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  “To make the punishment fit the crime, The punishment fit the crime”

  —W. S. Gilbert

  OH, but we do love crime. Now, now, it’s no good denying it. Our fascination, especially with true crime, easily rises to the level of a compulsion. Stop and think about it. When we hear of some atrocity, do we ignore it and go on our way? Not a chance, we sprint to the newsstand on the corner, we turn to our TVs, our laptops and cell phones, and, desperate for information, fairly revel in every gory little detail. Should we witness some misdeed, do we avert our gaze and turn away? No, we do not. The boldest among us may attempt to intervene, while the less . . . dauntless merely bang the tocsin and raise a hue and cry. Most of us simply stand there stunned, transfixed, mesmerized by the all-too-human drama enacted before our eyes. And though murder, rapine, and robbery angers and outrages us, it titillates us, too. Wickedness has a charm all its own, and no swami with his horn ever better charmed the cobra than we are . . . charmed—that is the word—by even the most monstrous and deplorable criminality. Why is this? Why should it be so? Each of us, in his (or her) own life knows something of what it is to be the victim of a fraud, or a theft of one kind or another, or of violence, or of some other abuse. You’d think then that all our sympathies would be with the victim, but they are not—not always. Which of us has not occasionally discovered herself in “sympathy with the devil”—and identifying with the predator? But what are the wages of sin?

  Crime and punishment are inexorably linked, and always have been, even in our earliest stories. Adam and Eve disobey the Lord—a crime if ever there was one—and they are punished. Cain kills brother Abel and he is sanctioned, banished from the society of his own kind. (Please note the absence of capital punishment, even for this, the very first murder.) In our Civil society, where law must be upheld and order be maintained, we recognize that it is not always expedient to wait upon the action of the Deity, and so we, who believe ourselves made in God’s image—this is what we claim—take it upon ourselves, corporately, to render God’s retribution. When an abomination is committed, the wicked are punished. We call this Justice. This has always been the paradigm. Crime and punishment—two sides of the same coin; we rarely think of one without the other. And in our long and deep fascination with these often horrific, sometimes humorous, always interesting stories, the one has always modified the other. They are best understood together, one without the other being only half the tale, and we have always craved the whole story.

  In eighteenth-century Great Britain—the Georgian years—we have a society in flux. With the advent of the Industrial Revolution, vast numbers of people deserted village and shire to take up work in the mills and foundries of the big cities. Their populations, particularly in London, grew exponentially, as did the physical and geographic reach of the city. For the first time we see the rise of something resembling a true urban middle class; also a thriving professional class as lawyers and doctors set themselves up to cater to the press of new inhabitants. A sprawling and well-founded Empire abroad required profound adjustments at home, as the teeming city streets filled up with “strangers” just off the boat from every corner of the Domain. The plague had abated, the birth rate was up, John Bull had never seen such prosperity, but at the same time, poverty was widespread and crime was everywhere. A great urban stew then, unlike anything seen before. It is Hogarth’s

  London, city of A Rake’s Progress, and A Harlot’s Progress, Marriage a-la-Mode, and Gin Lane. The forces of law and order soon discovered themselves ill equipped to meet the challenges of this new order. They responded with an exacting hierarchy of brutal punishments.

  This book is a collection and an adaptation of excerpts, stories, and reports that are in themselves adaptations of earlier accounts. Largely taken from the Newgate Calendar, these tales of true crime and punishment were compiled by the attorneys Knapp and Baldwin, and though published in the years 1824–28, this sampling includes examples throughout the eighteenth century. These chronicles of horrific crime and bloody punishment began as ha-penny broadsheets sold on the occasion of a hanging, pillorying, or other public chastisement. Eventually they were collected into something like a pulp or penny-dreadful magazine format, then re-edited and eventually issued as bound volumes. At each stage the stories were re-written, embellished and edited for the various publications, so as to better reflect or to speak to the particular time in which they were issued. Thus, the Newgate Calendar per se was not a specific publication, but rather a generic term for this type of publication, much like our True Crime magazines of the 1930s and ’40s. The illustrations are all contemporaneous, and taken from the Knapp and Baldwin version. I especially enjoy the high-minded tone of this reportage, the kind of superior, moral certainty that so often attempts to excuse the necessity for ferocious punishment. As Knapp and Baldwin tell us: “More offences were made capital during the single reign of George III, than during the reigns of all the Plantagenets, Tudors, and Stuarts, put together.”

  Look ye, reader, we have here, on offer, tales of every imaginable felonious outrage. There’s murder, premeditated and accidental; spouse-killing, parricide, and matricide, and child-murder; manslaughter and assassination; adultery and bigamy and assault; torture and rape; sodomy and all manner of bestiality. There’s kidnapping, slavery, sacrilege, blasphemy, piracy, and arson; perjury, sedition, riot, and treason, robbery and burglary and fraud. And as to judicial chastisement, the list is not so long, but what it lacks in variety, it more than makes up in savage and disproportionately rigorous punishment, often for little more than a misdemeanor. An eighteenth-century, Georgian perp faced fine and imprisonment, branding, public humiliation, transportation, and of course execution; to that end, the pillory and the block, the gallows, scaffold, and the stake.

  So step right up! View the whole catalogue of horribles. They’re delicious—true crime and punishment, old-style. Enjoy them.

  Stephen Brennan

  West Cornwall, Connecticut

  2013
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  MORGRIDGE KILLING LIEUTENANT COPE.

  JOHN MORGRIDGE

  Executed for murder.

  

  WE now present a dreadful instance of the effects of intoxication. This unfortunate man, who, through indulgence in this vice, met an untimely fate, was a native of Canterbury, whose ancestors had served the crown for upwards of two hundred years. He had been kettle-drummer to the first troop of horse-guards for a considerable time, and would have been promoted, had it not been for the following unfortunate quarrel:—A Mr. Cope, having obtained the rank of lieutenant in the army, invited several officers to dine with him at the Dolphin Tavern, in Tower Street; and one of the parties invited Morgridge likewise to go, assuring him that he would be made welcome on the part of Mr. Cope.

  When dinner was over, Cope paid the reckoning, and then, each man depositing half-a-crown, Morgridge and others adjourned to the guard-room, to which place more liquor was sent. They had not been long there before a woman of the town came in a coach, and asked for Captain Cope. Being introduced, she remained a short time, and then said, ‘Who will pay for my coach?’ Morgridge said ‘I will’; and, having done so, he advanced to salute her; but she pushed him from her in a disdainful manner, and spoke to him in very abusive terms, which induced him to treat her with the same kind of language.

