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THE ORIGINS OF SHERLOCK HOLMES*

by Leslie S. Klinger

Why did the twenty-seven-year-old Arthur Conan Doyle decide to write detective stories? What were the inspirations for the stories, the literary sources that Doyle drew upon? Understanding the context in which Doyle wrote, the authors and books that he knew and was inspired by, could lead to a greater understanding of why Sherlock Holmes became the Great Detective and why the tales of Holmes’s adventures forever changed the course of literature. 

Conan Doyle himself is—as perhaps is true of all writers—a less-than-reliable guide in connection with these questions. His autobiography, Memories and Adventures, offers some insights. “During these first ten years I was a rapid reader,” he recalled. “My tastes were boylike enough, for Mayne Reid was my favourite author, and his ‘Scalp Hunters’ my favourite book.”† He sold the first story he mentions writing, “The Mystery of Sasassa Valley,” in 1879.‡ Another early story recalled by Conan Doyle was “My Friend the Murderer” written in 1882.§ He also recalled fondly “J. Habakuk Jephson’s Statement” that he sold in 1884 to Cornhill Magazine. Some of these included supernatural or pseudo-supernatural elements; none were detective stories. In 1886, however, about a year after his marriage, Conan Doyle decided, “I was capable of something fresher and crisper and more workmanlike. Gaboriau had rather attracted me by the neat dovetailing of his plots, and Poe’s masterful detective, M. Dupin, had from boyhood been one of my heroes. But could I bring an addition of my own?”¶

Famously, Conan Doyle credits his inspiration to write of Holmes to his “old teacher Joe Bell, of his eagle face, of his curious ways, of his eerie trick of spotting details. If he were a detective he would surely reduce this fascinating but unorganized business to something nearer to an exact science. I would try if I could get this effect.”# But this can hardly be the whole picture. To understand the context of Conan Doyle’s decision, we must first understand the existing body of “mystery” or crime fiction.

Dorothy L. Sayers, in her masterful introduction to The Omnibus of Crime, written in 1929, dates the earliest mystery writing to antiquity. The first four stories in that important anthology appeared in the Jewish Apocrypha, Herodotus, and the Æneid.** There are other early examples of detective fiction. For example, E. T. A. Hoffmann’s novella, Mademoiselle de Scudéri, a tale of detection of a serial killer, was published in 1819, and William Evans Burton’s “The Secret Cell,” featuring an unnamed police detective, was published in The Gentleman’s Magazine, a short-lived American publication, in 1837. There is no basis, however, for thinking that Conan Doyle knew these stories or paid any real attention to them.

Crime writing, as contrasted with the writing of crime fiction, was of course already widespread by the second half of the nineteenth century. The earliest crime writing was probably “execution” sermons, accounts of the careers of heinous criminals recounted from the pulpit for the benefit of congregations hungry to learn more about the sins that they were exhorted to avoid. It appears that truthful accounts were often supplemented by sermonizers who had limited access to criminal records and historical documents, and in some cases, shocking as it may seem, well-intentioned preachers invented appropriate life stories for the benefit of their flocks. A similar dissemination of stories of crime and punishment occurred in both England and America in the form of broadsheets, penny-priced tabloids consisting of a single printed sheet of history and testimony of notorious criminals, complete with colorful illustrations, often sold to enormous audiences of public executions. The Newgate Calendar, a chapbook first published in 1773 by the officials of Newgate Prison and later by other opportunistic publishers, contained garishly illustrated accounts of historical and contemporary criminals. The New Newgate Calendar was published in 1826 in a four-volume set, and ultra-cheap editions began to appear in the 1860s. So popular was the Calendar that it was said to have been as likely to be found in English homes as the Bible.

A significant factor in the growth of crime fiction was the advent of the idea of official police. Previously, the prevention of crime and the apprehension of criminals were matters left to the general populace. For example, in William Godwin’s Things as They Are; or The Adventures of Caleb Williams (1794), a novel of an obsessive pursuit of an innocent man, no officials take the suspect into custody, merely a “lover of justice” and his servants. Similarly, in Frankenstein, or The Modern Prometheus (1818), when Justine Moritz and, later, Victor Frankenstein are incarcerated and examined for various crimes, no law enforcement officials are mentioned other than prosecutors or judicial officers. 

In the first half of the nineteenth century, organized governmentally-sponsored policing was implemented throughout most of the English-speaking world, and with the rise of the official police came the detective. Short for “detective-police,” a phrase appearing in Chambers’s Journal in 1843, the detective force was a special branch of the police. Chambers’s described them as “intelligent men,” who attired themselves in the dress of ordinary men. 

As the public began to interact with professional criminal investigators, books about these fascinating figures appeared. The first great writer of tales of criminal detection was the Frenchman Eugène Vidocq (1775–1857), whose memoirs—some of dubious historicity—and works of admitted fiction found a ready audience. Vidocq, a reformed criminal, was appointed in 1813 to be the first head of the Sûreté Nationale, the outgrowth of an informal detective force created by Vidocq and adopted by Napoleon as a supplement to the police. His memoirs, which first appeared in 1828, recounted his adventures in the detection and capture of criminals, often involving disguises and wild flights. Later books told of his criminal career, and sensational novels published under his name (probably written by others) capitalized on his reputation as a bold detective. Vidocq’s impoverished and criminal early life is likely the model for the character of Jean Valjean, the heroic victim of Victor Hugo’s Les Misérables (1862). The story begins in 1815, and much of its plot tells of the pursuit of Valjean by Javert, a police inspector. While there were such police in France at that date, Hugo’s novel reflects in no small part the popular reaction to the growth of official police forces later in the century.

While Vidocq’s stories captivated the public, they were not billed as original tales of detective fiction. Although others had written of sleuthing,†† the first great purveyor of fictional stories about a detective was Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849), whose Chevalier C. Auguste Dupin set the standard for a generation to come. The cerebral Dupin first appeared in Poe’s short story “The Murders in the Rue Morgue” (1841). At the same time, Poe introduced another staple of detective fiction, the partner and chronicler (nameless in Poe’s tales) who is less intelligent than the detective but serves as a sounding board for the detective’s brilliant deductions. In each of the three Dupin stories—the other two are “The Mystery of Marie Rogêt” (1842) and “The Purloined Letter” (1844)—the detective outwits the police and shows them to be ineffective crime-fighters and problem-solvers. Yet Poe apparently lost interest in the notion, and his detective “series” ended with the third Dupin tale.

By his own admission, Conan Doyle was deeply influenced by Poe’s stories. Despite Holmes’s scoffing that Dupin was “inferior,”‡‡ there are clear resemblances. Dupin is a private individual who works with the official police yet is critical of their methods, a careful observer of minute traces of evidence, a meticulous examiner of logical chains of action, and a heavy smoker (smoking a meerschaum pipe, ironically identified with Holmes, though the latter likely never smoked one); he does his best reasoning in his closed-up apartment in an atmosphere of tobacco. His adventures are chronicled by a Watson-like character, though John Watson is certainly to be credited as a vastly more likeable and therefore credible narrator.

It is harder to see the influence on Conan Doyle of the work of Émile Gaboriau, the French writer who drew heavily on Vidocq as his model for the detective known as Monsieur Lecoq. First appearing in L’Affaire Lerouge (1866), Lecoq was a minor police detective who rose to fame in six cases published between 1866 and 1880. Lecoq does follow evidence logically, such as deducing whether a bed has been slept in or observing when a clock was wound, but these are not central elements of his methods. Although Holmes describes Lecoq as a “miserable bungler,” Gaboriau’s works were immensely popular, and it may well be that the most important influence that Gaboriau had on Conan Doyle was the realization that he could make a good living from his writing. Fergus Hume, the English author of the best-selling detective novel of The Mystery of a Hansom Cab (1886),§§ explained that Gaboriau’s financial success inspired his own work.

In England, criminals and detectives appeared from time to time in Charles Dickens’s tales as well. While not widely regarded as an author of detective fiction, Dickens created Inspector Bucket, the first significant detective in English literature. When Bucket appeared in Bleak House (1852–1853), he became the prototype of the official representative of the police department: honest, diligent, stolid, and confident, albeit not very colorful, dramatic, or exciting. Wilkie Collins, author of two of the greatest nineteenth-century novels of suspense—The Woman in White (1860) and The Moonstone (1868)—created a similar character, Sergeant Cuff, in The Moonstone. Cuff is known as the finest police detective in England, who solves his cases with perseverance and energy, rather than genius. Sadly, after The Moonstone, he is not heard from again. In each case, however, the detective is too late to help any of the affected persons, and while Bucket and Cuff may have been known to Conan Doyle and reshaped into the policemen of the Canon, there are no real resemblances between anyone in the works of Dickens or Collins and Sherlock Holmes. 

Another important but often-overlooked part of the stream of detective fiction is the dime novel, or penny dreadful as it was known in England. These serials started in the 1830s in England, originally as a cheaper alternative to mainstream fictional part-works, such as those by Charles Dickens (which cost a shilling a part) for working class adults. By the 1850s, the serial stories were aimed exclusively at teenagers.¶¶ Although many of the stories were reprints or rewrites of Gothic thrillers, some stories were possibly historical urban legends such as Sweeney Todd and Spring-Heeled Jack or had lurid titles like The Boy Detective; or, The Crimes of London (1866) and The Dance of Death; or, The Hangman’s Plot. A Thrilling Romance of Two Cities (1866, by “Detective Brownlow and Monsieur Tuevoleur, Sergeant of the French Police”) or a series like Lives of the Most Notorious Highwaymen, Footpads and Murderers (1836–1837). Highwaymen were popular protagonists. Black Bess or the Knight of the Road, outlining the largely imaginary exploits of real-life highwayman Dick Turpin, continued for 254 episodes. Did Conan Doyle partake of these readily available entertainments as a young man? He never said.

