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FOREWORD

In this book it has been my aim to assemble for the
convenience of its readers a collection of instances
of everyday crooked enterprise, and to present
them with a picture of crime from the standpoint
of its practitioners. In so doing, it is hoped that those
who may be inclined to play the victim’s part may
realize the mentalities with which they have to
contend, while those who are desirous of enlisting
in the ranks of the profession may perceive the
difficulties and drawbacks in their way, and the
dangers against which they must be on their guard
if they wish to succeed.

Personally I am inclined to the belief that it
pays to be conventional and law-abiding in the
long run, and I must candidly confess that there is
much in the mental outlook and character of the
crook proper which I dislike. To take advantage
of human folly seems to me to be unkind, while
to steal the belongings of others seems to me to
be an ugly undertaking. But in a world favourable
to the continuous existence of the ugly and the cruel,
one should not be surprised nor unduly vexed at
the presence of ugly deeds and unkind actions,
being grateful rather for the unconventional acts
of beauty and goodwill which flourish side by side,
often in the same character, and which by their con-
trasts make life as a whole spiritual and wonderful.

ARTHUR R, L. GARDNER
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THE ART OF CRIME

INTRODUCING THE CROOK PROPER

THAT a large number of the occupants of our prisons
are criminals by circumstance rather than by
choice is an opinion likely to receive greater sup-
port in the future than it does at a time when
scientific insight into the causes of human behaviour
is only beginning to exercise a beneficial influence
upon the conduct of human affairs.

But, allowing for this, and admitting the truth
of the opinion, there remains a reliable number of
convicted and unconvicted persons who, sane in
mind and healthy in body, regard a life of criminal
enterprise as one as worthy of consideration as any
other activity in which human beings engage as a
means of livelihood.

The vast majority of persons find it necessary
to earn money by performing some task or other
for which there is a demand, and so far as may be
possible they select that task which is most agreeable
or least distasteful to their personal inclinations.
And they go on performing this task until they can
afford to rest from their labours or until they may
desire to do so.

11



12 THE ART OF CRIME

In this respect the crook proper differs in no
way from the rest of his fellows, save that in his case
he performs a task for which there is no demand
at all, or for which there would be no demand if
his customers could envisage in advance the results
of their employment of his services: the only
exception being the crook who lives by supplying
illicit demands.

Nobody, so far as one is aware, unless he be
himself a crook at heart, desires his house to be
pillaged or his wardrobe to be deprived of its con-
tents—and only then if he be heavily insured. Thus
the ‘screwsman,” be he housebreaker or burglar,
earns his living by performing a task for which
there exists no popular demand whatever. And he
does this because he observes that, despite this
lack of demand, a living may be made by this
means, Society as yet having devised no adequate
means for preventing the practice of this calling,
its primary expedient of hanging all burglars
caught having miserably failed as a deterrent.

Similarly, Society has as yet found itself incapable
of checking the activities of the other branch of
crook enterprise in which the ‘confidence man’ in
his many and varied forms lives and moves and
has his being. And the result is that talented
artists of this calibre find a livelihood at their
disposal which is both profitable and agreeable
to their tastes by pretending to meet the demands
of those in whom they can inspire trust. .

In the pursuit of their dual vocations, the ‘screws-
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man’ relies mainly on his physical strength, and the
‘confidence man’ on his glibness of tongue or charm
of personality, though both alike require, if they
are to succeed, a readiness of thought which will
enable them to be continually in advance of the
mental calculations of their opponents.

They who embark upon the careers of professional
crookdom do so with a full knowledge of the in-
terruptions to which those careers are liable, if
their practitioners for any reason fall into the hands
of the police. Thus it is part of the business of every
sensible crook to have a working knowledge of
the criminal law in so far as it affects the course
of behaviour in which he specializes, as also to be
fully aware of the powers of the police.

And to this knowledge may be suitably added in
time an accurate understanding of the rights of a
prisoner during his period of detention, as also of
the best attitude of mind to adopt so as to ensure
the maximum of comfort.

In his general relationship to the rest of Society,
the professional crook may be adequately described
as a moral nonconformist, and, as every non-
conformist will agree, one can be a nonconformist
and yet be perfectly sane.

He simply prefers to contract out from the
admittedly orthodox point of view of the majority.
And, like the members of all historic minorities,
he finds a desire among his opponents to make him
bow his knee to Baal, or, in more modern phrase-
ology, to persuade him to accept the standpoint
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of established public opinion as interpreted by
its priests and prophets, its welfare workers and
all good people who scour the whole world to find
one proselyte in order to make him like unto
themselves.

And if he thinks there is anything definite to be
gained by pretending to surrender his soul into
Society’s keeping, he does so, for he most sincerely
holds discretion to be the better part of valour; but
if he possess the courage of his inmost convictions,
he remains a crook at heart until opportunity offers
a fresh demonstration of his powers.

Unlike his social benefactors, he has no desire to
make all men like himself. He sees no reason what-
ever for trying to persuade self-satisfied persons
to be other than they are. He suffers fools gladly,
seeing he himself is wise, and thereby endorses
the teaching of the great Apostle. He takes the
world as he finds it, and, like his spiritual counter-
part, the saint, he seeks for all its hidden and un-
suspected treasures, and finds them. Indeed, he has
much in common with the saints of history, who,
faced with the same powers that be, as those with
which he has had to contend, have never per-
mitted ‘imprisonments oft,” ‘scourgings many’ or
even the death sentence to deter them from the
pursuit of their vocation—a line of reasoning which
we commend with all humility to those who have
faith in penal methods and who talk of the necessuy
of stamping out crime,
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2

Regarding the crook proper, therefore, as a
spiritual rebel possessed of a different orientation
of mind to the saint, it must also be carefully borne
in mind that he is an artist and a business man. He
may, it is true, be a poor artist, but he is always a
money-maker, at least with intent. There is no
room in the real crook world for an idealist like
Raffles. It is a world, the motto of which at all
times is ‘Art for money’s sake.’

And in this world, as we have said, labour side
by side ‘confidence men’ and ‘robbers’ ; those, that
is to say, who obtain their money by false pretences,
and those who obtain it by taking it, openly or
secretly, the members of each side of the profession
regarding themselves in all probability as con-
stituting the ‘Senior Service’ in Crookdom.

Other crooks there be who occupy midway posi-
tions between the two, and who in the carrying
out of their work have need of the qualities of both
kinds of artist; or in other words, the relationship
between the different branches of the crook pro-
fession is as intimate as that which pertains in the
medical profession. The burglars, liouse-breakers,
and safe-blowers approximate to the specialist
surgeons, while the confidence men correspond
to the specialist physicians with a good bedside
manner. And there are plenty of general prac-
titioners.
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But there the analogy ends—at least we hope
so—for we must now say a few words upon the art
of the ‘confidence man’ and the demands it makes
upon its exemplifiers in that the bulk of the pages
which follow are concerned with this side of the
profession.

The artist who would be a confidence crook
must possess an unlimited amount of self-assurance,
coupled with sufficient heartlessness to enable him
to have a complete contempt for all those who by
their behaviour exhibit trust in him. Equipped
with these essentials of success, he may then con-
sider carefully, with regard to such other gifts
with which he may be endowed, which kind of
confidence trick it may be expedient for him to
practise as a means of livelihood.

As in the art of the conjurer, so in that of the
confidence crook there exists a traditional repertory
of tricks, the correct performance of which embodies
the experience and embellishments of generations
of painstaking artists. It must be the ambition of
the young confidence crook, therefore, to make
himself at home in this traditional atmosphere of
skill, and to stamp it where possible with the
impress of his own individuality. Gradually he
will discover what portion of the field of enterprise
is best suited to the expression of such talents as
he may possess.

The first step in wisdom for the artist in fraud
is the clear perception of the weak points in the
character of his fellow-beings. These he very soon
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discovers range themselves under the general head-
ings of pity, ambition, need, lust and unquestioning
trust..Under the blinding influence of any of these
mental states, an individual is rendered tem-
porarily incapable of resisting the hypnotic influence
of his wide-awake assailant. It is the business of
the confidence crook to profit by this dethronement
or absence of the reasoning faculties by bringing
his talents to bear upon the particular form of
weakness exposed to his mercy. If in so doing he
feels pity himself for his prey, or still more, if he
experiences physical attraction towards it, he will
learn before long that persons who excite in him
such emotions must be scrupulously avoided if he
is to succeed in his artistic career. Like other artists,
he will find it necessary to keep his professional and
private lives in watertight compartments, never
permitting the claims of the one to conflict with the
desires of the other. Meanwhile, he will consider
which of the roles he can most adequately play,
and for success in which nature has most lavishly
endowed him. Is he to figure as a trader on the
pity in the human heart? Is he to thrive on the greed
of those whose desire it is to acquire wealth by
quick and devious means? Is he to batten on the
lusts of the average man and woman? Or is he to
turn to his own ends the simple trust he inspires
in the hearts of the unsophisticated and simple in
mind? He need not necessarily restrict his genius
to one of these roads of activity only; he may find

himself equipped by nature to function successfully
B
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in more than one of these avenues of approach.
But by one or other of these roads he will discover
himself at all times to be travelling, and each road
can claim to possess many travellers, each plying
his department of the trade by various means—all
fully aware of the fate which lies in store for every
artist in fraud who permits himself to fall into the
hands of the legal representatives of the mental
outlook of his prey.

In his relation to the Criminal Law, the confidence
man finds himself eligible for its interference if his
behaviour can be described under the headings
of blackmail, forgery, false pretences, larceny by
trick, embezzlement, obtaining credit by fraud,
conversion, bankruptcy offences, false personation,
cheating at play, and uttering counterfeit coins.
In all of these illicit forms of enterprise the crook
practitioner depends for his success upon winning
or possessing the confidence of his intended victims.
And if detected and convicted, he renders himself
liable for sentences of varying lengths from penal
servitude for life downwards to imprisonment
for a comparatively short period of time. But the
thought of the possible punishment in store, and
the deprivation of the pleasures of life, have never
prevented any artist whose soul is in his work from
continuing to practise his profession. If there were
confidence men galore in the days when it was a
capital offence to perform many of their under-
takings, one may be reasonably sure that our present
penal methods will not in any way interfere unduly
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with the handing down of these traditional means
of livelihood. In envisaging his prospects of success,
the crook, like the rest of humanity, takes into
consideration the fact that at intervals he may be
laid up in hospital, and if wise, he will be the first
to perceive that such periods of recuperation, if
not too prolonged, with the opportunities for
meditation they offer, have their own value in the
general scheme of individual endeavour.

But, once more like the rest of humanity, the
confidence man and his brother the burglar,
naturally desire for so long as may be, to be up and
doing, and in consequence are as anxious to avoid
the attentions of the police officers as are others
reluctant to call in the doctor, in order to be told
authoritatively what they already may personally
know; namely, that they have been ailing for a
considerable period, and that their complaints
have a hold upon their systems.

And it may be observed at this point that not
every patient who enters a consulting-room wishes
to be cured of his defects, if restoration to health
means the total abandonment of habits of life
which have become congenial.

Moreover, the professional crook in those hours of
meditation in his cell probably reflects that he is
by no means the only incurable nuisance on earth,
and that therefore if the time has arrived when
Society wants to heal the mentally afflicted, it
might be as well for it to begin at the top as to
begin at the bottom. For if mankind as a whole
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be in a fallen imperfect state, it is very difficult for
one set of myopic beings to set about the restoration
of the spiritual eyesight of others, and especially
is this the case if the minority to be cured are on
the whole far wider awake and much more observant
than their physicians.