  Morgridge’s rudeness was resented by Cope, who took the woman’s part, and a violent quarrel ensued between Cope and Morgridge, both of whom were intoxicated. This contest increased to such a degree, that they threw the bottles at each other; till at length Morgridge, inflamed with passion, drew his sword, and stabbed Cope, who instantly expired.

  Morgridge, being taken into custody, was tried at the Old Bailey, July 5, 1706; but a doubt arising in the breast of the jury, whether he was guilty of murder or manslaughter, they brought in a special verdict, and the affair was left to be determined by the twelve judges.

  The judges having consequently met at Serjeants’ Inn, the case was argued before them by counsel; when they gave a unanimous opinion that he was guilty of wilful murder, because he did not kill Cope with the weapons he was originally using, but arose from his seat, and drew his sword, which was deemed to imply a malicious intention.

  Morgridge, in the interim, made his escape from the Marshalsea Prison, and went into Flanders, where he remained about two years; but, being uneasy to revisit his native country, he imprudently came back to England, and, being apprehended, received sentence of death, and suffered along with William Gregg, at Tyburn, on the 28th of April, 1708.

  After conviction he was truly sensible of the crime of which he had been guilty, acknowledged the justice of his sentence, and submitted to his fate with a devout wish that his misfortune might have its proper effect, in preventing similar destruction happening to others.

  This is but one instance of several that we shall have occasion to record of the fatal consequences arising from a connexion with women of abandoned characters: but for a woman of this cast, the two men who were thus sacrificed, the one to the impetuosity of passion, the other to the rigour of the law, might have lived, a credit to themselves, and an advantage to the community.

  On this occasion it may not be improper to reflect on the horrid crime of seduction. The man who is guilty of seducing a modest young woman from the paths of virtue is, in some degree, an accessory to every crime she may thereafter commit.

  Women in general are of natures more gentle, of dispositions more harmless, than men; yet, when the mind of a woman is once contaminated, she commonly becomes more vicious even than a man of bad character; and the amiable softness of the sex seems to be totally eradicated.

  If a youth is tempted to a criminal connexion with a woman already debauched by another, let him reflect that he is but seeking to perpetuate that infamy she has acquired, and to render still baser a mind already contaminated. One would imagine that a slight degree of thought would be sufficient to restrain youth from connexions of this nature; but, unhappily, the passions are more prevalent than reason, and the connexion is made before the youth has given himself time to think of its criminality.

  May the case of Morgridge be an instructive one; and may those who are tempted to a commission of the crimes we would reprobate receive a timely warning therefrom.
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  DUEL BETWEEN THE DUKE OF HAMILTON AND LORD MOHUN.

  COLONEL JOHN HAMILTON

  Convicted of manslaughter, as a second in a duel between the Duke of Hamilton and Lord Mohun.

  

  No occurrence, short of a national misfortune, at this time engaged the public equal to the memorable duel between the Duke of Hamilton and Lord Mohun; and no crime of this nature was ever committed with more sanguinary dispositions. The principals murdered each other, and Mr. Hamilton was one of the seconds.

  John Hamilton, Esq. of St. Martin’s in the Fields, was indicted at the sessions held at the Old Bailey on the 11th of September, 1712, for the murder of Charles Lord Mohun, Baron of Oakhampton, on the 10th of November preceding; and at the same time he was indicted for abetting Charles Lord Mohun, and George Macartney, Esq. in the murder of James Duke of Hamilton and Brandon; and having pleaded ‘not guilty’ to these indictments, the evidence proceeded; to give their testimony, in substance as follows:—

  Rice Williams, footman to Lord Mohun, proved that his master having met the Duke of Hamilton at the chambers of a master in chancery, on Thursday the 13th of November, a misunderstanding arose between them respecting the testimony of an evidence. That when his lord came home at night, he ordered that no person should be admitted to speak with him the next morning except Mr. Macartney. That on the Saturday morning, about seven o’clock, this evidence, having some suspicion that mischief would ensue, went towards Hyde Park, and, seeing the Duke of Hamilton’s coach going that way, he got over the Park-wall; but, just as he arrived at the place where the duellists were engaged, he saw both the noblemen fall, and two gentlemen near them, whom he took to be the seconds; one of whom he knew to be Mr. Macartney, and the other (but he could not swear it was the prisoner) said ‘We have made a fine piece of work of it.’

  The waiters at two different taverns proved that the deceased noblemen and their seconds had been at those taverns; and, from what could be collected from their behaviour, it appeared that a quarrel had taken place, and that a duel was in agitation; and some of the duke’s servants and other witnesses deposed to a variety of particulars, all which tended to the same conclusion.

  But the evidence who saw most of the transaction was William Morris, a groom, who deposed that, ‘as he was walking his horses towards Hyde Park, he followed a hackney-coach with two gentlemen in it, whom he saw alight by the Lodge, and walk together towards the left part of the ring, where they were about a quarter of an hour, when he saw two other gentlemen come to them; that, after having saluted each other, one of them, who he was since told was the Duke of Hamilton, threw off his cloak, and one of the other two, who he now understands was Lord Mohun, his surtout coat, and all immediately drew; that the duke and lord pushed at each other but a very little while, when the duke closed, and took the lord by the collar, who fell down and groaned, and the duke fell upon him; that just as Lord Mohun was dropping, he saw him lay hold of the duke’s sword, but could not tell whether the sword was at that time in his body; nor did he see any wound given after the closing, and was sure Lord Mohun did not shorten his sword. He declared he did not see the seconds fight, but they had their swords in their hands, assisting their lords.’

  Paul Boussier, a surgeon, swore that, on opening the body of the Duke of Hamilton, he found a wound between the second and third ribs, which entered into the body, inclining to the right side, which could not be given but by some push from above.

  Henry Amie, a surgeon, swore that he found the Duke of Hamilton had received a wound by a push, which had cut the artery and small tendon of his right arm; another very large one in his right leg; a small one in his left leg, near the instep; and a fourth in his left side, between the second and third ribs, which ran down into his body most forward, having pierced the skirt of his midriff, and gone through his caul; but that the wound in his arm caused his so speedy death; and that he might have lived two or three days with the wound in his breast, which wound could not be given but by an arm that reached over, or was above him.

  He further deposed, that he also viewed the Lord Mohun’s body, and found that he had a wound between the short ribs, quite through his belly, and another about three inches deep in the upper part of his thigh; a large wound, about four inches wide, in his groin, a little higher, which was the cause of his immediate death; and another small wound on his left side; and that the fingers of his left hand were cut.

  The defence made by the prisoner was, that ‘the duke called him to go abroad with him, but he knew not any thing of the matter till he came into the field.’

