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A DETECTIVE POLICE PARTY.
IN pursuance of the intention mentioned at

the close of a former paper on "The Modern
Science of Thief-taking," we now proceed to en-
deavour to convey to our readers some faint idea
of the extraordinary dexterity, patience, and in-
genuity, exercised by the Detective Police. That
our description may be as graphic as we can
render it, and may be perfectly reliable, we will
make it, so far as in us lies, a piece of plain truth.
And �rst, we have to inform the reader how the
anecdotes we are about to communicate, came
to our knowledge.
We are not by any means devout believers in

the Old Bow-Street Police. To say the truth, we
think there was a vast amount of humbug about
those worthies. Apart from many of them be-
ing men of very indi�erent character, and far
too much in the habit of consorting with thieves
and the like, they never lost a public occasion of
jobbing and trading in mystery and making the
most of themselves. Continually pu�ed besides
by incompetent magistrates anxious to conceal
their own de�ciencies, and hand-in-glove with
the penny-a-liners of that time, they became a
sort of superstition. Although as a Preventive
Police they were utterly ine�ective, and as a De-
tective Police were very loose and uncertain in
their operations, they remain with some people,
a superstition to the present day.
On the other hand, the Detective Force or-

ganised since the establishment of the existing
Police, is so well chosen and trained, proceeds
so systematically and quietly, does its business
in such a workman-like manner, and is always
so calmly and steadily engaged in the service of
the public, that the public really do not know
enough of it, to know a tithe of its usefulness.
Impressed with this conviction, and interested
in the men themselves, we represented to the
authorities at Scotland Yard, that we should be
glad, if there were no o�cial objection, to have
some talk with the Detectives. A most oblig-
ing and ready permission being given, a certain

evening was appointed with a certain Inspec-
tor for a social conference between ourselves
and the Detectives, at our O�ce in Welling-
ton Street, Strand, London. In consequence of
which appointment the party "came o�," which
we are about to describe. And we beg to re-
peat that, avoiding such topics as it might for
obvious reasons be injurious to the public, or
disagreeable to respectable individuals, to touch
upon in print, our description is as exact as we
can make it.
The reader will have the goodness to imagine

the Sanctum Sanctorum of Household Words.
Anything that best suits the reader's fancy, will
best represent that magni�cent chamber. We
merely stipulate for a round table in the mid-
dle, with some glasses and cigars arranged upon
it; and the editorial sofa elegantly hemmed in
between that stately piece of furniture and the
wall.
It is a sultry evening at dusk. The stones of

Wellington Street are hot and gritty, and the
watermen and hackney-coachmen at the The-
atre opposite, are much �ushed and aggravated.
Carriages are constantly setting down the peo-
ple who have come to Fairy- Land; and there is
a mighty shouting and bellowing every now and
then, deafening us for the moment, through the
open windows.
Just at dusk, Inspectors Wield and Stalker are

announced; but we do not undertake to war-
rant the orthography of any of the names here
mentioned. Inspector Wield presents Inspector
Stalker. Inspector Wield is a middle-aged man
of a portly presence, with a large, moist, know-
ing eye, a husky voice, and a habit of empha-
sising his conversation by the aid of a corpulent
fore-�nger, which is constantly in juxta-position
with his eyes or nose. Inspector Stalker is a
shrewd, hard- headed Scotchman�in appear-
ance not at all unlike a very acute, thoroughly-
trained schoolmaster, from the Normal Estab-
lishment at Glasgow. Inspector Wield one
might have known, perhaps, for what he is�
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Inspector Stalker, never.
The ceremonies of reception over, Inspec-

tors Wield and Stalker observe that they
have brought some sergeants with them.
The sergeants are presented��ve in number,
Sergeant Dornton, Sergeant Witchem, Sergeant
Mith, Sergeant Fendall, and Sergeant Straw.
We have the whole Detective Force from Scot-
land Yard with one exception. They sit down
in a semi-circle (the two Inspectors at the two
ends) at a little distance from the round table,
facing the editorial sofa. Every

{Page 410 in the original}

man of them, in a glance, immediately takes
an inventory of the furniture and an accurate
sketch of the editorial presence. The Editor feels
that any gentleman in company could take him
up, if need should be, without the smallest hes-
itation, twenty years hence.
The whole party are in plain clothes. Sergeant

Dornton, about �fty years of age, with a ruddy
face and a high sun-burnt forehead, has the air
of one who has been a Sergeant in the army�he
might have sat to Wilkie for the Soldier in the
Reading of the Will. He is famous for steadily
pursuing the inductive process, and, from small
beginnings, working on from clue to clue un-
til he bags his man. Sergeant Witchem, shorter
and thicker-set, and marked with the small pox,
has something of a reserved and thoughtful air,
as if he were engaged in deep arithmetical cal-
culations. He is renowned for his acquaintance
with the swell mob. Sergeant Mith, a smooth-
faced man with a fresh bright complexion, and
a strange air of simplicity, is a dab at house-
breakers. Sergeant Fendall, a light-haired, well-
spoken, polite person, is a prodigious hand at
pursuing private inquiries of a delicate nature.
Straw, a little wiry Sergeant of meek demeanour
and strong sense, would knock at a door and
ask a series of questions in any mild character
you chose to prescribe to him, from a charity-
boy upwards, and seem as innocent as an infant.

