not hard to discover, for near the poor girl, set onto aflat baggage cart, was
aplain wooden casket. Although cheap and unadorned, the casket had severd ventholes drilled in the
gdes. And mounted on the lid of the casket was akind of miniature belfry, containing asmdl bell, witha
cord running from the clapper down through a hole to the innards of the coffin.

Although the sight was unexpected, it was not in the least mysterious to McPherson--- or, indeed, to any
Victorian of the day. Nor was he surprised, as he approached the coffin, to detect the reeking odor of
advanced corpored decay emanating from the ventholes, and suggesting that the present occupant had
been dead for sometime. This, too, was wholly understandable.



During the nineteenth century, both in England and in the United States, there arose a peculiar
preoccupation with the idea of premature buria. All that remains of this bizarre concern isthe macabre
literature of Edgar Allan Poe and others, in which premature buria in some form or another gppearsasa
frequent motif. To modern thinking, it isal exaggerated and fanciful; it isdifficult now to recognize that for
the Victorians, premature buria was agenuine, papable fear shared by nearly dl members of society the
most superstitious worker to the best-educated professional man.

Nor was this widespread fear asmply neurotic obsession. Quite the contrary: there was plenty of
evidenceto lead a sensible man to believe that premature burias did occur, and that such ghastly
happenings were only prevented by some fortuitous event. A casein 1853 in Wales, involving an
gpparently drowned ten-year-old boy, received wide publicity: "While the coffin lay in the open grave,
and thefirst earth was shoveled upon it, amost frightful noise and kicking ensued from within. The
sextons ceased their |abors, and caused the coffin to be opened, whereupon the lad stepped out, and
caled for his parents. Y et the same lad had been pronounced dead many hours past, and the doctor said
that he had no respirations nor any detectable pulse, and the skin was cold and gray. Upon sighting the
lad, hismother fell into a swoon, and did not revive for some length of time.”

Most cases of premature buria involved victims ostensibly drowned, or éectrocuted, but there were
other ingtances where a person might lapse into a state of "apparent death, or suspended animation.”

In fact, the whole question of when a person was dead was very much in doubt--- asit would be again,
acentury later, when doctors struggled with the ethics of organ transplantation. But it isworth
remembering that physicians did not understand that cardiac arrest was wholly reversible until 1950; and
in 1850 there was plenty of reason to be skeptical about the reliability of any indicator of death.

Victorians dedlt with their uncertainty in two ways. The first wasto ddlay interment for severd days-—-- a
week was not uncommon--- and await the unmistakabl e olfactory evidence of the beloved oné's
departure rom thisworld. Indeed, the Victorian willingness to postpone burial sometimes reached
extremes. When the Duke of Wellington died, in 1852, there was public debate about the way his state
funeral should be conducted; the Iron Duke smply had to wait until these disagreements were settled,
and hewas not actualy buried until more than two months after his death.

The second method for avoiding premature burial was technological; the Victorians contrived an
elaborate series of warning and signaling devices to enable a dead person to make known his
resuscitation. A. wedthy individua might be buried with alength of iron pipe connecting his casket to the
ground above, and atrusted family servant would be required to remain at the cemetery, day and night,
for amonth or more, on the chance that the deceased would suddenly awake and begin to call for help.
Persons buried above-ground, in family vaults, were often placed in patented, spring-loaded caskets,
with acomplex maze of wires attached to arms and legs, so that the dightest movement of the body
would throw open the coffin lid. Many considered this method preferable to any other, for it was
believed that individuds often returned from a state of suspended animation inamute or partialy



pardyzed condition.

Thefact that these spring-loaded coffins popped open months or even years|later (undoubtedly the
result of some externa vibration or deterioration in the spring mechanism) only heightened the
widespread uncertainty about how long a person might lie dead before coming back to life, even for a
moment.

Most signaling devices were costly, and available only to the wedlthy classes. Poor people adopted the
sampler tactic of burying relatives with some implement--- a crowbar, or ashovel--- on the vague
assumption that if they revived, they could dig themselves out of their predicament.

Therewas clearly amarket for an inexpensive larm system, and in 1852 George Bateson gpplied for,
and recaived, apatent for the Bateson Life Revival Device, described as"amost economical, ingenious,
and trustworthy mechanism, superior to any other method, and promoting peace of mind amongst the
bereaved at dl gations of life. Constructed of the finest materids throughout.” And thereis an additiona
comment: "A device of proven efficacy, in countlessingtancesin this country and abroad.”

"Bateson's bdfry,” asit was ordinarily known, was aplainiron bell mounted on the lid of the casket,
over the deceased's head, and connected by a cord or wire through the coffin to the dead person's hand,
"such that the least tremor shdl directly sound the darum.” Bateson's belfries attained ingtant popularity,
and within afew yearsasubgtantid proportion of coffinswere fitted with these bells. During this period,
three thousand people died daily in London aone, and Bateson's business was brisk; he was soon a
weathy man and respected aswell: in 1859, Victoria, awarded him an O.B.E. for hisefforts.

Asakind of odd footnote to the story, Bateson himself lived in mortal terror of being buried dive, and
caused hisworkshop to fabricate increasingly complex darm systems for ingtallation on his own coffin
after hedied. By 1867, his preoccupation left him quite insane, and he rewrote hiswill, directing his
family to cremate him at his desth. However, suspecting that hisinstructions would not be followed, inthe
spring of 1868 he doused himsdlf with linseed il in hisworkshop, set himsdlf aflame, and died by
sf-immolation.

On the morning of May 22nd, McPherson had more important things to worry about than the weeping
servant girl and the coffin with its belfry, for he knew that today the gold shipment from Huddleston &
Bradford would be loaded upon the railway van a any moment.

Through the open door of the van, he saw the guard, Burgess. M cPherson waved, and Burgess
responded with anervous, rather reserved greeting. McPherson knew that his uncle, the dispatcher, had



yesterday given Burgess agood ded of sharp talk; Burgess was no doubt worried to keep hisjob,
especidly asthe other guard had been dismissed. M cPherson asssumed that this accounted for Burgess's

tengon.

Or perhapsit was the sobbing woman. It would not be the firgt time astout man had been put off his
mark by afemale's piteous cries. M cPherson turned to the young girl and proffered his handkerchief.

"There, now, Missy," hesaid. "There, now..." He sniffed the air. Standing close to the coffin, he noticed
that the odor seeping out of the ventholes was certainly rank. But he was not so overcome by the smell
that hefailed to observe the girl was attractive, even in her grief. "There, now," he said again.

"Oh, please, ar," the girl cried, taking his handkerchief and sniffling into it. "Oh, please, can you help me?
Theman isaheartlessbeast, heis.”

"What manisthat?' McPherson demanded, in aburst of outrage.

"Oh, please, gr, that guard upon theline. He will not let me set my dear brother here upon thetrain, for
he says| must await another guard. Oh, | am most wretched,” she finished, and dissolved into tears once
more.

"Why, the unfedling rogue, he would not |et your brother be put aboard?"

Through sobs and sniffles, the girl said something about rules.

"Rules?' hesaid. "A pox onrules, | say." He noticed her heaving bosom, and her pretty, narrow waist.

"Please, dr, heismost firm about the other guard---"

"Missy," hesad, "I am the other guard, standing here before you, and I'll see your dear brother on the
train with no delay, and never you mind that blackguard.”

"Oh, gr, | aninyour debt," she said, managing asmile through her tears.

M cPherson was overwhelmed: he was ayoung man, and it was springtime, and the girl was pretty, and
soon to bein hisdebt. At the same ingtant, he felt the greatest compassion and tenderness for her
digtress. Altogether, he was set spinning with the emotions of the moment.

"Just you wait," he promised, and turned to chastise Burgess for his heartless and overzeal ous adherence
to the rules. But before he could make known his opinion, he saw thefirst of the gray-uniformed, armed
guards of Huddleston & Bradford, bringing the bullion consignment down the platform toward them.



The loading was carried out with sharp precision. First, two guards carne down the platform, entered the
van, and made aquick search of theinterior. Then eight more guards arrived, in neat formation around
two flatcarts, each pushed by agang of grunting, Swesating porters--- and each piled high with
rectangular, sealed strongboxes.

At the van, aramp was swung down, and the porters joined together to push first one, and then the
other, of the laden flatcarts up into the van, to the waiting safes.

Next an officid of the bank, awell-rigged gent with an air of authority, appeared with two keysin his
hand. Soon after, McPherson's uncle, the dispatcher, arrived with asecond pair of keys. Hisuncle and
the bank’'s man inserted their keysin the safes and opened them.

The bullion strongboxes were loaded into the safes, and the doors were shut with a massive metal clang
that echoed in the interior of the luggage van. The keys were twisted in the locks; the safes were secured.

The man from the bank took his keys and departed. M cPherson's uncle pocketed his keys and came
over to his nephew.

"Mind your work thismorning,” he said. "Open every parcel large enough to hold aknave, and no
exception." He sniffed theair. "What's that ungodly stink?"

M cPherson nodded over his shoulder to the girl and the coffin, a short distance away. It was apitiful
sght but his uncle frowned with no trace of compassion. " Scheduled for the morning train, isit?"

"Yes, Uncle”
"Seethat you openit,” . the dispatcher said, and turned away.

"But, Undle---" McPherson began, thinking he would lose his newly gained favor with the girl by ingsting
on such athing.

The dispatcher stopped. "No stomach for it? Dear God, you're adelicate one." He scanned the youth's
agonized face, mignterpreting hisdiscomfiture. "All right, then. I'm near enough to deeth that it holds no
terrorsfor me. Ill seeto it mysdlf.” And the dispatcher strode off toward the weeping girl and her coffin.
McPherson trailed reluctantly behind.

It was a that moment that they heard an e ectrifying, ghastly sound: theringing of Mr. Bateson's patented



bell.

In later courtroom testimony, Pierce explained the psychology behind the plan. " Any guard watchesfor
certain happenings, which he suspects at any moment, and liesin wait for. | knew the railway guard
sugpected some fakement to smuggle aliving body onto the van. Now, avigilant guard will know a coffin
can easily hold abody; hewill suspect it less, because it seems such apoor trick for smuggling. Itistoo
obvious.

"Yet, hewill likely wonder if the body istruly dead, and if heisvigilant hewill cal to have the box
opened, and spend some moments making athorough examination of the body to insure that it is dead.
He may fed the pulse, or the warmth of the flesh, or he may stick apin here or there. Now, no living soul
scan pass such an examination without detection.

"But how different it isif al believe that the body is not dead, but dive, and wrongly incarcerated. Now
al emotions are reversed: instead of suspicion, thereis hope the body isvita. Instead of asolemn and
respectful opening of the casket, thereisafrantic rush to bresk it free, and in thisthe rdativesjoinin
willingly, sure proof thereis nothing to hide.

"And then, when thelid israised and the decomposed remains come to light, how different isthe
response of the spectators. Their desperate hopes are dashed in an ingtant; the cruel and ghastly truth is
immediately gpparent a a moment's glance, and warrants no prolonged investigation. Therelaivesare
bitterly disgppointed and wildly distraught. Thelid is quickly closed--- and al because of reversed
expectations. Thisis smple human nature, as evidenced in every ordinary man.”

At the sound of the bell, which rang only once, and briefly, the sobbing girl et out ashriek. At the same
instant, the dispatcher and his nephew brokeinto arun, quickly covering the short distance to the coffin.

By then the girl wasin agtate of profound hysteria, clawing at the coffin lid with her fingers, mindlessthat
her effortswere ineffectua. "Oh, my dear brother--- oh, Richard, dear Richard--- oh, God, helives..."
Her fingers scrabbled at the wooden surface, and her tugging rocked the coffin so that the bell rang
continuoudly.

The dispatcher and his nephew instantly caught the girl's frantic anxiety, but they were able to proceed



with more sense. The lid was closed with a series of metd latches, and they opened them one after
another. Apparently it never occurred to either man, in the heat of the moment, that this coffin had more
latches than any three others. And certainly the process of opening was more prolonged as the poor girl,
in her agony, somehow impeded their efforts with her own.

In afew moments, the men were at afever pitch of intensity. And al the while, thegirl cried, "Oh,
Richard--- dear God, make haste, he's alive--- please, dear God, he lives, praise God..." And all the
while, the bell rang from the rocking of the coffin.

The commotion drew acrowd of some size, which stood afew paces back on the platform, taking in the
bizarre spectacle.

"Oh, hurry, hurry, lest we aretoo late,” the girl cried, and the men worked frantically at the latches.
Indeed, only when they were at the final two latches did the dispatcher hear the girl cry, "Oh, | knew it
was not cholera, he was a quack to say it. Oh, | knew..."

The dispatcher froze, his hand on the latch. "Cholera?' he said.
"Oh, hurry, hurry,” thegirl cried. "It isfive days now | have waited to hear the bell...."
"You say cholera?' the dispatcher repeated. "Five days?"

But the nephew, who had not stopped throwing off the latches, now flung the coffin lid wide.

"Thank God!" cried the girl, and threw herself down upon the body insde, asif to hug her brother. But
she hdted in mid-gesture, which was perfectly understandable. With the railsing of the lid, amost hideous,
fetid, foul stench rolled forth in anear papable wave, and its source was not hard to determine; the body
lying within, dressed in his best Sunday clothes, hands folded across the chest, was dready in a state of
obvious decomposition.