But it must now be our duty to endeavour to
entertain the reader by setting forth in some detail
a selection of the many ways in which the crooks
proper set about their business.



TRADERS ON PITY

THE spectacle of what is believed to be the genuine
distress or misfortune of a fellow-being is apt to
arouse in the human heart a sense of pity and a
desire to render assistance in some practical way.
This latter desire may be whole-hearted in its
nature, or it may be merely the outcome of tradi-
tional teachings urging such assistance as a duty.
Thus it comes to pass that people help distressed
persons either gladly or because they feel they
ought to do so.

The realization of this trait in human nature is
a first step in the crook artist’s psychological per-
ception ; a second step being the studied application
of this knowledge to professional purposes. Pity is
a gilt-edged security, upon the dividends of which
it is the business of a large number of confidence
crooks to live. Their duty is to call this virtue forth
in a variety of ways, by simulating distress, and
thereby making those who behold, or hear of it,
either genuinely sorry and anxious to relieve it,
or sufficiently uncomfortable to cause them to feel
that it may be worth their while to pay in cash
for the dispersion of such mental depression. And,
in order to produce either of these happy results,
all that it is necessary for the crook to do is to

a2z



22 THE ART OF CRIME

inspire at least a temporary confidence in the
beholder, either by telling him a moving tale, or
by writing him a touching letter, or by acting in
his presence some réle calculated by experience
to evoke the sympathy required in a practical and
exchangeable form.

Of all réles to be selected, that of the mendicant
has ever been the most popular, for to be a beggar
by profession is to be master of one’s destiny, at
least during those periods when one is not shut up
for short periods in prison by the representatives
of an unimaginative State, whose appreciation of
Art has ever been notoriously negligible.

In this sphere of the profession it may be a posi-
tive advantage to have met at some time or other
with an accident, maiming one for life, but greatly
adding to one’s powers of appeal. For this reason,
begging has for long attracted to its ranks persons
with only one leg, or with no legs; persons who are
blind; and persons who have wounds likely to
excite pity. These latter are handicapped in England
by our Vagrancy Acts from deriving the full ad-
vantage that belongs to them by right in some
countries in Europe ; but they must not be accounted
extinct. On the whole, however, the beggars of
England content themselves with posing as sellers
of matches, street musicians, or the musicians’
confederates, who carry the cap for the benefit and
convenience of passers-by. That they are beggars
there can be no reasonable doubt, for no dne, so
far as one is aware, buys matches in the street or
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contributes to street musicians because he desires
matches or the sound of melody, but because he is
overcome by a passing pity for a poor destitute
match-seller, or a poor frozen cornet-player, or a
little unemployed orchestra on the march. And the
artists know this; otherwise they would not con-
tinue to ply their trade and grow old in their
profession ; nor would the musicians be so careful
to play those melodies only which have been found
by experience most to cleave the human heart in
twain. It is their business to know all these tunes,
for whenever the heart of a passer-by is cleft in
twain, it is exceedingly probable that at least
twopence will fall out of its interior.

The advantages of being a cripple may be con-
siderable in the social world in which the mendicants
mostly pass the time of day. One can take consider-
able liberties with one’s fellow-beings, relying on
the fact that they will not feel it to be quite gentle-
manly to fight a man with one leg. On the other
hand, one may, if necessary, astound opponents,
if not literally stupefy them, by the sudden use of
one’s crutch as a weapon. The rest for the arm
may with advantage be forced upwards under an
adversary’s chin, with results both surprising and
satisfactory, and with the knowledge that public
sympathy is always on the side of the cripples.
Indeed, is there not a popular slogan: “Go it, ye
cripples!”?

With practice, likewise, it is possible to run at a
great pace with one leg and a crutch; indeed, the
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advantages of this disability are, as we have said,
very considerable.

In private life, and when off duty, one assumes
a mechanical leg and the better appearance of the
two-legged trouser; but when business hours begin
the mechanical leg must be left at home, for its
effect on the heart is practically nil, and it impedes
progress.

If a woman mendicant, one may add to one’s
income by carrying a baby, and by pinching it
when old ladies pass by; but here again the law
of the land is not very sympathetic, and the practice
is hardly to be recommended.

Quite otherwise the habit of carrying about a
dog. Dogs make a permanent appeal from Dog
Toby downwards; and if they can be persuaded
to hold a pipe ip their mouths while their owner
plays the piano, the effect is very touching, and
many are ‘touched.’ It is almost as moving, indeed,
as the weather-beaten artist who plays a home-made
violin out of tune. To play persistently out of tune
is an art in itself, and, one imagines, a difficult one;
but if it causes the musically-minded pedestrian to
murmur, “Poor fellow, what courage!” then one
has one’s reward, like every other good Pharisee.
Art for money’s sake.

Now it stands to reason that match-sellers and
street musicians may be perfectly genuine persons,
and their occupation merely that which outwardly
it would appear to be. The match-seller may
seriously ply his trade because he feels there is a
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deficiency of tobacconists, or that their closing
hours are a cause of public irritation; or again, he
may think that persons who do not frequent taverns
may be inconvenienced when in need of a light, or
that they may feel disinclined to approach a
coffee-stall, far less to accost a fellow-being in days
when it is so comparatively easy to be arrested by
plain-clothes officers for speaking to any male person.
All these considerations may make the vendor of
matches set up as a bona fide trader.

Likewise the street musician may seriously believe
that the streets of a great city might become
saddened, did he not try to enliven them with his
art, and that there is a popular demand for itinerant
melody and a quenchless desire for the Londonderry
Air, Annie Laurie, O Solo Mio, and the wailing
melodies of Trovatore. The feeling that this is so, and
this only, may explain the presence of these artists
on our streets. And if this indeed be so, there is no
false pretence in their behaviour. They only slip
into the ranks of the great profession we are con-
sidering when they attain their financial ends by
making their beholders and hearers believe that
they are, in fact, poor destitute wretches, compelled
by a cruel law to pretend to sell matches or to
play upon instruments of divers kinds, as the sole
alternative to the workhouse; that they are not,
that is to say, like most of their passers-by, moder-
ately successful wage-earners at a job which they
have found by experience pays sufficiently well to
be indefinitely continued,
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In the pursuit of their art they are hampered by
the knowledge that they may be at any moment,
and perhaps for some time, under the cat-like
observation of two plain-clothes police officers,
whose object it is to ascertain with accuracy to
what extent they receive money without giving
any commodity in exchange, be the commodity
matches or music; or, in the latter case, whether
the music given be too much appreciated for the
requirements of law and order, in that a crowd
collects to listen and thereby ‘causes an obstruction.’
Against these twin dangers of giving forth no music,
and providing too good a programme, the artist
needs constantly to be on his guard. Hence the
danger of possessing a really fine voice or possessing
no voice at all. The essence of wisdom in this line
consists in adherence to the maxim of the happy
medium and keeping a good look-out for the police.
But, even thus, the artists appear in the dock of
police-courts charged with causing obstructions,
a matter merely of a fine, or with begging—a more
serious affair, as it may probably mean imprison-
ment for a month if it turns out that the artist in
question has any previous convictions of similar
behaviour.

Thus an old soldier of fifty-seven years of age,
neither a match-seller nor a musician, being observed
by police officers to speak one evening, first to a
guardsman, then to a man and woman, and later
to two women, saying to the latter, “Can you
spare me a copper? I'm an old soldier,” was arrested
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and charged with begging. In his possession were
discovered three L1 notes, one ten-shilling note,
one half-crown and 1s. 24d. bronze. He resolutely
denied in court ever saying anything of the kind
or of begging from anyone, though he did make
the following interesting remark to the magistrate :
“I intended going to Tunbridge Wells, but went
and had a drink. I have been to Scotland Yard,
and wrote a beautiful letter to Lord Byng, whom
I knew as a subaltern in the Hussars. What money
I have is my own; I beg of nobody.”

There were, however, a sufficiency of previous
convictions for begging to make one of the most
lenient magistrates in London think that a fortnight’s
residence at Wandsworth might be appropriate,
the defendant being quite obviously an old soldier
in every sense of the word, and therefore a good
artist.

In this department of the profession it is sound
wisdom to turn to advantage all situations which
may be exploited. Thus, during a time of distress
in the coal-fields, a man appeared in Oxford Street
bearing a placard which explained to the passers-
by that he was a Manchester miner, that the pits
were closed down, and that he had neither pension
nor dole. He was accompanied by his wife. At the
time of their arrest they had only collected one
pound, but the man had credit with the police for
previous experience as an artist. The court was
Great Marlborough Street and the magistrate was
Mr. Mead, so that it is not surprising to learn that



28 THE ART OF CRIME

in this case he retired for a whole calendar month
from the public gaze. His wife was bound over in
£3 for three years, the condition being that she
remained out of town during that period.

To the neighbouring court at Marylebone came
one morning a young man, by profession a window-
cleaner, whose habit it had been for some months
at least, accompanied by his wife, to appear in
the streets with their two children, one aged three
and the other twelve. The man carried the infant
child on his shoulders, while he held out some boxes
of matches, the wife’s business being to say ‘“Thank
you’’ at short intervals.

On cold nights the spectacle of this destitute
family naturally excited much pity—as well it
might ; but, unfortunately for the parents, it excited
at length the pity of authorities more interested in
the welfare of the children than their forbears.

The man was sentenced to seven days’ imprison-
ment, and the woman, either as a result of the
shock of his arrest or of the thought of losing her
children, at this very psychological moment gave
birth to another child.

Musicians who appear before the magistrate,
like pipers who played before Moses, have as a rule
a better reception, for there is something peculiarly
affecting in the presence of a cornet-player, a
violinist, or a vocalist in the dock. A band, like a
corporation, may have no soul, but a solitary
musician is seldom devoid of personality, and it
may be that his personality makes a greater appeal
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to the magistrate than it does even to the passers-
by who help by supporting its genius to contribute
to its temporary arrest. Be this as it may, it has by
no means infrequently been the case that a magis-
trate has asked the musician in custody to give him
a private demonstration of his skill, and after
listening, in the company of his clerk, has come
to the conclusion that members of the public might
perhaps have been willing to pay the artist for his
music alone, and not out of response merely to his
dumb demands for pity at exchange value.

And in such circumstances ‘sharp violins proclaim
their jealous pangs’ in peace, and the artist returns
to his audience, faint yet pursuing.

Such wandering careers have their own charm.
The musician can be his own master, a consideration
carefully to be weighed in an era when all but the
fortunate and the rebellious work for fixed hours
at monotonous tasks. The musician can down his
cornet, enter a friendly tavern, and return at will
to the streets, without any fear of reprimand or
dismissal. His is a life of freedom from discipline, a
state of existence favoured for long by all who find
themselves able to exemplify it. He may even per-
suade himself that he gives his public a fair exchange
for the income derived, that he does not in fact
trade upon its pity. And this may be true, though,
as we have already hinted, the proof of a street
musician’s talents lies in the evidence adduced
by two police officers to a magistrate, that he caused
an obstruction by his melodies in that his hearers
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became rooted to the ground, and that in a manner,
if for long continued, likely to cause a breach of the
peace.

But, leaving the vocal streets and echoing greens,
it is quite probable that we shall discover in some
one or other of the fast-closed rooms of over-
tenanted houses a practitioner in the subtle art of
begging-letter-writing. It is the object of the artist
in this branch of the profession to move the hearts of
philanthropic ladies and gentlemen of all ages and,
with due caution, the better regulated hearts of
the clergy.