They are, one and all, respectable-looking men;
of perfectly good deportment and unusual in-
telligence; with nothing lounging or slinking in
their manners; with an air of keen observation,
and quick perception when addressed; and gen-
erally presenting in their faces, traces more or
less marked of habitually leading lives of strong
mental excitement. They have all good eyes;
and they all can, and they all do, look full at
whomsoever they speak to.
We light the cigars, and hand round the

glasses (which are very temperately used in-
deed), and the conversation begins by a mod-
est amateur reference on the Editorial part to
the swell mob. Inspector Wield immediately re-
moves his cigar from his lips, waves his right
hand, and says, "Regarding the Swell Mob,
Sir, I can't do better than call upon Sergeant
Witchem. Because the reason why? I'll tell you.
Sergeant Witchem is better acquainted with the
Swell Mob than any o�cer in London."
Our heart leaping up when we beheld this

rainbow in the sky, we turn to Serjeant
Witchem, who very concisely, and in well- cho-
sen language, goes into the subject forthwith.
Meantime, the whole of his brother o�cers are
closely interested in attending to what he says,
and observing its e�ect. Presently they be-
gin to strike in, one or two together, when
an opportunity o�ers, and the conversation be-
comes general. But these brother o�cers only
come in to the assistance of each other�not to
the contradiction�and a more amicable broth-
erhood there could not be. From the swell
mob, we diverge to the kindred topics of cracks-
men, fences, public- house dancers, area-sneaks,
designing young people who go out "gonoph-
ing," and other "schools," to which our read-
ers have already been introduced. It is observ-
able throughout these revelations, that Inspec-
tor Stalker, the Scotchman, is always exact and
statistical, and that when any question of �g-
ures arises, everybody as by one consent pauses,
and looks to him.
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When we have exhausted the various schools
of Art�during which discussion the whole body
have remained profoundly attentive, except
when some unusual noise at the Theatre over
the way, has induced some gentleman to glance
inquiringly towards the window in that direc-
tion, behind his next neighbour's back�we bur-
row for information on such points as the fol-
lowing. Whether there really are any highway
robberies in London, or whether some circum-
stances not convenient to be mentioned by the
aggrieved party, usually precede the robberies
complained of, under that head, which quite
change their character? Certainly the latter,
almost always. Whether in the case of rob-
beries in houses, where servants are necessar-
ily exposed to doubt, innocence under suspi-
cion ever becomes so like guilt in appearance,
that a good o�cer need be cautious how he
judges it? Undoubtedly. Nothing is so com-
mon or deceptive as such appearances at �rst.
Whether in a place of public amusement, a thief
knows an o�cer, and an o�cer knows a thief,�
supposing them, beforehand, stranger to each
other�because each recognises in the other, un-
der all disguise, an inattention to what is going
on, and a purpose that is not the purpose of be-
ing entertained? Yes. That's the way exactly.
Whether it is reasonable or ridiculous to trust
to the alleged experiences of thieves as narrated
by themselves, in prisons, or penitentiaries, or
anywhere? In general, nothing more absurd.
Lying is their habit and their trade; and they
would rather lie�even if they hadn't an inter-
est in it, and didn't want to make themselves
agreeable�than tell the truth.
From these topics, we glide into a review of

the most celebrated and horrible of the great
crimes that have been committed within the
last �fteen or twenty years. The men engaged
in the discovery of almost all of them, and in
the pursuit or apprehension of the murderers,
are here, down to the very last instance. One of
our guests gave chase to and boarded the Emi-

grant Ship, in which the murderess last hanged
in London was supposed to have embarked. We
learn from him that his errand was not an-
nounced to the passengers, who may have no
idea of it to this hour. That he went below,
with the captain, lamp in hand�it being dark,
and the whole steerage abed and seasick�and
engaged the Mrs. Manning who was on board,
in a

{Page 411 in the original}

conversation about her luggage, until she was,
with no small pains, induced to raise her head,
and turn her face towards the light. Satis�ed
that she was not the object of his search, he
quietly re-embarked in the Government steamer
alongside, and steamed home again with the in-
telligence.
When we have exhausted these subjects, too,

which occupy a considerable time in the dis-
cussion, two or three leave their chairs, whis-
per Sergeant Witchem, and resume their seats.
Sergeant Witchem, leaning forward a little, and
placing a hand on each of his legs, then mod-
estly speaks as follows:
"My brother-o�cers wish me to relate a little

account of my taking Tally-ho Thompson. A
man oughtn't to tell what he has done himself;
but still, as nobody was with me, and, conse-
quently, as nobody but myself can tell it, I'll do
it in the best way I can, if it should meet your
approval."
We assure Sergeant Witchem that he will

oblige us very much, and we all compose our-
selves to listen with great interest and attention.
"Tally-ho Thompson," says Sergeant