The exposed flesh at the face and hands was bloated and puffed, arepellent gray-green color. Thelips
were black, and so wasthe partidly protruding tongue. The dispatcher and his nephew hardly saw more
of that horrific spectacle before the feverish girl, with afinal scream of heart-wrenching agony, swooned
on the spot. The nephew instantly legpt to attend her, and the dispatcher, with no less dacrity, closed the
lid and began shutting the latches wit onsiderably more haste than he had displayed in opening them.

The watching crowd, when it heard that the man had died of cholera, dissipated with the same swiftness.
In amoment, the station platform was nearly deserted.



Soon the servant girl recovered from her swoon, but she remained in astate of profound distress. She
kept asking softly, "How can it be? | heard the bell. Did you not hear the bell? | heard it plain, did you
not? The bell rang."

McPherson did his best to comfort her, saying that it must have been some earth tremor or sudden gust
of wind that had caused the bell to ring.

The gtation digpatcher, seeing that his nephew was occupied with the poor child, took it upon himsdf to
supervise theloading of luggage into the van of the Folkestone train. He did thiswith as much diligence as
he could muster after such adistressing experience. Two well-dressed ladies had large trunks and,
despite their haughty protests, he insisted that both be unlocked an opened for hisinspection. There was
only one further incident, when aportly gentleman placed a parrot--- or some such multicolored bird---
on the van, and then demanded that his manservant be permitted to ride with the bird and ook after its
needs. The digpatcher refused, explaining the new rules of the railway. The gentleman became abusive,
and then offered the dispatcher "asensible gratuity,” but the dispatcher--- who viewed the proffered ten
shillings with somewhat more interest than he cared to admit, even to himself--- was aware that he was
being watched by Burgess, the same guard whom he had admonished the day before. Thusthe
digpatcher wasforced to turn down the bribe, to his own displeasure and a so that of the gentleman, who
stomped off muttering alitany, of singing profanity.

These incidents did nothing to improve the dispatcher's mood, and when at last the ma odorous coffin
was |oaded into the van, the dispatcher took a certain delight in warning Burgess, in tones of great
solicitousness, to look after his hedth, since hisfellow passenger had fdlen victim to King Cholera

To this, Burgess made no response & al, except to look nervous and out of sorts--- which had been his
gppearance prior to the admonition. Fedling vagudly dissatisfied, the dispatcher barked afina order to his
nephew to get on with the job and lock up the van. Then he returned to his office.

With embarrassment, the dispatcher later testified that he had no recollection of any red-bearded
gentleman in the Sation that day at dl.

Chapter 41

A Fnd Inconvenience



In fact, Pierce had been among the crowd that witnessed the dreadful episode of the opened coffin. He
saw that the episode proceeded precisaly as he had intended, and that Agar, in his hideous make-up, had
escaped detection.

When the crowd dissipated, Pierce moved forward to the van, with Barlow at his side. Barlow was
carrying some rather odd luggage on a porter'strolley, and Pierce had amoment of disquiet when he saw
the dispatcher himself take up the job of supervising the loading of the van. For if anyone considered i,
Pierces behavior was distinctly odd.

To dl appearances, he was a prosperous gentleman. But hisluggage was unusud, to say the leadt: five
identica satchd s of leather. These satchels were hardly the sort of items considered agreeable by
gentlemen. The lesther was coarse and the stitching at the seams was crude and obvious. If the satchels
were unquestionably sturdy, they were aso unmistakably ugly.

Y et nonewas very large, and Pierce could easily have stowed them in the overhead luggage racks of his
carriage compartment, instead of the luggage van. The van was ordinarily considered anuisance, snceit
meant delays at both the start and the conclusion of the journey.

Finaly, Pierces manservant--- he did not employ arailway porter--- loaded the bags onto the luggage
van separately. Although the servant was aburly character of evident strength, he was clearly straining
under the weight of each satchdl.

In short, athoughtful man might wonder why a gentleman of qudity traveled with five smdll, ugly,
extremey heavy, and identical bags. Pierce watched the dispatcher's face while the bags were loaded,
one after another. The dispatcher, somewhat pae, never noticed the bags at all, and indeed did not
emerge from his distracted state until another gentleman arrived with a parrot, and an argument ensued.

Pierce drifted away, but did not board the train. Instead, he remained near the far end of the platform,
gpparently curious about the recovery of the woman who had fainted. In fact, hewaslingering in the
hope of seeing the padlock that he would soon be attempting to pick. When the dispatcher left, with a
fina sharp rebuke to his nephew, the young woman made her way toward the coaches. Piercefdl into
step beside her.

"Areyou fully recovered, Miss?' he asked.

"] trust 80," she said.



They merged with the boarding crowd at the coaches. Pierce said, "Perhaps you will join mein my
compartment for the duration of the journey?"

"You arekind," thegirl said, with adight nod.

"Get rid of him," Pierce whispered to her. "I don't care how, just doiit.”

Miriam had a puzzled look for only amoment, and then a hearty voice boomed out, "Edward! Edward,
my dear fellow!" A man was pushing toward them through the crowd.

Pierce waved adelighted greeting. "Henry," he caled. "Henry Fowler, what an extraordinary surprise.

Fowler came over and shook Pierce's hand. "Fancy meeting you here" he said. "Areyou on thistrain?
Yes? Why, so am |, thefact of the matter--- ah..." Hisvoicetrailed off as he noticed the girl at Pierce's
sde. He displayed some discomfiture, for in terms of Henry Fowler's social world al the signalswere
mixed. Here was Fierce, dressed handsomely and showing hisusud polish, stlanding with agirl who was,
God knew, pretty enough, but by her dress and manner avery common sort.

Pierce was abachelor and ablood, and he might travel openly with amistressfor aholiday by the sea,
but such agirl would certainly be dressed with gentility, which this girl was not. And contrariwise, were
this creature aservant in his household, he would hardly have her out and about in so public aplaceasa
train station unless there was some particular reason for it, but Fowler could not imagine a reason.

Then, too, he perceived that the girl had been weeping; her eyeswere red and there were streaks upon
her cheeks, and so it was al most perplexing and unusud, and---

Pierce put Fowler out of hismisery. "Forgive me," he said, turning to the girl. "I should introduce you,
but | do not know your name. ThisisMr. Henry Fowler."

Thegirl, giving him ademure smile, said, 'l am Brigid Lawson. How'd you do, Sir.”



Fowler nodded avaguely polite greeting, struggling to assume the correct stance toward an obvious
servant girl (and therefore not an equal) and afemalein distress (and therefore deserving of gentlemanly
conduct, so long as her distress sprang from some morally acceptable exigency). Pierce made the
gtuation clearer.

"Miss, ah, Lawson, hasjust had amost trying encounter,” Pierce said. " Sheistraveling to accompany
her deceased brother, who is now stuated in the van. But afew moments past, the bell rang, and there
was hope of reviva and the casket was opened---"

"l see, | see," Fowler said, "most distressing---"

"---but it wasafdsedarm,” Pierce said.

"And thus doubly painful, | am certain,” Fowler said.

"| offered to accompany her onthejourney,” Piercelad.

"And indeed | should do the same," Fowler said, "were | inyour place. Infact..." He hesitated. "Would
it s|em animpogtionif | joined you both?"

Piercedid not hesitate. "By al means,” he said cheerfully. "That is, unlessMiss Lawson..."
"You are ever o kind, you two are," the girl said, ;with abrave but grateful smile.

"Well, it's sttled, then,” Fowler said, also smiling. Pierce saw that he waslooking at the girl with interest.
"But would you like to come with me? My compartment isjust a short way forward.” He pointed up the
line of firgt-class coaches.

Pierce, of course, intended to Sit in the last compartment of the fina first-class coach. From there, he
would have the shortest distance to travel, over the tops of the cars, to reach the luggage van at the rear.

"Actudly,” Pierce said, "I've my own compartment down there." He pointed toward the back of the
train. "My bags are already there, and I've paid the porter, and so on."

"My dear Edward,” Fowler said, "How did you get yoursdlf way back there? The choice compartments
aredl toward the front, where the noiseis minified. Come dong: | assure you, you'l find aforward
compartment moreto your liking, and particularly if MissLawson fedspoorly...." He shrugged asif to
suggest the conclusion was obvious.

"Nothing would ddight me more," Pierce said, "but in truth | have selected my compartment on the
advice of my physician, after experiencing certain disiress on railway journeys. This he has attributed to



the effects of vibrations originating in the engine, and therefore he'swarned meto st asfar back from the
source as possible” Pierce gave ashort laugh. "He said, in fact, that | should sit second class, but |
cannot bring mysdf toit."

"And littlewonder," Fowler said. "Thereisalimit to hedthy living, though you cannot expect aphysician
to know it. My own once advised meto quit wine--- can you imagine the temerity ? Very well, then, we
shdl dl ridein your compartment.

Pierce said, "Perhaps Miss Lawson fedls, as you do, that aforward carriage would be preferable.”

Beforethe girl could speak, Fowler said, "What? And stedl her away from you, leaving you solitary
upon thejourney? | would not think of it. Come, come, the train will soon leave. Whereisyour
compartment?"

They walked the length of the train to Pierces compartment. Fowler wasin unshakable good spirits, and
chattered at length about physicians and their foibles. They stepped into Pierce's compartment and closed
the door. Pierce glanced at hiswatch: it was six minutesto eight. Thetrain did not dwaysleave precisdy
on schedule, but even so, time was short.

Pierce had to get rid of Fowler. He could not climb out of his compartment onto the roof of thetrain if
there were any strangers--- and certainly anyone from the bank--- in his compartment. But at the same
time, he had to get rid of Fowler in such away that no suspicion would be aroused; for in the aftermath
of the robbery Mr. Fowler would search his memory--- and probably be questioned by the authorities---
to uncover theleast hint of irregularity that might explain who the robbers were.

Mr. Fowler was il talking, but hisfocus was directed toward the girl, who gave every appearance of
rapt and fascinated attention. "It's the most extraordinary luck, running across Edward today. Do you
travel thisroute often, Edward? | mys&lf do it no more than once amonth. And you, Miss Lawson?'

"I been on atrain before” the girl said, "but | never gonefirg class; only my migtress, thistime she buys
me afirgt ticket, seeing as how, you know..."

"Oh, quite, quite," Fowler said, in a hearty, chin-up manner. "One must do al one can for onein times of
gress. | must confess, | am under no little stress mysalf this morning. Now, Edward here, he may have
guessed the reason for my travel, and therefore my stress. Eh, Edward? Have you a guess?”



Pierce had not been listening. He was staring out the window, considering how to get rid of Fowler in
the remaining few minutes. Helooked over a Fowler. "Do you think your bags are safe?’ he said.

"My bags? Bags? What--- Oh, in my compartment? | have no bags, Edward. | carry not so much asa
ease of briefs, for oncein Folkestone, | shall remain there just two hours, hardly the space of timeto take
amed, or some refreshments, or smoke acigar, before | am back on the train, homeward bound.”

Smoke acigar, Pierce thought. Of course. He reached into his coat pocket, and withdrew along cigar,
which helit.

"Now, then, dear girl," Fowler said, "our friend Edward here shdl surely have surmised the purpose of
my journey, but | fancy you are till in the dark.”

Thegirl was, infact, saring a Mr. Fowler with her mouth dightly open.

"Thetruth isthat thisisno ordinary train, and | am no ordinary passenger. On the contrary, | am the
generd manager of the banking firm of Huddleston & Bradford, Westmingter, and today, aboard this
very train--- not two hundred paces from us aswe St here--- my firm has stored a quantity of gold
bullion for shipment overseasto our brave troops. Can you imagine how much? No? Well, then--- itisa
quantity in excess of twelve thousand pounds, my dear child.”

"Cor!" the girl exclamed. "And yourein charge of dl that?"

"l amindeed." Henry Fowler waslooking plainly self-satisfied, and with reason. He had obviousy
overwhelmed the smple girl with hiswords, and she now regarded him with dizzy admiration. And
perhaps more? She appeared to have entirely forgotten Pierce.

That is, until Fierces cigar smoke billowed in gray clouds within the compartment. Now the girl coughed
in addicate, suggestive fashion, as she had no doubt observed her mistressto do. Pierce, staring out the
window, did not seem to notice.

The girl coughed again, more ingstently. When Pierce still made no response, Fowler took it upon
himsdf to speak. "Areyou feding wdl?' heinquired.



"l was, but I'mfaint...." The girl made avague gesture toward the smoke,

"Edward," Fowler said. "l believe your tobacco causes Miss Lawson some distress, Edward.”
Piercelooked a him and said, "What?"

"I say, would you mind---" Fowler began.

The girl bent forward and said, "I fed quitefaint, | fear, please," and she extended a hand toward the
door, asif to openit.

"Just ook, now," Fowler said to Pierce. Fowler opened the door and helped the girl--- who leaned
rather heavily upon hisarm--- into the fresh air.

"l had no idea," Pierce protested. "Believe me, had | but known---"

"Y ou might have inquired before lighting your diabalical contraption,” Fowler said, with the girl leaning
againgt him, weak-kneed, s0 that much of her bosom pressed againgt his chest.