The 1860s, when Conan Doyle was a child, was a decade that witnessed the birth of the detective novel. There is much debate about which title deserves the crown as the first, but worthy candidates include The Trail of the Serpent (1860) by Mary Elizabeth Braddon, The Notting Hill Mystery (1862) by Charles Felix,## and The Dead Letter (1864) by Metta Victoria Fuller Victor (as “Seeley Regester”), the first American crime novel.*** 

Although well known later in her career as a prolific author of “sensation” fiction, Mary Elizabeth Braddon (1835–1915) also wrote an important crime novel, The Trail of the Serpent. Originally titled Three Times Dead; or, The Secret of the Heath,††† it focuses on Jabez North (Ephraim East in the original verison), a criminal who changes his identity three times, and Mr. Peters (Waters in the original), an unrelenting, mute police-detective. Peters bears little resemblance to Sherlock Holmes. For example, although he makes astute observations about the “clean soles” of a man’s body found in a field, he fails to observe either the identifying tattoo on the arm of the corpse or the absence of a telltale scar on his forehead and accepts the corpse as evidence that the criminal he sought was dead. Only years later when he rediscovers the criminal (the body was that of his unknown twin brother) does he mention the clean soles and the absence of the scar. The story, like so many sensational novels before it, is filled with coincidences that ultimately bring about the clever villain’s capture. If Conan Doyle knew the book—the popularity of Braddon’s later work might have brought it to his attention—it surely represented the very kind of “detective” writing he had in mind to avoid.

The Notting Hill Mystery is a remarkable work, an assemblage of crime scene reports, maps, depositions, and commentary by the detective, an insurance investigator. Julian Symons hailed it as an important forerunner of twentieth-century “police procedurals,” with a style very different from its sensational forerunners.‡‡‡ However, the only deduction based on observation is made by a police officer, not the investigator, and the deduction is a minor one, relating to the side of the bed on which a piece of paper was dropped. (The observation suggests that the paper was planted rather than dropped by the victim.) The means of murder—sympathetic commands via mesmerism—is so outlandish and dependent on near-mystical ideas as to make clear that no source of Conan Doyle’s inspirations can be found here.

Similarly, The Dead Letter is devoid of Holmesian traces. Although Mr. Burton, the chief professional detective (the protagonist also does his own detecting), claims to be deeply versed in investigative techniques, the reader sees none. Indeed, the principal discoveries, of the whereabouts of key witnesses and the killer himself, are provided through the psychic talents of Burton’s daughter. Although the murder is much less outré than that of The Notting Hill Mystery, the solution to the crime is provided by the confession of the hired killer, not deductive reasoning or a chain of evidence. Especially in light of its relative obscurity, it is not likely that Conan Doyle would have read it when he began his reading in the new genre.

Of course, there were also plentiful short-story writers plowing the fields of crime fiction. Dozens of books appeared between the time of Vidocq’s memoirs and the 1890s that purported to be memoirs or reminiscences of police detectives. One of the earliest in English was Richmond; or, Scenes in the Life of a Bow Street Officer, Drawn up from His Private Memoranda, published anonymously in 1827, purported to be true tales of criminal detection (though now thought to be largely fictional). Another was Recollections of a Police-Officer by “Waters,” first published in New York in 1852 under the title Recollections of a Policeman as by Thomas Waters, and in London in 1856.§§§ Others of this period include Warren Warner’s Experiences of a Barrister (1852), Gustavas Sharp’s The Confessions of an Attorney (1852),¶¶¶ James Holbrook’s Ten Years among the Mail Bags: or, Notes from the Diary of a Special Agent of the Post-Office Department (1855), Charles Martel’s Detective’s Notebook and Diary of an Ex-Detective (both 1860), Henry R. Addison’s Diary of a Judge: Being Trials of Life Drawn from the Note-book of a Recently Deceased Judge (1860), Andrew Forrester’s Revelations of a Private Detective (1863), William Russell’s Autobiography of a London Detective (1864), and James M’Govan’s Brought to Bay or Experiences of a City Detective (1878).### It is certain that the great bulk of the material contained in these books was fictional. Others were more straightforwardly writing fiction. Robert Louis Stevenson, whom Conan Doyle greatly admired and who later praised the Holmes stories as “the class of literature that I like when I have the toothache,”**** published New Arabian Nights in 1882, a collection of his stories which includes “The Suicide Club,” three connected mysteries. In 1886, Dick Donovan (the pen name of Joyce Emerson Preston Muddock) began his tremendous output of more than 300 detective and mystery stories, purporting to be accounts of his own adventures.††††

Of course, there were also many writers producing crime fiction outside of England, including the Australian author Mary Fortune, who wrote over 500 police procedural short stories between 1865 and 1908, and Anna Katharine Green, whose The Leavenworth Case (1878) is hailed as the first full-fledged American detective novel. While Fortune worked in virtual anonymity, Green was a great success. Green’s output included thirteen stories about New York police detective Ebenezer Gryce (including The Leavenworth Case, though Gryce’s work is not instrumental in catching the killer there), the last appearing in 1917. Green created several other memorable detectives as well: Amelia Butterworth, a spinster and probable model for Christie’s Miss Marple, and Violet Strange, a debutante who becomes a professional detective to pay for her sister’s debut.

That others were making serious attempts to write high quality “crime fiction” may have impressed the young Arthur Conan Doyle, but it was far from his chosen field. It must be remembered that he did not return to Sherlock Holmes after selling A Study in Scarlet; instead, devoting himself to the historical novel Micah Clarke. The Sign of the Four was an interruption of his serious work on the great historical novel The White Company, and even while the first six of The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes were appearing, he published Beyond the City, a tale of suburban life, and dove into his long historical novel The Refugees. Conan Doyle finished writing the last of The Memoirs tales in early 1893 and put Holmes aside—for good, or so he planned.‡‡‡‡ 

Willard Wright, the author of the enormously successful Philo Vance mysteries that appeared in the 1920s and 1930s, famously spent two years of convalescence reading widely in crime fiction before setting out to make his fortune as a popular writer.§§§§ Conan Doyle did not. In his ode to beloved books, Through the Magic Door—based on essays he wrote in 1894, shortly after the success of Sherlock Holmes—he mentions only two of the authors discussed here, Poe and Stevenson. In neither case does he mention their stories of detection. Conan Doyle’s eye was on what he believed to be greater prizes: He sought to be known for his historical fiction and his literary work. Crime fiction was only one of many possible paths to the financial success he sought, with the aim of providing himself the freedom to write books that mattered (in his estimation). Every bit of evidence suggests he read narrowly, if at all, in the genre when he was young and had little interest in crafting crime fiction.¶¶¶¶ Only the serendipitous thought of his old teacher Joseph Bell appears to have lead him to the path to becoming the greatest writer of detective tales ever to put pen to paper.



* A slightly modified version of this essay appears in the Winter 2018 issue of the Baker Street Journal.

† At thirteen. Thomas Mayne Reid (1818–1883) was a Scottish-Irish-American writer of dozens of adventure tales, usually set in exotic locations; his books were popular with children in the second half of the nineteenth century, and Theodore Roosevelt credited him as an influence on his interests.

‡ It appeared anonymously in Chambers’s Journal, No. 819 (6 Sep. 1879), pp. 568–572.

§ It first appeared in the September 1882 issue of London Society, signed “A. Conan Doyle.”

¶ Arthur Conan Doyle, Memories and Adventures, London: Hodder and Stoughton, p. 74.

# Conan Doyle, p. 75.

** These were, respectively, The History of Bel and The History of Susanna, The Story of Hercules and Cacus, and The Story of Rhampsinitus.

†† For example, Edward Bulwer-Lytton wrote the underappreciated multi-genre novel Pelham, first published in 1828, in the last quarter of which the eponymous protagonist takes up sleuthing to solve a murder.

‡‡ In A Study in Scarlet, after Watson remarks Holmes reminds him of Dupin, Holmes replies, “‘No doubt you think that you are complimenting me in comparing me to Dupin. . . . Now, in my opinion, Dupin was a very inferior fellow. That trick of his of breaking in on his friends’ thoughts with an apropos remark after a quarter of an hour’s silence is really very showy and superficial. He had some analytical genius, no doubt; but he was by no means such a phenomenon as Poe appeared to imagine.’”

§§ The book sold over 500,000 copies worldwide.

¶¶ Early popular American titles include The Old Sleuth, Butts the Boy Detective, and, of course, countless Sexton Blake and Nick Carter stories.

## The story was first published in eight parts in 1862–1863 in Once a Week Magazine. It was published as a single volume in 1865 by Saunders, Otley & Co. Although the author’s true identity was not revealed during his lifetime, Charles Warren Adams (1853–1903), the publisher of the magazine who wrote several other pseudonymous works that appeared in the magazine, is the likeliest candidate.

*** The book first appeared in 1866, published in New York by Beadle & Co. It is doubtful that it had much circulation in England. 

††† The book was published under this title in 1860, revised and shortened as The Trail of the Serpent in 1861, serialized in the revised form in 1864, and thereafter published in numerous editions. Braddon, writing in 1893, expressed doubt that a single copy of the original book had been sold. The revised edition did quite well, however, as Braddon’s reputation grew.

‡‡‡ Julian Symons, Bloody Murder, New York, Viking, 1981, p. 52.

§§§ Ellery Queen, Queen’s Quorum, Boston: Little, Brown and Company, 1951, p. 14, thought the London edition was “probably pirated, the text lifted from ‘Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal’ and ‘some of our American Magazines.’”

¶¶¶ Warren Warner and Gustavas Sharp were both pseudonyms of Samuel Warren, a barrister with Edinburgh medical training. He also wrote Passages from the Diary of a Late Physician (1832) and Leaves from the Diary of a Law Clerk (1857). Andrew Lycett asserts that Conan Doyle was familiar with his work. (Conan Doyle: The Man Who Created Sherlock Holmes, p. 110). The Barrister book featured a pair of attorneys named Ferret and Sharpe, while the Attorney book is written in the first person by Mr. Sharp, whose partner is Mr. Flint. These are names that Doyle made fun of: “I still possess the leaf of a notebook with various alternative names [for Sherlock Holmes],” he wrote in Memories and Adventures. “One rebelled against the elementary art which give some inkling of character in the name, and creates Mr. Sharps or Mr. Ferrets.” (p. 75) This jest certainly suggests that he was familiar with Warren’s work.