All that it is actually necessary to do, in order
to attain success at this game, is to be a skilful
writer and a profound observer of human nature,
and to possess a convenient accommodation address
where one can call at discreet intervals for the
accumulating pecuniary results. By an ‘accom-
modation address’ is usually understood one of the
many small shops, tobacconists or newsagents,
that receive letters to be called for in return for
a small fixed remuneration on the part of their
recipient. Despite their obvious convenience, these
little letter bureaux have their drawbacks from
the artistic point of view, in that their owners are
subject to the provisions of the Official Secrets
Act of 1920, which places them under the obliga-
tion of keeping a careful record of all such trans-
actions, and renders them liable at any moment
to police inspection. This being so, it is naturally
wiser to prevail upon a trusty friend to be one’s
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‘accommodation address’ than to tempt providence
by employing the services of a public bureau.
Trusty friends, however, in the crook world are even
harder to find than in other realms of human expe-
rience; so that the artist, as often as not, hopes for
the best whilst having recourse to ordinary methods.

Now no one knows better than does the confidence
crook the value of expressing verbal sympathy with
the lot of the unfortunate. Being possessed of a
vivid imagination, he pictures both to himself and
to his hearers—to the latter in particular—the acts
of unselfish kindness he would like to perform if he
could. Thus it came into the mind of an elderly
man of seventy to write a letter to several persons,
and amongst them an old lady of eighty-four years
of age, telling them that he was a married man with
a large family, and how that there dwelt in the same
house as himself a poor old man, utterly destitute,
and about to be sent to a sanatorium. He went on
to say that were it not for the fact of his own
domestic calls, he would be the first to give this
poor old fellow the help he required, and that since
this was clearly impossible, he did the only other
thing he could, namely, to bring his sad plight to
the notice of the recipient of this letter, whose
reputation for philanthropy was perhaps wider
known and better appreciated than he (or she)
suspected. In this way he dared to hope the poor
old lodger’s sorrows might yet be eased a little by
the unexpected kindness he was destined to receive
as a result of this letter.
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The writer of this touching appeal directed any
answer that might be forthcoming to be addressed
to him at an ‘accommodation address.’” At this
address he called at intervals, and in the space of
six weeks his literary efforts were rewarded by the
reception of twenty-three replies. He was, however,
most unfortunately arrested one day, on leaving
this address, and still more unfortunately he had
in his pocket the aforementioned letter from the

.octogenarian lady, which contained notes to the
value of [2 10s.

This, and two other pieces of documentary evi-
dence, coupled with the fact that he was himself
the old gentleman, and neither married nor in
ill health, but living at Rowton House, proved his
temporary undoing. He retired at the suggestion
of the magistrate for four months, without hard
labour, which may possibly have meant that he
darned socks in the part-worn stores in one of
H.M. Prisons, until it was time once again to
resume his activities as a scribe.

Another man, much younger in years but maturer
in wisdom, who hailed from Madras but lived by
preference in Strutton Ground, contrived to keep
the ball rolling for two years by obtaining chari-
table contributions from well-to-do people. He also
came temporarily to grief by writing to a clergyman
in St. John’s Wood, to whom he represented him-
self as being penniless and stranded in London and
desperately in need of his fare to Liverpool. He
said he had been in Newcastle Infirmary for
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several months with double pneumonia, and that
he had been ordered to return to his home in
Allahabad. He concluded his letter by saying:
‘Hoping that you will in your great mercy and pity
help me. God above knows what your help means
to me.’

In response to this moving letter the clergyman
sent him twenty-six shillings, just sufficient to
ensure his reaching Liverpool in comfort; but his
objective, alas, was not to be the docks of that busy
port, but merely that at Marylebone, from where
he set sail on a three months’ cruise either to Worm-
wood Scrubs or Wandsworth.

To the same court, and quite recently, came
another young man, a shoemaker by profession,
whose practice it had become to write letters to
actors and actresses, in which he reminded them
that he had formerly been a stage hand at a theatre
at which they had acted.r

One such letter he addressed to a Miss L., and
it ran thus:

‘Dear Miss L., I am terribly sorry for this,
but you were so charming when I was a stage
hand at the Savoy Theatre this year, that I come
to you in my despair. After a serious illness, I
have just got a good job, but I am desperate for
4s. gd. to get the dress clothes from pawn. It is
so hard, because I cannot get any more help
from the charities, and I am the sole support of

t News of the World, December 1930.
c
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my invalid mother. God bless you if you will
help me now, and trust me to repay you within
a week. Yours truly, A. S.°

In order the better to lend colour to his request,
another letter might be enclosed purporting to
come from the head-waiter of an hotel, offering
the job mentioned in the former.

Unfortunately, the writer had had a previous
shot at Miss L. several months before under a
different name, and by one of those tricks of fate
she had kept the letter, and had compared the
handwritings. The result was the capture of the
young artist in her drawing-room, and the dis-
covery on his person of four other letters and
the addresses of nineteen prospective actors and
actresses.

His defence consisted of the brief remark, ‘I
have got to live somehow,” an observation, as it
seems to us, eminently sensible. By way of practical
response, the magistrate indicated to him a method
by which he could live for at any rate the ensuing
three months, he being already credited by the
police with a ‘bind over’ for house-breaking, evi-
dently a side-line.

From the foregoing examples it may seem to
some readers that the art of begging-letter-writing
is unduly liable to interruption at the hands of the
common enemy ; but it must be borne in mind that
the greatest artists are they who are not caught,
~» wha if canght. are at once acquitted. But before
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one describes any of the three examples quoted as
a failure, one must remember that a sentence of
three or four months in a modern English prison
may seem to some a very small tax upon their time
compared with the much longer periods, not merely
of freedom, but freedom from the Law. Every
crook realizes that even a life of criminal labour
may be punctuated by holidays, and he is the first
to agree that the length of those holidays should be
fixed by Law. He has no belief in the new-fangled
notion of an indeterminate holiday.

But, as we have said, the greater the crook, the
less the amount of leisure for listening to concerts
at Wandsworth and elsewhere. Short sentences,
however, as meted out by magistrates, can be borne
by the diligent crook with equanimity, it being
no social disgrace in his case to be sent to prison,
though it may be a reflection on his methods of
skilful operation.

But by far the most important traders on human
pity are they who rely for their results merely upon
their personality and their powers to ‘tell the tale.’
And in these pages we shall have again and again
to return to these artists under different headings
of appeal.

Restricting ourselves at the moment to those
whose appeal is to the pity of their hearers, we must
once more remind the reader that persons often
respond to such appeals, not becausc:thcy actually
worry much over any spectaclelof distress, but

because they have been reared in the belief that
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they ought to be visibly moved, and act with appro-
priate readiness.

The crook artist, of course, completely realises
this. He understands the psychology of human
nature, and he knows that when mental conflicts
arise in the mind, the line most calculated to
produce peace of soul will be pursued by the
majority. He knows that favourable answers to
begging-letters are written most frequently by
those who are vexed rather than concerned, yet
anxious to have peace within. For this reason the
teller of tales will often approach the clergy, because
he argues that most of these are tormented with
the thought that they are so seldom able to practise
what they preach. Hence the desire to afford them
an opportunity to do so, at least in private.

Thus a young man in the early twenties, tall,
well-spoken, neatly attired, and possessed of pleasant
features, may make it his hobby to pass himself
off as a theological student of some provincial
college, who, coming to London for the week-end,
has experienced the great misfortune of being
robbed of his wallet while watching the changing
of the Guard outside Buckingham Palace. He thus
finds himself stranded without the means either to
pay his hotel bill or return to his college, where
he is due the following day; a simple tale which
he tells to those London curates whom he has
decided to call upon in his quandary, in the hope
that they may feel moved to advance him a loan,
to be revaid immediately on his return to his
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theological headquarters. He tellshis tale exceedingly
well, and he selects for his benefactors curates who
live alone, either in rooms or in a flat. He recognises
that some of these will place little credence in his
story, but he relies upon the belief that the majority,
thinking that it is better to be deceived by a rogue
than dismiss a genuine case, will give him something,
even if it be but a shilling, with which to telegraph
his distress to the Principal of his college. Others,
again, he reflects, will be haunted by the thought
that the stranger on their threshold may be that
ubiquitous angel whom one entertains unawares.
Conflicting emotions may underlie their response,
but a response of some kind is more likely to be
expected than an actual rebuff. He takes care to
avoid redundant calls in the same locality, and
he gives all vicars a wide berth. Vicars, he reasons,
have been curates once; hence their memories:
may be contaminated at the source. Of all persons,
moreover, they are the most likely to practise the
objectionable habit of telephoning the police.
Even when suitable subjects, they will probably
have wives, who, aided and abetted by their maid-
servants, will seek to save the vicar from’himself
by intercepting any stranger on the doorstep.
Hence they had better be left severely alone.
Another method by which curates may be some-
times approached successfully by the wandering
artist, is by accosting them as they are leaving the
church after a service, and representing himself
to be the nephew of the caretaker of the Church
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House of the parish in which the selected curate
formerly worked; and on the strength of the local
knowledge of that parish he may be able to produce,
to prevail upon the clergyman to advance him a
little money. Needless to say, the successful per-
formance of this trick needs a little preparation in
the form of previous inquiries into the curate’s
career, and a visit, where necessary, to the parish
in question. But for this purpose a careful study
of Crockford’s Clerical Directory may be recom-
mended, as this is replete with useful and accurate
information upon the careers of all clergymen of
the Church of England.

'N.B.—It is better to catch a clergyman just after
he has left the church than to attempt to waylay
him inside. Vergers are on the whole ‘wise’ to the
methods of the profession, and it is to their interest
to side against the crook. This must not, however,
be taken to mean that they lack sympathy or
understanding.

It may be well worth while at times to call upon
the chaplains of Continental health resorts, and
to represent oneself as one who, after paying his
hotel bill, suddenly discovers he has not the money
for his journey home. It is just conceivable that the
clergyman in such a case may think that if he has
to provide any assistance at all, it will be cheaper
to get rid of the applicant altogether than to risk
any further calls from a derelict pleasure-seeker.

As often as not the chaplain will be staying at
one of the best hotels, and one may safely count
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on reaching the lounge without the necessity of
disclosing one’s business. Once there, one may
derive confidence from the thought that the chaplain
will find it very difficult to dismiss an impoverished
suppliant from surroundings so indicative of luxury
and superfluous wealth.

Itis,however,unwise for anyartist to attempt under
these conditions the trick of the lost wallet and the
return ticket, for it may involve the giving of the
name of the hotel in the place from which one is
supposed to have come on a day’s excursion, and
chaplains have been known, whilst affecting to go
to their rooms for money, to get the hotel porter
to telephone the hotel mentioned, for corroboration
of the story. If this occurs, one may suggest that
there may be two hotels in the place with the same
name, or simulate complete stupefaction. But one
is on perilous ground. The police may have already
been informed. Hence the wisdom of telling a
story which cannot be verified rapidly.

The following account, supplied in substance
by a former chaplain at Ostend, will illustrate the
perfect method of approach as carried out by an
artist of mature ability, though the conclusion of
the narrative is a trifle melancholy for the youthful
reader of promise.?

‘There arrived one spring day at Ostend an
elderly itinerant clergyman, accompanied by a

* This narrative appeared as part of an article contributed by
the author to The Green Quarterly. Summer, 1930,
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young lady, whom he described as his niece and
who was thought by some to have been born in
Joppa. At this period of my career I happened
to be British Chaplain at this exotic seaport. For
some days before he called upon me at my hotel,
I had observed upon the still almost deserted
sea-front the figure of a man in faultless clerical
attire, who recalled to my mind the appearance
of the late Mr. H. B. Irving in The Silver King.
Tall, handsome, and silver-haired, he would
have done credit to any melodramatic stage in
existence, or to any catalogue issued by those
select sartorial artists who help to preserve the
dignity of the episcopate in these latter days of
loose attire.