"I'm most dreadfully sorry,” Pierce said. He started to get out himsdlf, to lend assistance.
The last thing Fowler wanted was assistance. ™Y ou shouldn't smoke anyway, if your doctor has warned
you that trains are hazardous to your hedth,” he sngpped. "Come, my dear," he said to the girl, "my

compartment isjust thisway, and we can continue our conversation with no danger of noxiousfumes."
Thegirl went willingly.

"Dreadfully sorry," Pierce said again, but neither of them looked back.

A moment later, the whistle blew and the engine began to chug. Pierce stepped into his compartment,
shut the door, and watched L ondon Bridge Station dide away past hiswindow as the morning train to
Folkestone began to gather speed.

PART FOUR : THE GREAT TRAIN ROBBERY : May, 1855

Chapter 42

A Remarkable Revivad

Burgess, locked in the windowless luggage van, knew by now thelocation of thetrain a any moment by



the sound of the track. He heard first the smooth clacking of the wheels on the well-laid rails of the yard.
Then, later, the hollow, more resonant tones asthe train crossed Bermondsey on the elevated overpass
for severa miles, and, till later, atrangtion to adeader sound and arougher ride, signaling the beginning
of the southward run outside L ondon and into the countryside.

Burgess had no inkling of Pierce's plan, and he was astonished when the coffin bell began to ring. He
attributed it to the vibration and sway of thetrain, but afew moments|ater there was a pounding, and
then amuffled voice. Unable to make out the words, he approached the coffin.

"Open up, damn you," the voice said.
"Areyou aive?' Burgess asked, in tones of wonderment.

"It's Agar, you damnableflat,” camethe answer.

Burgess hastily began to throw the catches on the coffin lid. Soon after, Agar--- covered in adreadful
green paste, smdlling horrible, but acting in norma enough fashion--- got out of the coffin and said, "I
must be quick. Get me those satchelsthere." He pointed to the five leather valises stacked in a corner of
thevan.

Burgess hurried to do so. "But the van islocked,” It said. "How will it be opened?

"Our friend,” Agar said, "isamountaineer.”
Agar opened the safes and removed thefirst of the strongboxes, breaking the seal and taking out the dull

gold bars of bullion--- each samped with aroya crown and theinitials"H & B." He replaced them with
small bags of sewn shot, which he took from the valises.

Burgess watched in slence. The train was now rumbling almost due south, past the Crystal Palace,
toward Croyden and Redhill. From there it would go east to Folkestone.

"A mountaineer?' Burgesssaid findly.
"Yes" Agar said. "He's coming over the tops of the train to unlock us.”

"When?' Burgess sad, frowning.



"After Redhill, returning to his coach before Ashford. It'sal open country there. Almost no chance of
being seen.”" Agar did not glance up from hiswork.

"Redhill to Ashford? But that's the fastest part of the run.”
"Aye, | suppose,” Agar said.

"Well, then," Burgess said, "your friend ismad."

Chapter 43

The Origin of Audecity

At onepaintinthetrid of Pierce, the prosecutor lapsed into amoment of frank admiration. "Thenitis
not true," said the prosecutor, "that you had any experience of the recreation of mountaineering?'

"None," Pierce said. "I merely said that to reassure Agar.”

"Y ou had not met Mr. Coolidge, nor read extensively on the subject, nor owned any of the particular
devices and gpparatus considered vita to that activity of mountaineering?'

"No," Pierce said.

"Had you, perhaps, some past experiences of athletic or physical endeavor which persuaded you of your
ability to carry out your intended plan?’

"None" Piercesad.

"Widll, then," said the prosecutor, "I must inquire, if only for reasons of ordinary human curiosity, what on
earth, dr, led you to suppose that without prior training, or knowledge, or specia equipment, or athletic
prowess--- what on earth led you to believe you might succeed in such apalpably dangerous and, may |
say, nearly suicidal undertaking as clambering about on aswift-moving railway train? Wherever did you
find the audacity for such an act?'

Journdistic accounts mention that at this point the witness smiled. "1 knew it would be no difficulty,” he
said, "despite the appearance of danger, for | had on several occasions read in the press of those
incidentswhich are caled railway sway, and | had smilarly read of the explanation, offered by engineers,
that the forces are caused by the nature of swiftly moving air as shown in the studies of the late Italian,
Baroni. Thus, | was assured that these forces would operate to hold my person to the surface of the
coach, and | should be utterly safein my undertaking.”



At this point, the prosecutor asked for further eucidation, which Pierce gavein garbled form. The
summary of thisportion of thetrid, asreported in the Times, was garbled il further. The generd idea
wasthat Pierce--- by now amost revered in the press as a master criminal--- possessed some
knowledge of ascientific principle that had aided him.

Thetruth isthat Pierce, rather proud of his erudition, undertook his climb over the cars with a sense of
confidence that was completely unfounded. Briefly, the Stuation wasthis:

Beginning around 1848, when railway trains began to attain speeds of fifty or even seventy milesan
hour, a bizarre and inexplicable new phenomenon was noted. Whenever afast-moving train passed a
train standing at a station, the carriages of both trains had a tendency to be drawn together in what was
caled "raillway sway." In some cases the carriages hedled over in such a pronounced fashion that
passengers were darmed, and indeed there was sometimes minor damage to coaches.

Railway engineers, after aperiod of technica chatter, finaly admitted their perplexity outright. No one
had the dightest ideawhy "railway sway" occurred, or what to do to correct it. One must remember that
trains were then the fagtest-moving objects in human history, and the behavior of such swift vehicleswas
suspected to be governed by some set of physica laws as yet undiscovered. The confusion was precisely
that of airplane engineersacentury later, when the "buffeting” phenomenon of an aircraft approaching the
speed of sound was similarly inexplicable, and the meansto overcomeit could only be guessed at.

However, by 1851 most engineers had decided correctly that railway sway was an example of
Bernoulli's Law, aformulation of a Swiss mathematician of the previous century which stated, in effect,
that the pressure within amoving stream of air isless than the pressure of the air surrounding it.

This meant that two moving trains, if they were close enough, would be sucked together by the partia
vacuum of air between them. The solution to the problem was smple, and soon adopted: the pardl€
tracks were set farther apart, and railway sway disappeared.

In modern times, Bernoulli's Law explains such diverse phenomenaas why abasebd| curves, why a
salboat can sail into thewind, and why an airplane wing liftsthe aircraft. But then, as now, most people
did not really understand these eventsin terms of physics: most jet-age travelers would probably be
surprised to learn that ajet fliesbecauseit isliterally sucked upward into the air by apartial vacuum over
the wings upper surface, and the sole purpose of the enginesisto propel the wings forward fast enough
to creste astream of passing air that produces this necessary vacuum.



Futhermore, a physicist would dispute even this explanation as not redlly correct, and would ingst that a
rigorous explanation of eventsis even further from the public's "common sense” idea about these
phenomena.

In the face of this complexity, one can readily understand Pierces own confusion, and the erroneous
conclusion. he drew. Apparently he believed that the airstream around the moving carriage, as described
by "Baroni," would act to suck him down to the carriage roof, and thus help him to maintain hisfooting as
he moved from car to car.

Thetruth isthat Bernoulli's Law would not operate in any way on hisbody. He would smply be aman
exposed to afifty-mile-an-hour blast of rushing air, which could blow him off the train a any moment,
and it was absurd for him to attempt what he did at all.

Nor wasthisthe extent of his misnformation. The very fact that high-speed travel was so new |eft
Pierce, dong with his contemporaries, with very little sense of the consequences of being thrown from a
fast-moving vehicle.

Pierce had seen Spring Hedl Jack dead after being thrown from the train. But he had regarded thiswith
no sense of inevitability, asthe outcome of some inexorable physicd laws. At thistime, Therewasonly a
vague notion that to be thrown from a speeding train was hazardous, and somewhat more hazardousiif
the train was moving rapidly. But the nature of the hazard was thought to liein the precise manner of a
person'sfal: alucky man could pick himsdf up with afew scrapes, while an unlucky man would bresk
his neck on impact. In short, afall from atrain was regarded pretty much likeafdl from ahorse: some
were worse than others, and that was that.

Indeed, during the early history of railroads, there had been a sort of daredevil's sport caled
"carriage-hopping,” favored by the kind of young men who later scaled public buildings and engaged in
other madcap escapades. University students were particularly prone to these amusements.

Carriage-hopping consisted of legping from amoving railway carriage to the ground. Although
government officia's condemned the practice and railway officiasflatly forbadeit, carriage-hopping
enjoyed a brief vogue from 1830 to 1835. Most hoppers suffered nothing more serious than afew
bruises, or at worst abroken bone. Thefad eventualy lost popularity, but the memory of it bolstered the
public belief that afdl from atrain was not necessarily lethd "

In fact, during the 1830s, most trains averaged twenty-five miles an hour. But by 1850, when the speed



of trains had doubled, the consequences of afdl were quite different, and out of al proportionto afdl at
dower speeds. Y et thiswas not understood, as Pierce's testimony indicates.

The prosecutor asked: "Did you take any manner of precaution againgt the danger of afall?’

"I did," Pierce said, "and they caused me no little discomfort. Beneath my ordinary externa garb, | wore
two pairs of heavy cotton undergarments, which had the effect of making me unpleasantly hested, yet |
felt these protective measures necessary."

Thus, wholly unprepared and entirely miscal culating the effects of the physical principasinvolved,
Edward Pierce dung acoil of rope over his shoulder, opened the compartment door, and clambered up
onto theroof of the moving carriage. His only true protection--- and the source of hisaudacity--- lay in
his complete misunderstanding of the danger he faced.

Thewind struck him like an enormous fist, screaming about hisears, stinging hiseyes, filling his mouth
and tugging at his cheeks, burning his skin. He had not removed hislong frock coat, and the garment now
flapped about him, whipping hislegs"so fiercely that it was painful .

For afew moments, he wastotdly disoriented by the unexpected fury of the shrieking air that passed
him; he crouched, clutching the wooden surface of the coach, and paused to get his bearings. He found
he could hardly look forward at all, because of the stresking particles of soot blown back from the
engine. Indeed, he was rapidly covered with fine black film on his hands and face and clothing. Benesath
him, the coach rocked and jolted in an darming and unpredictable fashion.

He very nearly abandoned hisintent in those first moments, but after the initial shock had passed he
determined to go forward with his plan. Crawling on his hands and knees, he moved backward to the
end of the coach, and paused at the space over the coupling that separated his carriage from the next.
Thiswas agap of some five feet. Some moments passed before he gathered the nerve to jump to the
next car, but he did so successfully.

From there he crawled painfully down the length of the car. Hisfrock coat was blown forward, covering
his face and shoulders and flapping around his eyes. After some moments of struggle with the garment, he
shucked it off and saw it sall away, spuntwigtingintheair, and eventudly fall by the roadside. The



whirling coat looked enough like ahuman form to give him pause; it seemed akind of warning of thefate
that awaited him if he made the dightest error.

Freed of the coat, he was able to make more rapid progress down the second-class coaches; he
jumped from one to the next with increasing assurance, and eventualy reached the luggage van &fter a
period of time he could not estimate. It seemed an eternity, but he later concluded it had not required
more than five or ten minutes.

Once atop the van, he gripped an open dapper, and uncoiled hislength of hemp. One end was dropped
down the dapper, and after amoment hefelt atug as Agar, indgde the van, picked it up.

Pierce turned and moved to the second dapper. He waited there, his body curled tight againgt the
congtant, unyielding blast of the wind, and then aghastly green hand--- Agar's-- reached out, holding
the end of the rope. Pierce took it; Agar's hand disappeared from view.

Pierce now had his rope dung from one dapper to the next. He tied the loose ends about his belt, and
then, hanging on the ropes, eased himself over the side of the van until he was leve with the padlock.

In that manner he hung suspended for severd minuteswhile he twirled the padlock with aring of picks,
trying one betty after another and operating, as he later testified with considerable understatement, "with
that degree of delicacy which circumstances permitted.” Altogether, he tried more than adozen keys, and
he was beginning to despair that any would turn the trick when he heard the scream of thewhistle.

Looking forward, he saw the Cuckseystunnd, and an instant later he was plunged into blackness and
churning sound. The tunnel was haf amilelong; there was nothing to do but wait. When the train burst
into sunlight again, he continued working with the keys, and was gratified when amost immediately one of
the picks clicked smoothly in the mechanism. The padlock snapped open.

Now it was asmple matter to remove the lock, swing the crossbar free, and kick the door with his feet
until Burgessdid it open. The morning train passed the deepy town of Godstone, but no one noticed the
man dangling on the rope, who now eased down into the interior of the luggage van and collgpsed on the
floor in absolute exhaustion.

Chapter 44



A Problem of Dunnage

Agar testified that in the first moment that Pierce landed ingde the luggage van, neither he nor Burgess
recognized him: "1 cool himfirst, and | swear | granny he's some muck Indian or nigger, so black heis,
and hisdunnagetorn dl about, like hed gone a proper dewskitch'--- asif hed had athorough thrashing.
"Hismin'sarag of tatters, and black asall therest of him, and | says, the cracksman's hired anew bloke
to dothelay. And then | seeit'shim himsdlf, right enough.”

Surely the three men must have presented a bizarre picture: Burgess, the guard, neat and tidy in hisblue
railway uniform; Agar, dressed splendidly inaformal suit, hisface and hands a cadaverous bloated
green; and Pierce, sagged to his hands and knees, his clothing shredded and sooty black from head to
foot.