### The last was by William C. Honeyman (1845–1919), a Scottish violinist and orchestra leader, who wrote a long series of fictional reminiscences of a “city detective” as well as a number of books on the violin. It is certainly tempting to think that Conan Doyle was familiar with the man or his work.

**** Robert Louis Stevenson, letter to Conan Doyle, 5 April 1893.

†††† Muddock probably eventually met Conan Doyle, for Muddock’s daughter Dorothy married Herbert Greenhough Smith, Conan Doyle’s editor at The Strand, in 1900 (though the wedding took place in the first quarter of the year, while Conan Doyle was in South Africa). However, Muddock mentions none of Dorothy, Herbert, or Conan Doyle in his 1907 autobiography Pages from an Adventurous Life, and Doyle does not mention Muddock in his autobiography. 

‡‡‡‡ One wonders whether Doyle ever discussed crime fiction with his friend Israel Zangwill, who published his mystery novel The Big Bow Mystery (generally regarded as the first “locked-room” mystery) in 1892, just as Conan Doyle was concluding the first Holmes tales. That they discussed art and writing is apparent from Doyle’s June 1894 “Before My Bookcase” essay in which he mentions that Zangwill admonished him that “mere horror was not art.”

§§§§ Wright also edited The Great Detective Stories: A Chronological Anthology, New York: Charles Scribner’s Sons, 1927, and provided an extensive and learned introduction.

¶¶¶¶ Later in his career, Conan Doyle amassed a substantial collection of “true crime” writing, much of it acquired in 1911 from the collection of W. S. Gilbert. The collection is discussed in detail by Walter Klinefelter, in his essay “The Conan Doyle Crime Library,” reprinted in Klinefelter’s Origins of Sherlock Holmes (1983). Klinefelter observes that of the eighty items catalogued, only six books have publication dates before 1911 and could have been used as source material. However, Klinefelter concludes, “[I]f Conan Doyle did draw on them for anything prior to the stories of the ‘Case-Book,’ it could not have been of any great moment.” Margalit Fox, in her excellent Conan Doyle for the Defense (New York: Random House, 2018), states: “Long an avid reader of detective fiction, Conan Doyle was also deeply interested in true crime.” (p. 144) While it is evident from his writings after the turn of the century that the latter part of this statement is true, sadly there is no evidence of the former part, except his expressed admiration of Poe and Gaboriau.
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INTRODUCTION

by Graeme Davis

Coal-smoke and fog wreathe the city, dampening the clop and rattle of hansom cabs in the street. A cry rings out; a body has been discovered. The family is distraught; the police are baffled. Only one detective can solve the case and bring the killer to justice: a brilliant thinker, a master of science, an eccentric genius, a detective named . . .

C Auguste Dupin, Martin Hewitt, Professor Augustus S. F. X. Van Dusen, Doctor John Thorndyke, Lady Molly Robertson-Kirk, Professor Craig Kennedy, Max Carrados, or one of many other detectives in the mystery story’s first golden age.

Today, the figure of Sherlock Holmes towers over detective fiction like a colossus—but it was not always so. Edgar Allan Poe’s French detective Dupin, the hero of “The Murders in the Rue Morgue,” anticipated Holmes’s deductive reasoning by more than forty years with his “tales of ratiocination.” In A Study in Scarlet, the first of Holmes’s adventures, Doyle acknowledged his debt to Poe—and to Émile Gaboriau, whose thief-turned-detective Monsieur Lecoq debuted in France twenty years earlier.

Although detective fiction did not emerge as a genre in the English language until the mid-nineteenth century, its roots run deep. The Old Testament story of Susanna and the Elders is regarded by some as an ancestor of the detective story, with Daniel as the detective. The story of “The Three Apples” in The Thousand and One Nights faces its protagonist, the vizier Ja’far, with a murder to solve, although he does little in the way of actual detection. Song Dynasty China (960–1279) saw the birth of gong’an (“legal fiction”), a genre of plays and puppet shows featuring a magistrate or other government official. By the succeeding Yuan Dynasty (1271–1368), the form had expanded into novels: the adventures of some celebrated gong’an detectives, such as Judge Bao and Judge Dee, may still be found in print today.

In Europe, the novel emerged as a literary form in the eighteenth century, and fictional genres began to develop as readers found they liked one type of story or another. Stories involving crimes and feats of analysis began to appear across Europe from the middle of the century, and E. T. A. Hoffman’s novella Mademoiselle de Scudéri, widely regarded as the first true detective story in European literature, was published in 1819.

While Poe’s “The Murders in the Rue Morgue” is often hailed as the first detective story in English, it is not without antecedents. Published in 1793, William Godwin’s three-volume novel Things as They Are; or, The Adventures of Caleb Williams shows how the legal system of the day could fail; its protagonist solves a murder, but detection takes a back seat to political and social commentary as he is framed by the aristocratic culprit and forced to live on the run. “The Secret Cell,” by Poe’s publisher William Evans Burton—with which this collection begins—appeared in the September 1837 issue of The Gentleman’s Magazine, of which Poe became an editor two years later. By the time “The Murders in the Rue Morgue” was published, Burton had fired Poe and the two were bitter enemies. Even if he had been inspired by Burton’s story, Poe would not have admitted it—and in any case, Burton’s detective was a policeman rather than an amateur genius, and was remarkable only for his dogged persistence and familiarity with London’s underworld.

If “Rue Morgue” was the first true detective story in English, the title of the first full-length detective novel is more hotly contested. Two books by Wilkie Collins—The Woman in White (1859) and The Moonstone (1868)—are often given that honor, with the latter showing many of the features that came to identify the genre: a locked-room murder in an English country house; bungling local detectives outmatched by a brilliant amateur detective; a large cast of suspects and a plethora of red herrings; and a final twist before the truth is revealed. Others point to Mary Elizabeth Braddon’s The Trail of the Serpent (1861) or Aurora Floyd (1862), and others still to The Notting Hill Mystery (1862–3) by the pseudonymous “Charles Felix.” Then there is The Ticket-of-Leave Man (1863), a melodrama translated from a French original, Léonard by Édouard Brisbarre and Eugène Nus, by dramatist Tom Taylor—best known today for Our American Cousin, the play Abraham Lincoln was watching when he was assassinated.

The debate about the first detective novel may never be settled, but what is certain—and certainly more interesting—is to note just how popular detective fiction had become by the early 1860s, both with the reading public and with writers from widely differing backgrounds. In the words of a contemporary music-hall song, there was a lot of it about.

This burst of detective fiction coincided neatly with the boyhood of Arthur Conan Doyle. While he publicly acknowledged the contributions of Poe and Gaboriau in the creation of Sherlock Holmes, he can hardly have failed to read, and be influenced by, other works in the developing genre of detective fiction.

Between 1887 and 1927, Doyle wrote four novels and fifty-six short stories featuring Holmes, and the success of the great detective brought both imitators and competitors. Doyle killed Holmes in “The Final Problem” (1893), beginning a nine-year hiatus in which many other fictional detectives tried to fill his shoes. The first—appearing in The Strand just three months later—was Martin Hewitt, another master of deduction; others followed, and in 1898, Doyle’s brother-in-law E. W. Hornung published the first adventures of A. J. Raffles, the gentleman thief.

Holmes’s return in The Hound of the Baskervilles only seemed to intensify the reading public’s thirst, and no fictional detective was entirely free of his influence. There was Professor Augustus S. F. X. Van Dusen, “The Thinking Machine;” Doctor John Evelyn Thorndyke, a prototypical forensic scientist; Professor Craig Kennedy, scientist and gadgeteer; and Duckworth Drew of the Foreign Office, who combined the qualities of Sherlock Holmes and James Bond.

As the early years of detective fiction gave way to two separate golden ages—of hard-boiled tales in America and intricately-plotted, so-called “cosy” murders in Britain—the legacy of Sherlock Holmes, with his fierce devotion to science and logic, gave way to street smarts on the one hand and social insight on the other—but even though these new sub-genres went their own ways, their detectives still required the intelligence and clear-sightedness that characterized the earliest works of detective fiction: the trademarks of Sherlock Holmes, and of all the detectives featured in these pages.
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THE SECRET CELL

by William Evans Burton

1837

While Edgar Allan Poe is often credited with the creation of the first fictional detective in the person of C. Auguste Dupin—one of whose adventures can be found later in this volume—he is not unchallenged in this claim. “The Secret Cell” was published four years before Dupin’s debut in “The Murders in the Rue Morgue,” and it is even possible that Burton’s tale inspired Poe to pen a detective story in the first place.

Born in London, Burton tried to establish a monthly magazine before drifting into the theater. At the age of thirty he left an unsuccessful marriage, abandoning his wife and son to make a new life in the United States, working as an actor and manager in New York, Philadelphia, and Baltimore.

In 1837 he founded Burton’s Gentleman’s Magazine in Philadelphia, publishing “The Secret Cell” in the September issue, and in 1839 he employed Poe as an editor. The two did not get along: Burton disliked the harshness of Poe’s literary reviews, and he may have written a particularly negative review of Poe’s “The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket.” Burton tried to sell the magazine without telling Poe, who responded by planning to launch a competing publication of his own. Burton fired Poe in 1840 and sold the magazine, using the money to renovate his theater—he had never entirely given up the stage—before returning to work as a writer and editor.