  Some Scottish noblemen, and other gentlemen of rank, gave Mr. Hamilton a very advantageous character, asserting that he was brave, honest, and inoffensive; and the jury, having considered of the affair, gave a verdict of ‘manslaughter;’ in consequence of which the prisoner prayed the benefit of the statute, which was allowed him.

  At the time the lives of the above-mentioned noblemen were thus unfortunately sacrificed, many persons thought they fell by the hands of the seconds; and some late writers on the same opinion: but nothing appears in the written or printed accounts of the transaction, nor did any thing arise on the trial, to warrant so ungenerous a suspicion; it is therefore but justice to the memory of all the parties to discredit such insinuations.

  But here a reflection will naturally arise, that we hope may be of service to our readers of superior rank. If all duellists are, as common sense seems to intimate, murderers, in what light are we to consider their seconds? Certainly in no other than as accessories before the fact. The law says, and with great justice, that accessories in case of murder shall be deemed principals.

  With regard to the particular case in question, if we believe the plea of the prisoner, we cannot consider him as an accessory, because he was ignorant of the intention of the duke.

  Be this as it may, it is much to be lamented that we have not laws of force sufficient to put an effectual stop to the horrid practice of duelling—a practice which had its rise in the ferocious manners of the most barbarous ages, and is a disgrace to any people that pretend to be polished or refined. Honour is made the vile pretence; and murder, real or intended, is always the consequence.

  Men ought to consider that their great Creator has intrusted them with life for more valuable purposes than to put it to the hazard on every frivolous occasion. One would imagine that the reflection of a moment would teach any man in his senses that the determination to rush into the presence of his Maker with the crime of murder on his head was sufficient to ensure his perdition!

  Happy are those, who have been thus tempted to imbrue their hands in the blood of their fellow-creatures, if they escape the murdering award or pistol, and have time allotted them to repent of their misdeeds and surely a whole life of penitence is short enough to atone for the intentional murder of a fellow-creature.
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  SPURLING, A TURNKEY, SHOT BY JOHNSON, IN THE OLD BAILEY.

  WILLIAM JOHNSON and JANE HOUSDEN

  Executed for the murder of Mr. Spurling.

  

  THROUGHOUT the whole annals of our Criminal chronology, though the denial of culprits condemned on the clearest evidence of their guilt is by far too frequently recorded, we cannot adduce an instance similar to the following dying declarations of innocence:

  William Johnson, one of these unrelenting sinners, was a native of Northamptonshire, where he served his time to a butcher, and, removing to London, opened a shop in Newport Market; but, business not succeeding to his expectation, he took a house in Long Acre, and commenced cornchandler: in this business he was likewise unsuccessful, on which he sold his stock in trade, and took a public house near Christ Church, in Surrey. Being equally unsuccessful as a victualler, he sailed to Gibraltar, where he was appointed a mate to one of the surgeons of the garrison; in short, he appears to have possessed a genius suited to a variety of employments. Having saved some money at Gibraltar, he came back to his native country, where he soon spent it, and then had recourse to the highway for a supply. Being apprehended in consequence of one of his robberies, he was convicted, but received a pardon. Previous to this he had been acquainted with one Jane Housden, the other hardened wretch, who had been tried and convicted of coining, but also obtained a pardon. It was not long after this pardon (which was procured by great interest) before Housden was again in custody for a similar offence. On the day that she was to be tried, and just as she was brought down to the bar of the Old Bailey, Johnson called to see her; but Mr. Spurling, the head turnkey, telling him that he could not speak to her till her trial was ended, he instantly drew a pistol, and shot Spurling dead on the spot, in the presence of the court, and all the persons attending to hear the trials; Mrs. Housden at the same time encouraging him in the perpetration of this singular murder. The event had no sooner happened than the judges, thinking it unnecessary to proceed on the trial of the woman for coining, ordered both the parties to be tried for the murder; and there being such a number of witnesses to the deed, they were almost immediately convicted, and received sentence of death. From this time to that of their execution, which took place September 19th, 1712, and even at the place of their death, they behaved as if they were wholly insensible of the enormity of the crime which they had committed; and, notwithstanding the publicity of their offence, to which there were so many witnesses, they had the confidence to deny it to the last moment of their lives: nor did they show any signs of compunction for their former sins. After hanging the usual time, Johnson was hung in chains near Holloway, between Islington and Highgate.
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  DOUGLAS KILLING HIS SHIPMATE

  THOMAS DOUGLAS

  Executed for murder.

  

  THOMAS Douglas was indicted at the Old Bailey, for the murder of William Sparks, a seaman, at a public house in Wapping.

  It appeared, in the course of the evidence, that the parties had been drinking together, till they were inflamed with liquor, when the prisoner took up a knife, and stabbed the other in such a manner that he died on the spot. The atrociousness of the offence was such that Douglas was immediately taken into custody, and, being convicted on the clearest evidence, received sentence of death.

  This criminal was born in the county of Berwick, in Scotland, and, having been educated by his parents according to the strictly religious plan prevailing in that country, he was bound apprentice to a sea-faring person at Berwick; and, when he was out of his time, he entered on board a ship in the royal navy, and in this station acquired the character of an expert and valiant seaman.

  Having served Queen Anne during several engagements in the Mediterranean and other seas, he returned to England, with Sparks, who was his shipmate, on whom he committed the murder we have mentioned.

  After conviction, it was a difficult matter to make Douglas sensible of the enormity of the crime that he had committed; for he supposed that, as he was drunk when he perpetrated the fact, he ought to be considered in the same light as a man who was a lunatic.

  This unhappy malefactor suffered at Tyburn, on the 27th of October 1714.

  From his fate and sentiments we may learn the following useful instructions. We see that drunkenness is a crime of a very high nature, since it may lead to the commission of the highest. If this man had not been in a state of intoxication, he would probably never have been guilty of murder. We should remember that the bounties of Providence were sent for our use and sustenance, not to be abused. It is a judicious observations of the ingenious authors of the Spectator, that ‘If a man commits murder when he is drunk, he must be hanged for it when he is sober. It is no excuse for any one to say he was guilty of a crime when drunk, because drunkenness itself is a crime; and what he may deem an excuse is only an aggravation of his offence; since it is acknowledging that he has been guilty of two crimes instead of one.’

  The conclusion to be drawn from this sad story is, that temperance is a capital virtue; and that drunkenness, as it debauches the understanding, reduces a man below the level of the ‘beasts that perish.’ The offender before us acknowledged, in his last moments, that it was but the forerunner of other crimes: and, as what happened to him may be the case with others, as drunkenness produces quarrels, and quarrels lead to murder, we hope the case of this unhappy man will impress on the minds of our readers the great importance of temperance and sobriety. We see that Douglas had received a very religious education; yet even this was inadequate to preserve him from the fatal effects of a casual intoxication! When men drink too much, and in consequence thereof assault and wound their companions, we may say, in the words of the poet, that

  ‘Death is in the bowl.’
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  MARQUIS DE PALEOTTI STABBING HIS SERVANT.