Witchem, after merely wetting his lips with his
brandy-and- water, "Tally-ho Thompson was
a famous horse-stealer, couper, and magsman.
Thompson, in conjunction with a pal that oc-
casionally worked with him, gammoned a coun-
tryman out of a good round sum of money,
under pretence of getting him a situation�the
regular old dodge�and was afterwards in the
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'Hue and Cry' for a horse �a horse that he
stole, down in Hertfordshire. I had to look af-
ter Thompson, and I applied myself, of course,
in the �rst instance, to discovering where he
was. Now, Thompson's wife lived, along with
a little daughter, at Chelsea. Knowing that
Thompson was somewhere in the country, I
watched the house� especially at post-time in
the morning�thinking Thompson was pretty
likely to write to her. Sure enough, one morn-
ing the postman comes up, and delivers a letter
at Mrs. Thompson's door. Little girl opens
the door, and takes it in. We're not always
sure of postmen, though the people at the post-
o�ces are always very obliging. A postman
may help us, or he may not,�just as it hap-
pens. However, I go across the road, and I
say to the postman, after he has left the letter,
'Good morning! how are you?''How are you?'
says he. 'You've just delivered a letter for Mrs.
Thompson.' 'Yes, I have.' 'You didn't happen
to remark what the post-mark was, perhaps?'
'No,' says he, 'I didn't.' 'Come,' says I, 'I'll be
plain with you. I'm in a small way of busi-
ness, and I have given Thompson credit, and I
can't a�ord to lose what he owes me. I know
he's got money, and I know he's in the country,
and if you could tell me what the post-mark
was, I should be very much obliged to you, and
you'd do a service to a tradesman in a small
way of business that can't a�ord a loss.''Well,'
he said, 'I do assure you that I did not observe
what the post-mark was; all I know is, that
there was money in the letter�I should say a
sovereign.' This was enough for me, because
of course I knew that Thompson having sent
his wife money, it was probable she'd write to
Thompson, by return of post, to acknowledge
the receipt. So I said 'Thankee' to the postman,
and I kept on the watch. In the afternoon I saw
the little girl come out. Of course I followed her.
She went into a stationer's shop, and I needn't
say to you that I looked in at the window. She
bought some writing-paper and envelopes, and

a pen. I think to myself, 'That'll do!'�watch
her home again�and don't go away, you may be
sure, knowing that Mrs. Thompson was writing
her letter to Tally-ho, and that the letter would
be posted presently. In about an hour or so,
out came the little girl again, with the letter
in her hand. I went up, and said something to
the child, whatever it might have been; but I
couldn't see the direction of the letter, because
she held it with the seal upwards. However, I
observed that on the back of the letter there
was what we call a kiss�a drop of wax by the
side of the seal�and again, you understand,
that was enough for me. I saw her post the
letter, waited till she was gone, then went into
the shop, and asked to see the Master. When
he came out, I told him, 'Now, I'm an O�cer in
the Detective Force; there's a letter with a kiss
been posted here just now, for a man that I'm
in search of; and what I have to ask of you, is,
that you will let me look at the direction of that
letter.' He was very civil�took a lot of letters
from the box in the window�shook 'em out
on the counter with the faces downwards�and
there among 'em was the identical letter with
the kiss. It was directed, Mr. Thomas Pigeon,
Post-O�ce, B���, to be left 'till called for.
Down I went to B���(a hundred and twenty
miles or so) that night. Early next morning I
went to the Post-O�ce; saw the gentleman in
charge of that department; told him who I was;
and that my object was to see, and track, the
party that should come for the letter for Mr.
Thomas Pigeon. He was very polite, and said,
'You shall have every assistance we can give
you; you can wait inside the o�ce; and we'll
take care to let you know when anybody comes
for the letter.' Well, I waited there, three days,
and began to think that nobody ever would

come. At last the clerk whispered to me, 'Here!
Detective! Somebody's come for the letter!'
'Keep him a minute,' said I, and I ran round to
the outside of the o�ce. There I saw a young
chap with the appearance of an Ostler, hold-
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ing a horse by the bridle�stretching the bridle
across the pavement, while he waited at the
Post-O�ce Window for the letter. I began to
pat the horse, and that; and I said to the boy,
'Why, this is Mr. Jones's Mare!' 'No. It an't.'
'No?' said I. 'She's very like Mr. Jones's Mare!'
'She an't Mr. Jones's Mare,

{Page 412 in the original}

anyhow,' says he. ' It's Mr. So-and-So's, of
the Warwick Arms.' And up he jumped, and o�
he went�letter and all. I got a cab, followed on
the box, and was so quick after him that I came
into the stable-yard of the Warwick Arms, by
one gate, just as he came in by another. I went
into the bar, where there was a young woman
serving, and called for a glass of brandy-and-
water. He came in directly, and handed her the
letter. She casually looked at it, without saying
anything, and stuck it up behind the glass over
the chimney-piece. What was to be done next?
"I turned it over in my mind while I drank my

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

The postman said Yes; she folded it in another
envelope, directed it, and gave it him. He put
it in his hat, and away he went.
"I had no di�culty in �nding out the direction

of that letter. It was addressed, Mr. Thomas
Pigeon, Post-O�ce, R��, Northamptonshire,
to be left till called for. O� I started directly
for R��; I said the same at the Post-O�ce
there, as I had said at B���; and again I
waited three days before anybody came. At last
another chap on horseback came. 'Any letters
for Mr. Thomas Pigeon?' 'Where do you come
from?' 'New Inn, near R��.' He got the letter,
and away he went�at a canter.
"I made my enquiries about the New Inn, near