While a police officer rather than a private detective, Burton’s hero L— is skilled in the art of disguise and enjoys the company of an admiring narrator, as Holmes does. Instead of the Baker Street Irregulars, he has a resourceful wife with a talent for eliciting information, and instead of Lestrade, he can call upon the services of a friendly magistrate and a number of subordinate officers. He needs all of these resources—and a modicum of luck—when the search for a missing person leads to the discovery of a large and disturbing criminal enterprise.
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I’ll know no more—the heart is torn

By views of woe we cannot heal;

Long shall I see these things forlorn,

And oft again their griefs shall feel,

As each upon the mind shall steal;

That wan projector’s mystic style,

That lumpish idiot leering by,

That peevish idler's ceaseless wile,

And that poor maiden’s half-form’d smile.

While straggling for the full-drawn sigh!

— Crabbe.

About eight years ago, I was the humble means of unravelling a curious piece of villainy that occurred in one of the suburbs of London; it is well worth recording, in exemplification of that portion of “Life” which is constantly passing in the holes and corners of the Great Metropolis. My tale, although romantic enough to be a fiction, is excessively common-place in some of the details—it is a jumble of real life; a conspiracy, an abduction, a nunnery, and a lunatic asylum, are mixed up with constables, hackney-coaches, and an old washerwoman. I regret also that my heroine is not only without a lover, but is absolutely free from the influence of the passions, and is not persecuted on account of her transcendent beauty.

Mrs. Lobenstein was the widow of a German coachman, who had accompanied a noble family from the continent of Europe; and, anticipating a lengthened stay, he had prevailed upon his wife to bring over their only child, a daughter, and settle down in the rooms apportioned to his use, over the stable, in one of the fashionable mews at the west end of London. But Mr. Lobenstein had scarcely embraced his family, ere he was driven off, post haste, to the other world, leaving his destitute relict*, with a very young daughter, to buffet her way along the rugged path of life.

With a little assistance from the nobleman in whose employ her husband had for some time been settled, Mrs. Lobenstein was enabled to earn a respectable livelihood, and filled the honorable situation of laundress to many families of gentility, besides divers† stray bachelors, dandies, and men about town. The little girl grew to be an assistance, instead of a drag, to her mother; and the widow found that her path was not entirely desolate, nor “choked with the brambles of despair.”

In the sixth year of her bereavement, Mrs. Lobenstein, who presided over the destinies of my linen, called at my rooms, in company with a lady of equal width, breadth, and depth. Mrs. L. was of the genuine Hanseatic‡ build—of the real Bremen beam—when in her presence, you felt the overwhelming nature of her pretensions to be considered a woman of some weight in the world, and standing in society. On the occasion of the visit in question, her friend was equally adipose, and it would have puzzled a conjurer to have turned the party into a tallowy§ trio. Mrs. L. begged leave to recommend her friend as her successor in the lavatorial¶ line—for her own part, she was independent of work, thank heaven! and meant to retire from the worry of trade.

I congratulated her on the successful termination of her flourish with the wash tubs.

“Oh, I have not made the money, bless you! I might have scrubbed my fingers to the bones before I could have done more than earn my daily bread, and get, maybe, a black silk gown or so for Sundays. No, no! my Mary has done more with her quiet, meeting-day face in one year, than either the late Mr. Lobenstein or myself could compass in our lives.”

Mary Lobenstein, an artless, merry, blue-eyed girl of seventeen had attracted the attention of a bed-ridden lady whose linen she was in the habit of carrying home; and in compliance with the importunities of the old lady, she agreed to reside in her house as the invalid’s sole and especial attendant. The old lady, luckily, was almost friendless; an hypocritical hyena of a niece, who expected, and had been promised, the reversion of her fortune, would occasionally give an inquiry relative to the state of her aunt’s health; but so miserably did she conceal her joy at the approach of the old lady’s dissolution, that the party in question perceived her selfish and mercenary nature, and disgusted at her evident security of purpose, called in an attorney, and executed an entirely new will. There was no other relative to select—Mary Lobenstein had been kind and attentive; and, more from revenge than good nature, the old lady bequeathed the whole of her property to the lucky little girl, excepting a trifling annuity to the old maid, her niece, who also held the chance of possession in case of Mary’s death.

When this will was read by the man of law, who brought it forth in due season after the old lady’s demise, Mary’s wonder and delight almost equaled the rage and despair of the hyena of a niece, whom we shall beg leave to designate by the name of Elizabeth Bishop. She raved and swore the deadliest revenge against the innocent Mary, who one minute trembled at the denunciations of the thin and yellow spinster, and in the next chuckled and danced at the suddenness of her unexpected good fortune.

Mr. Wilson, the lawyer, desired the disinherited to leave the premises to the legal owner, and stayed by Miss Mary Lobenstein and her fat mama till they were in full and undisturbed possession. The “good luck,” as Mrs. L. called it, had fallen so suddenly upon them, that a very heavy wash was left unfinished, to attend to the important business; and the complaints of the naked and destitute customers alone aroused the lucky laundress to a sense of her situation. The right and privilege of the routine of customers were sold to another fat lady, and Mrs. Lobenstein called upon me, among the rest of her friends, to solicit the continuance of my washing for her stout successor.

A year passed away. I was lying in bed one wintry morning, and shivering with dread at the idea of poking my uncased legs into the cold air of the room, when my landlady disturbed my cogitations by knocking loudly at the room door, and requesting my instant appearance in the parlor, where “a fat lady in tears” wished my presence. The existence of the obese Mrs. Lobenstein had almost slipped my memory; and I was somewhat startled at seeing that lady, dressed in a gaudy colored silk gown, and velvet hat and feathers, in violent hysterics upon my crimson silk ottoman, that groaned beneath its burden. The attentions of my landlady and her domestic soon restored my ci-devant# laundress to a state of comparative composure, when the distressed lady informed me that her daughter, her only child, had been missing for several days, and that, notwithstanding the utmost exertions of herself, her lawyer, and her friends, she had been unable to obtain the smallest intelligence respecting her beloved Mary. She had been to the police offices, had advertised in the newspapers, had personally inquired of all her friends or acquaintance, yet every exertion had resulted in disappointment.

“Every body pities me, but no one suggests a means of finding my darling, and I am almost distracted. She left me one evening—it was quite early—to carry a small present to the chandlers’-shop woman, who was so kind to us when I was left a destitute widow. My dear girl had but three streets to go, and ran out without a cloak or shawl; she made her gift to the poor woman, and instantly set out to return home. She never reached home—and, woe is me, I fear she never will. The magistrates at the police office said that she had eloped with some sweetheart; my Mary loved no one but her mother—and my heart tells me that my child could not willingly abandon her widowed parent for any new affection that might have entered her young breast. She had no followers—we were never for one hour apart, and I knew every thought of her innocent mind. One gentleman—he said he was a parson—called on me this morning, to administer consolation; yet he hinted that my poor girl had probably committed self-destruction—that the light of grace had suddenly burst upon her soul, and the sudden knowledge of her sinful state had been too much for her to bear, and, in desperation, she had hurried from the world. Alas! if my poor Mary is indeed no more, it was not by her own act that she appeared in haste before her Maker—God loved the little girl that he had made so good; the light of heavenly happiness glistened in her bright and pretty eyes; and she was too fond of this world’s beauties, and the delights of life showered by the Almighty upon His children, to think of repaying Him by gloom and suicide! No, no! Upon her bended knees, morning and night, she prayed to her Father in Heaven, that His will might be done; her religion, like her life, was simple, but pure. She was not of the creed professed by him who thought to cheer a parent’s broken heart by speaking of a daughter’s shameful death.”

The plain, but earnest eloquence of the poor lady excited my warmest sympathy. She had called on me for advice; but I resolved to give her my personal assistance, and exert all my faculties in the clearance of this mystery. She denied the probability of any one being concerned in kidnapping, or conveying away her daughter—for, as she simply expressed herself, “she was too insignificant to have created an enemy of such importance.”

I had a friend in the police department—a man who suffered not his intimacy with the villainy of the world to dull the humanities of nature. At the period of my tale, he was but little known, and the claims of a large family pressed hard upon him; yet his enemies have been unable to affix a stain upon his busy life. He has since attained a height of reputation that must ensure a sufficient income; he is established as the head of the private police of London—a body of men possessing rare and wonderful attainments. To this man I went; and, in a few words, excited his sympathy for the heart-stricken mother, and obtained a promise of his valuable assistance.

“The mother is rich,” said I, “and if successful in your search, I can warrant you a larger reward than the sum total of your last year’s earnings.”

“A powerful inducement, I confess,” replied L—, “but my professional pride is roused; it is a case deserving attention from its apparent inexplicability—to say nothing of the mother’s misery, and that is something to a father and a son.”

I mentioned every particular connected with the affair, and as he declined visiting Mrs. Lobenstein’s house, invited her to a conference with the officer at my lodgings, where he was made acquainted with many a curious item that seemed to have no connexion with the subject we were in consultation upon. But this minute curiosity pleased the mother, and she went on her way rejoicing, for she was satisfied in her own mind that the officer would discover the fate of her child. Strange to say, although L— declared that he possessed not the slightest clue, this feeling on the part of the mother daily became stronger; a presentiment of the officer’s success became the leading feature of her life; and she waited for many days with a placid face and a contented mind. The prophetic fancies of her maternal heart were confirmed; and L— eventually restored the pretty Mary to her mother’s arms.

About ten days after the consultation, he called on me, and reported progress—requiring my presence at the police office for the purpose of making the affidavit necessary for the procuration of a search warrant.

“I have been hard at work,” said he, “and if I have not found out where the young lady is concealed, I have at least made a singular discovery. My own inquiries in the mother’s neighbourhood were not attended with any success; I therefore sent my wife, a shrewd woman, and well adapted for the business. She went without a shawl or bonnet, as if she had but stepped out from an adjacent house, into the baker’s, the grocer’s, the chandler’s, and the beer shop; and while making her trifling purchases, she asked in a careless gossipping way, if any intelligence of Miss Lobenstein had been obtained? Every body was willing to talk of such a remarkable circumstance; and my wife listened patiently to many different versions of the story but without obtaining any useful intelligence. One day, the last attempt that I had determined she should make, she observed that a huckster** woman, who was standing in a baker’s shop when the question was discussed, betrayed a violence of speech against the bereaved parent, and seemed to rejoice in her misfortunes. The womanly feeling of the rest of the gossips put down her inhuman chucklings, but my wife, with considerable tact, I must say, joined the huckster in her vituperation, rightly judging that there must be some peculiar reason for disliking a lady who seems generally esteemed, and who was then suffering under an affliction the most distressing to a female heart. The huckster invited my wife to walk down the street with her.