‘Sometimes he weathered the Digue alone, but
more often he was to be seen in company with
the romantic young lady whom he asked the
residents of well-seasoned, if not mellowed, Ostend
to regard as his niece.

“They put up at a small hotel, where they
occupied communicating rooms, owing to the
uncle being liable to heart attacks in the watches
of the night. The length of their visit was in-
definite, but so far as the young lady was con-
cerned, it was abruptly terminated by a demand
from her relatives to the Vice-Consul for her
instant deportation to Dover, accompanied by
the price of a ticket to London.

“This left her mentor stranded all by himself
at Ostend, a fact which may have hastened his



TRADERS ON PITY 41

very natural desire to call upon his resident
brother.

‘Not altogether unprepared for his visit,
owing to a habit my friend the Vice-Consul and
I had practised of keeping ourselves mutually
cognizant of the arrival and movements of
interesting fellov’-countrymen, I received him
in the spacious Winter Garden of the Hétel Royal
du Phare, an apartment approached by a long
corridor from the entrance-hall, so that he had
every opportunity a distinguished actor could
desire to make an impressive entrance.

‘He made no allusion whatever to his niece.
So far as I was to judge by his conversation, he
was an ecclesiastical bachelor, visiting Ostend
in solitude. We exchanged the usual observations
on the towns of Belgium, and on my mentioning
Brussels, a look of reminiscent pathos shone out
of his eyes.

¢“It was there,” he said slowly, ‘“that I
learnt to play the violin.” He paused a moment,
and then added, in a voice of deep emotion,
“In my youth.”

‘I was naturally much overcome by the
touching memory I had evoked by the mention
of Brussels. Hitherto the name of that city had
been associated in my mind with a product much
lower in the scale of nature than the violin.

‘By an easy transition we passed rapidly from
violins to organs. Could he be of any help at
the English Church next Sunday in the capacity
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of a humble organist? I told him that we were
fortunate in possessing the regular services of a
lady organist, but that, as it happened, she was
desirous if possible to be absent from Ostend
the coming week-end, so that I might be only
too glad to avail myself of his kind offer.

¢ “Let me see,” he replied, “this is Wednesday.
Perhaps on Saturday afternoon you would permit
me to practise a little on the organ those chants
and hymns which would be required.”

“Telling him that he should have every facility
he needed, we talked for a short while on other
subjects of interest, after which he rose to take
his leave. My feelings on his departure were
divided. I had not anticipated that his request
would be merely that he might play the organ.
Such requests from strangers were, in my experi-
ence, extraordinarily rare. Almost without excep-
tion, people who called to see me in this fashion,
it turned out, confused me in their minds with the
Relieving Officer. Often it took me quite a long
time to make them see their mistake, and when
they did, and went empty away, they always
left me feeling much more uncomfortable, in
all probability, than they ever intended to be
themselves.

‘But the departure of my silver-haired brother
left me even more uneasy than would have been
the case had I endured the agony of watching
him accomplish his exit down that interminable
corridor in the capacity of an unsuccessful suitor.
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‘Something told me that this visit had not
been so guileless as it appeared to be. At any
rate, I made haste to implore my lady organist
to choose any other week-end in the whole year
than the approaching one for her exeat.

‘Saturday morning arrived and passed by
uneventfully. At about 1.0 p.m. I descended to
lunch, wondering whether my friend ‘would or
would not call during the afternoon. The mail-
boat left for Dover each day at 2.15 p.m., and
since it was the habit of most visitors to watch
its departure, it seemed to me unlikely that I
should be disturbed before that hour. Thus I was
disagreeably surprised when, at about 1.30 p.m.,
a page-boy approached my table to inform me
that a reverend gentleman was asking for me
in the writing-room. Leaving the dining-room,
I hastened in. He rose to shake hands, but sank
rapidly back in his chair, saying (I am bound to
observe a little melodramatically) ‘“Ah, these
palpitations !”’

¢“My dear sir,” he continued, ‘“‘a—er—most
distressing thing has occurred. I have received
a telegram necessitating my immediate return
to London. The boat, as you doubtless are aware,
leaves in little over half an hour. And I find that,
after paying my hotel bill, and giving the waiters
their tips—which latter one must do, sir, other-
wise they are so very inattentive to one’s needs
—that, in point of fact, I have not got sufficient
money to get to London.”
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‘I replied that, it being Saturday, and the
banks closed, I was exceedingly doubtful whether
I had available funds either. He then asked me
whether I had enough to get him to Dover, as
perhaps, once safely landed, he might approach
some of the clergy there.

‘Perhaps it was the vision of these clergy,
perhaps it was the baleful recollection that he
learnt the violin in Brussels, perhaps it was a
sudden realization of the grandeur of this silver-
haired, post-perfect priest; perhaps it was the
thought that it might be worth the fare to
London to add him to the number of passengers
on that afternoon’s boat: I cannot say. But the
temptation was irresistible. I handed him his
freedom.

‘With great dignity, and apparently without
any strain to his heart, he walked with me down
the corridor to the door of the hotel.

¢ “I am going to help a colleague in Woburn
Gardens,”” he said. “Directly I arrive, I will
write and repay your kind assistance. I hope T
may hear from you again.”

‘“I hope I may hear from you also,” I
replied.

‘We parted. Twenty minutes later I watched
the mail-boat sail out of the harbour.

‘Two months later I noticed in an English
paper that an elderly clergyman of a familiar
name had been arrested on landing from Dieppe,
that he was wanted by fellow-clergymen all over



TRADERS ON PITY 45

the country, and that he had received one month
in the second division.’

Sic transit gloria mund.

Methods vary though objects be the same. There
called, one Sunday afternoon some years ago, upon
a doctor and his family a charming young lady,
who, on stating that she was the niece of the Rector
of the parish, an Archdeacon, was at once admitted
into the drawing-room. Arrived here, she explained
to the doctor and those assembled that she had been
sent by her aunt, the Archdeacon’s wife (who,
incidentally, was a titled lady) to request the doctor
as a special favour to call at the Rectory that
afternoon. She added that her aunt was secretly
anxious about the Rector’s health, and thought
that if she could manage to leave him alone in the
room with the doctor during the latter’s call, he
might discuss his ailments and pave the way
thereby for further professional visits, whereas
nothing would induce him, as it was, to send for
the doctor in the ordinary way. Her aunt was
quite sure, the young lady hastened to add, that
as a parishioner of the Archdeacon the doctor
would not mind dropping in for a cup of tea in
this friendly manner.

A little puzzled by this request, in view of the
fact that he was not the Archdeacon’s favoured
physician in the neighbourhood, he nevertheless
at once set forth to the Rectory, thinking possibly
that this might be a preparatory move on the part
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of the Archdeacon’s wife to bring about a change
of doctors. At any rate, he knew both the Rector
and his wife quite well, so that to call upon them
would be in any case a pleasant duty.

His informant, the young and charming lady,
had meanwhile accepted the invitation of his
mother to remain to tea. So that he arrived at the
Rectory alone. The Archdeacon appeared agree-
ably surprised to see him, and his wife even more
s0; indeed, she seemed to the doctor to be one of the
best actresses, under the circumstances, that he had
ever encountered. Tea was brought in, and they
sat and chatted on an immense variety of topics.
Time passed, but the Archdeacon’s wife made no
move whatever to leave them together. On the
contrary, the doctor was painfully aware that she
was wondering at the unconscionable length of his
visit. At last, unable to stand the strain any longer,
or to bridge any more pauses in a languishing
conversation, he expressed the hope that the Arch-
deacon was enjoying good health. To his surprise
he received an immediate reply in the affirmative,
not from the Archdeacon himself, but from his wife.

“He has never been better,” she answered, and
she said it abruptly.

The doctor expressed his natural pleasure at the
receipt of such good news, and then added, “I was
so pleased to make the acquaintance of your niece
this afternoon.”

“What niece?”’ queried the Archdeacon and his
wife simultaneously. .
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“The young lady who called and asked me to
visit you,” replied the doctor.

The result of this last remark was completely to
rekindle the dying embers of'a burnt-out conversa-
tion. Suddenly there was much to discuss.

In the meantime, the charming young lady had
been very busy telling the doctor’s family, and some
friends who were present, a most pathetic story of
a poor person in the parish whom, she said, she
was on her way to visit and on whose behalf she
was endeavouring to raise a small fund. “Every
sixpence is of help,” she said.

A wave of discomfort penetrated the little com-
pany assembled, but it was instantly dispelled by
that sense of duty to which all persons of good
breeding are obedient in the hour of their extremity.
One by one they produced their contributions,
bearing in mind that sixpence had been named
as the minimum sentence by the merciless young
lady. Most unhappy of all present was an unfortu-
nate elderly lady who was a caller, and who lived
at some considerable distance away. She recollected
with a spasm that she had nothing on her but a
single half-crown. Could she venture to ask for
change? Almost reduced to tears, she realized she
could not. She handed it to the young lady, no
longer charming in her eyes, who received it with
becoming thanks. In consequence, the wretched
woman had to walk the whole way home, penniless,
busless.

Finally the young lady departed. It had been
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quite a profitable day’s work. It has never actually
been placed on record what the doctor said on his
return from the Rectory in the shades of the falling
evening ; but it was reported that the Archdeacon,
who possessed that nice sense of humour with which
the Church has always been rightly credited, was
immensely tickled at the episode, and that the
whole parish was gradually admitted into the
joke. And with that strange perversity of wit in
human nature, everyone thought the greatest jest
of all was the unfortunate woman who walked
the whole way home. For her there was no shred
of pity.

Changing fashions in the sphere of female adorn-
ment are not devoid of effect in the world in which
the crook proper labours. The picking of pockets
yields its pre-eminence to the snatching of hand-
bags; but the object is ever the same, no matter
what the means whereby the eternal woman seeks
to convey in public her everlasting purse. In a
later portion of this book we shall consider the art
of the pickpocket and bag-snatcher, but for the
moment we need concern ourselves only with the
female artist who says she has lost her purse, or has
been robbed of the handbag which contained it,
in order to provide herself with a moving pretext
for requesting the loan of a railway fare from
those deemed by her likely to be stirred to pity at
the spectacle of her sorrows.

Along this beaten track of crooked human
experience moved a woman who first persuaded
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herself, and subsequently four other persons, that
she had lost her purse containing £17 in West-
minster Cathedral, and this just at the very moment
that it was imperative for her to visit her brother,
who was seriously ill at Birmingham. Her immediate
object was to obtain the fare to that illustrious city,
and she achieved her purpose very sensibly by
telling the tale of her distress not to one, but to
at least four persons. All four were overwhelmed
by her sorrow. All four converted their pity into
negotiable form. The woman’s sorrow was turned
to joy, for she acquired in the end more, indeed,
than she had persuaded herself that she had lost.
But her joy, alas, was speedily eclipsed ; for some-
how or other the news of her accomplishment
reached the ears of Scotland Yard, with the pitiful
result that a warrant was issued for her arrest—
and she was arrested.

Directly she heard that a warrant was out she
returned some of the contributions received, and
on her appearance in court she insisted that she
had lost her purse in the Cathedral, and that her
brother had been seriously ill. This did not, how-
ever, prevent the magistrate describing her as a
‘plausible impostor.” He, at any rate, recognized
the artist in her works. As for the police, they had
encountered her before as a bogus titled lady who
collected for Catholic charities but forgot to pay
the money in, until—as in this case, she heard of a
warrant issued for her arrest. On that occasion she

had been sent to prison for six months, but this
D
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time she retired only for four. On the whole she
figures, therefore, rather as the illustration of a pro-
cess than as an example of its successful application.