R��, and hearing it was a solitary sort of
house, a little in the horse line, about a couple
of miles from the station, I thought I'd go and
have a look at it. I found it what it had been
described, and sauntered in, to look about me.
The landlady was in the bar, and I was trying
to get into conversation with her; asked her how
business was, and spoke about the wet weather,
and so on; when I saw, through an open door,
three men sitting by the �re in a sort of par-
lor, or kitchen; and one of those men, according
to the description I had of him, was Tally-ho
Thompson!
'I went and sat down among 'em, and tried to

make things agreeable; but they were very shy�
wouldn't talk at all�looked at me, and at one
another, in a way quite the reverse of sociable.
I reckoned 'em up, and �nding that they were
all three bigger men than me, and considering
that their looks were ugly�that it was a lonely
place�railroad station two miles o��and night
coming on�thought I couldn't do better than
have a drop of brandy-and-water to keep my
courage up. So I called for my brandy-and-
water; and as I was sitting drinking it by the
�re, Thompson got up and went out.
"Now the di�culty of it was, that I wasn't

sure it was Thompson, because I had never set
eyes on him before; and what I had wanted was
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to be quite certain of him. However, there was
nothing for it now, but to follow, and put a
bold face upon it. I found him talking, outside
in the yard, with the landlady. It turned out
afterwards, that he was wanted by a Northamp-
ton o�cer for something else, and that, knowing
that o�cer to be pock-marked (as I am myself),
he mistook me for him. As I have observed, I
found him talking to the landlady, outside. I
put my hand upon his shoulder�this way�and
said, 'Tally-ho Thompson, it's no use. I know
you. I'm an o�cer from London, and I take you
into custody for felony!' 'That be d�d!' says
Tally-ho Thompson.
"We went back into the house, and the two

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

But when I took out the handcu�s, Thompson
cries, 'No! None of that! I won't stand them!

I'll go along with you quiet, but I won't

{Page 413 in the original}

bear none of that!' 'Tally-ho Thompson,'I
said, 'I'm willing to behave as a man to you,
if you are willing to behave as a man to me.
Give me your word that you'll come peaceably
along, and I don't want to handcu� you.' 'I will,'
says Thompson, 'but I'll have a glass of brandy
�rst.' 'I don't care if I've another,' said I. 'We'll
have two more, Missis,' said the friends, 'and
con-found you, Constable, you'll give your man
a drop, won't you?' I was agreeable to that, so
we had it all round, and then my man and I took
Tally-ho Thompson safe to the railroad, and I
carried him to London that night. He was after-
wards acquitted, on account of a defect in the
evidence; and I understand he always praises
me up to the skies, and says I'm one of the best
of men."
This story coming to a termination amidst

general applause, Inspector Wield, after a lit-
tle grave smoking, �xes his eye on his host, and
thus delivers himself:
"It wasn't a bad plant that of mine, on Fikey,

the man accused of forging the Sou'Western
Railway debentures�it was only t'other day�
because the reason why? I'll tell you.
"I had information that Fikey and his brother

kept a factory over yonder there," indicating
any region on the Surrey side of the river,
"where he bought second-hand carriages; so af-
ter I'd tried in vain to get hold of him by other
means, I wrote him a letter in an assumed name,
saying that I'd got a horse and shay to dis-
pose of, and would drive down next day, that he
might view the lot, and make an o�er�very rea-
sonable it was, I said�a reg'lar bargain. Straw
and me then went o� to a friend of mine that's
in the livery and job business, and hired a turn-
out for the day, a precious smart turn-out, it
was �quite a slap-up thing! Down we drove, ac-
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cordingly, with a friend (who's not in the Force
himself); and leaving my friend in the shay near
a public-house, to take care of the horse, we
went to the factory, which was some little way
o�. In the factory, there was a number of strong
fellows at work, and after reckoning 'em up, it
was clear to me that it wouldn't do to try it
on there. They were too many for us. We must
get our man out of doors. 'Mr. Fikey at home?'
'No, he ain't.' 'Expected home soon?' 'Why, no,
not soon.' 'Ah! is his brother here?''/'m his
brother.' 'Oh! well, this is an ill- conwenience,
this is. I wrote him a letter yesterday, saying I'd
got a little turn-out to dispose of, and I've took
the trouble to bring the turn-out down, a' pur-
pose, and now he ain't in the way.' 'No, he an't
in the way. You couldn't make it convenient to
call again, could you?' 'Why, no, I couldn't. I
want to sell; that's the fact; and I can't put it
o�. Could you �nd him anywheres?' At �rst he
said No, he couldn't, and then he wasn't sure
about it, and then he'd go and try. So, at last
he went up-stairs, where there was a sort of loft,
and presently down comes my man himself, in
his shirt sleeves.
"'Well,' he says, 'this seems to be rayther a

pressing matter of yours.' 'Yes,' I says, 'it is

rayther a pressing matter, and you'll �nd it a
bargain�dirt-cheap.' 'I ain't in partickler want
of a bargain just now,' he says, 'but where is
it?''Why,' I says, 'the turn-out's just outside.
Come and look at it.' He hasn't any suspicions,
and away we go. And the �rst thing that hap-
pens is, that the horse runs away with my friend
(who knows no more of driving than a child)
when he takes a little trot along the road to
show his paces. You never saw such a game in
your life!
"When the bolt is over, and the turn-out has

come to a stand-still again, Fikey walks round
and round it, as grave as a judge�me too.
'There, Sir!' I says. 'There's a neat thing!''It
an't a bad style of thing,' he says. 'I believe
you,' says I. 'And there's a horse!'�for I saw