“‘I say—are you one of Joe’s gang?’ whispered the huckster.

“‘Yes,’ said my wife.

“‘I thought so, when I seed you grinning at the fat old Dutchey’s†† trouble. Did Joe come down with the rhino‡‡ pretty well to you about this business?’

“‘Not to me,’ said my wife, at a venture.

“‘Nor to me, neither, the shabby varmint. Where was your post?’

“This question rather bothered my wife, but she answered, ‘I swore not to tell.’

“‘Oh, stuff! they’ve got the girl, and it’s all over now, in course; though Sal Brown who giv’d Joe the information about the girl, says that five pounds won’t stop her mouth, when there’s a hundred offered for the information—so we thought of splitting§§ upon Joe, and touching the rhino, if you knows any more nor we do, and can make your share of the work, you may join our party, and come in for your whacks.’¶¶

“‘Well, I know a good deal, if I liked to tell it—what do you know?’

“‘Why, I knows that four of us were employed to watch when Miss Lobenstein went out in the evening without her mother, and to let Joe know directly; and I know that we did watch for six months and more; and when Sal Brown did let him know, that the girl was missing that same night, and ha’n’t been heard on since.’

“‘But do you know where she is?’ said my wife in a whisper.

“‘Well, I can’t say that I do. My stall is at the corner near the mother’s house; and Sal Brown was walking past, up and down the street, a-following her profession. She’s of opinion that the girl has been sent over the herring pond## to some place abroad; but my idea is that she ha’n’t far off, for Joe hasn’t been away many hours together, I know.’”

“My wife declared that she was acquainted with every particular, and would join them in forcing Joe to be more liberal in his disbursements, or give him up to justice, and claim the reward. She regretted that she was compelled to go to Hornsey to her mother for the next few days, but agreed to call at the huckster’s stall immediately on her return.

“There was one point more that my wife wished to obtain. ‘I saw the girl alone one night when it was quite dark, but Joe was not to be found when I went after him. Where did Sal Brown meet with him, when she told of the girl?’

“‘Why, at the Blue Lion beer-shop, to be sure,’ said the other.

“I was waiting in the neighborhood, well disguised. I received my wife’s valuable information, and in a few minutes was sitting in the tap room of the Blue Lion, an humble public house of inferior pretension. I was dressed in a shooting jacket, breeches, and gaiters, with a shot belt and powder horn slung round me. A huge pair of red whiskers circled my face, and a dark red shock of hair peeped from the sides of my broad-rimmed hat. I waited in the dull room, stinking of beer and tobacco, till the house closed for the night, but heard nothing of my Joe, although I listened attentively to the conversation of the incomers, a strange, uncouth set, entirely composed of the lower order of laborers, and seemingly unacquainted with each other.

“The whole of the next day, I lounged about the sanded tap room, and smoked my pipe, and drank my beer in silent gloominess. The landlord asked me a few questions, but when his curiosity was satisfied, he left me to myself. I pretended to be a runaway gamekeeper, hiding from my master’s anger for selling his game without permission. The story satisfied the host, but I saw nothing of any stranger, nor did I hear any of the old faces called by the name I wished to hear. One of the visitors was an ill-looking thick-set fellow, and kept up a continual whispering with the landlord—I made sure*** that he was my man, when, to my great regret I heard him hailed by the name of George.

“I was standing inside the bar, chattering with the landlord, and settling for my pipes and my beer, when a good-looking, fresh-coloured, smiling-faced young fellow, danced into the bar, and was immediately saluted by the host, ‘Hollo, JOE, where have you been these two days?’

“‘Heavy business on hand, my buck—occupies all my time, but pays well. So give us a mug of your best, and d— the expense.’

“I had no doubt but this was my man. I entered into conversation with him, in my assumed manner, and my knowledge of the Somersetshire dialect materially assisted my disguise. Joe was evidently a sharp-witted fellow, who knew exactly what he was about. All my endeavors to draw him into talking of his own avocations completely failed; he would laugh, drink, and chatter, but not a word relative to the business that occupied his time could I induce him to utter.

“‘Who’s going to the hop††† in St. John street?’ said the lively Joe. ‘I mean to have eighteen-penny worth of shake-a-leg there to-night, and have it directly too, for I must be back at my place at daybreak.’

“This was enough for me. I walked with Joe to the vicinity of the dancing-rooms, when, pleading a prior engagement, I quitted him, and returned home. My disguise was soon completely altered; my red wig and whiskers, drab hat and shooting dress were exchanged for a suit of black, with a small French cloak of dark cloth, and plain black hat. Thus attired, I watched the entrance of the humble ball-room, fearing that my man might leave it at an early period, for I knew not how far he had to journey to his place in the country, where he was compelled to be by the break of day.

“I walked the pavement of St. John Street for six long hours, and was obliged to make myself known to the watchman to prevent his interference, for he doubted the honesty of my intentions. Just before the dawn of day, my friend Joe, who seemed determined to have enough dancing for his money, appeared in the street with a lady on each arm. I had to keep him in sight till he had escorted the damsels to their domiciles; when, buttoning up his coat, and pressing his hat down over his brows, he walked forward with a determined pace. I followed him at a convenient distance. I felt that he was in my power—that I was on the point of tracing the mystery of the girl’s disappearance, and ascertaining the place of her detention.

“Joe walked rapidly towards Shoreditch Church. I was within a hundred feet of him, when the early Cambridge coach dashed down the Kingsland Road. Joe seized the guard’s hold at the side of the back boot, placed his feet upon the hind spring, and in one moment was on the top of the coach, and trundling away from me at the rate of twelve miles an hour.

“I was beaten. It was impossible for me to overtake the coach. I thought of hiring a hack,‡‡‡ but the rapid progress of the stage defied all idea of overtaking it. I returned dispirited to my home.

“My courage rose with the conception of fresh schemes. In the course of the day, I called on a friend, a stage coachman, and telling him some of the particulars of my object, asked him to introduce me to the driver of the Cambridge coach. I met him on his return to town the next day, and, by the help of my friend, overcame his repugnance to talk with strangers respecting the affairs of his passengers. I learnt, at last, that Joe never travelled more than half a dozen miles, but Elliott, the coachman, was unable to say who he was, or where he went to. My plan was soon arranged, and Elliott was bribed to assist me.

“The next morning by daybreak, I was sitting on the top of the Cambridge coach, well wrapped up in a large white top coat, with a shawl tied over my mouth. I got on the coach at the inn yard, and as we neared the church, looked out anxiously for my friend Joe; but he was not to be seen, nor could I discern anything of him for six or seven miles along the road. The first stage was performed, and while the horses were being changed, Elliott, the coachman, pointed out a strange ill-looking man, in a close light waist coat with white sleeves, white breeches, yarn stockings, and high-low shoes.§§§ ‘That fellow,’ said Elliott, ‘is always in company with the man you have been inquiring about. I have seen them frequently together come from over that style;¶¶¶ he is now waiting for Joe, I’ll bet a pound.’

“I alighted, and bargained with the landlord of the small road-side inn for the use of the front bedroom, up stairs. I took my post, and as the stage departed, began my watch. Joe did not appear till late in the afternoon—his friend eagerly seized him by the arm, and began to relate something with great anxiety of look and energy of action. They moved off over the style. I glided out of the house, and followed them. A footpath wound through an extensive meadow, and the men were rapidly nearing the farthest end. I hastened my pace, and gained the centre of the field, ere they were aware of my approach. I observed a telegraphic signal pass between them, and they instantly stopped their expedition, and turning back upon their path, sauntered slowly towards me. I kept on; we met—their eyes were searchingly bent upon me, but I maintained an easy gait and undisturbed countenance, and continued my walk for some minutes after they were past. As I climbed the farthest style, I observed them watching me from the other end of the field. I saw no more of Joe or his friend for the rest of that day and the whole of the next.

“I was much annoyed at my disappointment, and resolved not to be again outwitted. Every possible inquiry that could be made without exciting the curiosity of the neighbourhood, was instituted, but I was unable to obtain the smallest information, either of the abducted lady or of Joe’s individuality. His friend was known as a vagabond of the first class—a discharged ostler,### with a character that marked him ready for the perpetration of every crime.

“I was hunting in the dark. I had nothing but surmises to go upon, excepting the declaration of the huckster, that a man named Joe was the means of Miss Lobenstein’s absence, but I was not sure that I was in pursuit of that identical Joe. The mystery attending the object of my suspicion gave an appearance of probability to my supposition, but it seemed as if I was not to proceed beyond the limits of uncertainty. I resolved, after waiting till the evening of the next day, to return to the inn-room of the Blue Lion, and the impenetrability of my gamekeeper’s disguise.

“Tying my rough coat up in my shawl, I clapped the bundle under my arm, and walked quietly along the road. As I passed through some twists on the side walk, a post-chaise**** was coming through the adjoining toll-gate. A scuffle, accompanied with high oaths, in the interior of the chaise, attracted my attention; a hand was dashed through the carriage-window, and cries for help were loudly vociferated. I ran towards the chaise; and ordered the postillion†††† to stop; a coarse voice desired him to drive on; the command was repeated with violent imprecations, and the horses, severely lashed, bounded rapidly away. I was sufficiently near to catch hold of the back of the springs as the vehicle moved; the motion was violent, but I kept my grasp. The back board of the chaise, where the footman should stand, had been covered with a double row of iron spikes, to prevent the intrusion of idle boys; but, determined not to lose sight of the ruffians who were thus violating the peace of the realm, I pressed my bundle hard upon the spikes, and jumping nimbly up, found myself in a firm and pleasant seat.