But they al recovered quickly, and worked with swift efficiency. Agar had completed the switch; the
safeswere locked up again, with their new treasure of lead shot; the five leather satchels stood by the van
door in anest row, each laden with gold bullion.

Pierce got to hisfeet and took hiswatch from hiswaistcoat, an incongruoudly clean gold object at the
end of asoot black chain. He snapped it open: it was 8:37.

"Fveminutes"" hesad.

Agar nodded. In five minutes, they would pass the most deserted stretch of track, where Pierce had
arranged for Barlow to wait and pick up the flung satchels. Pierce sat down and stared through the open
van door at the countryside rushing past.

"Areyou wdl, then?' Agar asked.

"Well enough," Pierce said. "But | don't cherish going back.”

"Aye, it'sfrazzled you proper,” Agar said. "Y ou're asight and no mistake. Will you change when you're
snug in the compartment again?'

Pierce, breathing heavily, was dow to comprehend the meaning of the words. "Change?"

"Aye, your dunnage." Agar grinned. "Y ou step off at Folkestone as you stand now and you'll cause no
end of ir."

Pierce watched the green, rolling hillsflash past, and listened to the rumble of the carriage on the



roadbed. Here was a problem he had never considered and had made no plans for. But Agar wasright:
he couldn't step out at Folkestone looking like aragged chimney sweep, especidly as Fowler was dmost
certain to seek him out to say goodbye. "I have no change," he said softly.

"What say?' Agar said, for the noise of the wind through the open van door wasloud.

"I have no change of clothing,” Pierce said. "I never expected..." Hisvoicetrailed off; hefrowned. |
brought no other clothing.”

Agar laughed heartily. "Then you'l play the proper ragamuffin, as you've made me play the &iff." Agar
dapped hisknee. "Therés adaffy of justice, | say."

"It'snothing funny,” Pierce snapped. "I have acquai ntances on the train who will surely see me and mark
the change."

Agar's merriment was quashed instantly. He scratched his head with agreen hand. "And these same of
your acquaintances, they'll missyou if you're not there at the gation?"

Pierce nodded.

"It'sthe devil's own trap, then," Agar said. He looked around the van, at the various trunks and pieces of
luggage. "Give meyour ring of tickles, and I'll break apit or two, and well find some square-rigged duns
tofit you."

He held out hishand to Pierce for thering of picklocks, but Pierce was looking at hiswatch. It was now
two minutes to the drop-off point. Thirteen minutes after that, the train would stop in Ashford, and by
then Pierce had to be out of the luggage van and back in his own compartment. "Therésno time," he
sad.

"It'sthe only chance--- " Agar began, but broke off. Pierce was looking him up and down in a thoughtful
way. "No," Agar said. "Damn you, no!"

"We're about the same size," Pierce said. "Now be quick.”



He turned away and the screwsman undressed, muttering oaths of dl sorts. Pierce watched the
countryside. They were close now: he bent to position the satchels at the lip of the open van door.

Now he saw atree by the roadside, one of the landmarks he'd long since set for himsalf. Soon there
would be the stone fence.... Thereit was... and then the old abandoned rusty cart. He saw the cart.

A moment later, he saw the crest of ahill and Barlow in profile beside the coach.

"Now!" he said and, with agrunt, flung one satchel after another out of the moving train. He watched
them bounce on the ground, one by one. He saw Barlow hastening down the hill toward them. Then the
train went around acurve.

He looked back at Agar, who had stripped to his underclothes, and held hisfine duds out for Pierce.
"Here you are, and damn your eyes.”

Pierce took the clothes, rolled them into astight aball as he could manage, wrapped the parcel with
Agar's bdt, and, without another word, swung out the open door and into the wind. Burgess closed the
van door, and afew moments later the guard and Agar heard a clink as the bolt was thrown, and another
clink as the padlock was locked once more. They heard the scratching of Piercesfeet as he scrambled
up to the roof; and then they saw the rope, which had been taut across the roof from dapper to dapper,
suddenly go dack. The rope was pulled out. They heard Pierces footsteps on the roof amoment longer,
and then nothing.

"Damnme, I'm cold,” Agar said. "Y ou'd best lock me back up,” and he crawled into his coffin.

Pierce had not progressed far on his return journey before he redlized he had made still another error in
his planning: he had assumed it would take the same amount of timeto go from the van to his
compartment asit took to go from his compartment to the van. But dmost immediately he recognized his
mistake.



The return trip, againgt the blast of the wind, was much dower. And he was further burdened by the
parce of Agar's clothing, which he clutched to his chest, leaving only one hand freeto grip the roofing as
he crawled forward aong the length of the train. His progress was agonizingly dow. Within minutes he
redlized that he was going to miss hisintended schedule, and badly. He would still be crawling dong the
rooftops when the train reached Ashford Station; and then he would be spotted, and the jig would be up.

Pierce had amoment of profound rage that thisfina step in the plan should be, in the end, the only thing
to goirretrievably wrong. The fact that the error was entirdly his own doing merely increased hisfury. He
gripped the pitching, swaying carnage roof and swore into the wind, but the blast of air was so loud he
did not hear hisown voice.

He knew, of course, what he must do, but he did not think about it. He continued forward as best he
could. He was midway adong the fourth of the seven second-class carriages when he fdlt the train begin to
dow beneath him. The whistle screamed.

Squinting ahead, he saw Ashford Station, atiny red rectangle with agray roof in the far distance. He
could not make out any details, but he knew that in less than aminute the train would be near enough that
passengers on the platform could see him on the roof. For a brief moment, he wondered what they would
think if they did see him, and then he got up and ran, sprinting forward, leaping from one car to the next
without hesitation, haf blinded by the smoke that poured from the engine funnel back toward him.

Somehow he made it safely to the first-class coach, swung down, opened the door, dropped into his
compartment, and immediately pulled the blinds. The train was now chugging very dowly, and as Pierce
collapsed into his seat he heard the hiss of the brakes and the porter's cry: "Ashford Station... Ashford...
Adhford..."

Pierce sghed.

They had doneit.

Chapter 45

The End of theLine

Twenty-seven minutes later, thetrain arrived at Folkestone, the end of the South Eastern Railway line,
and all the passengers disembarked. Pierce emerged from his compartment, appearing, he said, "far
better than | deserved, but far from sartoria correctness, to put it lightly."



Although he had hastily employed handkerchief and spittle to clean hisface and hands, he had
discovered the soot and grime on his flesh to be most recacitrant. As he had no mirror, he could only
guess at the condition of hisface, but his hands were no cleaner than akind of pae gray. Furthermore, he
suspected that his sandy-colored hair was now agood ded darker than previoudy, and he was grateful
that most of it would be covered by histop hat.

But except for the top hat, al his clothing fitted poorly. Even in an age when most peopl€e's clothing fitted
poorly, Pierce felt himsalf especialy noticeable. The trousers were almost two inches short of an
acceptable length, and the cut of the coat, athough elegant enough, was of the extreme and showy
fashion that true gentlemen of breeding avoided asindecently nouveau riche. And, of course, he reeked
of dead cat.

Thus Pierce stepped out onto the crowded Folkestone platform with an inner dread. He knew that most
observerswould put down his appearance as a sham: it was common enough for men who aspired to be
gentlemen to obtain secondhand goods, which they wore proudly, obliviousto theill fit of the garments.
But Pierce was all too aware that Henry Fowler, whose entire conscious being was atuned to the
nuances of socid standing, would spot the peculiarity of Pierce's gppearance in an instant, and would
wonder what was amiss. He would almost certainly redlize that Pierce had changed clothing for some
reason during the ride, and he would wonder about that aswell.

Pierce's only hope lay in keeping his distance from Fowler. He planned, if he could, to make off with a
distant wave of goodbye, and an air of pressing business that precluded social amenities. Fowler would
certainly understand aman who looked after businessfirst. And , from adistance, with the intervening
throng of people, Pierce's bizarre dress might possibly escape hiseye.

Asit happened, Fowler came charging through the crowd before Pierce could spot him. Fowler had the
woman beside him, and he did not ook happy.

"Now, Edward," Fowler began crisply, "1 should be forever in your debt if you would---" He broke off,
and hismouth fell open.

Dear God, Pierce thought. It's finished.
"Edward," Fowler said, staring at hisfriend in astonishment.

Pierce's mind was working fast, trying to anticipate questions, trying to come up with answers; hefelt
himsalf bresk into aswest.



"Edward, my dear fellow, you look terrible."
"l know," Pierce began, "you see---"

"Y ou look ghastly near to death itself. Why, you are positively gray as a corpse. When you told me you
suffered fromtrains, | hardly imegined... Areyou dl right?"

"l believe 0," Pierce said, with aheartfet sigh. "'l expect | shall be much improved after | dine."

"Dine? Yes, of course, you must dine a once, and take a draught of brandy, too. Y our circulation is
duggish, from the look of you. | should join you myself, but--- ah, | see they are now unloading the gold
which ismy deep responsbility. Edward, can you excuse me? Are you truly well?!

"| gppreciate your concern,” Pierce began, "and---"

"Perhgps | can hdp him," thegirl said.

"Oh, capital idea," Fowler said. "Most splendid. Splendid. She's acharmer, Edward, and | leave her to
you." Fowler gave him aqueer look at thislast comment, and then he hurried off down the platform
toward the luggage van, turning back onceto cal, "Remember, a good strong draught of brandy'sthe
thing." And then hewas gone.

Pierce gave an enormous sigh, and turned to the girl "How could he miss my clothes?!

"Y ou should see your countenance,” she said. Y ou look horrible.” She glanced at hisclothes. "And |
see you've adead man's dunnage.”

"Mineweretorn by thewind."

"Then you have done the pull ?*

Pierce only grinned.

Pierce | eft the station shortly before noon. The girl, Brigid Lawson, remained behind to supervise the
loading of her brother's coffin onto a cab. Much to theirritation of the porters, she turned down severd
waiting cabs at the gtation, claiming she had made arrangementsin advance for a particular one.

The cab did not arrive until after one o'clock. The driver, an ugly massve brute with ascar across his
forehead, helped with the loading, then whipped up the horses and galloped away. No one noticed when,
at the end of the street, the cab hdted to pick up another passenger, an ashen-colored gentleman in
ill-fitting clothes. Then the cab rattled off, and disgppeared from sight.



By noon, the strongboxes of the Huddleston & Bradford Bank had been transferred, under armed
guard, from the Folkestone railway station to the Channel steamer, which made the crossing to Ostend in
four hours. Allowing for the Continenta time change, it was 5 pm. when French customs officids signed
the requisite forms and took possession of the strongboxes. These were then transported, under armed
guard, to the Ostend railway terminus for shipment to Paris by train the following morning.

On the morning of May 23rd, French representatives of the bank of Louis Bonnard et Filsarrived at
Ostend to open the strongboxes and verify their contents, prior to placing them aboard the nine o'clock
train to Paris.

Thus, at about 8:15 am. on May 23rd, it was discovered that the strongboxes contained alarge quantity
of lead shot, sewninto individua cloth packets, and no gold at al.

This astounding devel opment was immediately reported to London by telegraph, and the message
reached Huddleston & Bradford's Westmingter offices shortly after 10 am. Immediately, it provoked the
most profound consternation in that firm's brief but respectable history, and the furor did not abate for
monthsto come,

Chapter 46.

A Brief History of the Inquiry

Predictably, theinitid reaction of Huddleston & Bradford was sheer dishdlief that anything was amiss.
The French cable had been composed in English and read: GOLD MISSED NOW WHERE IS, and
wassigned VERNIER, OSTEND.

Confronted by this ambiguous message, Mr. Huddleston announced that there had been, no doulb,
somesilly delay with the French customs authorities and he predicted the whole business would be
unraveled before teetime. Mr. Bradford, who had never the dightest attempt to concedl hisintense and
lifdong loathing for al things French, assumed that the filthy Frogs had misplaced the bullion, and were
now trying to fix the blamefor their own stupidity on the English. Mr. Henry Fowler, who had
accompanied the gold shipment to Folkestone and seen it safely onto the Channel steamer, observed that



the sgnature"Vernier" was an unfamiliar name, and speculated that the cable might be some sort of
practica joke. Thiswas, after dl, atime of increasingly strained rel ations between the English and thelr
French dlies.

Cablesrequesting--- and later demanding--- clarification flashed back and forth across the Channdl. By
noon, it appeared that the steamship crossing from Dover to Ostend had been sunk, and the bullion lost
in the mishap. However, by early afternoon it was clear the steamer had had an uneventful passage, but
amog everything e se was vastly more confused.

Cableswere now being fired off to al conceivable parties by the Paris bank, the French railway, the
English seamship line, the British railway, and the British bank, in dizzying profuson. Asthe day wore
on, the tone of the messages became more acrimonious and their content more ludicrous. Thewhole
thing reached asort of pinnacle when the manager of the South Eastern Railway in Folkestone
telegraphed the manager of the Britannic Steam Packet Company, aso in Folkestone: QUI EST M.
VERNIER. To this, the steamship manager shot back YOUR SCURRILOUS ALLEGATIONS
SHALL NOT GO UNCHALLENGED.