him looking at it. 'Rising eight!'I says, rubbing
his fore-legs. (Bless you, there an't a man in
the world knows less of horses than I do, but
I'd heard my friend at the Livery Stables say he
was eight year old, so I says, as knowing as pos-
sible, 'Rising Eight.') 'Rising eight, is he?' says
he. 'Rising eight,' says I. 'Well,' he says, 'what
do you want for it?' 'Why, the �rst and last
�gure for the whole concern is �ve-and-twenty
pound!' 'That's very cheap!' he says, looking at
me. 'An't it?' I says. 'I told you it was a bar-
gain! Now, without any higgling and haggling
about it, what I want is to sell, and that's my
price. Further, I'll make it easy to you, and
take half the money down, and you can do a bit
of sti�* for the balance.''Well,' he says again,
'that's very cheap.''I believe you,' says I; 'get
in and try it, and you'll buy it. Come! take a
trial!'
* Give a bill.
"Ecod, he gets in, and we get in, and we

drive along the road, to show him to one of
the railway clerks that was hid in the public-
house window to identify him. But the clerk
was bothered, and didn't know whether it was
him, or wasn't�because the reason why? I'll
tell you,�on account of his having shaved his
whiskers. 'It's a clever little horse,' he says, 'and
trots well; and the shay runs light.' 'Not a doubt
about it,' I says. 'And now, Mr. Fikey, I may
as well make it all right, without wasting any
more of your time. The fact, is, I'm Inspec-
tor Wield, and you're my prisoner.' 'You don't
mean that?' he says. 'I do, indeed.' 'Then burn
my body,'says Fikey, 'if this ain't too bad!'
"Perhaps you never saw a man so knocked

over with surprise. 'I hope you'll let me have
my coat?' he says. 'By all means.''Well, then,
let's drive to the factory.''Why, not exactly that,
I think,' said I; 'I've been there, once before, to-
day. Suppose we send for it.' He saw it was no
go

{Page 414 in the original}
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so he sent for it, and put it on, and we drove
him up to London, comfortable."
This reminiscence is in the height of its

success, when a general proposal is made to
the fresh-complexioned, smooth-faced o�cer,

with the strange air of simplicity, to tell the
"Butcher's story." But we must reserve the
Butcher's story, together with another not less
curious in its way, for a concluding paper.
"
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Article: `A Detective Police Party [i]' by Charles Dickens

The Detective Branch of the Police was established in 1842 with two detectives attached to each
division of the force and two inspectors and six sergeants at headquarters in Scotland Yard. Their
role was primarily to prevent crime happening rather than to detect criminals after the event, and
their necessary contacts with the criminal world made them initially the object of much public
suspicion. A series of successful cases of tracking down perpetrators of crime, culminating in the
celebrated Manning murder case referred to here by Dickens (a case in which nearly all the o�cers
he is entertaining were directly involved), led to a change in the public's attitude and this is re�ected
in the intensely admiring series of articles Dickens published in HW. The �rst of these, by Wills,
entitled 'The Modern Science of Thief-taking', appeared on 13 July and compared the detective
to a connoisseur of paintings - he 'at once pounces upon the authors of the work of art under
consideration, by the style of performance'. Wills also asserts that detectives are 'so thoroughly
well acquainted' with the kind of criminals known as 'swell mobsmen' (clever con�dence tricksters,
superior pickpockets, etc.) that 'they frequently tell what they have been about by the expression of
their eyes and their general manner' (HW, Vol. 1, pp. 369, 371).
In this follow-up article Dickens describes his entertainment at the journal's o�ce opposite the

Lyceum Theatre of a group of detectives from the Yard, giving them transparently �ctitious names.
Joan Lock points out in her Dreadful Deeds and Awful Murders: Scotland Yard's First Detectives

1829-1878 (1990, p. 121) that Robert Walker (Dickens's 'Stalker') was not, in fact, a detective
inspector but a member of Scotland Yard's Executive Branch. Three of the sergeants, 'Dornton'
(Thornton), 'Witchem' (Whicher) and 'Straw' (Shaw) and 'Fendall' (Kendall), were later recruits.
'Inspector Wield' was Charles Frederick Field, whom Dickens greatly admired and on whom he
famously modelled Inspector Bucket in Bleak House (1852-4), 'corpulent fore�nger' and all. For
more on Field, see p. 356f., and for an excellent general discussion of Dickens and his hero-worship of
the detective police, see Philip Collins, Dickens and Crime (1962), Ch. 9. Dickens's admiration was
apparently reciprocated: he wrote to Bulwer Lytton on 9 May 1851 that Field was 'quite devoted' to
him and that 'Any of the Detective men will do anything for me' (Pilgrim, Vol. VI, p. 380). Field's
story about 'Fikey, the man accused of forcing the Sou'Western Railway debentures,' refers to a case
that was sub judice when the article was published (William Eicke was eventually found guilty and
transported for seven years) and Wills had to make some alterations to Dickens's manuscript because
of this - see Pilgrim, Vol. VI, p. 130, n. 1. For more on this case and on Field's further dealings
with the Eicke family, see W. Long, 'The "Singler Stories" of Inspector Field', The Dickensian, Vol.
83 (1987), pp. 141-3. With regard to Dickens's contemptuous remarks about the old Bow Street
Runners, we should note Collins's comment (op. cit., p. 202) that in portraying Blathers and Du�
in Oliver Twist (1837) Dickens showed himself 'impressed by their professional pride, expertise and
patter' and that 'the tones and the relish' of the detective anecdote they relate closely anticipate his
presentation of the detectives' tales in this piece.
Literary allusions
'Our hearts leaping up when we beheld this rainbow...': Wordsworth, 'My heart leaps up when I

behold...'
Author: Michael Slater; © J. M. Dent/Orion Publishing Group, Dickens' Journalism Volume II:

'The Amusements of the People' and Other Papers: Reports, Essays and Reviews, 1834-51 (1996).
DJO gratefully acknowledges permission to reproduce this material. Click here for further information
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about texts cited.