  THE MARQUIS DE PALEOTTI

  Executed for the murder of his servant.

  

  THIS rash man was the head of a noble family in Italy, and, like Colonel Hamilton, was brought to a disgraceful death, through the vice of gaming, with all the aggravated horrors of suffering in a strange country; thus doubly disgracing the honours of his house.

  Ferdinando Marquis de Paleotti was born at Bologna, in Italy, and in the reign of Queen Anne was a colonel in the Imperial army.

  The cause of his coming to England arose from the following circumstance:—The Duke of Shrewsbury, being at Rome in the latter end of King William’s reign, fell in love with, and paid his addresses to, the sister of Paleotti; and the lady following the Duke to Augsburgh in Germany, they were there married, after she had first renounced the Roman Catholic religion. The duchess residing with her husband in England, and the marquis having quitted the Imperial army on the peace of Utrecht, he came to this country to see his sister.

  Being fond of an extravagant course of life, and attached to gaming, he soon ran in debt for considerable sums. His sister paid his debts for some time, till she found it would be a burdensome and endless task. Though she declined to assist him as usual, he continued his former course of life till he was imprisoned for debt; but his sister privately procured his liberty, and he was discharged without knowing who had conferred the favour on him.

  After his enlargement, he adopted his old plan of extravagance; and, being one day walking in the street, he directed his servant, an Italian, to go and borrow some money. The servant, having met with frequent denials, declined going, on which the Marquis drew his sword, and killed him on the spot.

  Being instantly apprehended, he was committed to prison, tried at the next sessions, and, being convicted on full evidence, he received sentence of death. The Duke of Shrewsbury being dead, and his duchess having little interest or no aquaintance in England, it appears as if no endeavours were used to save the marquis, who suffered at Tyburn on the 17th of March, 1718.

  Italian pride had taken deep root in the mind of this man. He declared it to be disgraceful to this country to put a nobleman to death like a common malefactor, for killing his servant; and lamented that our churches, as in Italy, did not afford a sanctuary for murderers. Englishmen, however, are thankful that neither of this marquis’s desires prevail in their country, where the law makes no distinction in offenders. To his last moment this pride of aristocracy was predominant in his mind. He petitioned the sheriffs that his body should not be defiled by touching the unhappy Englishmen doomed to suffer with him, and that he might die before them, and alone. The sheriffs, in courtesy to a stranger, granted this request, and thus, in his last struggle, he maintained the superiority of his rank.—Vain man! of what avail were his titles in the presence of the Almighty?
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  CLARKE, WHILST IN THE ACT OF EMBRACING A YOUNG WOMAN, CUTS HER THROAT.

  MATTHEW CLARKE

  Executed for murder.

  THIS offender was the son of poor persons at St. Albans, and brought up as a plough-boy; but, being too idle to follow his business, he sauntered about the country, and committed frequent robberies, spending among women the money he obtained in this illegal manner. Clarke had art enough to engage the affections of a number of young women, to some of whom he promised marriage; and he seems to have intended to have kept his word with one of them, and went with her to London to tie the nuptial knot; but, going into a goldsmith’s shop to buy the ring, he said he had forgot to supply himself with money, but would go into the country and fetch it.

  The young woman stayed in town while he went to Wilsden Green, with a view to commit a robbery, that he might replenish his pocket. As it was now the season of hay-making, he met a man, who, wondering that he should be idle, gave him employment. Besides the business of farming, his employer kept a public house, and had a servant maid, whom Clarke had formerly courted.

  The villain, leaving his fellow-labourers in the field, went to the house, and, finding only the girl at home, conversed with her some time; but, having determined to rob his employer, he thought he could not do it securely without murdering her; and, while she was gone to draw him some beer, he pulled out his knife for this horrid purpose; and, when she entered the room, he got up to kiss her, thinking to have then perpetrated the deed, but his conscience prevented him: on this he sat down, and talked with her some time longer; when he got up, and, again kissing her, cut her throat in the same instant.

  Hereupon she fell down, and attempted to crawl to the door, while the blood streamed from her throat; on which the villain cut her neck to the bone, and, robbing the house of a small sum, ran off towards London, under all the agonizing tortures of a wounded conscience.

  Tyburn being in his way to town, he was so terrified at the sight of the gallows, that he went back a considerable distance, till, meeting a waggon, he offered his service in driving, thinking that his being in employment might prevent his being suspected in case of a pursuit. But he had not gone far before some persons rode up, and asked him if he had seen a man who might be suspected of a murder. He seemed so terrified by the question that the parties could not help noticing his agitation, and, on a close inspection, they found some congealed blood on his clothes, to account for which he said he had quarrelled and fought with a soldier on the road.

  Being taken into custody, he soon acknowledged his crime, and, being carried before a magistrate, he was committed to Newgate; and, when brought to trial, he pleaded guilty: in consequence of which he was executed at Tyburn on the 28th of July, 1721, and then hung in chains near the spot where he committed the murder.

  There is something dreadfully enormous in the crime for which this man suffered. When under sentence of death he was one of the most miserable wretches that ever endured a situation so calamitous. Nor is this to be wondered at; for the murder he committed was one of the most unprovoked imaginable. It is probable, from the affection the poor girl had for him, that she would have lent him a greater sum than he obtained by cutting her throat.

  His terrors at the sight of the gallows should teach those who are prompted to iniquity to avoid all crimes that may lead to a fatal end. The wicked can never be happy; and it is only by a life of integrity, virtue, and piety, that we can hope for the blessing of God, the applause of a good conscience, and ‘that peace of mind which passeth all understanding.’
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  HARTLEY AND REEVES ROBBING A JOURNEYMAN TAILOR NEAR HARROW.

  JOHN HARTLEY and THOMAS REEVES

  Footpads, executed for robbery.

  

  THESE offenders were tried for stopping a journeyman tailor, in the fields near Harrow, and robbing him of two pence and his clothes; and, because he had no more money, they beat him most inhumanly, stripped, and bound him to a tree.

  While he was in this wretched situation, some persons coming by unbound him, and took him to an alehouse, where he told the particulars of the robbery, mentioned the colour of his clothes, and described the persons of the robbers to the best of his power.