By teatime in London, the desks of the chief officers of Huddleston & Bradford were hegped with
telegrams and cables, and office boys were being dispatched to gentlemen's homes to inform wives that
their husbands would not be home for dinner, owing to urgent matters of business. The earlier
atmogphere of unruffled calm and disdain for French inefficiency was now fading, replaced by agrowing
sugpicion that something might actualy have happened to the gold. And it wasincreasingly clear that the
French were asworried as the English--- M. Bonnard himself had taken the afternoon train to the coast,
to investigate the Situation in Ostend &t first hand. M. Bonnard was anotorious recluse, and hisdecision
to travel was viewed asamos significant event.

By seven o'clock in London, when most of the bank's derks went home for the day, the mood of the
officerswas openly pessmistic. Mr. Huddleston was snappish; Mr. Bradford had the smell of gin on his
breath; Mr. Fowler was pale asaghost; and Mr. Trent's hands trembled. There was a brief moment of
elation around 7:30 pm., when the customs papers from Ostend, signed by the French the previous day,
arrived at the bank. They indicated that at 5 pm. on May 22nd the designated representative of Bonnard
et Fils, one Raymond Vernier, had signed for nineteen sealed strongboxes from Huddlestdn & Bradford
containing, according to the declaration, twelve thousand pounds sterling in bullion.

"Hereisther bloody desth warrant,” Mr. Huddleston said, waving the paper intheair, "and if there's
been any irregularity, it iswholly upon French heads." But thiswas an exaggeration of the legal Situation,
and he himsdlf knew it.

Soon after, Mr. Huddleston received along cable from Ostend:



YOUR CONSIGNMENT NINETEEN (19) STRONG BOXES ARRIVED OSTEND
YESTERDAY 22 MAY AT 1700 HOURS ABOARD SHIP"ARLINGTON" SAID
CONSIGNMENT ACCEPTED BY OUR REPRESENTATIVE WITHOUT BREAKING SEALS
WHICH APPEARED INTACT CONSIGNMENT PLACED IN OSTEND STRONG SAFEWITH
GUARD NIGHT 22 MAY FOLLOWING OUR CUSTOM NO EVIDENCE TAMPERING SAFE
GUARD CHARACTER RELIABLE MORNING 23 MAY OUR REPRESENTATIVE BROKE
SEALS YOUR CONSIGNMENT FOUND CONSISTING QUANTITY LEAD PELLETSFOR
GUN BUT NO GOLD PRELIMINARY INQUIRY REGARDING ORIGIN PELLETS SUGGESTS
ENGLISH MANUFACTURE REVIEW OF BROKEN SEALS SUGGESTS PREVIOUS BREAK
AND SECONDARY SEALING SKILLFUL NATURE NOT AROUSING SUSPICION AT
ORDINARY INSPECTION IMMEDIATELY NOTIFYING POLICE OFFICIALSALSO
GOVERNMENT IN PARISREMINDING ALL OF BRITISH ORIGIN BRITISH RAILWAY
BRITISH STEAMERSHIIPBRITISH SUBJECTS GUARDING THROUGHOUT REQUEST Y OU
INFORM BRITISH AUTHORITIES | AWAIT YOUR SOLUTION TO THISTRUE PUZZLE

LOUISBONNARD, PRESIDENT
BONNARD ET FIL3, PARIS

ORIGINEE: OSTEND

Mr. Huddleston'sfirst reaction to the cable was reported to be "a heated and forceful expletive,
provoked by the stresses of the moment and the lateness of the hour.” Heis aso said to have commented
extengvely on the French nation, the French culture, and the persona and hygienic habits of the French
populace. Mr. Bradford, even more vociferous, expressed his belief in the unnatural French fondnessfor
intimacy with barnyard crestures. Mr. Fowler was obvioudy intoxicated and Mr. Trent was suffering
painsin the chest.

It was nearly ten o'clock at night when the bankers were finaly calm enough for Mr. Huddleston to say
to Mr. Bradford: "I shdl natify the Minister. Y ou notify Scotland Yard."

Events of subsequent days followed a certain predictable pattern. The English suspected the French; the
French suspected the English; everyone suspected the English railway officids, who in turn suspected the
English seamship officids, who in turn suspected the French customs officids.



British police officersin France, and French police officersin England, rubbed shoulders with private
detectives hired by the banks, the railroads, and the shipping line. Everyone offered some sort of reward
for information leading to the arrest of the villains, and informants on both sdes of the Channel quickly
responded with adazzling profusion of tips and rumors.

Theories about the lost gold shipment ran the gamut from the most mundane--- a couple of French or
English hooligans stumbling upon afortuitous opportunity--- to the most grandiose--- an elaborate plot
by the highest officias of French or English government, engaged in aMachiavellian schemeintended
smultaneoudy to linetheir own pockets and to sour relaionswith their military dlies. Lord Cardigan
himsdlf, the great war hero, expressed the opinion that "it must surely be aclever combination of avarice
and Satecraft.”

Nevertheless, the most widespread belief, on both sides of the Channel, was that it was some kind of
insdejob. For onething, that was how most crimes were carried out. And, particularly in this case, the
complexity and neatness of the theft surely pointed to inside information and cooperation. Thus every
individual who had the dightest relationship to the Crimean gold shipment came under scrutiny, and was
interrogated by the authorities. The zedl of the police to gather information led to some unlikely
circumstances:. the ten-year-old grandson of the Folkestone harbormaster wastailed by a
plainclothesman for severd days--- for reasons that no one could quite recall later on. Such incidents
only increased the general confusion, and the process of interrogation dragged on for months, with each
new clue and possibility receiving the full attention of an eager and fascinated press.

No significant progress was made until June 17th, nearly a month after the robbery. Then, at the
ingstence of the French authorities, the safesin Ostend; aboard the English steamship, and on the South
Eagtern Railway were dl returned to their respective manufacturersin Paris, Hamburg, and London for
dismantling and examination of thelock mechanisms. The Chubb safes were discovered to contain telltale
scratchesingde the locks, aswell astraces of metal filings, grease, and wax. The other safes showed no
Sgnsaf tampering.

This discovery focused new attention on the luggage-van guard Burgess, who had been previoudy
questioned and released. On June 19th, Scotland Y ard announced awarrant for his arrest, but the same
day the man, hiswife, and histwo children vanished without atrace. In subsequent weeks of searching,
Burgesswas not found.

It was then recdled that the South Eastern Railway had suffered another robbery from itsluggage van,
only aweek prior to the bullion theft. The clear implication of generdly lax management by railway
authoritiesfed the growing public suspicion that the robbery must have occurred on the
L ondon-Folkestone train. And when the South Eastern Railway's hired detectives came forth with
evidence that the robbery had been carried out by French villains--- an dlegation quickly shown to be
groundless--- the public suspicion hardened into certainty, and the press began to refer to The Grest



Train Robbery.

All during July and August, 1855, The Great Train Robbery remained a sensationd topic in print and
conversation. Although no one could figure out quite how it had been done, its evident complexity and
audacity soon led to the unquestioned belief that it must have been carried out by Englishmen. The
previoudy suspect French were now deemed too limited and timid even to concelve such adashing
endeavor, to say nothing of bringing it off.

When, in late August, the police in New Y ork City announced they had captured the robbers, and that
they were Americans, the English press reacted with frankly scornful disbdief. And, indeed, some weeks
later it was learned that the New Y ork police were in error, and that their robbers had never set foot on
English soil, but were, in the words of one correspondent, "of that erratic turn of mind, wherein aman will
seize upon apublicized event, even if it be notorious, to gain the atention of the wider public, and thisto
satisfy hisdemented craving for amoment inthe limelight.”

The English newspapers printed every shred of rumor, hearsay, and speculation about the robbery; other
stories were danted to consider the robbery. Thuswhen Victoriamade avisit to Parisin August, the
presswondered in what way the robbery would affect her reception in that city. (It apparently made no
differenceat dl.)

But the plain fact was that throughout the summer months no single new devel opment occurred, and
inevitably interest began to wane. People'simaginations had been captured for four months. During that
time, they had progressed from hogtility toward the French, who had obvioudy stolen the gold in some
deazy, underhanded fashion, to suspicion of the English leaders of finance and industry, who were at best
guilty of grossincompetence and at worst culpable of the crimeitself, and eventualy to a sort of
admiration for the resourcefulness and daring of the English rogues who had plotted and carried out the
escapade--- however it was actually done.

But in the absence of fresh developments The Great Train Robbery became tedious, and eventually
public opinion turned distinctly sour. Having wallowed in addightful orgy of anti-French sentiment,
having deplored and applauded the villains themsdves, having relished the foibles of bankers,
railwaymen, diplomats, and police, the public was now ready to seeitsfaith restored in the basic
soundness of banks, railroads, government, and police. In short, they wanted the cul prits caught, and
quickly.

But the culprits were not caught. Officials mentioned "'possble new developmentsin the case” with ever
less conviction. In late September there was an anonymous story to the effect that Mr. Harranby of
Scotland Y ard had known of the impending crime but had failed to prevent it; Mr. Harranby vigoroudy
denied these rumors, but there were afew scattered callsfor hisresignation. The banking firm of



Huddleston & Bradford, which had enjoyed amild increase in business during the summer months, now
experienced amild decline. Newspapers featuring stories of the robbery sold fewer copies.

By October, 1855, The Great Train Robbery was no longer of interest to anyone in England. It had
comefull circle, from atopic of universal and endless fascination to a confused and embarrassing incident
that nearly everyone wished very much to forget.

PART FIVE : ARREST AND TRIAL : November, 1856 - August, 1857

Chapter 47

The Bug-Hunter's Chance

November 5th, known as Powder Plot Day or Guy Fawkes Day, had been anationa holiday in England
since 1605. But the cel ebration, observed the Newsin 1856, "has of late years been made subservient to
the cause of charity aswell as mere amusement. Hereis alaudable instance. On Wednesday evening a
grand display of fireworkstook place on the grounds of the Merchant Seamen's Orphan Asylum,
Bow-road, in ad of the funds of the ingtitution. The grounds wereilluminated somewhat after the fashion
adopted at VVauxhall, and aband of music was engaged. In the rear of the premises was agibbet, to
which was suspended an effigy of the Pope; and around it were severa barrels of tar, which at the
proper time were consumed in amost formidable blaze. The exhibition was attended by alarge
concourse of people, and the result promised to be of considerable benefit to the funds of the charity.”

Any combination of large crowds and distracting spectacles was, of course, aso of consderable benefit
to pickpockets, cut-purses, and dolly-mops, and the police at the orphan asylum that night were busy
indeed. In the course of the evening, no fewer than thirteen "vagrants, vagabonds and petty villains' were
apprehended by officers of the Metropolitan Force, including afemae who was accused of robbing an
intoxicated gentleman. This arrest was made by one Constable Johnson, and the manner of it was
sufficiently idiosyncratic to merit Some explanation.

The mgor features are clear enough. Constable Johnson, aman of twenty-three, was walking the asylum
grounds when, by the flaring light of the fireworks exploding overhead, he observed afemae crouched
over the progtrate form of aman. Fearing the gentleman might beill, Constable Johnson went to offer
help, but at his approach the girl took to her heels. Constable Johnson gave chase, apprehending the
femde ashort distance away when she tripped on her skirts and tumbled to the ground.

Observing her at close hand to be "afemae of lewd aspect and lascivious comportment,” he at once



surmised the true nature of her atentions to the gentleman; namely, that she was robbing him, in his
intoxicated stupor, and that she was the lowest form of criminal, a"bug-hunter." Constable Johnson
promptly arrested her.

The saucy minx put her hands on her hipsand glared at him in open defiance. "There's not a pogue upon
me," she declared, which words must surely have given Constable Johnson pause. He faced a serious
dilemma

In the Victorian view, proper male conduct demanded that al women, even women of the lowest sort,
be treated with caution and consideration for the delicacy of their feminine nature. That nature, noted a
contemporary paiceman'smanua of conduct, "with its sacred emotiona wellsprings, its ennobling
materna richness, its exquisite sengtivity and profound fragility, i.e., al those quaitieswhich comprisethe
very essence of womanly character, derive from the biologica or physio-logic principles which determine
al the differences between the sexes of male and femae. Thusit must be appreciated that the essence of
womanly character resdesin every member of that sex, and must be duly respected by an Officer, and
this despite the appearance, in certain vulgar personages, of the absence of said womanly character.”

Thebdief in abiologicaly determined persondlity in both men and women was accepted to some extent
by nearly everyone at dl levels of Victorian society, and that belief was held in the face of al sorts of
incongruities. A businessman could go off to work each day, leaving his"unreasoning” wifeto run an
enormous household, a businesslike task of formidable proportions; yet the husband never viewed his
wifesactivitiesin that way.

Of al the absurdities of the code, the most difficult was the predicament of the policeman. A woman's
inherent fragility crested obvious difficultiesin the handling of femae lawbreakers. Indeed, crimina s took
advantage of the Situation, often employing afema e accomplice precisaly because the police were so
reluctant to arrest.

Constable Johnson, confronted by this drafted minx on the night of November 5th, was fully aware of his
Stuation. The woman claimed to have no stolen goods on her person; and if thiswas true, shewould
never be convicted, despite histestimony that he had found her bug-hunting. Without a pocket watch or
some other indisputably masculine article, the girl would go free.