As to her insistence that she kad lost her purse in
Westminster Cathedral, it was realized, of course,
that it was no reflection on the Cathedral authori-
ties that it had never been found. It may, indeed,
have been found by a Protestant visitor, though
there is, one believes, no ex-Cathedra pronounce-
ment concerning findings being keepings. Thus it
may have been picked up by a legitimate worshipper,
but in the opinion of the court it had never in fact
been lost, and therefore could not have been
‘received’ in the narrower sense.

That her brother may have been seriously ill
no one questioned ; that she may have had cause to
go to Birmingham was quite a probable idea ; but
that it was necessary to tell the same story to four
separate persons seemed to be a work of supereroga-
tion, which, had she been a Protestant, could not
have been too severely condemned. She remained,
however, a Catholic woman with a grievance; she
was hurt because her word was doubted. But like
every other ‘confidence worker’ she had to learn
that it is difficult to convince anyone before whom
one has been shown to be a liar, that one’s word
has any further value. She had indeed to cull the
wisdom of Othello, and be able to perceive and

say:

‘When I have plucked the rose
I cannot give it vital growth again.’ .
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Thus it is important that the youthful artist in
fraud should clearly understand from the very start
that his word has only such value as his actions
may bestow upon it; and that if these in several
instances show that word to be a worthless bond,
he must not grumble nor consider himself offended
if his customers, when once they have satisfied
themselves of his powers, decline any longer to
place reliance on his statements, be they true or
false.

That the true artist in crime is discouraged by
the penalties imposed by the State as a recognition
of his work, is unthinkable. In this respect, the
outlook of saint and criminal is identical. Both
live and—if necessary—die for the faith that is
in them. Surrender to the State in either case is
the collapse of their faith. And as the great Apostle
so aptly remarked, works without faith are dead.
And as all history testifies, imprisonments oft are a
concomitant of faith in contra mundum ideals of
behaviour. Hence there is the Church’s Calendar,
and likewise the Newgate Calendar. It is quite
logical.

Thus one welcomes such an example of criminal
faith as the following, leading as it does to a further
illustration of the methods of the trader on pity.

A young maiden at the picturesque age of fifteen
was placed on probation by a bench of magistrates,
on the discovery that she had stolen some money,
a course of procedure on its part worthy of the
highest praise, for no one ought to be sent to prison
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until he has been given a reasonable chance to
show himself fit for this distinction. An appearance
in the dock of a police court for the first time on
any serious charge is as good a test as can be
imagined for anyone who has commenced to
practise as a criminal. If when so faced with the
magistrates his courage forsakes him, and he wishes
with all his heart and soul that he had not broken
the law, then it is the plain duty of the court to
instruct its probation officer to break the news to
the poor wretch that he is utterly unsuited to be
otherwise than a law-abiding conventional man
of the world; and still more so, should this be the
case, if the convicted person be ashamed of what
he has done. Prison is no place for those who are
ashamed of their art. It is a school of art for those
anxious to improve upon their methods, a school
to which they are rightly sent back each time they
get caught, their capture (if it be not betrayal)
being the first indication that they have not yet
become masters of their art. The greatest criminals
are always those who have never been caught,
and are therefore never heard of by the general
public.

And since one can never be sure when a person
first appears in court to answer to a serious charge,
whether he is or is not a bona fide artist, it is clear
he should be placed on probation, so that he may
have an opportunity to show whether he does or does
not regard crime as a seriously-minded student
should regard it. .
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Thus the magistrate who placed the young
maiden of fifteen, in whose career we are momen-
tarily interested, upon probation, was acting rightly
and in a way generally to be commended through-
out the length and breadth of the land.

Faced with these conditions of probation, she
at once pulled herself together, with the result that
before a great while she was again charged with
stealing more money and sent to school for six
months.

On her release, and thinking very likely that
pastures new are often advisable in the pursuit of
the art, she went, or got herself sent (the terms
being often synonymous) to Canada, where she had
scarcely had time to look round before she received
another three months. She then very sensibly
returned to the Mother Country. Here she began
quite seriously to practise as a confidence artist,
receiving a London award of three months in the
year 1923, and one of six months in the year 1924.
Alittle later she was honoured by the City of Liver-
pool with two months, which looks as if she had
intended to have another shot at Canada. After
this she returned to London, like all good artists,
and went to school there for another nine months.

Fortified by all these courses of instruction, she
now made a second transit to Canada, where almost
immediately the City of Toronto fined her £2o0.
Very naturally she returned at once to England,
imprisonment at the cost of the State being one
thing, and a fine at the cost of the artist quite
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another. Soon after her arrival in the United King-
dom she washed out this insult on the escutcheon
of her glory by receiving three years’ penal servitude
at Cambridge—in her case the equivalent of an
honorary degree.

By this time, like many great artists, she must
have felt that she was spending too much of her
time in studying the theory of her art. This did
not, however, diminish her ardour. On her next
appearance in public she approached two gentle-
men, quite successfully, and to each of them she
told the same moving story. She said she had been
married a few weeks previously in Montreal, where
her father was the manager of a big motor firm.
She had returned to England with her husband,
and they had put up at the Waldorf Hotel, where,
terrible to relate, he had deserted her. Her only
relative in England was an aunt who lived at
Newcastle; thus the problem which confronted
her was how to get to Newcastle. She told this story
so charmingly to each of the two gentlemen that
she succeeded in making them both anxious to
solve the problem in the same way.

She next approached a London Vicar, and at
first she appeared to have succeeded with him also.
He gave her the fare to Newcastle, a fare which,
since she now had it in triplicate, enabled her to
go to the Tyneside in comfort, where her aunt
awaited her; only in this case, as in that of another
immortal aunt, the lady turned out to be a young
man in disguise.
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The Vicar, however, made inquiries, as vicars
always do. And the result of the inquiries was
another nine months’ study.

“You are such an old hand at the game,” said
the magistrate, a perfect gentleman, ‘“‘that it is
virtually useless to offer you advice.”

Whereupon the admirable young man afore-
mentioned stood up in court and then and there
offered her marriage on her release. And one may
be perfectly sure they lived happily ever after-
wards.

One of the distinct charms of this young lady
consists in the fact that the newspapers have given
us practically nothing save the catalogue of her
medals. We do not know in detail, save in the last
instance, how she won them. Like a much decorated
scion of the British Empire, she crosses the stage in
full-dress uniform, and her spectators are left to
imagine the military manceuvre lurking modestly
behind each one of her decorations. She remains
as a living tribute to the virtue of pertinacity, a
kind of scholastic blue-stocking in the university
of crime, a woman possessed of many degrees, a
young lady from Toronto, a student in the neglected
science of practical criminology.

The trader in pity is sometimes to be picked up
in the West End by anyone who delights in the
pursuit of casual conversation with total strangers.
London, like all great cities, may be a lonely place,
and there are always wanderers ready to respond
to the magic of a friendly glance. It is the business
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of the crook to bestow such glances on likely cus-
tomers. It is a sound policy. A friend of the author
once obtained his start in life simply by glancing
at a lonely middle-aged pedestrian and saying,
“Cheer up, old chap.”

Thus one day in the West End a man of thirty-six
years of age got into conversation with a younger
man, who told him amongst other things that he
had obtained employment as a motor driver, but had
no licence; after which hint the man of thirty-six
naturally made him a present of five shillings. It
may not have occurred to him at the time how odd
it is in life that so many persons could obtain jobs
if only they possessed five shillings at the critical
moment. They possess it at other moments, but
never at the moment.

Without doubt the five foolish virgins in the
gospel story were traders on pity and, one fears,
not very successful practitioners of their art when
confronted with Christian Wisdom. Fortunately,
however, in a religiously-minded country like
Great Britain, the trader can reasonably count
on the presence of Christian Folly, for nothing is
considered more beautiful than the surrender of
the pseudo-wise to the pseudo-foolish. Faith and
hope are rightly subordinated to charity. And
usually charity means permitting others to live
upon oneself. Thus the Christian Englishman of
thirty-six gave the younger and perhaps better
educated man five shillings with which to get him-
self a licence to drive. He did even more, he gave
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him his address in the suburbs, for all the world
as though he wished to intimate he would like to
see him again. And the charm of the story lies
in the fact that he did see him again. He called upon
him, and when he left, lo and behold he was
exactly six shillings better off than when he arrived
upon the doorstep. By way of gratitude he called
yet again. He wished his benefactor to know that
he had now obtained a job in the Thames Valley,
and the only fly in the ointment of his joy was the
fact, the devastating fact, that his wife, the co-
partner of his existence and, one hopes, his better
half, was in the workhouse. It might be that her
correct address was the Institution, or Pomona
Lodge, or Springfield House; but everyone knew
it was the workhouse, just as babies born in
Parkhurst Road become mentally associated with
Holloway Prison and Parkhurst Convict Prison.
It is dismal but true.

The story of his wife in the workhouse was
accepted by the editor of his fortunes, who paid
him £2 in cash for it. It may have been the rate
of pay, we cannot positively determine, but it
prompted him to return with a sequel to the story.
The wife had been delivered from the workhouse,
but apparently was in danger in a country that has
a secret distrust of the nude in art. She had no
clothes worth mentioning, which meant that the
clothes she did possess could not be worn in public.
Indoors she might be ‘mystic wonderful,” but out
of doors she might be described by police officers
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as ‘obscene’—they alone possessing the awful
knowledge of the legal meaning of this much-
loved word. Just as before his whole career depended
on possessing five shillings for a licence, so now did
the career of his wife depend on precisely eight
times that amount.

But this charming young pasha of many tales,
like other artists greater than himself, had over-
looked the fact that the essence of crooked wisdom
consists in knowing when to stop. The editor
rejected this second manuscript and had inquiries
made into its author’s credentials.

Asa matter of fact, his credentials were exceedingly
good. He had many previous convictions, and now
returned to that convalescent home of crookdom,
Wandsworth Prison, for twelve months. Actually
he had deserted his wife, and his children were
chargeable to the parish. On this slender basis of
truth he had woven much romance of a kind
beloved by an emotional general public.

To the reader who is by nature and opportunity
a law-abiding citizen, it must be a cause of satisfac-
tion to note with what apparent frequency the
crooked artist falls into the clutches of the police.
That this is so is due rather to the carelessness of
many artists than to the omniscience of the Force.
To one like the author, who naturally has the
careers of all crooks at heart, it is lamentable to
observe the carelessness with which so many go
about their work.

That the last-mentioned artist, after obtaining
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L2 for the release of a wife from the workhouse
who had never been there, should proceed to
clothe the wretched figment of his creative imagina-
tion is praiseworthy, like all that is progressive ; but
that he should ask the same member of the British
Public to clothe her as had released her shows a
deplorable lack of acumen.

It recalls to my mind an occasion when, as an
undergraduate many years ago, I was seated at
dinner one hot summer evening before the open
window of a ground-floor room that abutted on
the street. It was a gloomy street, populated almost
entirely by landladies, their husbands, and their
tenants, and it was patronized at all hours by
wandering artists of various departments of the
profession.