  These circumstances were heard by a fiddler, who, going next day into a public house in Fore Street saw the fellows offering to sell the tailor’s coat. The fiddler immediately proposed to be the purchaser gave earnest for it, and, pretending he had not money enough, said he would fetch the difference; instead of which he brought the party robbed, who, knowing the footpads, they were taken into custody.

  The evidence on their trial was so plain that the jury could not hesitate to find them guilty; in consequence of which they received sentence of death.

  After conviction their behaviour was unbecoming persons in their unhappy circumstances. That of Reeves was particularly hardened: he would sing and swear while the other convicts were at prayers; yet he told the Ordinary that he was certain of going to heaven.

  The most curious circumstance arising from the detection of these offenders was the singular method that Hartley took to save his life. He procured six young women, dressed in white, to go to St. James’s, and present a petition in his behalf. The singularity of their appearance gained them admission; when they delivered their petition, and told the king that, if he extended the royal mercy to the offender, they would cast lots which should be his wife, but his Majesty said that he was more deserving of the gallows than a wife, and accordingly refused their request.

  As they were going to execution the Ordinary asked Reeves if his wife had been concerned with him in any robberies. ‘No,’ said he; ‘she is a worthy woman, whose first husband happening to be hanged, I married her, that she might not reproach me by a repetition of his virtues.’

  At the fatal tree Reeves behaved in the most hardened manner, affected to despise death, and said he believed he might go to heaven from the gallows as safely as from his bed.

  These offenders suffered at Tyburn on the 4th of May,1722.

  We see, in the instance of these malefactors, from what a casual circumstance their detection arose. A man hears a description of them in a public house; the next day he goes accidentally into another alehouse, where he sees them offering the stolen goods for sale; and, by an honest deception, procures their being taken into custody. The poor fiddler had no interest in their detection but what arose from his abhorrence of vice; yet he was so regardful of what he had heard, that he became the immediate instrument of bringing them to justice.

  Hence let us learn to admire the inscrutable mysteries of the providence of God, which, as they surpass our finite comprehension, should excite our wonder and our gratitude. Nothing can be hid from the all-seeing eye of Heaven; and the man that commits a crime with the hope of concealing it does but treasure up a fund of uneasiness for his own mind: for, even if the crime should be concealed from the public, he will be perpetually harassed with the corroding stings of a guilty conscience, and at all times carry with him a hell in his own bosom!
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  BRINSDEN KILLING HIS WIFE IN A QUARREL.

  MATTHIAS BRINSDEN

  Executed for killing his wife.

  

  THIS offender served his time to a cloth-drawer, in Blackfriars, named Beech, who, dying, was succeeded by Mr. Byfield, who left his business to Brinsden, who married Byfield’s widow; but how long she lived with him is uncertain.

  After the death of this wife, he married a second, by whom he had ten children, some of the elder of whom were brought up to work at his business. At length he was seized with a fever so violent that it distracted him, so that he fell 4 5x down to his bed. This misfortune occasioned such a decay in his trade, that on his recovery he carried news papers, and did any other business he could, to support his family.

  Going home about nine o’clock one evening, his wife, who was sitting on a bed, suckling a young child, asked him what he should have for supper. To which he answered, ‘Bread and cheese; can’t you eat that as well as the children?’ She replied, ‘No, I want a bit of meat.’ ‘But (said he) I have no money to buy you any.’ In answer to which she said, ‘You know I have had but little to-day’; and, some farther words arising between them, he stabbed her under her left breast with a knife.

  The deed was no sooner perpetrated than one of the daughters snatched the infant from the mother’s breast, and another cried out, ‘O Lord! father, you have killed my mother.’ The prisoner now sent for some basilicon and sugar, which he applied to the wound, and then made his escape.

  A surgeon, being sent for, found that the wound was mortal, and the poor woman died soon after he came, and within half an hour of the time the wound was given.

  In the interim the murderer had retreated to the house of Mr. King, a barber, at shad well; whence, on the following day, he sent a letter to one of his daughters, and another to a woman of his acquaintance; and in consequence of these letters he was discovered, taken into custody, carried before a magistrate, and committed to take his trial for the murder.

  When on trial, he urged, in his defence, that his wife was in some degree intoxicated, that she wanted to go out and drink with her companions, and that, while he endeavoured to hinder her, she threw herself against the knife, and received an accidental wound.

  However, the evidence against him was so clear, that his allegations had no weight, and he received sentence of death. After conviction he became serious and resigned; and being visited by one of his daughters, who had given evidence against him, he took her in his arms, and said, ‘God forgive me, I have robbed you of your mother: be a good child, and rather die than steal: never be in a passion; but curb your anger, and honour your mistress: she will be as a father and mother to you. Farewell, my dear child; pray for your father, and think of him as favourably as you can.’

  On his way to the place of execution, the daughter above mentioned was permitted to go into the cart, to take her last farewell of him,—a scene that was greatly affecting to the spectators.

  As some reports very unfavourable to this malefactor had been propagated during his confinement, he desired the Ordinary of Newgate to read the following speech just before he was launched into eternity.

  ‘I was born of kind parents, who gave me learning: I went apprentice to a fine-drawer. I had often jars, which might increase a natural waspishness in my temper. I fell in love with Hannah, my last wife, and after much difficulty won her, she having five suitors courting her at the same time. We had ten children (half of them dead), and I believe we loved each other dearly; but often quarrelled and fought.

  ‘Pray, good people, mind, I had no malice against her, nor thought to kill her two minutes before the deed; but I designed only to make her obey me thoroughly, which the Scripture says all wives should do. This I thought I had done when I cut her skull on Monday, but she was the same again by Tuesday.

  ‘Good people, I request you to observe, that the world has spitefully given out, that I carnally and incestuously lay with my eldest daughter I here solemnly declare, as I am entering into the presence of God, I neve r knew whether she was a man or a woman since she was a babe. I have often taken her in my arms, often kissed her, sometimes given her a cake or a pie, when she did any particular service beyond what came to her share; but never lay with her, or carnally knew her, much less had a child by her. But when a man is in calamities, and is haled like me, the women will make surmises be certainties.

  ‘Good Christians, pray for me! I deserve death: I am willing to die; for, though my sins are great, God’s mercies are greater.’

  He was executed at Tyburn, on the 24th of September,1722.

  If any credit is to be given to Brinsden’s last solemn declaration, his wife, as well as himself, seems to have been of an unhappy disposition, since they could not refrain from quarrelling, though they had a sincere regard for each other. We fear this is but too commonly the case in the married state; but it is a lamentable consideration that those who have engaged to be the mutual comfort and support of each other, through life, should render the rugged path still more difficult by their mutual contentions and animosities.