Nor could he search her: the very ideathat he might touch the woman's body was unthinkable to him.
His only recourse was to escort her to the station, where a matron would be cdled to perform the
search. But the hour was late; the matron would have to be roused from her bed, and the station was
some blocks distant. In the course of being escorted through dark streets, the little tart would have many
opportunitiesto rid hersdf of incriminating evidence.



Furthermore, if Constable Johnson brought her in, called for the matron, raised al manner of fussand
gtir, and then it was discovered the girl was clean, he would look a proper fool and receive a tiff rebuke.
He knew this; and so did the girl standing before him in a posture of brazen defiance.

Altogether it was a Situation not worth the risk or the bother, and Constable Johnson would have liked
to send her off with ascolding. But Johnson had recently been advised by his superiorsthat hisarrest
record |eft something to be desired; he had been told to be more vigilant in his pursuit of wrongdoing.
And there was the strong implication that hisjob hung in the baance.

So Congtable Johnson, in the intermittent, sputtering glow of the bursting fireworks, decided to take the
bug-hunter in for a search--- to the girl's open astonishment, and despite his own rather considerable
reluctance.

Dadby, the gtation sergeant, wasin afoul humor, for he was cdled upon to work on the night of the
holiday, and he resented missing the festivities that he knew were taking place al around him.

Heglared at Johnson and the woman at his side. The woman gave her name as Alice Nelson, and stated
her age was "eighteen or thereabouts." Dalby sighed and rubbed his face degpily ashefilled in theforms.
He sent Johnson off to collect the matron. He ordered the girl to Sit in acorner. The station was deserted,
and slent except for the distant pop and whistle of fireworks.

Dalby had aflask in his pocket, and at late hours he often took a daffy or two when there was no one
about. But now this saucy little bit of no-good business was sitting there, and whatever €l se wasthe truth
of her, shewas keeping him from his nip; the ideairked him, and he frowned into space, feding
frustrated. Whenever he couldn't have a daffy, he wanted it especially much, or so it seemed.

After aspace of time, the Judy spoke up. "If you granny I've a pink or two beneath me duds, see for
yourself, and now." Her tone was lascivious, the invitation was unmistakable, and to make it clearer, she
began to scratch her limbs through the skirt, in languorous fashion.

Y ou'll befinding what you want, | reckon," she added.



Dalby sighed.

The girl continued to scratch. "'l know to please you," she said, "and you may count on it, as God's me
witness."

"And earn the pox for my troubles," Daby said. "I know your sort, dearie.”

"Here, now," the girl protested, in a sudden shift from invitation to outrage. ™Y ou've no cal to voker
such-like. There's not atouch of pox upon me; and never been.”

"Aye, aye, aye," Daby said wesarily, thinking again of hisflask. "There. never is, isthere.”

Thelittle tart Igpsed into silence. She ceased scratching herself, and soon enough sat up straight in her
chair, adopting a proper manner. "Let'sus strike abargain,” she said, "and | warrant it'll be oneto your
liking"

"Dearie, theré's no bargain to be made," Dalby said, hardly paying atention. He knew thistedious
routine, for he saw it played out, again and again, every night he worked at the station. Somelittle bit of
goods would be tugged in on an officer'sarm, al protests of innocence. Then sheld settlein and make an
advance of favors, and if that was not taken up, she'd soon enough talk a bribe.

It was dwaysthe same.

"Set meto go," thegirl said, "and you'll have agold guinea.’

Ddby sighed, and shook his head. If this creature had a gold guinea on her, it was sure proof she'd been
bug-hunting, as young Johnson claimed.

"Well, then,” the girl said, "you shdl haveten." Her voice now had afrightened edge.

"Ten guineas?' Daby asked. That at |east was something new; held never been offered ten guineas
before. They must be counterfeit, he thought.

"Teniswhat | promiseyou, right enough.”



Daby hestated. In his own eyes he was aman of principle, and he was a seasoned officer of the law.
But hisweekly wage was fifteen shillings, and sometimesit came none too promptly. Ten guineaswasa
subgtantia item and no mistake. He let his mind wander, over theidea

"Whll, then," the girl said, taking his hesitation for something else, "it shal be ahundred! A hundred gold
guineed"

Dalby laughed. His mood was broken, and his daydreams abruptly ended. In her anxiety the girl was
obvioudy weaving an ever wilder story. A hundred guineas! Absurd.

"You don't bdieve me?'

"Bedill," he sad. Histhoughts returned to the flask in his pocket.

Therewas a short silence while the tart chewed her lip and frowned. Findlly she said, "I know athing or
two."

Ddby stared at the celling. It was al so dreary and predictable. After the bribe failed, there camethe
offer of information about some crime or other. The progression was aways the same. Out of boredom,
asmuch asanything e se, he said, "And what isthisthing or two?"

"A ream dght of aflash pull, and no dang.”
"And what may that be?’
"I know who did the train-robbery lay."

"Mother of God," Daby said, "but you're aclever judy. Why, do you know that's the very thing were dl
wanting to hear--- and hear it we have, from every blasted muck-snipe, smatter-hauler, and bug-picker
who comes our way. Every blasted one knowsthetaeto tell. I've heard a hundred blows with these
very earsyou see here" He gave her awan amile.

Infact, Dalby was feding something like pity for the girl. She was such a down-and-out case, a
bug-hunter, the lowest form of common and deazy clime, and hardly able to formulate areasonable
bribe. In truth, Dalby seldom was offered information about the train robbery any more. That wasold
news, and nobody cared. There were half adozen more recent and captivating crimes to blow.



"It'sno dang cover," the girl said. "l know the screwsman did the pull, and | can put you to him swift
enough.”

"Aye, aye, aye," Ddby sad.

"l swear," the girl protested, looking ever more desperate. "1 swear.”

"Who's the bloke, then?’

"I'll not say."

"Aye, but | suppose,”" Ddby sad, "that you'll find this gent for usif only we set you freefor abit of
hunting him down, isn't that right?* Dal by shook his head and looked at the girl to see her expression of
agtonishment. They were dways astonished, these low types, to hear a crusher fill in the details of their
tale. Why did they always take aman of the force for atota flat and dumb fool ?

But it was Daby who was surprised, for the girl very camly said, "No."

"No?' Daby sad.

"No," thegirl replied. "1 know exact where he'sto be found.”

"But you must lead usto him?' Daby said.

"No," thegirl sad.

"No?' Daby hestated. "Well, then, where's he to be found?"

"Newgate Prison,” the girl said.

Severd moments passed before Dalby fully appreciated her words. "Newgate Prison?' he said.

The girl nodded.

"Whét's his name, then?'

Thegirl grinned.

Soon after, Dalby called for arunner to go to the Yard and notify Mr. Harranby's office directly,

for herewas agory so Srangeit very likely had sometruth to it.

By dawn, the basic Stuation was clear to the authorities. The woman, Alice Nelson, was the mistress of
one Robert Agar, recently arrested on a charge of forging five-pound notes. Agar had protested his



innocence; he was now in Newgate Prison awaiting histria in court.

The woman, deprived of Agar'sincome, had turned to various crimes to support herself, and was
nabbed in the act of picking abug. According to alater officia report, she showed "amost overpowering
apprehension of confinement,” which probably meant she was claustrophaobic. In any case, sheturned
nose on her lover, an o dl that she knew, which waslittle enough--- but enough for Mr. Harranby to

send for Agar.

Chapter 48

Kangaroo-Hunting

"A thorough comprehengon of the devious crimind mind," wrote Edward Harranby in hismemoirs, "is
vital to policeinterrogation.” Harranby certainly had that comprehension, but he had to admit that the man
seated before him, coughing and hacking, presented a particularly difficult case. They werein their
second hour of questioning, but Robert Agar stuck to his story.

In interrogations, Harranby favored the introduction of abrupt new lines of inquiry to keep the villains of f
balance. But Agar seemed to handle the technique easlly.

"Mr. Agar,” Harranby said. "Who is John Simms?

"Never heard of 'im."

"Who is Edward Pierce?"

"Never heard of 'im. | told you that." He coughed into a handkerchief offered him by Harranby's
assigtant, Sharp.

"lan't thisman Pierce afamous cracksman?"

"I wouldn't know."

"Y ou wouldn't know." Harranby sighed. He was certain Agar was lying. His posture, hisflicking
downcast eyes, his hand gestures--- everything suggested deceit. "Well, now, Mr. Agar. How long have

you been forging?'

"l didn't do no soft,” Agar said. "'l swear it wasn't me. | wasin the pub downgtairs, having adaffy or two
isdl. | svear."

"You areinnocent?"



"Aye | am."

Harranby paused. "You'relying," he said.

"It'sGod'struth,” Agar said.

"WEell seeyou in the stir for many years. Make no mistake about it."
"Therés no blame upon me," Agar said, getting excited.

"Lies, dl lies. You're acounterfeiter, pure and smple.”

"l swear," Agar said. "I'd not do any soft. There's no sensetoit---" Abruptly, he broke off.

Therewasabrief glencein the room, punctuated only by the ticking of aclock on thewadl. Harranby
had purchased the clock especidly for itstick, which was steady, loud, and irritating to prisoners.

"Why isthere no sensetoit?" he asked softly.
"I'm honest iswhy," Agar said, staring at thefloor.
"What honest work do you do?"

"Loca work. Here and there."

That was a nonspecific excuse, but possible enough. In London at that time, there were nearly half a
million unskilled laborers who worked at various odd jobs whenever the jobs were available.

"Where have you worked?"
"Well, let's see, now," Agar said, squinting. "1 did aday for the gasworks at Millbank, loading. | did two
days a Chenworth, hauling bricks. A week past | did some hoursfor Mr. Barnham, cleaning hiscdlar. |
go wherel can, you know."

"These employerswould remember you?"

Agar smiled. "Maybe."

Here was another dead end for Harranby. Employers of casua labor often did not recal their workers,
or recaled them incorrectly. Either way, it wouldn't mean much.



Harranby found himsdf staring at the man's hands. Agar's hands were clenched in hislap. Then
Harranby noticed that the little fingernail on one hand was long. It had been bitten at, to concedl thisfact,
but it was still somewhat long.

A long fingernail might mean al sortsof things. Sallorsworeanall long for luck, particularly Greek
sailors, then, too, certain clerkswho used sedlskept anail long to pluck the seal from the hot wax. But
for Agar...

"How long have you been a screwsrnan?' Harranby said.

"Eh?" Agar replied with an expression of eaborate innocence. " Screwsman?'

"Come, now," Harranby said. "Y ou know what ascrewsmanis.”

"l worked as asawyer once. Spent ayear in the north, working in amill asasawyer, | did.”
Harranby was not distracted. "Did you make the keys for the safes?’

"Keys? What keys?'

Harranby sighed. "Y ou've no future as an actor, Agar.”

"| don't take your meaning, sir,” Agar said. "What keys are you talking of ?*

"The keysto the train robbery."

Here Agar laughed. "Cor," hesaid. "You think if | wasin on that flash pull I'd be doing a bit of soft now?
Y ou think that? That's Blocky, thet is."

Harranby's face was expressionless, but he knew that Agar was right. It made no sense for aman who
had participated in a twel ve-thousand-pound theft to be stamping out five-pound notes ayear later.

"Theré'sno usein pretending,” Harranby said. "We know that Simms has abandoned you. He doesn't
care what happensto you--- why are you protecting him?"

"Never heard of im," Agar said.
"Lead usto him, and you'll have afinereward for your troubles.
"Never heard of 'im," Agar said sgain. "Can't you seethat plain?"

Harranby paused and stared at Agar. The man was quite cam, except for his coughing attacks. He
glanced a Sharp, inthe corner. It wastime for a different approach.



Harranby picked up a piece of paper from his desk, and put on his spectacles. "Now, then, Mr. Agar,”
he said. "Thisisareport on your past record. It's none too good.”

"Past record?’ Now his puzzlement was genuine. "1've no past record.”

"Indeed you do," Harranby said, running hisfinger along the print on the paper. "Robert Agar... hum...
twenty-six yearsold... hmm... born Bethnal Green... hmm... Yes, herewe are. Bridewdll prison, Six
months, charge of vagrancy, in 1849---"

"That's not true!" Agar exploded.

"---and Coldbath, one year eight months, charge of robbery, in 1852---"

"Not true, | swear it, not true!"

Harranby glared at the prisoner over hisglasses. "It'sdl hereintherecord, Mr. Agar. | think the judge
will beinterested to learn it. What do you suppose he will get, Mr. Sharp?’

"Fourteen years trangportation, a least,” Sharp said, in athoughtful way.
"Umm, yes, fourteen yearsin Audrdia--- that sounds about right.”
"Audrdia" Agar sad, in ahushed voice,

"Well, | should think," Harranby said calmly. "Boating'sthething in acaselikethis."

Agar wasdlent.

Harranby knew that although "transportation” was popularly portrayed as amuch-feared punishment, the
criminas themselves viewed banishment to Australiawith equanimity or even pleasant expectation. Many
villains suspected that Austraiawas agreeable, and to "do the kangaroo hunts' was unquestionably
preferable to along stretch in an English prison.

Indeed, at thistime Sydney, in New South Wales, was athriving, handsome seaport of thirty thousand.
In addition, it was a place where "persond history is at a discount, and good memories and inquisitive
minds are particularly didiked...." And if it had its brutal sde--- butchers were fond of plucking poultry
whileit was il alive--- it was dso pleasant, with gadit streets, degant mansions, beeweled women, and
socid pretensons of itsown. A man like Agar could view transportation as, at the very least, amixed
blessng.