“The carriage rolled speedily along. I determined, at the very first halting place, to summon assistance, and desire an explanation of the outcries and demands for help. If, as there seemed but little doubt, some act of lawless violence was being perpetrated, I resolved to arrest the principals upon the spot. While cogitating on the probabilities of the result, I received a tremendous cut across the face, from the thong of a heavy leather whip, jerked with considerable violence from the window of the post-chaise. A second well-directed blow drove me from my seat, and I fell into the road, severely lacerated, and almost blind.

“I rolled upon the dusty ground, and writhed in excessive agony. A thick wale‡‡‡‡ crossed each cheek, and one of my eyes had been terrifically hit. It was yet early night, and the public nature of the road soon afforded me assistance. A young man passed me, driving a gig§§§§ towards London; I hailed him, and requested his services. A slight detail of the cause in which I had received my injuries, induced him to turn round and receive me in the vacant seat. The promise of half a guinea¶¶¶¶ tempted him to drive rapidly after the chaise, and in a few minutes we heard the sound of wheels. The young man cheered his horse to greater progress, but we were unable to pass the vehicle in advance, and it was not till we both drew up to the door of the roadside inn, where I had previously stopped, that we discovered that we had been in pursuit of a mail-coach instead of a post-chaise.

“The waiter declared that ‘nothin’ of a four-veel natur, ’cept a vaggin and a nearse#### had passed within the previous half hour. Placing my gig friend over some brandy and water, I sought the recesses of the kitchen, that I might procure some cooling liquid to bathe my face with. While busily employed at the yard pump, the sound of voices from an adjoining stable arrested my attention. The dim light of a lantern fell upon the figure of the ostler whom I had seen in company with mysterious Joe. I advanced lightly, in hopes of hearing the conversation. When I reached the door, I was startled by the sudden approach of some one from the other side of the yard, and compelled to hide behind the door. A stable helper popped his head into the building, and said—

“‘See here, Billee, vot I found sticking on the spikes of the chay***** you’ve left in the lane.’

“My luckless bundle was produced, and speedily untied. Directly Billy, for so was the suspicious ostler named, saw my rough, white, great coat, he exclaimed, with considerable energy—

“‘I’m blessed if ve haint been looked arter. I seed this ’ere toggery††††† a-valking a’ter Joe and me in the meadow yonder. Ve thought it suspectable, so ve mizzled‡‡‡‡‡ back. And I’m jiggered if the owner vornt sitting behind our conweyance, ven Joe hit him a vollop§§§§§ or two vith your vip to knock him off. Tommy, my tulip, I’ll go back vi’ you to-night, and veil a vhile till the vind changes.’

“It was evident then, that Joe was connected with the abduction of the day—another convincing proof that he was the active agent in Miss Lobenstiein’s affair. With respect to my friend the ostler, I determined to try the effects of a little coercion, but concluded that it would be better to let him reach some distance from his usual haunts, to prevent alarming his comate¶¶¶¶¶ Joe.

“In about an hour the post-chaise was driven to the door; and the ostler, much the worse for his potations, was placed within the body of the vehicle. I was soon after them, in company with the young man in the gig, and we kept the chaise in sight till it had entered the still and deserted streets of the city. It was nearly midnight; the drunken ostler desired the scarcely sober postillion to put him out at the door of a tavern. I walked up to the astonished couple and, arresting them on a charge of felony, slipped a pair of small but powerful spring handcuffs over the ostler’s wrists. I conducted him, helpless and amazed, to an adjacent watch-house; and mentioning my name and office, desired his safe custody till I could demand his body. The postillion, who was guarded by my gig friend, became much alarmed; and volunteered any information that I might desire. He confessed that he had been employed that afternoon, by one Joseph Mills, to carry a lunatic priest to the Franciscan Monastery at Enfield Chase, from whence it was asserted that he had made his escape. The existence of a religious establishment in that neighborhood was entirely unknown to me, and I questioned the postillion respecting the number of its inmates, and the name of the superior, but he professed to know nothing beyond the locality of the building, and declared that he had never been inside the yard gate. He admitted that Joseph Mills had employed him several times upon the same business; and that, rather more than a fortnight ago, Billy, the ostler, had desired him to bring up a post-chaise from his master’s yard at a minute’s notice, and that a young lady was lifted, in a senseless state, into the chaise, and driven down to the building at Enfield as rapidly as the horses could be made to go.

“I took down his directions respecting the house, and at daybreak this morning I reconnoitered the front and back of the building. If I am any judge, that house is not devoted to monastic purposes alone; but you will see it to-morrow, I trust; for I wish you to accompany me as early in the morning as we can start, after procuring the warrants for a general search into the secrets of this most mysterious monastery.”

It was nearly noon the next day before we were enabled to complete our necessary arrangements. L—, Mr. Wilson, the attorney, Mr. R—, a police magistrate of some distinction, and the reader’s humble servant, stepped into a private carriage, while a police officer, well armed, sat with the driver. The magistrate had been interested in the details necessary for the procuration of the warrant, and had invited himself to the development of the mystery. An hour’s ride brought us to the entrance of a green lane that wound its mazy length between hedges of prickly holly and withered hawthorn trees. After traversing this lane for nearly two miles, we turned again to the left, by L—’s direction, and entered a narrow pass between a high brick wall and a huge bank, surmounted by a row of high and gloomy trees. The wall formed the boundary of the monastery grounds, and, at a certain place, where an ascent in the narrow road favored the purpose, we were desired by L— to mount the roof of the coach, and, by looking over the wall, to inspect the back front##### of the building. Massive bars of iron were fastened across every window of the house; in some places, the frames and glass were entirely removed, and the gratings were fixed in the naked brick work; or the apertures were fitted with thick boarding, excepting a small place at the top for the admission of the smallest possible quantity of light and air. The windows of a range of out-houses, which extended down one side of the extensive yard, were also securely barred; and a small square stone building stood in the middle of the garden, which immediately adjoined the yard. Two sides of this singular construction were visible from our coach top, yet neither door nor window were to be discerned.

One of our party pointed out a pale and wild-looking face glaring at us from one of the grated windows of the house. “Let us away,” said L—, “we are observed; and a farther gratification of our curiosity may prevent a successful issue to my scheme.”

“This looks more like a prison than a monastery or convent,” said the magistrate.

“I fear that we shall find it worse than either,” replied L—.

In a few minutes the carriage stopped at the gate of the building, the front of which exhibited but few points for the attachment of suspicion. The windows were shaded by blinds and curtains, but free from gratings or bars. The palings that enclosed a small fore court, were of massive oak, and being mounted on a dwarf wall, effectually prevented the intrusion of uninvited guests. The gates were securely closed, but the handle of a small bell invited attention, and a lusty pull by the driver gave notice of our presence.

L—, who had quitted the vehicle by the off door,******* requested the magistrate to keep out of sight, and with his brother officer, retired behind the coach. Our course of proceeding had been well arranged; when the door of the house was opened, I put my head from the carriage window, and requested to see the superior of the convent. The attendant, a short, ill-looking follow in a fustian coat and gaiters, desired to know my business with him. “It is of great secrecy and importance,” I replied; “I cannot leave the carriage, because I have somebody here that requires my strictest attention. Give your master this card, and he will know exactly who I am, and what I require.”

Our scheme succeeded. The fellow left his post, and, unfastening the paling gate, advanced to the edge of the footpath, and put his hand in at the window of the carriage for my card. L— and the officer glided from their concealment, and secured possession of the outer gate and the door of the house, before the fellow had time to give the alarm. The driver, who had pretended to busy himself with the horses, immediately opened the carriage door; and in a few seconds, the whole of our party was mustered in the entrance hall. The man who had answered the bell, when he recovered his surprise, rushed to the door, and attempted to force his way to the interior of the house. The police officer stopped him, and an angry altercation ensued—he placed his finger in his mouth, and gave a loud and lengthy whistle. L—, who was busily engaged in searching for the fastenings of an iron screen, that crossed the width of the hall, observed the noise, and turning round to his mate, said quietly, “If he’s troublesome, Tommy, give him a pair of gloves.”†††††† In two minutes, the fellow was sitting helpless on the ground, securely hand-cuffed.

“Confound him,” said L—, “he must have come out through this grating; there is no other entrance to the hall, and yet I cannot discover the door-way; and I am afraid that his signal has made it worse, for I heard the click of spring work directly after he gave his whistle.”

“This grating is a common appendage to a convent or religious house,” said Mr. Wilson. “Perhaps we are giving ourselves unnecessary trouble—let us ring the bell again, and we may obtain admission without the use of force.”

The officer and the magistrate exchanged a smile. The latter went to the man who had opened the door, and said, in a low tone of voice, “We must get into the house, my man; show us how we can pass this grating, and I will give you five guineas.‡‡‡‡‡‡ If you refuse, I shall commit you to jail, whether your connexion with this establishment deserves it or no. I am a magistrate, and these, my officers, are acting under my direction.”

The man spoke not; but, raising his manacled hands to his mouth, gave another whistle of peculiar shrillness and modulation.

The hall in which we were detained, was of great height and extent. Beyond the iron screen, a heavy partition of wood work cut off the lower end, and a door of heavy oak opened from the room thus formed into the body of the hall. An open, but grated window, was immediately above the door, and extended almost from one end of the partition to the other. L—, observing this, climbed up the iron screen with the agility of the cat, and had scarcely attained the top, ere we observed him level a pistol towards some object in the enclosure, and exclaim, with a loud voice, “Move one step, and I’ll drive a couple of bullets through your skull.”

“What do you require?” exclaimed a tremulous voice from within.

“Send your friend there, Joe Mills, to open the door of the grating. If you move hand or foot, I’ll pull trigger, and your blood be upon your own head.”

L— afterwards informed me, that upon climbing the screen, he discerned a gentleman in black in close consultation with a group of men. They were standing at the farther end of the enclosure against a window, the light of which enabled him to pick out the superior, and to discern the physiognomy of his old acquaintance Joe.