  It is the part of a husband to protect his wife from every injury and insult; to be at once a father and a guardian to her; and, so far from ill-treating her himself, he ought to be particularly watchful that she be not ill used by others: the tenderer sex have a natural claim to the protection of the more robust. Indeed it would appear that one reason for Providence bestowing superior strength on the man, was for the defence and protection of the woman.

  On the other hand women should be grateful for this protection; and, in the emphatical words of St. Paul, wives should learn to be ‘obedient to their husbands in all things.’

  Such duty as the subject owes the prince,

  Ev’n such a woman oweth to her husband;

  And when she’s froward, peevish, sullen, sour,

  What is she but a foul contending rebel,

  And graceless traitor to her loving lord?

  SHAKESPEARE.

  It is a very unfortunate circumstance when persons of opposite sentiments happen to be united in wedlock: but, even in this case, people of sense and humanity will learn to bear with the failings of each other, considering that much allowance is to be made for their own faults. They will endeavour to make the lot which has befallen them more supportable than it otherwise would be; and, in time, by the constant wish to please, they may even conciliate the affections of each other, and mutual happiness may arise where it is least expected.

  In general, however, a coincidence of temper and a purity of manners, added to a sacred regard to religious duties, are the greatest security for happiness in the married state. Beautiful are the lines of the poet:

  Two kindest souls alone should meet,

  ’Tis friendship makes their bondage sweet,

  And feeds their mutual loves:

  Bright Venus, on her rolling throne, Is drawn by gentlest birds alone,

  And Cupids yoke the doves.


  [image: Image]

  SARAH PRIDDON STABBING A GENTLEMAN IN A BAGNIO.

  SARAH PRIDDON, alias SALLY SALISBURY

  

  Convicted of an assault in which murder was attempted.

  THERE is no state in human nature so wretched as that of the prostitute, Seduced, abandoned to fate, the unhappy female falls a prey to want; or she must purchase existence at a price degrading, in the last degree, to the mind of sensibility. Subject to the lust and debauchery of every thoughtless blockhead, she becomes hardened in shame. Hence modesty is put to the blush by the obscenity of those, once pure as our own darling daughters. Every public place swarms with this miserable set of beings, so that parents dread to indulge their children with even the sight of a moral stage performance. The unhappy prostitute, heated by drink, acquires false spirits, in order to inveigle men to her purpose; and, in so doing, she too often takes apparent satisfaction in annoying, by looks and gestures, often by indecent words, the virtuous part of the audience. The law, while it assumes the guardianship ‘Of youth by suppressing immorality,’ still permits these wantons to rove, uncontrolled, among the virtuous as well as the profligate. There ought, in public at least, some bounds to be set—some check to the pernicious example. They may surely be restrained, at least to the outward show of decency, when in mixed company.

  Yet, says the philanthropist, they demand our pity. They do indeed! The cause, while nature progresses, cannot be removed; but the legislature might do more to regulate the evil than is done in this country. It is by some held a necessary evil, tending, in its utmost extent, even to the benefit of the yet virtuous female; but a mind once formed by precept and good example will ever repel a liberty attempted by a profligate man; they are cowards when reproved by virtuous indignation.

  We can only accord our tribute of pity to them, though about to give the effects of prostitution in its greatest extent, by quoting the words of the poet, as applied to the miseries of the unhappy Jane Shore:

  ‘When she was mine, no arm came ever near her;

  I thought the gentlest breath of heaven

  Tue rough to blow upon her.

  Now, sad and shelterless, perhaps she wanders,

  And the rain drops from some penthouse

  On her wretched head, drenches her locks,

  And kills her with cold.’

  On the 24th of April 1723, Sarah Priddon was indicted at the Old Bailey, for making a violent assault on the Hon. J—F—, and stabbing him with a knife in his left breast, and giving him a wound of which he long languished, with an intent to kill and murder him.

  Mrs. Priddon, or rather Salisbury (for that was the name by which she was best known), was a woman of the town, who was well acquainted with the gentleman whom she wounded. It appeared on the trial that Mr. F. having gone to the Three Tuns tavern in Chandos Street, Covent Garden, about midnight, Sally followed him thither soon afterwards. The drawer, after he had waited on Mr. F. went to bed; but at two in the morning he was called up, to draw a pint of Frontiniac for Mrs. Salisbury. This he did, and carried it to her with a French roll and a knife. The prisoner was now in company and conversation with Mr. F. and the drawer heard them disputing about an Opera ticket, which he had presented to her sister; and, while they were talking, she stabbed him; on which he put his hand to his breast, and said, ‘Madam, you have wounded me.’

  No sooner had she committed the fact then she appeared sincerely to regret what she had done: she sent for a surgeon, who finding it necessary to extend the wound, that the blood might flow outwardly, she seemed terrified, and, calling out ‘O Lord! what are you doing?’ fainted away.

  On her recovery, she asked Mr. F. how he did; to which he answered, ‘Very bad, and worse than you imagine.’ She endeavoured to console him in the best manner she could, and, after some time, the parties went away in separate chairs; but not till the wounded gentleman had forgiven her, and saluted her as a token of that forgiveness.

  The counsel for the prisoner endeavoured to prove that she had no intention of wounding him with malice prepense; and that what she did arose from a sudden start of passion, the consequence of his having given an Opera ticket to her sister, with a view to ingratiate her affections, and debauch her.

  The counsel for the Crown ridiculed this idea, and insinuated that a woman of Mrs. Salisbury’s character could not be supposed to have any very tender regard for her sister’s reputation. They allowed that Mr. F. had readily forgiven her at the time; but insisted that this was a proof of the placability of his temper, and no argument in her favour.

  They said that, if the gentleman had died of the wound, she would have been deemed guilty of murder, as she had not received the least provocation to commit the crime; and that the event made no difference with respect to the malignity of her intentions.

  The jury, having considered the circumstances of the case, found her guilty of assaulting and wounding Mr. F. but acquitted her of doing it with an intent to kill and murder him. In consequence hereof she was sentenced to pay a fine of one hundred pounds, to be imprisoned for a year, and then to find security for her good behaviour for two years; but, when she had suffered about nine months’ imprisonment, she died in Newgate, and was buried in the churchyard of St. Andrew, Holborn.

  The case of the unhappy woman who has been the subject of this narrative will afford matter for serious reflection. She had been acquainted with the gentleman whom she stabbed, and there is nothing ungenerous in supposing that their acquaintance was of the criminal kind.

  It was insinuated by the counsel for the Crown that it could not be supposed that Mrs. Salisbury had any regard for the reputation of her sister. But why so? It is to be presumed that a woman of any sensibility, who had been unhappy enough to forfeit her own character, should become the more anxious to preserve that of one to whom she was bound by the ties of consanguinity. It does not follow that, because a woman has failed in the great article of personal chastity, she must therefore be deficient in every other virtue that can adorn the female mind.