On this particular evening there came to the
window an itinerant vendor of strawberries who,
grounding his wares on the sill, and finding no
market within, proceeded to ask me, on the strength
of this introduction, whether I had by any chance
a superfluous pair of walking shoes, as his own
were beyond repair. Being still young and still
anxious to believe that human beings were incapable
of telling lies for professional reasons, I most
naturally realized that I had a superfluous pair of
shoes, that I ought not to indulge in such redun-
dancies, and that it was my plain duty, not having
bought any strawberries, to hand them over to a
disappointed and disillusioned man. I did so. They
were received with becoming thanks. And there
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I imagined the matter had ended. Not at all.
At precisely the same hour the following evening,
when, so far as I can recollect, I was eating pre-
cisely the same dinner, the landlady being a woman
of no imagination, there appeared at the window,
still open, the same importunate tradesman with
apparently the same strawberries. That he should
ask me yet once more to buy a basket struck
me as being merely businesslike and friendly, but
when on my declining he proceeded to inquire
whether by any chance I had a superfluous pair
of walking shoes, I regarded him as an impudent
fellow.

“Are you, or are you not aware,”’ I remarked
coldly, “that at this very hour last evening you
made a similar request and that the request was
granted?”

His face lit up with a smile, and he replied,
“One does make these mistakes sometimes. Sorry,
guvnor ; no offence meant. ’Ave a strawberry.”

It suddenly dawned upon my mind what a
charming fellow he was. After all—why not? But
I told him to be more careful.

On yet another occasion the carelessness of the
artist was brought home to me ; indeed, he brought
it home in person.

A young ex-prisoner, whose charms and dis-
tinctions I have already delineated elsewhere,*
and who had been staying with me, had told me
one Saturday that he had to go, for pressing reasons,

1 Vide Prisoner at the Bar (Philip Allan).
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to Leicester. Thus I was pleasantly surprised to
receive a letter from him the following Monday
morning from an hotel at Brighton. He explained
his natural preference for this salubrious watering-
place by stating that he had been trailed by two
C.1.D. officers, and had only escaped them by
this means, and that he would return if I would
kindly send him a little money. Not being anxious
at the moment to lose sight of him, I sent him the
money, and was rewarded by his speedy return.
About a fortnight later he set forth to Newcastle,
and ‘had it not been for a roundabout rumour that
reached me to the effect that he was staying with
alady at Brighton, it might not have occurred to me
to ring up the hotel there from which he had previ-
ously written to me. I did so, on the morning that
he was due to return from Newcastle, only to dis-
cover, as I had suspected, that he and his ‘wife’
had just left for London, and that this had been
their second visit.

On my confronting him on his return with these
facts, his only reply was, ‘“How very stupid of me
to stay twice at the same hotel.” I cordially agreed,
and told him never to do so again. But the crook
proper is a creature of habits like the rest of man-
kind, and, as someone said most wisely, All habits
are bad habits.”

One includes both these instances of artistic
carelessness in this division of our subject, because
in both cases the crook gained his ends primarily
by an appeal to one’s pity.
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Undoubtedly the better acquainted with crook-
dom one becomes, the less grows the temptation
to act emotionally when dealing with human
behaviour. One tends, indeed, in time to turn into
a maxim the three Latin verbs which one learnt
in one’s youth as governing the genitive case, and
to echo the old tag, ‘Pity, remember, forget,” for
he who remembers to forget to pity is spared much
self-recrimination in the long run.

But it is the business of the crook to base his hopes
of success on the short run. He lives in the present,
and derives his income from its passing emotions.
And he is, in his way, wise, for a future bounded
by the possibilities of Dartmoor, Parkhurst, Chelms-
ford, Aylesbury, and the practical certainties of
Wandsworth and all its satellites, is a depressing
vision on which to meditate, unless one be suffi-
ciently great an artist to feel that one will never
make mistakes. Great artists are, however, few
and prisoners are many.

Thus the majority of crooks live for the present
and, once more like the saints, are wont to sub-
scribe to the twin dicta that ‘sufficient unto the
day is the evil thereof’ and therefore why ‘take
thought for the morrow’?

Before bidding farewell in these pages to the
traders on pity, it may be fitting to consider how
from the standpoint of their opponent, the State,
these activities can best be curtailed, for at present
it must be obvious to every reader that the trade
pays quite sufficiently well to encourage those who



TRADERS ON PITY 63

practise it to put up with those occasional slings
and arrows of outrageous fortune which beset the
paths of the most painstaking artists.

In the opinion of the author, and speaking, that
is to say, from much humiliating experience of
the artists in question, it does not seem probable
that the State will achieve any markedly practical
results so long as human nature remains so prone to
pity, and, it would seem, so incurably romantic. No
serious artist is deterred by our penal methods from
practising his trade, nor would he be were our
prisons immeasurably more unpleasant than they
are. There are crooks of all kinds in France, while
no one can say that the prisons of France err on
the side of comfort. A prisoner who, extradited
from Nice, had stayed at several of the prisons
en route 1o London, told the author that on arrival
at Wormwood Scrubs it was as though one had at
length reached Buckingham Palace, a pretty com-
pliment to that great prison for first offenders only,
though possibly an underestimation of Buckingham
Palace.

But to return to our argument: it is doubtful
whether our penal methods can honestly be said
to have any serious effect on the pursuit of profes-
sional crooked enterprise, save that they exercise
a beneficial influence on the crook’s health and
longevity. As it is, the encouragement of the general
public outweighs the deterrence of its penal methods.
It pays to be a crook so long as one is young, and
50 long as life on earth is agreeable. It ceases to pay
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when one is middle-aged, disillusioned, and unable
to stop. To be compelled to be a crook in the evening
of life is a tragedy, for one has not the consolation
of the saint, and even saints get worn out and
surrender. But when the fires of spring are still
burning fiercely, nothing will deter a young and
hopeful crook from trying his hand at the game,
so long as he finds by experience that human
nature is perfectly willing to be gulled and
pillaged, in order that it may indulge its emotions
ad lib.

Thus it is foolish for judges to talk about stamping
out crime, unless such rhetorical remarks are
pleasurable when made in public; it is as foolish
as it would be to speak of stamping out pity,
abolishing greed and lust, and placing a premium
on the bestowal of trust. Human nature remains
‘human all too human,” and crooks flourish. So
long as the world remains young—and it is only
too apparent that the acquired wisdom of the aged
is not inherited by a rising generation—there would
seem to be no ground for imagining that the appeal
to the emotions will languish. Everyone has to
learn by experience the same lesson, that there
exists on earth the crook proper, a genial or at times
a macabre soul whose delight it is to teach wisdom
to each rising generation and pocket the fees.
The utmost our penal methods can do is to
regulate crime. And the utmost our C.I.D. can
achieve is to oblige the criminal proper to be
an inventor as well as a practitioner. by making
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the older methods of crime more and more diffi-
cult to achieve with success, whilst continually
encouraging the crook to maintain a high standard
of proficiency by catching him whenever he is
careless.



SUPPLIERS OF LEGITIMATE WANTS

EvER since the day when the first infant on earth
cried for the moon there have always been persons
ready to open negotiations for the attainment of
apparently hopeless demands.

If anyone, after consulting many physicians, and
finding himself to be worse rather than better,
exclaims “Who can heal my complaint?’’ it is but
to discover that the magician exists with the recipé
of the secret remedy to hand—at a price. Similarly,
if anyone desires to be a successful journalist or
writer of short stories, and is labouring under the
continuous depression of each postal delivery, he
has but to pay a fee to some school of journalism,
in return for which he is initiated into the mysteries
of the art by correspondence, with the assurance
that before he has completed his exercises he may
be earning L10 a week. Or again, if his desire be
to figure on the stage, theatrical academies swim
into his vision ready, for a fee, to start him on his
professional career. Finally, if he needs a job, a
need peculiarly prevalent in days of rising unem-
ployment, he will sooner or later see an advertise-
ment inviting him to place his trust in someone
or other who, in return for a deposit, will cﬁ'ect the
‘Open Sesame’ on his bchalf



SUPPLIERS OF LEGITIMATE WANTS 67

It is not our business in these pages to defend
the credulous against themselves, but it may per-
haps be whispered in passing that persons who are
anxious to help others to achieve unlikely results in
return for a fee, usually extend such help because
they have discovered that it pays, and because
they have likewise perceived a truth which often
escapes the notice of the framers of our penal
methods, namely, that the fate of those who are
caught in a trap never prevents others offering
themselves as candidates for a similar treatment.
Thus it pays to advertise, and particularly so in
cases where the firm which rakes in the money is
immune from the clutches of the criminal code,
in that it is altogether impossible to prove any
false pretence in its methods. If anyone seriously
believes that by the payment of a few pounds he
can learn by correspondence what can only, if at
all, be acquired in the routine of a newspaper
office, he deserves to forfeit the deposit, as surely
as do those parliamentary candidates who had the
audacity to imagine that they would receive the
requisite number of votes to get off scot-free at
an election.

So long as flies are willing to accept the invitations
of the human spider, it is difficult to suggest that
the spiders should give up business and rest from
their labours. Occasionally they do so rest—for a
fixed period of time; but only in such cases where
a counsel for the prosecution can adequately prove
that the flies were hoodwinked within the meaning
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of the Law. And this, in effect, merely corroborates
what we have already stated, namely that the
greatest criminals are they who are not caught.

Now it is manifest that in these pages it would be
most unwise for the author to write about criminals
who are not caught, in that in so doing he might
find himself involved in a libel action, nobody
caring, for some obscure reason, to be described as
a criminal, nor indeed as a saint. Experience has
always prompted human beings, like the chameleon,
to take the colour of their surroundings, in the hope
thereby of escaping notice for so long as possible,
it being exceedingly dangerous and awkward on
earth to become notorious in any way, the results
being, as a rule, either imprisonment, blackmail, or
the tedious necessity of continually pretending to
be what one is supposed to be with popular consent.
Hence the remark that no one is a hero to his
valet, which explains the prosperity of valets.

Thus it is a common policy among the wise to
remain incognito for as long as possible, especially
if the notoriety which lays in wait be that bestowed
by newspapers on occupants of the dock; for
nothing is more humiliating to an artist than to
be obliged, in the interests of self-preservation, to
deny his own ability in the witness-box.

Among the suppliers of wants, therefore, to which
this chapter is dedicated, we can only instance those
whose careers brought them into collision with the
prosecuting authorities, it being clearly understood
by the readers that others practising the selfsame
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tactics are ever working peacefully in the shade,
always on the alert, like society beauties, to avoid
the hot brilliance of a sudden sunshine, with its
devastating habit of putting another complexion
on the features of those concerned.

It is the business of some crook suppliers of
wants to catch as many of the credulous public
as may rise to the bait of their advertisements in
the Press, and who may seem to be suitable subjects
for their purpose. All that they have to do is to
provide themselves with well-equipped offices in a
likely part of the town and to set up as agents.
That done, they invite those in search of a salaried
post to apply, and, provided they be willing to
deposit a considerable sum of money—perhaps the
total of their savings—in their keeping, or alter-
natively to invest such in a company recommended
by the agents, they will at once engage their services
at a weekly wage.

Thus some years ago an elderly man of much
experience contrived to run a business called ‘The
. . . Transfer Agency, Ltd.’ Possessed of two West
End offices, he purported to deal in a large way
with the purchase and sale of property and goods.
By means of advertisement he let it be known that
he had good jobs to offer. And in this way he
successfully persuaded many poor persons to entrust
him with substantial deposits, their only security
being his assertion that the business was booming.
And in order to bolster up the confidence of
those who ventured ever so slightly to ask for some
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confirmation of his assertion, he would airily remark
that he was at that very moment negotiating for
£20,000 of hotel property, or taking up the tele-
phone, he would casually mention, after a short
conversation with an unseen person, that he had
just bought £3,000 of bricks.

Human nature is weak and often amazingly
ready to be immediately impressed by utterances
of this kind, if made by the right sort of person,
seated in the right kind of office, in the right end
of the town. The artist in question realized this
perfectly, and reaped for a considerable time his
appropriate reward.