Journal: Household Words, Volume I, Magazine No. 18, 27 July 1850, Pages: 409-414

Author(s):

� Charles Dickens

Dickens, Charles I Mr. C. D., C. D., Charles Dickens, C. Dickens l, 1812-1870, novelist.
Received little schooling. Worked as o�ce boy in attorneys' o�ce; learned shorthand. Became
Parliamentary and general reporter; on reporting sta� of Mirror of Parliament, True Sun,
Morning Chronicle. Contributed sketches to Monthly Magazine (�rst published sketch, 1833),
Morning Chronicle, Evening Chronicle, Bell's Life in London; contributed occasionally to other
periodicals. Edited Bentley's Misc., 1837-39. Established Daily News ; edited the paper, Jan.-
Feb. 1846. Established H.W.; edited H.W., 1850-59; and its successor, A.Y.R., 1859 to his
death. Published Pickwick Papers, 1836-37; thirteen other novels and the incomplete Edwin

Drood, also Christmas books, some volumes of sketches, two travel books, some dramatic pieces.
Organized theatricals; gave readings based on his works.

In the partnership agreement under which H.W. was set up, Dickens was, with the publishers
Bradbury & Evans, with Forster and with Wills, one of the joint proprietors; he held an interest
of one-half share. On Forster's relinquishing his one-eighth share in 1856, Dickens divided that
one-eighth between himself and Wills. Dickens's salary as editor was ¿500 a year; he was to
receive payment also for what he wrote in the periodical (Lehmann, ed., Charles Dickens As
Editor, pp. 19, 195-97). (In the O�ce Book, Wills did not record the payments made or
credited to Dickens for his H.W. writings.)

Dickens set the editorial policy of H.W. and supervised its being carried out. He had, in Wills,
a capable and e�cient subeditor on whose judgment he came more and more to rely; yet,
especially in the early years of H.W., he concerned himself with every detail of its production.
Before the �rst number appeared, he wrote to friends and acquaintances asking them to become
contributors. He read - especially during the early years of H.W. - hundreds of MSS, some
submitted directly to him, others referred to him by Wills for �nal acceptance or rejection.
When possible, he conferred weekly, sometimes more often, with Wills on editorial matters.
When personal conference was not possible, he sent his instructions and suggestions by letter -
instructions and suggestions ranging from matters of editorial policy to matters of typography
and punctuation. He revised - sometimes almost entirely rewrote - contributed papers; he
read proofs - sometimes revises of proofs that he had in the �rst place altered or emended.
He suggested subjects for articles; he sent to the o�ce materials to serve as the basis for
articles. On occasion, he made excursions in company with a sta� member to gather material
for articles. He wrote much for the early volumes of H.W., comparatively little for the later
volumes. Morley's writings in the periodical exceeded his by some 300 pages. Nevertheless, as
he stated when he brought H.W. to a close ("A Last Household Word"), his name had been,
"as his pen and himself" had been, "inseparable from the Publication" throughout its entire
existence.
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Most of Dickens's writings in H.W., like almost all contributions of other writers, appeared
anonymously. Only Hard Times, the one of his novels that he serialized in the periodical,
carried with the title of the work in each instalment the ascription "BY CHARLES DICKENS."
Four weeks before the serialization of that book began, it was announced: "NEW TALE by Mr.
CHARLES DICKENS"; thereafter, each week's H.W. number announced the portion of Hard
Times by Charles Dickens that was to appear the following week; before the appearance of the
�nal chapters, as also after the completion of the serialization, H.W. published advertisements
for the novel in book form as a Bradbury & Evans publication. A Child's History of England,
Dickens's only other extended work in H.W., appeared in the various instalments without
Dickens's name after the title, but, during the serialization, advertisements in H.W. for the
History in book form as a Bradbury & Evans publication stated Dickens's authorship.

Of various other of his H.W. writings Dickens also made his authorship known. "Personal," his
statement concerning the "domestic trouble," bore his name as signature. "Curious Misprint in
the Edinburgh Review," his reply to J. F. Stephen's article "The License of Modern Novelists,"
announced: "the hand of Mr. Dickens writes this paper." In "A Nightly Scene in London," it
was "I, the Conductor of this journal," who told of coming upon the poor souls crouched before
a Whitechapel workhouse. The footnote that Dickens added to "Three Graces of Christian
Science" he signed "C.D." Writing in �rst or third person, Dickens also made clear that he was
author of the introductory and closing comments in H.W. ("A Preliminary Word," "All the
Year Round," "A Last Household Word"), as of "Pet Prisoners," the detective police articles,
"The Guild of Literature and Art," "The Late Mr. Justice Talfourd," and "To Working Men."

In bold type, the words "CONDUCTED BY CHARLES DICKENS" appeared on the H.W.
masthead; in small type they spanned the verso and recto of facing pages. In the �rst �ve years
of H.W.'s publication, Dickens's name appeared in more than seventy-�ve H.W. advertisements
and announcements in connection with the periodical and one of its supplementary publica-
tions, and in connection with A Child's History and Hard Times (in some advertisements and
announcements his name appeared as many as three times). In the last year of H.W.'s publi-
cation, readings by Mr. Charles Dickens were announced in forty-one H.W. numbers. Dickens
was omnipresent in his periodical.