  Too frequently, indeed, it happens that women in this predicament become dead to all those finer feelings that do honor to their sex in particular, and to humanity in general. But then what shall be said of those men who reduce them to a situation so calamitous? Will the sudden impulse of passion be pleaded in mitigation of a crime which, in its consequences, almost always detaches a woman from the company of the virtuous of her own sex, and renders her, in a great degree, an outcast of society?

  If there be any truth in the common opinion that women in general are weaker than men, it follows, of course, that the wisest ought to be the most virtuous; and that the man who seduces a woman is more criminal in that act than she is in yielding to the seduction: yet so ungenerous is the vulgar opinion, that a woman for ever loses her character in consequence of an offence which is hardly deemed criminal in a man.
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  ROCHE AND HIS ASSOCIATES THROWING THE MASTER AND MATE OVERBOARD.

  PHILIP ROCHE

  Executed for piracy and murder.

  

  WE have already commented upon the foul crime of piracy. The account now to be given of this atrocious offender will show to what a horrid pitch it has been carried; and happy should we feel ourselves if we could add that this was a singular case. In latter years we find that murder, foul as that committed by Roche, was practised on board of one of our men of war, in which Captain Pigot, her commander, was barbarously killed; and the mutinous crew seized the frigate, and delivered her to the enemy.

  This detested monster, Philip Roche, was a native of Ireland, and, being brought up to a seafaring life, served for a considerable time on board some coasting vessels, and then sailed to Barbadoes on board a West-Indiaman. Here he endeavoured to procure the place of a clerk to a factor; but, failing in this, he went again to sea, and was advanced to the station of a first mate.

  He now became acquainted with a fisherman named Neale, who hinted to him large sums of money might be acquired by insuring ships, and then causing them to be sunk, to defraud the insurers.

  Roche was wicked enough to listen to this horrid idea, and, becoming acquainted with a gentleman who had a ship bound to Cape Breton, he got a station on board, next in command to the captain, who, having a high opinion of him, trusted the ship to his management, directing the seaman to obey his commands.

  If Roche had entertained any idea of sinking the ship, he seemed now to have abandoned it; but he had brought on board with him five Irishmen, who were concerned in the shocking tragedy that ensued.

  When they had been only a few days at sea, the plan was executed as follows: One night, when the captain and most of the crew were asleep, Roche gave orders to two of the seamen to furl the sails, which being immediately done, the poor fellows no sooner descended on the deck, than Roche and his hellish associates murdered them, and threw them overboard. At this instant a man and a boy at the yardarm, observing what passed, and dreading a similar fate, hurried towards the topmast-head, when one of the Irishmen, named Cullen, followed them, and, seizing the boy, threw him into the sea. The man, thinking to effect at least a present escape, descended to the main deck, where Roche instantly seized, murdered, and then threw him overboard.

  The noise occasioned by these transactions alarming the sailors below, they hurried up with all possible expedition; but they were severally seized and murdered as fast as they came on deck, and, being first knocked on the head, were thrown into the sea. At length the master and mate came on the quarter-deck, when Roche and his villainous companions seized them and, tying them back to back, committed them to the merciless waves.

  These execrable murders being perpetrated, the murderers ransacked the chests of the deceased then sat down to regale themselves with liquor; and, while the profligate crew were carousing, they determined to commence pirates, and that Roche should be the captain as the reward of his superior villainy.

  They had intended to have sailed up the Gulf of St. Lawrence; but as they were within a few days’ sail of the Bristol Channel when the bloody tragedy was acted, and finding themselves short of provisions, they put into Portsmouth, and, giving the vessel a fictitious name, they painted her afresh, and then sailed for Rotterdam. At this city they disposed of their cargo, and took in a fresh one. Here they were unknown, and an English gentleman, named Annesley, shipped considerable property on board, and took his passage with them for the port of London; but the villains threw this unfortunate gentleman overboard, after they had been only one day at sea.

  When the ship arrived in the river Thames, Mr. Annesley’s friends made inquiry after him, in consequence of his having sent letters to England, describing the ship in which he proposed to embark; but Roche denied any knowledge of the gentleman, and even disclaimed his own name.

  Notwithstanding his confident assertions, it was rightly presumed who he was, and a letter which he sent to his wife being stopped, he was taken into custody. Being carried before the Secretary of State for examination, he averred that he was not Philip Roche; and said that he knew no person of that. Hereupon the intercepted letter was shown him, on which he instantly confessed his crimes, and was immediately committed to take his trial at the next Admiralty sessions.

  It was intimated to Roche that he might expect a pardon if he would impeach any three persons who were more culpable than himself, so that they might be prosecuted to conviction; but not being able to do this, he was brought to his trial, and found guilty: judgment of death was awarded against him.

  After conviction he professed to be of the Roman Catholic faith, but was certainly no bigot to that religion, since he attended the devotions according to the Protestant form. He was hanged at Execution Dock on the 5th of August,1723; but was so ill at the time, that he could not make any public declaration of the abhorrence of the crime for which he suffered.

  It is impossible to read this shocking narrative without execrating the very memory of the wretches whose crimes gave rise to it. History has not furnished us with any account of what became of the wicked accomplices of Roche; but there can be little doubt of their having dragged on a miserable existence, if they did not end their lives at the gallows.

  The mind of the guilty must be perpetually racked with torments; and the murderer who is permitted to live does but live in wretchedness and despair. His days must be filled with anxiety, and his nights with torture.

  From the fate of the miserable subject of this narrative, let our sailors be taught that an honest pursuit of the duties of their station is more likely to ensure happiness to them than the possession of any Sum of money unlawfully obtained. Our brave tars are not, from their situation in life, much accustomed to the attendance on religious duties: but it can cost them no trouble to recollect that to ‘do justice and love mercy’ is equally the character of the brave man and the Christian.
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  BUTLER, A THIEF, DISCOVERED UNDER A TUB BY JONATHAN WILD.

  JONATHAN WILD

  Executed for feloniously conniving with thieves.

  

  OF all the thieves that ever infested London, this man was the most notorious. That eminent vagabond, Bamfylde Moore Carew, was recognised as ‘King of the Beggars’;—in like manner may the name and memory of Jonathan Wild be ever held in abhorrence as ‘The Prince of Robbers.’

  The history of the arts, deceptions, cruelty, and perfidy of this man, have alone filled a volume; and, should he occupy more room in our epitome than may be deemed necessary, we have only to observe, that the whole catalogue of other crimes exposed in this Chronology, centred in one individual, would scarcely produce a parallel with this thief-taker, and most finished thief.