But Agar was greetly agitated. Plainly, he did not want to leave England. Seeing this, Harranby was
encouraged. He stood.

"That will bedl for now," hesad. "If inthe next day or so you fed that you have something you wish to
tell me, just inform the guards a Newgate."

Agar was ushered out of the room. Harranby sat back at his desk. Sharp came over.

"What were you reading?’ he asked.

Harranby picked up the sheet of paper from hisdesk. " A natification from the Buildings Committee” he
said, "to the effect that carriages are no longer to be parked in the courtyard.”

After three days, Agar informed the Newgate guards that he would like another audience with Mr.
Harranby. On November 13th, Agar told Harranby everything he knew about the robbery, in exchange
for the promise of lenient treatment and the vague possibility that one of the ingtitutionsinvolved--- the
bank or theraillway or even the government itself--- might seefit to present him with astipend from the
dill-outstanding offers of reward for information.

Agar did not know where the money was kept. He said that Pierce had been paying him amonthly
stipend in paper currency. The criminas had previoudy agreed that they would divide the profitstwo
years after the crime, in May of the following year, 1857.

Agar did, however, know the location of Pierces house. On the night of November 13th, the forces of

the Y ard surrounded the mansion of Edward Pierce, or John Simms, and entered it with barkers at the
ready. But the owner was not at home; the frightened servants explained that he had Ieft town to attend
the P.R. spectacle the following day in Manchester.

Chapter 49



TheP.R.

Technicdly, boxing matchesin England wereillegd, but they were held throughout the nineteenth
century, and drew an enormous, loyd following. The necessity to € ude authorities meant that abig match
might be shifted from town to town at the last minute, with vast crowds of pugilistic enthusiasts and
gporting bloods following al over the countryside.

The match on November 19th between Smashing Tim Revels, the Fighting Quaker, and the challenger,
Neddy Singleton, was moved from Liverpool to asmall town caled Eagle Welles, and eventudly to
Barrington, outsde Manchester. Thefight was attended by more than twenty thousand supporters, who
found the spectacle unsatisfactory.

In those days, the P.R., or prizering, had rules that would make the event almost unrecognizable to
modern eyes. Fighting was done bare-fisted by the combatants, who were careful to regulate their blows
in order to avoid injury to their own hands and wrists; a man who broke hisknuckles or wristsearly ina
contest was almost certain to lose. Rounds were of variable duration, and the fights had no prearranged
length. They often went fifty or even eighty rounds, thus lasting the better part of aday. The object of the
gport was for each man dowly and methodically to injure his opponent with asuccession of smdl cuts
and welts; knockouts were not sought. On the contrary, the proper fighter literally battered his opponent
into submission.

Neddy Singleton was hopeesdy outclassed by Smashing Tim from the sart. Early in the fight, Neddy
adopted the ruse of dropping to one knee whenever he was struck, in order to halt the fight and alow
him to catch his bresth. The spectators hissed and booed this ungentlemanly trick, but nothing could be
doneto prevent it, especidly asthe referee--- charged with giving the count of ten--- called out the
numbers with a downess that demonstrated he'd been paid off smartly by Neddy's backers. The
indignation of the fanswas tempered, at least, by the recognition that this chicanery had the side affect of
prolonging the bloody spectacle they had dl cometo witness.

With thousands of spectators standing about, including every manner of coarse and bruta ruffian, the
men of the Y ard were at some painsto operate unobtrusively. Agar, with arevolver at his spine, pointed
out Pierce and the guard Burgess from a distance. The two men were than apprehended with great
adroitness; abarker was pressad to each man's side, with whispered suggestion that they come along
quietly or take abit of lead for their trouble.

Pierce greeted Agar amiably. "Turned nose, did you?' he asked with asmile.

Agar could not meet hiseyes.



"Doesn't matter,” Pierce said. "I've thought of thisaswell, you know."

"I had no choice," Agar blurted ouit.

"Youll loseyour share" Pierce said camly.

At the periphery of the P.R. crowd, Pierce was brought before Mr. Harranby of the Y ard.
"Areyou Edward Pierce, dso known as John Simms?"

"l am," the man replied.

"Y ou are under arrest on a charge of robbery,” Mr. Harranby said.

TothisPiercereplied, "Y oull never hold me."

"| fancy that | will, gr," Mr. Harranby said.

By nightfall on November 19th, both Pierce and Burgess were, dong with Agar, in Newgate
Prison. Harranby quietly informed government officials of his success, but there was no announcement to

the press, for Harranby wanted to apprehend the woman known as Miriam, and the cabby Barlow, both
dtill at large. He a so wanted to recover the money.

Chapter 50

Winkling Out

On November 22nd, Mr. Harranby interrogated Pierce for the first time. The diary of his assistant,
Jonathan Sharp, recordsthat "H. arrived in office early, most carefully attired and looking his best. Had
cup of coffeeinstead of usua tea. Comments on how best to ded with Pierce, etc., etc. Said that he
suspected nothing could be got from Pierce without softening up.”

Infact, the interview was remarkably brief. At nine o'clock in the morning, Pierce was ushered into the
office and asked to St in achair, isolated in the middle of the room. Harranby, from behind his desk,
directed hisfirgt question with customary abruptness.

"Do you know the man caled Barlow?'

"Yes" Piercesad.



"Whereishenow?' "I don't know."

"Whereisthe woman caled Miriam?'

"l don't know."

"Where" said Mr. Harranby, "isthe money?"

"l don't know."

"It ssemsthat thereisagood deal you don't know."
"Yes" Piercesad.

Harranby appraised him for amoment. There was a short silence. "Perhaps," Harranby said, "atimein
the Stedl will strengthen your powers of memory."

"I doubt it," Pierce said, with no sign of anxiety. Soon after, he was taken from the room.

Alone with Sharp, Harranby said, "1 shall break him, you may be sure of that." The same day, Harranby
arranged for Pierce to be transferred from Newgate Prison to the House of Correction at Coldbath
Feds, dso caled the Badtille. "The Sted" was not ordinarily aholding place for accused criminds
awaiting trid. But it was afrequent ruse for police to send aman there if some information had to be
"winkled out" of him beforethetrid.

The Stedl was the most dreaded of al English prisons. In avisit in 1853, Henry Mayhew described its
features. Chief among them, of course, were the cockchafers, narrow boxesin arow with "the
gppearance of the stdlsin apublic urind," where prisoners remained for fifteen-minute intervals, treading
down awhed of twenty-four steps. A warder explained the virtues of the cockchafer in thisway: "You
see the men can get no firm tread like, from the steps aways sinking away from under their feet and that
makesit very tiring. Again the compartments are small, and the air becomes very hot, so that the heet at
the end of aquarter of an hour rendersit difficult to bresthe.”

Even less pleasant was shot-drill, an exercise so rigorous that men over forty-five were usudly
exempted. In this, the prisoners formed acircle with three paces separating each. At asignal, each man
picked up atwenty-four-pound cannonball, carried it to his neighbor's place, dropped it, and returned to
hisorigina position where another shot awaited him. The drill went on for an hour at atime.

Most feared of dl was "the crank," adrum filled with sand and turned with acrank handle. It was usualy
reserved asaspecid punishment for unruly prisoners.



Thedaily regimen of Coldbath Fieldswas so debilitating thet even after a shot sentence of Sx months,
many aman emerged "with the stedl gone out of him™ hisbody damaged, nerves shot, and resolution so
enfeebled that his ability to commit further crimeswas severdly impaired.

Asaprisoner awaiting tria, Pierce could not be made to undergo the stepper, the shot-drill, or the
crank; but he was obliged to follow the rules of prison conduct, and if he broke the rule of silence, for
example, he might be punished by atime at the crank. Thus one may presume that the guards frequently
accused him of speaking, and he was treated to " softening up.”

On December 19th, after four weeksin the Stedl, Pierce was again brought to Harranby's office.
Harranby had told Sharp that "now we shall see athing or two," but the second interrogation turned out
to be asbrief asthefirg:

"Whereisthe man Barlow?"

"l don't know."

"Whereisthe woman Miriam?'
"l don't know."

"Whereisthe money?"

"l don't know."

Mr. Harranby, coloring deeply, the veins standing out on his forehead, dismissed Pierce with avoice
filled with rage. As Pierce was taken away, he cdmly wished Mr. Harranby a pleasant Christmas.

"The cheek of the man," Harranby later recorded, "was beyond al imagining.”

Mr. Harranby during this period was under considerable pressure from severd fronts. The bank of
Huddleston & Bradford wanted its money back, and made its fedings known to Harranby through the
offices of none other than the Prime Minigter, Lord Pamerston himself. Theinquiry from "Old Pam” was
initself embarrassng, for Harranby had to admit that he had put Pierce in Coldbath Fields, and the
implications of that were none too gentlemanly.



Pamergton expressed the opinion that it was "abit irregular,” but Harranby consoled himself with the
thought that any Prime Minister who dyed hiswhiskers was hardly in a position to berate othersfor
dissambling.

Pierce remained in Coldbath until February 6th, when he was again brought before Harranby .,

"Whereisthe man Barlow?'

"l don't know."

"Whereisthe woman Miriam?"'

"l don't know."

"Whereisthe money?"

"Inacrypt, in Saint John's Wood," Pierce said.
Harranby sat forward. "What was that?'

"Itisgtored," Pierce said blandly, "in acrypt in the name of John Smms, in the cemetery of Martin Lane,
Saint John's Wood."

Harranby drummed his fingers on the desk. "Why have you not come forth with thisinformation earlier?!
"] did not want to," Pierce said.

Harranby ordered Pierce taken away to Coldbath Fields once more.

On February 7th, the crypt was located, and the appropriate dispensations obtained to open it. Mr.
Harranby, accompanied by arepresentative of the bank; Mr. Henry Fowler, opened the vault a noon
that day. There was no coffin in the crypt--- and neither was there any gold. Upon re-examination of the
crypt door, it appeared that the lock had been recently forced.

Mr. Fowler was extremely angry at the discovery, and Mr. Harranby was extremely embarrassed. On
February 8th, the following day, Pierce was returned to Harranby's office and told the news.



"Why," Pierce said, "the villains must have robbed me."

Hisvoice and manner did riot suggest any great distress, and Harranby said so.
"Barlow," Piercesaid. "l always knew hewas not to be trusted.”

"So you bdieve it was Barlow who took the money?"

"Who else could it be?'

There was a short sllence. Harranby listened to the ticking of his clock; for once, it irritated him more
than his subject. Indeed, his subject appeared remarkably at ease.

"Do you not care," Harranby said, "that your confederates have turned on you in thisfashion?!

"It'sjust my ill luck,” Pierce said camly. "And yours," he added, with adight amile.

"By his collected manner and polished demeanour,” Harranby wrote, "I presumed that he had fabricated
gtill another tale to put us off the mark. But in further attemptsto learn the truth | was frustrated, for on
thefirgt of March, 1857, the Times reporter learned of Pierces capture, and he could no longer
conveniently be held in custody.”

According to Mr. Sharp, his chief received the newspaper story of Pierce's capture "with heated
imprecation and g aculations.” Harranby demanded to know how the papers had been put on to the
gory. The Times refused to divulgeits source. A guard at Coldbath who was thought to have given out
the information was discharged, but nobody was ever certain one way or the other. Indeed; it was even
rumored that the lead had come from Pamerston's office.

In any case, thetria of Burgess, Agar, and Pierce was set to begin on July 12, 1857.

Chapter 51

The Trid of an Empire

Thetrid of the three train robbers was greeted by the public with the same sensationd interest it had
earlier shown inthe crimeitself. The prosecuting officias, mindful of the attention focused upon the event,
took care to heighten the dramainherent in the proceedings. Burgess, the most minor of the players, was
brought to the docket of Old Bailey first. The fact that this man knew only parts of the whole story only



whetted the public appetite for further details.

Agar wasinterrogated next, providing still more information. But Agar, like Burgess, was adistinctly
limited man, and histestimony served only to focus attention on the persondity of Pierce himself, whom
the pressreferred to as "the magter criminad™ and "the brilliant malignant force behind the deed.”

Pierce was still incarcerated in Coldbath Fields, and neither the public nor the press had seen him. There
was plenty of freedom for eager reporters to conjure up wild and fanciful accounts of the man's
gppearance, manner, and style of living. Much of what was written during the first two weeks of duly,
1857, was obvioudy untrue; that Pierce lived with three mistressesin the same house, and was "a human
dynamao"; that he had been behind the great check swindle of 1852; that he was the illegitimate son of
Napoleon |; that Pierce took cocaine and laudanum; that he had previousy been married to a German
countess and had murdered her in 1848, in Hamburg. Thereis not the least evidence that any of these
goriesiscorrect, but it is certainly true that the presswhipped public interest to the point of frenzy.

Even Victoria hersdlf was not immune to the fascination with "this most bold and dastardly rogue, whom
we should like to perceive a first hand." She also expressed adesire to see his hanging; shewas
gpparently not aware that in 1857 grand theft was no longer acapitd offensein England.

For weeks, crowds had been gathering around Coldbath Fields, on the unlikely chance of getting alook
at the magter thief. And Pierce's house in Mayfair was broken into on three occasions by avid souvenir
hunters. One "wellborn woman'--- thereis no further description--- was apprehended while leaving the
house with a man's handkerchief. Showing not the dightest embarrassment, she said that she merely
wished to have atoken of the man.