“Come, come, Joe, make haste,” said L—, “my fingers are cramped, and I may fire in mistake.”

The threat was effectual in its operation. The man was afraid to move, and the door of the enclosure was opened by his direction. Joe walked trippingly across the hall, and, touching a spring in one of the iron rails, removed the fastenings from a portion of the screen, and admitted our party.

“How do you do, Mr. Mills?” said L—; “how are our friends at the Blue Lion? You must excuse me if I put you to a little inconvenience, but you are so volatile that we can’t make sure of finding you when we want you, unless we take the requisite precaution. Tommy, tackle him to his friend, and by way of greater security, fasten them to the grating—but don’t waste the gloves, for we have several more to fit.”

“Gentlemen,” said the man in black, advancing to the door of the enclosure, “what is the reason of this violence? Why is the sanctity of this holy establishment thus defiled? Who are you, and what seek you here?”

“I am a magistrate, sir, and these men are officers of justice armed with proper authority to search this house for the person of Mary Lobenstein, and we charge you with her unlawful detention. Give her to our care, and you may save yourself much trouble.”

“I know nothing of the person you mean, nor are we subject to the supervision of your laws. This house is devoted to religious purposes—it is the abode of penitents who have abjured the world and all its vanities. We are under the protection of the Legate of His Holiness the Pope, and the laws of England do not forbid our existence. Foreigners only dwell with in these walls, and I cannot allow the interference of any party unauthorised by the head of the church.”

“I shall not stop,” said the magistrate, “to expose the errors of your statement; I am furnished with sufficient power to demand a right of search in any house in the kingdom. Independent of ascertaining the safety of the individual with whose abduction you are charged, it is my duty to inquire into the nature of an establishment assuming the right to capture the subjects of the king of this realm, and detain them in a place having all the appointments of a common prison, yet disowning the surveillance of the English laws. Mr. L—, you will proceed in your search, and if any one attempts to oppose you, he must take the consequences.”

The countenance of the man in black betrayed the uneasiness he felt; the attendants, six in number, who, with our friend Mills, had formed the council whose deliberations were disturbed by the sight of L—’s pistol, were ranged beneath the window that looked into the yard, and waited the commands of the chief. This man, whose name we afterwards ascertained was Farrell, exchanged a look of cunning with his minions, and, with apparent resignation, replied,

“Well, sir, it is useless for me to contend with the authority you possess; Mr. Nares, throw open the yard door, and, do you and your men attend the gentlemen round the circuit of the cells.”

The person addressed, unbolted the fastenings of a huge door that opened into the yard, and bowed to our party as if waiting their precedence. Mr. Wilson being nearest the door, went first, and Nares, with a bend of his head, motioned two of his party to follow. As they passed him, he gave them a knowing wink, and said, “Take the gentlemen to the stone house first.” The magistrate was about to pass into the yard, when L— seized him by the collar of his coat, and violently pulling him back into the room, closed the door, and jerked the principal bolt into its socket.

“Excuse my rudeness, sir, but you will soon perceive that it was necessary. Your plan, Mr. Nares, is a very good plan, but will scarcely answer your purpose. We do not intend placing ourselves at the mercy of your men in any of your stone houses, or cells with barred windows. You have the keys of the establishment at your girdle—go round with us yourself, and let those five or six fellows remain here instead of dancing at our heels. Come, come, sir, we are not to be trifled with; no hesitation, or I shall possess myself of your keys, and leave you securely affixed to your friend Mills.”

Nares grinned defiance, but made no reply; Farrell, whose pale face exhibited his dismay, took courage from the dogged bearing of his official, and stuttered not, “Mr. Nares, I desire that you will not give up your keys.” The hint was sufficient. Nares and his fellows, who were all furnished with bludgeons, raised their weapons in an altitude of attack, and a general fight was inevitable. The closing of the yard door had cut off one of our friends, but it also excluded two of the enemy. Still the odds were fearfully against us, not only in point of numbers, which rated five to four, but our antagonists were all of them armed, while the magistrate and I were totally unprovided with the means of defence.

Hostilities commenced by one of the men striking me a violent blow upon the fleshy part of the left shoulder, that sent me staggering to the other side of the room. Two of the ruffians simultaneously faced the police officer, as if to attack him; he received the blow of the nearest, upon his mace or staff of office, and before the fellow had time to lift his guard, returned him a smashing rap upon the fingers of his right hand, compelling him to drop his cudgel, and run howling into the corner of the room. The officer then turned his attention to the fellow who had assaulted me, and who was flourishing his stick with the intent of repeating the blow—but receiving a severe crack across his shins from the officer’s mace, he was unable to keep his legs, and dropped upon the floor. I immediately wrested the bludgeon from his grasp, and left him hors de combat.§§§§§§ The officer, while assisting me, received a knock-down blow from the fellow who had hesitated joining in the first attack, but, cat like, had been watching his opportunity for a pounce. I gave him in return a violent thump upon his head, and drove his hat over his eyes—then, rushing in upon him, I pinioned his arms, and held him till the officer rose and assisted me to secure him. While placing the handcuffs upon him, I was favored with a succession of kicks from the gentleman with the crippled hand.

L—, having drawn a pistol from his pocket, advanced to Nares and desired him to deliver up the keys; the ruffian answered him by striking a heavy blow on L—’s ear that immediately produced blood. The officer, exhibiting the utmost self-possession under these irritating circumstances, did not fire the pistol at his adversary, but dashed the weapon into his face, and inflicted a painful wound. Nares was a man of bull-dog courage. He seized the pistol, and struggled fearfully for its possession. His gigantic frame and strength overpowered his antagonist; the pistol was discharged in the scuffle, luckily without wounding anyone—and the ruffian, holding the conquered L— upon the ground, was twisting his cravat for the purpose of choking him, when, having satisfactorily arranged our men, we arrived to the rescue, and prevented the scoundrel from executing his villainous intention. But Nares, although defeated by numbers, evinced a determination to die game—it was with the utmost difficulty that we were enabled to secure his arms, and while slipping the handcuffs over his wrists, he continued to leave the marks of his teeth upon the fingers of the policeman.

While this furious mêlée was going on, the magistrate had been unceremoniously collared by the master of the house, and thrust forth into that part of the hall which adjoined the iron screen. But his worship did not reverence this ungentlemanly proceeding, and turned valiantly upon his assailer. Both of them were unprovided with weapons, and a furious bout of fisty-cuffs ensued, wherein his worship was considerably worsted. Mills and the porter, who had been fastened by the policeman to the railing of the screen, encouraged Farrell by their cheers. The magistrate was severely punished, and roared for help; Farrell, dreading collision with the conquerors of his party, left his man, and started off, through the open door of the grating; he ran down the lane with a speed that defied pursuit. The driver and the magistrate both endeavored to overtake him, but they soon lost sight of the nimble rogue, and returned discomforted to the house.

During the scuffle, the two men, who, with Mr. Wilson, were shut out by the promptitude of L—, clamored loudly at the door for re-admission. The attorney, as he afterwards confessed, was much alarmed at the position in which he found himself—cut off from all communication with his friends, and left at the mercy of two ill-looking scoundrels, in a strange place, and surrounded by a range of grated prisons, while a number of cadaverous, maniac looking faces glared at him from between the bars.

Upon mustering our party, we were all more or less wounded. The magistrate was outrageous in his denunciations of vengeance upon all the parties concerned; his discolored eye and torn apparel, besides the bruises about his person, had inflamed his temper, and he declared that it was his firm determination to offer a large reward for the apprehension of the chief ruffian, Farrell. L— was much hurt, and for some time appeared unable to stand alone—his ear bled profusely, and relieved his head, which had been seriously affected by Nares’s attempt at strangulation. The other officer had received a severe thumping, and his bitten hand gave him much pain. My left arm was almost useless, and many bloody marks exhibited the effects of the fellow’s kicks upon my shins. Nevertheless, we had fought a good fight, and had achieved a perilous victory.

The magistrate threw up the window sash, and addressed the men in the yard from between the iron gratings. “Harkee, you sirs, we have thrashed your fellows, and have them here in custody. If you attempt resistance, we shall serve you exactly in the same manner. But if either of you feel inclined to assist us in the discharge of our duty, and will freely answer every question, and render all the help in his power, you shall not only be forgiven for any part you may have taken in scenes of past violence, short of murder, but shall be well rewarded into the bargain.”

One of the men, and I must say that he was the most ill-looking of the whole lot, immediately stepped forward, and offered to turn “King’s evidence,” if the magistrate would swear to keep his promise. The other fellow growled his contempt of “the sneak what would snitch,” and darted rapidly down the yard. As we never saw him again, it is supposed that he got into the garden, and found some means of escaping over the walls.

The yard door was opened, and the lawyer and the informer were admitted. The latter personage told us that his wife was the matron of the establishment, and, with her sister, would be found up stairs. The keys were taken from Nares, and we began our search. Mr. Wilson desired the man to conduct us to Mary Lobenstein’s room, but he positively denied the knowledge of any such person. His wife, a coarse, pock-marked, snub-nosed woman, with a loud, masculine voice, also declared that no female answering to that name had ever been within the house. L— remarked that no credit was to be attached to their assertions, and ordered them to lead the way to the search.

It would occupy too much space to describe minutely the nature of the persons and events that we encountered in our rounds. Suffice it to say, we soon discovered that the suspicions of the police officer and the magistrate barely reached the truth. Farrell’s establishment had no connexion with any religious house, nor could we discover either monk, friar, nun, or novice in any of the cells. But the name was a good cloak for the villainous usages practised in the house, as it disarmed suspicion, and prevented the interference of the police. The house, in reality, was a private mad-house, but subject to the foulest abuses; wives who were tired of their husbands, and vice versa—reprobate sons, wishing to dispose of fathers—or villains who wanted to remove their rivals, either in love or wealth, could secure safe lodgings for the obnoxious personages in Farrell’s Farm, as it was named by the knowing few. Farrell could always obtain a certificate of the lunacy of the person to be removed; Nares had been bred to the pestle and the mortar; and as the act¶¶¶¶¶¶ then stood, an apothecary’s signature was sufficient authority for immuring a suspected person. Incurables, of the worst description, were received by Farrell, and boarded at the lowest rate. He generally contracted for a sum down, guaranteeing that their friends should never again be troubled by them—and, as the informer said, “He gave them little enough to eat, and if they did not die, it wasn’t his fault.”