In view of this fact, as also for other obvious considerations, Dickens naturally wanted in
H.W. stories and articles no laudatory references to himself - or references that might be so
construed. Thus, in "Our Society at Cranford," he substituted mentions of Hood and Hood's
writings for Mrs. Gaskell's mentions of Boz and Boz's Pickwick and Christmas Carol: " ...
with my name on every page of Household Words," he wrote to Mrs. Gaskell (Dec. 5 [4],
1851.), "there would be - or at least I should feel - an impropriety in so mentioning myself."
In a letter to Cunningham, June 24, 1853, he referred to his "usual precaution" in deleting
from articles references that "unmistakably" applied to himself. An exception to this policy
was the publication in H.W. of a personal letter from John Pascoe Fawkner, in which Fawkner
stated that Dickens's writings had "beguiled many an hour of my life," and wished Dickens
"many years of healthful employment in the highly useful manner" in which he had been so
long engaged ("A Colonial Patriot").

But the observation of a reader (a reader of "a quick wit and a happy comprehension," as
Dickens characterized him) that Dickens's writings had the tendency "to hold up to derision
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those of the higher classes" also found a place in H.W. pages ("Ready Wit").

Impersonal references to himself and to his books Dickens had no objection to. Mention of "Mr.
Dickens" appeared of necessity in Morley's "Our Wicked Mis-statements"; in occasional articles
by non-sta� writers mention of Dickens was appropriate and unobtrusive. References to his
novels - Pickwick, Oliver Twist, Nickleby, Chuzzlewit, Dombey, Copper�eld, Bleak House, Hard
Times, Little Dorrit - their characters, place-names, distinctive phraseology - appeared in one
or more items by Stone, Dodd, Capper, Oxenford, Miss Lawrance, Payn, Morley, Costello, the
Rev. James White, Samuel Sidney, Kent, Percy Fitzgerald, Wilkie CoIlins, Mrs. Linton, and
Thornbury. (The reference to Mrs. Gamp in "Railway Waifs and Strays" could be by either
of the joint authors - Wills or Hill.) Of these references, the most extended was Fitzgerald's
recital, in "My Long Lost CheeyId!", of the plot of a melodrama based on Dombey; the most
amusing was White's depiction, in "Fiction Crushing," of a Dora-like wife who comes to despise
her Copper�eld prototype. In at least seven of his own articles, and in one by him and Wills,
Dickens referred to characters in his novels. In a footnote to "Pet Prisoners" he mentioned
American Notes, and in "That Other Public" he quoted from the book.

Various of Dickens's H.W. writings elicited praise from contemporaries. Among his articles
in the early volumes, for example, " A Child's Dream of a Star" seemed to Percy Fitzgerald
written with Dickens's "most delicate touch"; and nothing, thought Fitzgerald, could be "more
witty or sarcastic" than "Red Tape" (Memories of Charles Dickens, pp. 137, 155"). Crabb
Robinson found one of the "Raven" articles "a witty paper," "a capital satire" (On Books and

Their Writers, II, 704). The Quart. Rev. (June 1856) mentioned Dickens's "excellent papers"
on the London detective police. Mrs. Cowden Clarke wrote to a friend: "The 'Christmas Tree'
paper is charming, is it not?" (Letters to an Enthusiast, p. 32). Among Dickens's articles
that antagonized certain readers were "Frauds on the Fairies," "Pet Prisoners," and "Whole
Hogs." Dickens's remonstrance, in "Frauds on the Fairies," against George Cruikshank's rewrit-
ing "Hop-o'-My-Thumb" to serve propaganda purposes provoked a reply from Cruikshank, in
which he justi�ed his treatment of fairy tales and set Dickens right "upon one or two points"
(George Cruikshank's Magazine, Feb. 1854). Dickens's comments on prison chaplains, in "Pet
Prisoners," resulted in his being "severely mauled at the hands of certain Reverend Ordinaries"
("Small-Beer Chronicles," A.Y.R., Dec. 6, 1862). "Whole Hogs" aroused the indignation of
temperance advocates (Kitton, "Introduction" to Old Lamps for New Ones and Other Sketches

and Essays, by Dickens; also, Dickens's H.W. article "Sucking Pigs"). Dickens's statement, in
H.W., concerning his domestic a�airs was generally condemned as in poor taste.

Dickens's relationship with most of his contributors was amicable. To some who were newcomers
in the �eld of writing he at times wrote detailed criticisms of their submitted MSS, with words
of advice and encouragement. Among H.W. writers who, at one time or another, showed
their regard for him by dedicating to him a book were Marston, the Rev. James White,
Wickenden, Forster, Prince, Landor, Charles Knight, Samuel Sidney, Wilkie Collins, Marguerite
Power, Duthie, Spicer, Wills, Yates, Lever, Kent, Percy Fitzgerald, Payn, and Thombury. Hans
Christian Andersen, who was technically not a contributor, but one of whose stories appeared
in H.W., dedicated three books to Dickens.

Of the items included by Dickens in Reprinted Pieces, "A Plated Article," recorded in the
O�ce Book as by Dickens and Wills, was reprinted by Wills in his Old Leaves: Gathered from
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Household Words, 1860, there indicated as written in part by Dickens. Wills's O�ce Book
ascription of the item to Dickens and to himself is more authoritative as to its authorship than
is Dickens's reprinting.