In the space of the four years preceding his
untimely appearance in the dock of the Old
Bailey, it was estimated that he had defrauded
persons whose confidence he had won of at least
£5,244—a small sum, be it said, for so distinguished
an artist, if it were indeed the total of his gains;
but the Prosecution limits itself very sensibly to
what it can actually prove, and leaves the imagina-
tion of the reader to fill in the details in a manner
creditable to the defendant, who, in English Law,
is rightly accorded the benefit of the doubt. On
inquiring into the amount of the sales effected by
this outwardly booming agency, it was surprising
to discover that the total property disposed of in
so comparatively lengthy a period of time was, in
fact, two coffee-stalls. Apparently the organizer of
this successful venture lived on the deposits received,
paying out weekly salaries to those who provided
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them, their jobs being the inspection of properties
in the market. It occasionally happened that two
employees met whilst engaged upon inspecting the
selfsame property, but in a business of this kind
accidents may occur. If they complained about this
overlapping of energy, they were dismissed. If they
threatened proceedings, they were informed, with
perfect truth, that the results of such proceedings
to themselves would be negligible ; it would indeed
be cheaper and wiser not to take them.

The spider who wove this web was, as we have
said, an elderly man of mellowed experience. He
was an undischarged bankrupt of seventeen years’
standing, and had been previously sentenced for
similar frauds. Matrimonially speaking, he was a
bigamist. That on the top of all this he could
produce the above triumph and survive for four
years in the heart of the Metropolis, is in itself an
encouragement to all good crooks to go full steam
ahead, and is an admirable and a convincing
tribute to the sportsmanlike methods of the C.I.D.
in the national game of ‘Hunt the Criminal.’

Once again it is not our business to caution the
unwary who are the victims of the artists whose
various powers we are seeking to exemplify. But we
may perhaps observe that to deposit money in a
business, into the credentials of which one has not
had inquiries made, can never be described as
Christian wisdom.

A somewhat similar case, but one differing in
the method employed, came to the notice of the
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police quite recently, when a man, sixty-one years
of age, a released convict, was sentenced to five
years’. penal servitude, to be followed by seven years’
preventive detention.

After taking offices in the City, this experimenter
in finance set up as a dealer in stocks and shares;
and when he had got going in this capacity, he
set himself to obtain lists of investors in well-known
and reputable companies. To these investors he
wrote a circular letter informing them that he
possessed a client whose wish it was to sell a block
of shares in these companies at a bargain price.
The investors fell into the trap in large numbers.
Letters poured into the office of this master-crook,
each writer anxious to be the fortunate winner of
the share certificates. Very naturally the spider
decided to catch all his flies. He sent another letter
telling each applicant that he was the successful
candidate, and, provided he first sent his cheque
for the amount, he would receive the certificates in
due course. Cheques now poured in, as well as
letters, but unfortunately for this skilled artist a
rumour got around, and forty-two cheques were
stopped at the banks. He at once absconded, but
was subsequently found and arrested when about
to launch another scheme; indeed, three thousand
letters were discovered, just about to be posted off
to investors.

Earlier in his career, this talented man, who was
well-born and who had been educated at King’s
College, London, had on two occasions made very
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brilliant and successful attempts to raise money by
the forgery of legal documents, obtaining by this
means, in conjunction with colleagues in the second
instance, the sum of £26,000. But here again ill-
luck dogged his footsteps, and he was caught on
the bare evidence of a single £5 note which he
had given to a friend when living in apparent
safety under an assumed name. This act of generosity
cost him six years’ penal servitude, but, as has been
made very plain, this did not deter him from further
activities. Yet another of his schemes was the
advertising to let ‘a delightful and attractive house’
in the suburbs, with every convenience, electric
light, garage, and garden, for £60 a year. To this
advertisement there were 200 replies, all of which
he answered in the affirmative, saying that each of
the applicants could have the house in a month’s
time if he sent a suitable deposit, it being under-
stood that if, after viewing the house, he did not
like it, his deposit would be returned. Yet again
the money poured in, which was really very
remarkable, since, in fact, no house, of the kind
advertised existed. But once more he was caught,
and one is left wondering whether these get-rich-
quick schemes ever pay their inventors sufficiently
well to outweigh their corresponding disadvan-
tages. It may be, however, that there comes a
time in the careers of great confidence men,
when they find themselves obliged to go on
practising art for money’s sake to an end that
is bitter. What retrospects must lend colour to the
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tragic solitude of Camp Hill Preventive Detention
Prison!

Descending from the heights to slightly lower
levels, one finds a man who hit upon the curious
device of inserting in a newspaper advertisements
of which the following is an example:

‘At a special meeting in connection with the
new London Junior Football Club Competition,
held at East Ham on Saturday night, it was
decided to invite all Junior Clubs from Woolwich
and Plumstead districts to compete for a silver
cup and silver and gold centre medals for the
winners, and silver medals for the runners-up.
Entrance fees, each team 4s., to be sent with
applications by to-morrow (post only). Average
21 years. Send to Mr. T. S., Secretary (pro tem.).’
And an address in Poplar was added.

The result of this and similar advertisements was
the reception of a large number of contributions
from club secretaries. Another turn in this artist’s
repertoire was to walk from town to town and to
visit the football clubs, to whom he introduced
himself as ‘T.S., the Football Walking Mascot.’
Arrayed in the club colours, he would attend
matches, make speeches to the crowds, acquaint
them with his records as a walker, and then make
a collection. In every sense a protean artist, but
subject to recurring rests ‘inside.’

Descending still lower, one discovers a man on the
high road to sixty years augmenting his income by
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advertising for a housekeeper, and upon applicants
calling to see him by appointment, telling each
that he had been robbed of his purse, and asking
her to accommodate him with a small loan.

He had nine previous convictions of similar little
pleasantries.

More sensational, because better conceived, were
the methods adopted by a man a few years ago,
who, at the time of the Wimbledon Tennis Tourna-
ment, inserted in a newspaper an advertisement
which ran as follows:

‘Wimbledon. Two debenture seats, ninth row,
centre court, south, under cover, whole second
week, £15 pair. Col. Royd Walker, St. Hilda’s
Hotel, St. Albans.’

A little before the appearance of this advertise-
ment, the gentleman who had inserted it went to
the hotel in question and engaged a room there
for his uncle, a Colonel Royd Walker, who he
said would shortly arrive. Later he called to inform
the manageress that his uncle was laid up in a
nursing home and would thus be delayed in his
arrival. He was then informed, and it is possible
that the news afforded him little surprise, that quite
a number of telegrams were awaiting his uncle,
and also some letters. He said he would take them,
remarking casually that his name also was Royd
Walker. He called for the next day or so and duly
collected the accumulating correspondence. This
contained, as it turned out, many money orders, and
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he admitted eventually receiving at least £85 by
this means.

His defence was that he had hoped to obtain the
tickets from a friend, who had let him down, and
that he had a debt of £45 to meet. This, however,
as it was pointed out, did not in the eyes of the
Law justify his invention, or rather resuscitation, of
a Colonel Royd Walker who had left this earth, nor
did it explain why he had not returned the monies
received.

He had no previous convictions, but it was
obvious that the talents were there; and there
was this in his artistic favour—there was a warrant
out for his arrest for obtaining £10 the previous
year from the manager of the Piccadilly Hotel.
He was sent into retirement for three months.

So much for the art of advertising for rewards.
The question whether in the long run it pays for
crooks to advertise must be answered individually
by those who undertake to augment or create their
incomes by these means. On the whole it would
scem the better course is to open a school of
journalism, a dramatic academy, or simply to sell
pills to the general public, for in these cases most
assuredly it pays to advertise, and, so far as one
knows, no one has ever been sent to prison for
convincing persons they can write or act, or for
causing them to wish to swallow a new pill, whatever
be the results, and be they never so disappointing.

But many artists anxious to supply the ‘needs of
the general public find it more convenient to call
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in person than to address their would-be customers
through the medium of the Press. There are crook
travellers, and though their profits may seem
small when compared with those to be derived
from the ventures we have been considering, they
must not on that account be despised or rejected.
For is it not the business of the good crook to
become all things to all men that haply he may
catch some? And not everyone answers advertise-
ments. Some indeed cannot even yet read or write.
Thus the crook artist finds it necessary at all times
to come down to the level of his audience. It is no
good his preaching over their heads in a language
not understood by his people. He is an exponent
of the vernacular in business life, and it may be
his labours will take him to the kitchen rather
than to the drawing-room; for maids, like their
mistresses, and servants, like their masters, are
always ready to surrender to the charms of the
charmer, charm he never so humbly.

The commercial travellers of crookdom may be
introduced to the reader by a young man whose
first appearance in public was made at the South
Western Police Court, where it was roughly esti-
mated that he was wanted by the police all over
the country for about ninety-nine offences against
the Larceny Acts.

His practice was to call upon poor persons to
whom he represented himself as being an insurance
agent. He offered to lend these persons sums of
money from £5 to £10, which he told them they
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could repay to him at the rate of half a crown a
week, the only condition being that they paid him
a preliminary deposit of at least seven shillings.

Poor people are very credulous, and exceedingly
apt to place confidence in the assertions of anyone
who appears to them to speak with authority.
And the clients upon whom this young man called
proved no exception to this rule. He reaped the
harvest he contemplated. He collected the deposits
and was never seen again—not, at least, until his
reappearance at the South Western Court, where
he received the maximum sentence that can be
bestowed by a magistrate, namely, twelve months.
Faced with this tribunal of justice, his courage
forsook him completely. He collapsed in the dock
and had to be supported throughout the proceed-
ings by two gaolers. This was not at all creditable.
Possessed of the requisite heartlessness, and that to
a marked degree, he was able to rob poor persons
of their scanty savings with a proper complacency
of mind; but to this should have been added a
good deportment in the dock. Society has little
use for villains with weak legs. It demands bold
bad rogues whose offences it forgives until seventy
times seven, but they must possess the courage of
their convictions.

Another young man made it a habit to tour
around in his car selling wireless parts to would-be
purchasers, - his speciality being high-frequency
chokes marked with the name of ‘Lissen,” which he
sold at a reduced price.
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Actually they were not ‘Lissens’ at all, and were
of little if any practical use; so that in course of
time he appeared at Lambeth Court charged with
obtaining money by false pretences, and also with
the contravening of the Merchandise Marks Act.

His defence was that he had himself believed the
goods to be the genuine remainder of a bankrupt
stock. The prosecuting counsel contended, however,
that his ignorance was feigned, and that he had at
least assisted in the special manufacture of the
spurious articles in question.

It only remains to be added that the magistrate
believed the prosecuting counsel, and the young
man retired for two months. He may have thought,
as do many chemists, that his little pills were just
as good as somebody else’s little pills at double or
treble the price, and that he was conferring upon
the public a boon and a blessing ; but his purchasers
evidently thought otherwise; for, had they been
contented with their bargain, it seems most unlikely
that they would have worried over the fact that the
name of Mr. Lissen had been taken in vain.

It is only when the patient feels no better after
taking some of ‘Mr. Carter’s’ pills that he wants to
know whether they really were Carter’s; and if he
finds they were spurious ones he rushes to the
defence of the Merchandise Marks Act. Otherwise
he lays low and buys some more. The proof of the
pudding is, as ever, in the eating.