The house was also appropriated to other purposes of secrecy and crime. Ladies in a delicate situation were accommodated with private rooms for their accouchement######, and the children effectually provided for. Fugitives from justice were sure of concealment, if they could obtain admission to the farm. In short, Farrell’s doors, although closed to the world and the eye of the law, were open to all who could afford to pay, or be paid for—from the titled seducer and his victim, whose ruin was effected in the elegant suite of rooms fronting the lane—to the outcast bedlamite,****** the refuse of the poor-house, and the asylum, who was condemned to a slow, but certain death in the secret cells of this horrible abode.

It would fill a volume to recount the history of the sufferers whom we released from their almost hopeless imprisonment—a volume of crime, of suffering, and of sorrow.

After a painful and fruitless search through all the various rooms, cells, and hiding places of that singular house, we were compelled to acknowledge that the assertions of the under-keeper and his wife were but too correct. Mary Lobenstein was not among the number of the detenues††††††† at the Farm, nor could we discover the slightest trace of her. Still L— clung to the hope that, in the confusion necessarily attending our first search, we had passed over some secret cell or dungeon in which the poor girl was immured. The square stone building in the centre of the garden afforded some ground for this surmise—we were unable to open the small iron-banded door that was fixed in the side of this apparently solid structure. The under-keeper declared that the key was always in the possession of Farrell, his principal; and that no one ever entered the place but Nares and his master. He was not aware that any person was ever confined in it; a spring of water bubbled up within the building, and he believed that Farrel used it as a wine cellar only. He had seen wine carried in and out of the place. Indeed, the whole appearance of the building corroborated the man’s statement—there was no window, air hole, or aperture of any description, excepting the small door before mentioned; and the contracted‡‡‡‡‡‡‡ site of the place itself prevented the possibility of its containing a hiding hole for a human being, if a well or spring occupied the area, as the keeper affirmed.

Resigning this last hope of finding the poor girl, we gave our assistance to the magistrate in removing the prisoners, and placing the unfortunates whom we had released in temporary but appropriate abodes. In this service, the under-keeper and his wife proved valuable auxiliaries, in pointing out the incurable mad folks, and those who, in his opinion, had been unjustly detained. The prisoners were placed in our carriage, and conveyed to London, under the superintendance of L— himself, who promised to return during the evening with additional assistance. The policeman was despatched to Enfield for several carriages and post-chaises. Some of the most desperate and confirmed maniacs were sent to the lunatic asylum, with the magistrate’s order for their admittance, and two or three of the sick and sorrowing were removed to the Middlesex hospital.

I assisted the lawyer and the magistrate in taking the depositions of several of the sufferers who appeared sane enough to warrant the truth of their stories. As night approached, I prepared for a departure, and Mr. Wilson resolved to accompany me; we received the addresses of several persons from various inmates of the Farm, who requested us to let their families know of the place of their detention. As we drove down the lane, we met L—, and a posse of police officers, who were to accompany the magistrate in his night sojourn at the house, and assist him in the removal of the rest of the inmates in the morning.

During the evening, I called, with a heavy heart, upon Mrs. Lobenstein, and communicated the melancholy remit of our scheme. I related minutely the particulars of our transaction—she listened quietly to my story, and occasionally interrupted me, when describing the zeal of the officer L—, by invoking the blessings of heaven upon his head. When she learnt the unsuccessful issue of our search, she remained silent for a minute only—when, with a confident tone, and a cheerful voice, she said—“My daughter Mary is in that stone house. The workings of the fingers of Providence are too evident in the wonderful train of circumstances that led to the discovery of Farrell and his infamous mansion. My child is there, but you have not been able to penetrate the secret of her cell. I will go with you in the morning, if you can spare another day to assist a bereaved mother.”

I declared my readiness to accompany her, but endeavored to impress upon her mind the inutility of farther search. She relied securely upon the faith of her divine impression, as she termed it, and declared that God would never suffer so good a man as L— to be disappointed in his wonderful exertions; the keenness of a mother’s eye, the instinct of a mother’s love would help him in the completion of his sacred trust. It was impossible to argue with her; and I agreed to be with her at an early hour.

I slept but little during the night, for my bruised shins and battered shoulder pained me considerably, and the strange excitement of the day’s events materially assisted to heighten both my corporeal and mental fever. When I arose in the morning, I felt so badly, that nothing but the earnest and confident tone of the poor childless widow induced me to undertake the annoyance of the trip—I could not bear to disappoint her. I found the carriage ready at the door—a couple of mechanics, with sledge hammers, crow bars, and huge bunches of skeleton keys, occupied the front seat, and having placed myself beside Mrs. Lobenstein upon the other seat, the horses trotted briskly along the street. During our ride she informed me that a lawyer had called upon her from Elizabeth Bishop, the disappointed spinster, who, it will be recollected, had lost her expected fortune by the intervention of the gentle Mary Lobenstein. The man stated that Miss Bishop had heard of the disappearance of the inheritor of her aunt’s estate, and had desired him to give notice that if proof was not forthcoming of Miss Lobenstein’s existence, she should take possession of the property, agreeably to the provision existing in the will. “I am sure,” said the mother, “that woman is at the bottom of this affair—she has concerted the abduction of my daughter to obtain possession of the estate—but I trust in God that she will be disappointed in her foul design. A fearful whisper comes across my heart that those who would rob a mother of a child for gold, would not object to rob that child of her existence; but my trust is in the Most High, who tempers the wind to the shorn lamb, and will not consent to the spoliation of the widow and the fatherless.”

The probability of the poor girl’s murder had been suggested by L— at the termination of our unsuccessful search, and had occupied a serious portion of my thoughts during the wakeful moments of the past night. Expecting nothing from the mother’s repetition of the search, I determined to consult L— upon the feasibility of offering rewards to the villains Mills and Nares for a revelation of the truth, and if we failed in eliciting any intelligence, to institute a rigorous examination of the garden and the yard, and discover, if possible, the remains of the murdered girl.

The magistrate received Mrs. Lobenstein with tenderness and respect, and sanctioned her desire to penetrate into the mystery of the square stone house. L— had nothing new to disclose, excepting that, in one of the rooms several articles of female apparel had been discovered, and he suggested that Mrs. L. should inspect them, as, perhaps, something that belonged to her daughter might be among them. The mother remarked that her daughter left home without a bonnet or a shawl, and it was scarcely likely that her body-clothes would be in the room: she, therefore, thought it useless to waste time in going up stairs, but requested the locksmith to accompany her to the stone house in the garden. It was impossible to help sympathising with Mrs. Lobenstein in her anxiety; the magistrate deferred his return to Loudon, where his presence was absolutely necessary to preside at the examination of Messrs. Nares, Mills, and Co., and the warm-hearted L— wiped the moisture from his eyes as he followed the mother across the yard, and heard her encourage the workmen to commence the necessary proceedings for the release of her darling child. The lock of the stone house was picked—the door was thrown wide open—and the maternal voice was heard in loud citation, but the dull echo of the stone room was the only reply—there was no living creature within the place.

We found the interior of the building to correspond with the description given by the under-keeper. The walls were hollowed into binns,§§§§§§§ which were filled with wine bottles, packed in sawdust; a circular well, bricked up a little above the level of the floor, filled the centre of the room; the water rose to within a foot of the ground—an old pulley and bucket, rotten from desuetude,¶¶¶¶¶¶¶ clogged up one side of the doorway, and two or three wine barrels filled up the remaining vacancy of space. It was impossible that a human being could be concealed in any part of the building.

Mrs. Lobenstein sighed, and her countenance told of her dismay; but the flame of hope had warmed her heart into a heat that was not to be immediately cooled. “Gentlemen,” said she, “accompany me once more round the cells and secret places—let me be satisfied with my own eyes that a thorough search has been made, and it will remove my doubts that you have overlooked some obscure nook wherein the wretches have concealed my little girl.” The range of chambers was again traversed, but without success, and the widow was compelled to admit that every possible place had been looked into, and that a farther sojourn in the house was entirely useless. The old lady sat down upon the last stair of the second flight, and with a grievous expression of countenance, looked into our several faces as we stood around her, as if she was searching for that consolation it was not in our power to bestow. Tears rolled down her checks, and mighty sobs told of the anguish of her heart. I was endeavoring to rouse her to exertion, as the only means of breaking the force of her grief, when my attention was drawn to the loud yelping of a dog, a small cocker spaniel, that had accompanied us in the carriage from Mrs. Lobenstein’s house, and in prowling round the building, had been accidentally shut up in one of the rooms. “Poor Dash!” said the widow, “I must not lose you; my dear Mary was fond of you, and I ought to be careful of her favorite.” I took the hint, and walking down the gallery, opened the door of the room from whence the barking proceeded. It was the apartment that contained the articles of wearing apparel, which Mrs. L. had visited in her round, without discovering any token of her daughter. But the animal’s superior instinct enabled him to detect the presence of a pair of shoes that had graced the feet of the little Mary when she quitted her mother’s house, on the day of her abduction. Immediately the door was opened, the faithful creature gathered up the shoes in his mouth, and ran to his mistress, and dropped them at her feet, inviting her attention by a loud and sagacious bark. The old lady knew the shoes in a moment—“Yes, they are my girl’s—I bought them myself for my darling—she has been here—has been murdered—and the body of my child is now mouldering in the grave.” A violent fit of hysterics ensued, and I consigned her to the care of the wife and sister of the under-keeper, who had not been allowed to leave the house.
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