As Dickens's letters and as occasional comments by contributors indicate, Dickens made changes
- deletions, additions, emendations - in more items than those for which the initials "C.D."
appear in the O�ce Book jointly with the name of a contributor. Thus, it is not inconceivable
that he might have written the hymn, sometimes attributed to him, that concludes "Poor
Dick's Story" in the 1856 Christmas number (see identi�cation note on Harriet Parr). The
attribution, however, seems to be in error.

Harper's reprinted, in whole or part, seventeen of Dickens's H.W. articles and stories (including
"A Plated Article," claimed by both Dickens and Wills), three acknowledged to H.W., nine to
Dickens personally, and �ve unacknowledged to any source. Harper's reprinted as by Dickens
eight items not by him (see Elizabeth Gaskell, Home, Sala, Morley, the Rev. James White,
Harriet Martineau, Wilkie Collins, Eliza Lynn Linton). Two of Dickens's items were included
in the Putnam volumes of selections from H.W.: Home and Social Philosophy, 1st and 2nd ser.
The collection of Dickens's H.W. items published in 1859 by the Philadelphia publishing �rm
T. B. Peterson, Dickens' Short Stories. Containing Thirty-one Stories Never Before Published
in This Country, contained no items that Dickens had not included in Reprinted Pieces. D.N.B.

Author: Anne Lohrli; © University of Toronto Press, 1971.

Dickens served a full newspaper apprenticeship, beginning as a teenage penny-a-liner for The
British Press (1826). Having taught himself shorthand in the late 1820s, Dickens practised the
craft in the antiquated courts of Doctors' Commons before moving up to join the select band
of parliamentary reporters, working �rst for his uncle's voluminous Mirror of Parliament, then
for the radical True Sun during the stormy passage of the Reform Bill through parliament
(1832), and �nally securing a coveted reporter's job on the newly-reorganised Morning Chroni-

cle, under veteran Benthamite editor John Black (1783-1855). There he undertook varied work
- theatre reviewing, election reporting, express reporting of extra-mural political events, as well
as enduring the daily grind of parliamentary debates. Given the �uctuating demands for space
which the latter placed on a 7-column broadsheet like the Chronicle, room was soon found for
Dickens's witty sketches employing, amongst a wardrobe of other styles, the rhetoric of polit-
ical journalism to narrate the world of everyday Londoners. These came to be signed 'Boz',
and between 1836 and 1839, together with tales from the Monthly Magazine and Bell's Life in

London they were republished to extensive acclaim, overlapping with the monthly release of
'Boz's next great success, The Pickwick Papers (1836-37).

Thereafter, Dickens's writing ventures all self-consciously straddled the permeable frontier be-
tween journalism and popular literature. He left the daily press for the more genteel world of
monthly magazines, with the editorship of Bentley's Miscellany (1837-39), but sought to recon-
nect with satirical weekly journalism through editing Master Humphrey's Clock for Chapman
& Hall (1840-41). This was something of a mis�re, in journalistic terms, though it bequeathed
Old Curiosity Shop and Barnaby Rudge to literature. So too was Dickens's involvement with
the Daily News (1845-46); critics point to the fact only 17 issues of the new Liberal broadsheet
were published under his watch. Yet Dickens's e�ectiveness, as celebrity launch editor, should
not be underestimated; his newsgathering and recruiting arrangements stood the test of time,
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and he led from the front with a series of inventive contributions on social and cultural issues.

Even while seeking to reposition himself as a serious novelist with Dombey and Son (1846-48),
Dickens returned to newsprint, with around 30 anonymous reviews and irony-laden leaders for
the Examiner under John Forster (1848-49). These were a prelude to his return to full-time
editing and leader-writing, with Household Words and All the Year Round - hugely successful
enterprises in weekly magazine journalism which, however, did not prevent Dickens from writing
a further eight serial novels and undertaking punishing tours as a public reader in Britain,
France, and America. Dickens is now widely recognised - and was during his lifetime - as
a crucial contributor both to the popular appeal and the respectability of the mass-market
newspaper and periodical press.

John Drew © Laurel Brake and Marysa Demoor, eds. DNCJ: Dictionary of Nineteenth-

Century Journalism in Great Britain and Ireland (Gent and London: Academia Press and the
British Library, 2009).

Oxford Dictionary of National Biography

Genre(s):

� Prose: Report
A 'more or less detailed description of any event . . . intended for publication'; an 'account
given . . . on some particular matter, esp. after investigation' (OED) involving e.g. �eldwork,
�rst-hand experience, original research.

� Prose: Leading Article
The article published �rst in any given magazine issue, below the masthead.

Subject(s):

� Crime; Criminals; Punishment; Capital Punishment; Prisons; Penal Transportation; Penal
Colonies

� Police; Detectives; Mystery and Detective Stories; Mystery; Mystery Fiction; Forensic Sciences

Citation (MHRA): Dickens, Charles, 'A Detective Police Party [i]', Household Words, I, 27 July
1850, 409-414

N.B. The layout of prose articles exported to PDF follows the two-column format of the original,
but does NOT preserve the original line breaks. The layout of poems exported to PDF follows the
original line breaks, but does NOT attempt to replicate the original indentation or stanza structure.
For all these features please refer to the facsimile pages on DJO.
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