Yet another young man of good education found
it profitable to call upon the licensees of taverns,
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and to represent himself as being a traveller of a
Waterford firm of Irish linen manufacturers, and
by this means to obtain not only orders but sums
of money. He was a painstaking young artist who
had not been discouraged by two terms of imprison-
ment; and when on this occasion he found him-
self again before a bench of magistrates, he made
the modest request that in sentencing him the
Chairman would kindly take into consideration
106 other cases. After that the land had rest for one
year, and the orders for linen temporarily decreased
therein.

It is sometimes convenient to combine the
straight and the crooked for the purposes of gain,
and to derive an income from such protracted
cross-breeding. Thus a man in the autumn of life
confessed at Great Marlborough Street to obtain-
ing in a devious way 12 bottles of whisky, 24 bottles
of port wine, and g bottles of gin, value £12 16s. 5d.,
from his employers, Wine Growers (1922), Ltd., his
method being simply to give the names and
addresses of fictitious customers to the orders
department, and to receive in return the goods;
and, at the other end of the scale, to receive the
money from bona fide customers in payment of
goods delivered, and to keep it. By these means
he found that the actual wages he received from
his employers were considerably augmented in quite
a short space of time.

According to the police records, he had previ-
ously been employed by an insurance company,
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where he had likewise engaged in works of super-
erogation of a somewhat similar kind. He was now,
by the advice of Mr. Mead, employed by the
Home Office for four months.

It may seem to some readers of this example of
fraudulent art that Scotland Yard might with
advantage to the general public run a reference
department, every employee being required to
await a report from that august custodian of
characters before his appointment was confirmed.
By such means the number of the unemployed, it
is true, might increase ; but alternatively those who
were employed despite their record would stand in
a securer relationship to their employers than may
many at present.

It is difficult to see why everyone should not have
their finger-prints taken, say, at the age of puberty
and as an insignia of adolescence. The results
would be peculiarly-satisfactory. On appointment
to a post one would go to the local C.I.D. and
present one’s fingers for official consideration, and
in a very short space of time the Finger Print
Department at ‘The Yard’ would report to one’s
employer one’s relationship, if any, to the Criminal
Code.

The bona fide artist would thus avoid entangling
himself in the meshes of a straight occupation in
cases where a reference from ‘The Yard’ was
demanded; while if he could find an employer
who would waive such ceremony, he would know
that the employer in question would command
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very little sympathy if he appeared in Court in
the guise of a prosecutor.

The prevalent habit of taking only the finger-
prints of convicted persons or those on remand is,
like so many of our national habits, exceedingly
foolish ; for it creates a belief that it is disgraceful to
be identified officially, and thereby deprives many
righteous persons of the privilege of boasting of
the purity of their records in public, or of placing
the impress of a finger on their note-paper as the
modern equivalent of a crest.

Thus should this suggestion of the author ever
become law, persons will be as anxious to produce
their finger-prints as they are now reluctant to
acknowledge that such records exist; and the habit
of looking up the records of one’s friends will
augment the more melancholy pastime of searching
for their wills.

But to return to the commercial travellers. A very
good line for an artist to develop is that of selling
worthless jewellery at the bargain price of gold;
but a great deal of caution is requisite, as the
following depressing instance will show.

Two men, hying from the tolerant district of
Camden Town, one aged 50 and the other aged
37, were out trading with gold bracelets. These
they were offering to likely purchasers at the ex-
ceedingly reduced price of £1 each. To be perfectly
candid, their actual value was 1s. 6d. each, so that
the profits on their sale justified the bargain price at
which they were being sold to the fortunate buyers.
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In this branch of the business everything depends
upon selecting good customers, and on the morning
in question two such customers hove into sight.
They were duly approached and at once expressed
an interest in the goods offered. The price was
inquired and the usual quotation of £1 was sug-
gested, and all might have been well had not the
two customers, by the most outrageous luck that
ever dogged struggling artists, been two plain-
clothes police officers.

In sentencing these unlucky men to six weeks’
imprisonment, the magistrate remarked most rightly,
“You made an unfortunate choice.” But, as in the
case of the vendor of strawberries, accidents will
occur.

A still better line in commercial travelling is the
sale of violins. There came into a shop in a country
town one day an old and somewhat decrepit man
carrying a violin. He asked the owner of the shop
whether he might leave the instrument in his care
while he went to a neighbouring tavern to have a
drink. He may possibly have said ‘to wet his
whistle,” for he was that kind of old man. The shop-
keeper acceded to his request, and the fiddle was
left upon the counter.

Some little time elapsed, and then a well-dressed
man entered to make a purchase, when seeing the
violin he began to examine it very closely, asking
the shopkeeper whether it was his, “For you
doubtless are aware,” he said, ‘“‘that it is an
exceedingly valuable one.”
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“No,” replied the shopkeeper, “I was not aware
of its value, nor is it mine.” And he explained to
his customer what had happened.

“That is a pity,” said the other; “I would have
given you £25 for that fiddle.”

Thoughts coursed through the shopkeeper’s
mind. He became suddenly excited. “Look here,”
he said to the customer, “will you come back in
about an hour, and I will see if I can persuade
the old fellow to part with it?”

The customer said he would return, and off he
went.

A little later, enter the old and decrepit man
again, refreshed and confident.

“I have been thinking,”” said the shopkeeper,
‘““as how my little boy might like to have a fiddle.
Don’t suppose you would like to sell me this old
one of yours? I will give you twelve and six
for it.”

“Couldn’t let it go at that,” replied the old man,
“it’s worth more to me than that.”

“How much more?” asked the other.

A great deal more.”

“Say a quid then?”

“No—nor two neither.”

“Three then?”

‘“No, nor four nor five.”

“Ten")”

“That’s better, but it’s worth more than ten »

“How about fifteen?”’

“Not a penny under twenty.”
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Much depressed, but still confident of a five-
pound profit, the shopkeeper paid the old man
£20 down, and sent him on his way rejoicing;
nor was it until hours had passed, bringing with
them no return of the well-dressed stranger, that
at length it occurred to the shopkeeper what had
happened.

He then communicated with the police, and the
story of his sorrow at length reached headquarters
in London. But here it was pointed out that after
all he had little cause to complain. He had bought
a violin for 20 after trying unsuccessfully to
defraud a poor and decrepit old man in his cups.

Perhaps in the long run there is a greater appre-
ciation of the artists’ work at ‘The Yard’ than
anywhere else; nor is it always sorry to hear of
the general public’s woes, especially if they be the
sorrows of an amateur artist.

One wishes the old man every success, and hopes
by this time that he has sold a Cremona or is
teaching others in Wandsworth how to do so
effectively.

Enhancing the value of goods is an art of itself,
and one productive of many a good story.

Not a great while ago, but before a certain well-
known firm of stationers began to offer the public
moderately large bottles of eau-de-Cologne labelled
Johann Maria Farina at the price of half a crown,
I happened one day to find myself in company
with a friend in a small London tavern. The
locality of the tavern is a matter of no importance,
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but it was one in which it was possible at times to
buy goods at bargain prices from one of its customers
who, it was understood, had acquired his stock in a
somewhat roundabout way.

One day, therefore, and at the invitation of my
friend who knew this convenient pedlar, I was
approached by the gentleman in question, who duly
produced for my inspection a very neatly packed
white-kid sealed bottle of eau-de-Cologne, which
he was offering for sale at three shillings and six-
pence. He explained that this was an immense
bargain, as indeed it appeared to be, with its
Farina label and amply proportioned bottle. But
in order to leave no doubt upon the subject in
the purchaser’s mind, he told me in a whisper the
alleged source of its origin. It would appear there
had arrived at the London docks a large consign-
ment of these bottles, as part of a regular order to
the makers at Cologne, from a famous West End
dealer in perfumes. Whilst in transit from the docks
to the storerooms of the perfumers, a goodly
number had been stolen, one of which was now
before me. And that was why I was in the enviable
position of being able to purchase for a lady friend
a seventeen-shilling bottle of eau-de-Cologne for
three and sixpence.

I bought the bottle in apparent good faith, not
believing it to be stolen property. And the follow-
ing day I did my best to find another like it, on
genuine sale in London. I went first to the West
End dealers from whom it was alleged to have been
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filched. They naturally disowned it. Their eau-de-
Cologne, I was informed, was manufactured speci-
ally in England and in accordance with their own
recipé. I then visited the Army and Navy Stores,
Harrods, Boots, and other places of repute. None
had ever set eyes on such a bottle, though each at
first wondered if it might be a product of one of
the others. And as the bottle was as yet unopened,
none was offended. I next determined to have it
analysed, but was informed that this would be
useless if my object were to discover whether it
were genuine, as there exists no such article
as ‘eau-de-Cologne proper.” Hence comparisons,
though in this case not odious, are meaningless,
there being no standard with which to compare it.
So far, all I had positively gathered on authority
was that the bottle bore an unusual label.

At length I opened the bottle and sought the
opinions of hairdressers. The opinions were not at
all flattering. Finally a friend of mine said he
thought the smell was lovely, so I gave it him.

Not long after that the selfsame bottles suddenly
appeared for sale all over London at the price of
two shillings and sixpence. Thus my salesman at
the little tavern had made a shilling profit on the
retail price, and his purchasers, by way of com-
pensation, had the romance of believing that each
one of them had obtained for three shillings and
sixpence a bottle of genuine Farina in transit from
the docks to Bond Street.

Of all the approved methods of enhancing the
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value of goods, none probably is more time-
honoured than that practised by the artist who
tells a pedestrian that he has just picked up a
ring and is uncertain what precisely to do with it.

He may point out to his listener that it would be
of little advantage to him to try to pawn it; he
may add that it would be equally absurd, if not
more so, to hand it to the police; he may further
remark that he has little, if any, use for it himself;
he may then casually suggest that his companion
might care to purchase it, as it looks as if it were a
very good ring.

If he has exercised his faculty for sizing up his
customers aright, he may then hope to sell the ring
at a profit of about fifty times its actual value.
This done, and after the purchaser has departed, he
produces another ring from his pocket and begins
again. And if he tire of rings, he can commence to
pick up gold fountain pens, brooches, or even a
string of pearls, for there are always passers-by
who are ready to compound in the felony of stealing
by finding and who want gold rings and fountain
pens, and who will agree that it is wasteful to hand
in lost property to the police if it can be turned to
account without their intermediary assistance.

In the art of enhancing the value of goods, the
legitimate tradesman keeps pace with the crook
artist up to the point where an article may be
represented as being of a superior quality to its
actual worth. So and So’s jams may be safely
advertised as ‘the best’ in the market without any
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fear of a prosecution for false pretences on the part
of a consumer or a rival firm. Exaggeration is one
thing and misrepresentation quite another, and it
is the business of the crook to attain his ends not
merely by exaggeration but by misrepresentation.

Thus, quite a nice old man, and a painter of
pictures, found by experience that it was much
easier and far more profitable to sell his works of
art if he said he was Sir William L——, and that
his pictures had been hung at the Royal Academy
the previous year.

With this recommendation in his favour, he
found he could easily say in addition that the
picture was valued at a good figure, and that
therefore any purchaser would be glad to secure
it at, say, a quarter of its true value.

In this way he sold a couple of pictures, valued
as he said at £120, for the modest price of £31, to
a gentleman in Grosvenor Place.

Unfortunately this last purchaser made inquiries
at Burlington House, with the unhappy result that
he discovered not only that the pictures which
he had purchased had never been hung in that
august gallery, but, on further inquiry, that their
painter was not and never had been Sir William
L—.

Confronted with this very delicate situation, the
artist confessed that he had adopted a title out of
vanity, but added that he was under the impression
that he had.only said that his pictures had been
exhibited in Scotland and in the provinces. As it
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was, he offered to repay the £31 if the matter could
be amicably settled in this manner.

Thé magistrate before whom the case came took
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