  Jonathan Wild was born at Wolverhampton, in Staffordshire, about the year 1682. He was the eldest son of his parents, who, at a proper age, put him to a day-school, which he continued to attend till he had gained a sufficient knowledge in reading, writing, and accounts, to qualify him for business. His father had intended to bring him up to his own trade; but changed that design, and, at about the age of fifteen, apprenticed him for seven years to a bucklemaker in Birmingham. Upon the expiration of this term he returned to Wolverhampton, married a young woman of good character, and gained a tolerable livelihood by working at his business.

  About two years after, in the course of which time his wife gave birth to a son, he formed the resolution of visiting London, deserted his wife and child, and set out for the metropolis, where he got into employment, and maintained himself by his trade; being, however, of an extravagant disposition, many months had not elapsed after his arrival before he was arrested for debt, and thrown into Wood Street Compter, where he remained upwards of four years. In a pamphlet which he published, and which we shall more particularly mention hereafter, he says, that during his imprisonment ‘it was impossible but he must, in some measure, be let into the secrets of the criminals there under confinement, and particularly Mr. Hitchin’s management.’

  Whilst in the Compter, Wild assiduously cultivated the acquaintance of his fellow-captives, and attended to their accounts of the exploits in which they had been engaged with singular satisfaction. In this prison was a woman named Mary Milliner, who had long been considered as one of the most abandoned prostitutes and pickpockets on the town. After having escaped the punishment due to the variety of felonies of which she had been guilty, she was put under confinement for debt. An intimacy soon commenced between this woman and Wild, and they had no sooner obtained their freedom than they lived under the denomination of man and wife. By their iniquitous practices they quickly obtained a sum of money, which enabled them to open a little public house in Cock Alley, facing Cripplegate church.

  Milliner being personally acquainted with most of the depraved characters by whom London and its environs were infested, and perfectly conversant as to the manner of their proceedings, she was considered by Wild as a most useful companion; and indeed very materially contributed towards rendering him one of the most accomplished proficients in the arts of villainy. He industriously penetrated into the secrets of felons of every description, who resorted in great numbers to his house, in order to dispose of their booties; and they looked upon him with a kind of awe, arising from the consciousness that their lives were at all times in his power.

  Wild was at little trouble to dispose of the articles brought to him by thieves at something less than their real value, no law existing at this period for the punishment of the receivers of stolen goods; but the evil increased at length to so enormous a degree, that it was deemed expedient by the legislature to frame a law for its suppression. An act was passed, therefore, consigning such as should be convicted of receiving goods, knowing them to have been stolen, to transportation for the space of fourteen years.

  Wild’s practices were considerably interrupted by abovementioned law; to elude the operation of which, however, he adopted the following plan:—he called a meeting of all the thieves known to him, and observed that, if they carried their booties to such of the pawnbrokers as were known to be not much affected by scruples of conscience, they would scarcely receive on the property one-fourth of the real value; and that if they were offered to strangers, either for sale, or by way of deposit, it was a chance of ten to one but the parties offering were rendered amenable to the laws. The most industrious thieves, he said, were now scarcely able to obtain a livelihood, and must either submit to be half starved, or live in great and continual danger of Tyburn. He informed them that he had devised a plan for removing the inconveniences under which they laboured, recommended them to follow his advice, and to behave towards him with honour; and concluded by proposing that, when they made prize of any thing, they should deliver it to him, instead of carrying it to the pawnbroker, saying he would restore the goods to the owners, by which means greater sums might be raised, while the thieves would remain perfectly secure from detection.

  This proposal was received with general approbation, and it was resolved to carry it into immediate execution. All the stolen effects were to be given into the possession of Wild, who soon appointed convenient places wherein they were to be deposited, rightly judging that it would not be prudent to have them left at his own house.

  The infamous plan being thus concerted, it became the business of Wild to apply to persons who had been robbed, pretending to be greatly concerned at their misfortunes, saying that some suspected property had been stopped by a very honest man, a broker, with whom he was acquainted, and that, if their goods happened to be in the hands of his friend, restitution should be made. But he failed not to suggest that the broker ought to be rewarded for his trouble and disinterestedness; and to use every argument in his power towards exacting a promise that no disagreeable consequences should ensue to his friend, who had imprudently neglected to apprehend the supposed thieves.

  Happy in the prospect of regaining their property, without the trouble and expense necessarily attending prosecutions, people generally approved of the conduct of Wild, and sometimes rewarded him even with one half of the real value of the goods restored. It was not, however, uniformly so; and sundry pertinacious individuals, not satisfied with Wild’s superficial statement, questioned him particularly as to the manner of their goods being discovered. On these occasions he pretended to feel hurt that his honour should be disputed, alleging that his motive was to afford all the service in his power to the injured party, whose goods he imagined might possibly be those stopped by his friend; but since his honest intentions had been received in so ungracious a manner, and himself interrogated respecting the robbers, he had nothing further to say on the subject, but must take his leave; adding, that his name was Jonathan Wild, and that he was every day to be found at his house in Cock Alley, Cripplegate. This affectation of resentment seldom failed to answer the purposes proposed by it; and a more favorable estimate of his principles and character thus formed, he had an opportunity of advancing his demands.

  Wild received in his own name no gratuity from the owners of stolen goods, but deducted his profit from the money which was to be paid the broker: thus did he amass considerable sums without danger of prosecution, his offences coming under the operation of no law then in existence. For several years indeed he preserved a tolerably fair character, so consummate was the art employed in the management of his schemes.

  Our hero’s business greatly increasing, and his name becoming well known, he altered his mode of action. Instead of applying directly to parties who had been plundered, he opened an office, to which great numbers resorted, in hopes of recovering their effects. He made a great parade in his business, and assumed a consequence which enabled him more effectually to impose upon the public. When persons came to his office, they were informed that they must each pay a crown in consideration of receiving his advice. This ceremony being dispatched, he entered in his book the name and address of the applicants, with all the particulars they could communicate respecting the robberies, and the rewards that would be given provided the goods were recovered: they were then desired to call again in a few days, when he hoped he should be able to give them some agreeable intelligence. Upon returning to know the success of his inquiries, he told them that he had received some information concerning their goods, but that the agent he had employed to trace them had apprised him that the robbers pretended they could raise more money by pawning the property than by restoring it for the promised reward; saying, however, that, if he could by any means procure an interview with the villains, he doubted not of being able to settle matters agreeably to the terms already stipulated; but, at the same time, artfully insinuating that the safest and most expeditious method would be to make some addition to the reward.
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