The Times complained that this fascination with acrimina was "unseemly, even decadent” and went so
far asto suggest that the behavior of the public reflected "somefatd flaw in the character of the English
mind."

Thus, it isone of the odd coincidences of history that by the time Pierce began histestimony, on May
29th, the public and the press had turned their attention elsawhere. For, quite unexpectedly, England was
facing anew tria of nationa proportions: a shocking and bloody uprising in India



The growing British Empire--- some called it the Brutish Empire--- had suffered two major setbacksin
recent decades. Thefirst wasin Kabul, Afghanistan, in 1842, where 16,500 British soldiers, women, and
children died in six days. The second setback was the Crimean War, now concluded, with demands for
army reform. That sentiment was so strong that Lord Cardigan, previoudy anationa hero, wasin
disrepute; he was even accused (unfairly) of not being present for the charge of the Light Brigade, and his
marriage to the notorious equestrienne Adeline Horsey de Horsey had further tarnished his standing.

Now the Indian Mutiny arose as athird affront to English world supremacy, and another blow to English
sdf-confidence. That the English were confident in Indiais evident from the fact that they had only
34,000 European troopsin that country, commanding aquarter of amillion native soldiers, called sepoys,
who were not excessively loyd to their English leaders.

Since the 1840s, England had been increasingly highhanded in India. The new evangdlical fervor of
righteousness at home had led to ruthless religious reform abroad; thuggee and suttee had been stamped
out, and the Indians were not atogether pleased to see foreigners changing their ancient religious

patterns.

When the English introduced the new Enfidld riflein 1857, the cartridges for the rifle came from the
factory liberally coated with grease. It was necessary to bite the cartridges to rel ease the powder. Among
the sepoy regiments there was a rumor that the grease was made from pigs and cows, and thus these
cartridges were atrick to defile the sepoys and make them bresak caste.

English authorities acted quickly.

In January, 1857, it was ordered that factory-greased cartridges were to beissued only to European
troops, the sepoys could grease their own with vegetable oil. This sensible edict cametoo late to halt the
bad feding, however. By March, the first English officers were shot by sepoysin sporadic incidents. And
in May agenuine, uprising broke out.

The most famous episode of the Indian Mutiny occurred at Cawnpore, atown of 150,000 on the banks
of the Ganges. From amodern perspective, the siege of Cawnpore seemsakind of crystallization of all
that was noble and foolish about Victorian England. A thousand British citizens, including three hundred
women and children, were under fire for eighteen days. Living conditions"violated dl the decenciesand
proprieties of life, and shocked the modesty of ... womanly nature.” Y et in the early days of the Siege, life
went on with extraordinary normaness. Soldiers drank champagne and dined on tinned herring. Children
played around the guns. Severd babieswere born, and awedding took place, despite the constant rain
of rifleand artillery fire, day and night.



Later, everyone was rationed to asingle meal aday, and soon they were eating horsemest, "though
some ladies could not reconcile themsdves to this unaccustomed fare.” The women gave up their
undergarments for wadding for the guns. " The gentlewomen of Cawnpore gave up perhaps the most
cherished components of their feminine attire to improve the ordnance...."

The situation became increasingly desperate. There was no water, except from awell outside the
encampment; soldierstrying to get water were shot in the attempt. The daytime temperatures reached
138 degrees Fahrenheit. Several men died of sunstroke. A dry well inside the compound was used asa
grave for corpses.

On June 12th, one of the two buildings caught fire and burned to the ground. All medica supplieswere
destroyed. Y et the English il held out, beating back every attack.

On June 25th, the sepoys called atruce, and offered the English safe passage by ship to Allahabad, a
city ahundred miles downstream. The English accepted.

The evacuation began a dawn on June 27th. The English moved onto forty riverboats, under the
watchful eye of armed sepoysall around them. As soon asthe last Englishman was aboard the boats, the
native boatmen jumped into the water. The sepoys opened fire on the ships, till tied up to the shore.
Soon most of the boats were aflame, and the river was littered with corpses and drowning bodies. Indian
cavalrymen splashed through the shalows, cutting down survivors with sabers. Every man waskilled.

The women and children were taken to amud building a ong the shore and held there in suffocating heat
for some days. Then on July 15th, several men, including anumber of butchers by trade, entered the
house with sabers and knives and daughtered everyone present. The dismembered bodies, including
"some not dtogether lifeless,” were dumped into anearby well, and were said to havefilled it.

The English a home, expressing their "muscular Chrigtianity,” screamed for bloody revenge. Even the
Times, swept along in the fury of the moment, demanded that "every tree and gable-end in the place
should haveits burden in the shape of amutineer's carcass.” Lord Pamerston announced that the Indian
rebels had acted as "demons sdlying forth from the lowest depths of hell.”



At such amoment, the gppearance of acrimina before the docket of Old Bailey, for a crime committed
two years past, was of very minor interest. But there were some reports on the insde pages of the
dailies, and they are fascinating for what they revea about Edward Pierce.

He was brought before the bar for the first time on July 29th: "handsome, charming, composed, €l egant
and roguish." He gave histestimony in an even, utterly calm tone of voice, but his sSatements were
inflammeatory enough. He referred to Mr. Fowler as"asyphilitic fool" and Mr. Trent as"an elderly
nincompoop.” These comments led the prosecutor to inquire of Pierce's views on Mr. Harranby, the man
who had apprehended him. " A puffed-up dandy with the brains of a schoolboy," Pierce announced,
drawing agasp from the court, for Mr. Harranby wasin the gallery as an observer. Mr. Harranby was
seen to color deeply, and the veins stood out on hisforehead.

Even more astounding than Mr. Pierceswords was his general demeanor, for "he carried himself
extremely well, and proudly, and gave no hint of contrition, nor any trace of mora remorse for his black
deeds. Quite the opposite, he seemed to, demonstrate an enthusiasm for his own cleverness as he
recounted the various steps in the plan.

"He appears,” noted the Evening Standard, "to take adegree of ddight in hisactionswhich iswholly
inexplicable”

Thisddight extended to adetailed accounting of the foibles of other withesses, who were themsalves
most reluctant to testify. Mr. Trent was fumbling and nervous, and greaily embarrassed ("with ample
reason,” snapped one outraged observer) at what he had to report, while Mr. Fowler recounted his own
experiencesin avoice so low that the prosecutor was continually obliged to ask him to speak up.

There were afew shocksin Pierces testimony. One was the following exchange, which occurred on the
third day of his appearancein court:

"Mr. Pierce, are you acquainted with the cabby known as Barlow?'
"l am."

"Canyou tdl us hiswheregbouts?"

"l cannot.”

"Canyou tell uswhen you last saw him?”

"Y%, I Ca.].ll



"Please be so good to do so0."

"l saw him last x days ago, when he visted me at Coldbath Fields."

(Here there was a buzzing of voices within the court, and the judge rapped for order.)

"Mr. Pierce, why have you not brought forth thisinformation earlier?’

"] was not asked."

"What was the substance of your conversation with this man Barlow?"

"We discussed my escape.”

"Then | takeit, you intend with the aid of this man to make your escape?”’

"| should prefer that it beasurprise,” Pierce said camly.

The congternation of the court was great, and the newspapers were plainly outraged: "A graceless,

unscrupulous, hideousfiend of avillain," said the Evening Standard. There were demandsthat he receive
the most severe possible sentence.

But Rierce's cdm manner never changed. He continued to be casudly outrageous. On August 1, Pierce
said in passing of Mr. Henry Fowler that "heisasbig afool as Mr. Brudend|.”

The prosecutor did not let the comment go by. Quickly he said, "Do you mean Lord Cardigan?”

"l mean Mr. James Brudendl."

"That is, infact, Lord Cardigan, isit not?"

"Y ou may refer to him however you wish, but he isno more than Mr. Brudenell to me.”
"Y ou defame a peer and the Inspector-General of the Cavalry."

"One cannot,” Pierce said, with hisusua camness, "defame afool.”

"Sir: you are accused of aheinous crime, may | remind you of that."

"I havekilled no one," Piercereplied, "but had | killed five hundred Englishmen through my own rank
Supidity | should be hanged immediately.”



This exchange was not widely reported in the newspapers, out of fear that Lord Cardigan would sue for
libel. But there was another factor: Pierce was, by histestimony, hammering a the foundations of asocia

structure aready perceived as under attack from many fronts. In short order, the master criminal ceased
to be fascinating to anyone.

Andinany case, Piercestria could not compete with tales of wild-eyed "niggers,”" asthey were caled,
charging into aroom full of women and children, rgping and killing the fema es, skewering the screaming
infants, and "digporting in a spectacle of blood-curdling hesthen atavism.”

Chapter 52

TheEnd

Pierce concluded histestimony on August 2nd. At that time, the prosecutor, aware that the public was
perplexed by the master crimind's cool demeanor and absence of guilt, turned to afind line of inquiry.

"Mr. Pierce," said the prosecutor, rising to hisfull height, "Mr. Pierce, | put it to you directly: did you
never fed, a any time, some sense of impropriety, some recognition of misconduct, some comprehension
of unlawful behavings, some mora misgivings, in the performance of these various crimind acts?'

"1 do not comprehend the question,” Pierce said.

The prosecutor was reported to have laughed softly. "Yes, | sugpect you do not; it iswritten al over
you."

At thispoint, His Lordship cleared histhroat and delivered the following speech from the bench:

"Sir," said the judge, "it isarecognized truth of jurisporudence that laws are created by men, and that
civilized men, in atradition of more than two millennia, agree to abide by these laws for the common
good of society. For itisonly by the rule of law that any civilization holdsitself above the promiscuous
squdor of barbarism. Thiswe know from al the history of the human race, and thiswe pass on in our
educationa processesto dl our citizens.



"Now, on the matter of motivation, Sir, | ask you: why did you conceive, plan, and execute this dastardly
and shocking crime?’

Pierce shrugged. "I wanted the money,” he said.

Following Pierce's testimony, he was handcuffed and escorted from the courtroom by two stout guards,
both armed. As Pierce left the court, he passed Mr. Harranby.

"Good day, Mr. Pierce," Mr. Harranby said.
"Goodbye," Piercereplied.

Pierce was taken out the back of Old Bailey to the waiting police van, which would drive him to
Coldbath Fields. A sizable crowd had gathered on the steps of the court. The guards pushed away the
crowd, which shouted greetings and expressions of luck to Pierce. One scabrous old whore, dipping
forward, managed to kiss the culprit full on the mouth, if only for amoment, before the police pushed her
adde.

It is presumed that thiswhore was actudly the actress Miss Miriam, and that in kissng Pierce she
passed him the key to the handcuffs, but that is not known for certain. What is known isthat when the
two van guards, coshed into insensibility, were later discovered in agutter near Bow Street, they could
not reconstruct the precise details of Pierce's escape. The only thing they agreed upon was the
appearance of the cabby--- atough brute of aman, they said, with an ugly white scar across his
forehead.

The police van was later recovered in afield in Hampstead. Neither Pierce nor the cabby was ever
apprehended. Journdlistic accounts of the escape are vague, and al mention that the authorities showed
reluctanceto discussit at length.

In September the British recaptured Cawnpore. They took no prisoners, and burned, hanged, and
disembowel ed their victims. When they found the blood-soaked house where the women and children
had been daughtered, they made the natives lick the red floor before hanging them. They went on,
sweeping through Indiain what was caled "the Devil's Wind" ---marching as much as Sixty milesaday,
burning whole villages and murdering every inhabitant, tying mutineersto the muzzles of cannonsand
blowing them to bits. The Indian Mutiny was crushed before the end of the year.



In August, 1857, Burgess, the railway guard, pleaded the stresses of his son'sillness, claiming that it had
so warped hismord inclinationsthat hefdl in with criminas. He was sentenced to only two yearsin
Marsha sea Prison, where he died of cholerathat winter.

The screwsman Robert Agar was sentenced to transportation to Austrdiafor hispart in The Great Train
Robbery. Agar died awedthy man in Sydney, New South Wales, Audtrdia, in 1902. His grandson
Henry L. Agar wasthe Lord Mayor of Sydney from 1938 to 1941.

Mr. Harranby died in 1879 while flogging ahorse, which kicked him in the skull. His assstant, Sharp,
became head of the Y ard and died a great-grandfather in 1919. He was reported to have said he was
proud that none of his children was a policeman.

Mr. Trent died of achest allment in 1857; his daughter Elizabeth married Sir Percival Harlow in 1858,
and had four children by him. Mr. Trent's wife behaved scandal oudy following her husband's demise; she
died of pneumoniain 1884, having enjoyed, she said, "more lovers than this Bernhardt woman."

Henry Fowler died of "unknown causes' in 1858.

The South Eastern Railway, tired of the inadequate arrangements of London Bridge Station, built two
new terminasfor itsline the famous vaulted arch of Cannon Street in 1862, and Blackfriars Station soon

after.

Pierce, Barlow, and the mysterious Miss Miriam were never heard from again. In 1862, it was reported
that they wereliving in Paris. In 1868, they were said to beresiding in "splendid circumstances' in New
Y ork. Neither report has ever been confirmed.

The money from The Great Train Robbery was never recovered.



