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    This collection presents ten book-length narratives by Allan Pinkerton, founder of the Pinkerton National Detective Agency, chosen to showcase the breadth of his detective and intelligence writing. Drawn from his late nineteenth-century publications, these volumes trace investigations on rail lines and river towns, in parlors and boarding houses, and across state lines and borders. The purpose is twofold: to gather representative works that defined Pinkerton’s public authorship and to situate them together so readers can observe recurrent methods, concerns, and narrative patterns. Rather than offering a scholarly apparatus, the collection foregrounds the texts themselves, inviting comparison among cases and contexts.

The books assembled here belong chiefly to the tradition of long-form detective case narratives, written in a documentary key and shaped for a general readership. They frequently present themselves as true accounts based on agency records, while employing storytelling techniques associated with popular fiction. The Spy of the Rebellion differs in focus, offering a wartime intelligence chronicle from Pinkerton’s perspective. Across the volume, the reader encounters narrative nonfiction: investigative reports expanded into sustained stories, often including reconstructed scenes and character sketches. There are no poems or plays here, but prose narratives straddling true crime, reportage, and early detective literature.

Viewed together, these works reveal a consistent set of preoccupations. Pinkerton’s pages emphasize patient surveillance, careful note-keeping, interviews, informants, and undercover work, all framed by a didactic insistence on sobriety, industriousness, and personal rectitude. The prose favors clarity and sequence, highlighting how facts are assembled rather than luxuriating in ornament. Urban and rural settings alike are mapped with attention to transportation networks and communications—the railroad, the riverboat, the telegraph—as instruments of both crime and pursuit. The lasting significance of this corpus lies in how it documents private detection during a formative period of American expansion and industrialization, shaping expectations for procedural storytelling.

The Expressman and the Detective begins on the rails, where entrusted parcels and currency move swiftly and temptingly. An express company confronts unexplained losses, and Pinkerton’s agency is retained to identify the source and method of theft. The narrative follows the placement of operatives, the tracking of routine, and the incremental testing of suspicion. What distinguishes the book is its emphasis on institutional cooperation and the logistics of securing property in motion. Readers encounter a world where timetables, seals, and locks are evidence, and where the detective must master a system’s rhythms in order to expose the breach.

The Somnambulist and the Detective explores a case in which sleepwalking—whether genuine, feigned, or misunderstood—complicates perception and testimony. Pinkerton frames the investigation as a test of disciplined observation against rumor and sensation. The narrative charts the ways agents corroborate timelines, evaluate nocturnal movements, and guard against the distortions of fear and fascination. While the story acknowledges the sensational appeal of unusual behavior, it returns its focus to verifiable habits, material traces, and corroborated statements. The result is a study in separating curiosity from proof, demonstrating how misleading narratives can form when a striking condition enters public view.

The Murderer and the Fortune Teller links a violent crime to the orbit of a fortune teller, bringing superstition, deception, and opportunism into proximity with law and evidence. Pinkerton presents the fortune teller’s trade as a field in which information and influence are bought and sold, and in which criminal schemes may seek cover. The detectives approach the circle methodically, testing stories, mapping acquaintances, and tracing small transactions. Without resolving the case here, the book’s premise underscores a recurring theme: the collision between credulity and calculation, and the way investigators must pierce theatrical surfaces to reach the ordinary motives that animate wrongdoing.

The Spiritualists and the Detectives expands this scrutiny to the era’s spiritualist circles, where séances, mediums, and exhibitions attracted wide audiences. Pinkerton’s operatives attend gatherings, document performances, and assess the uses to which spiritualist claims can be turned, from confidence schemes to coordinated fraud. The investigative challenge lies in distinguishing sincere belief from organized deceit while maintaining an evidentiary standard. The narrative highlights disguises, aliases, and staged effects, yet it consistently returns to ledgers, letters, and eyewitness consistency. Its broader contribution is a portrait of a cultural scene in which novelty and spectacle intersected with the opportunities of crime.

Mississippi Outlaws and the Detectives moves from parlors to the open country, following a band of fugitives who exploit river routes, borderlands, and rail lines to evade capture. The book emphasizes coordination across jurisdictions, the cultivation of sources, and the physical demands of travel in pursuit of suspects. Pinkerton’s narrative here is both a geographical and procedural survey, showing how detectives adapt to unfamiliar terrain, local loyalties, and shifting identities. The premise showcases the agency’s capacity to pursue organized offenders who operate across wide distances, illustrating the practical interplay of patience, persistence, and communication in multi-state investigations.

Don Pedro and the Detectives brings international dimensions into view. Centered on a figure known as Don Pedro, the narrative considers cross-border movements, diplomatic sensitivities, and the protection or scrutiny of a high-profile traveler or claimant. Pinkerton treats the case as an exercise in tact as well as detection, balancing discretion with thoroughness. Agents gather background, track companions, and verify assertions while avoiding needless publicity. The book’s premise highlights a hallmark of the agency’s public identity: readiness to operate where commerce, reputation, and international attention converge, requiring the detective to be both investigator and custodian of orderly civility.

Poisoner and the Detectives and Bucholz and the Detectives address fatal crimes that demand careful reconstruction of means and motive. In the poisoning narrative, Pinkerton foregrounds the evaluation of substances, symptoms, and access, with timelines and household routines under exacting review. In the Bucholz case, attention turns to conflicting accounts, financial entanglements, and the weight of circumstantial evidence. Across both, the storytelling stresses corroboration over confession, showing how small consistencies and contradictions accumulate. The premise of each book invites readers to watch reasoning at work: interviews compared, errands traced, and patterns sifted until a coherent account either holds or fails.

The Burglar’s Fate and the Detectives follows a series of property crimes that unsettle a community, directing the agency to identify the perpetrator and dismantle the method. The premise focuses on habits—tools, entry points, and the reuse of routes—and on the environment that enables repeat offenses. Pinkerton’s narrative highlights patient shadowing, the cultivation of informants, and the use of decoys or controlled opportunities. The emphasis remains on restoration of order through precision rather than bravado, offering a portrait of private detection as a civic service that depends on steadiness, record-keeping, and a clear understanding of ordinary life disrupted by theft.

The Spy of the Rebellion stands apart as a wartime chronicle of intelligence work during the American Civil War, narrated from Pinkerton’s perspective. Its premise places readers within the formation and management of networks tasked with gathering information, moving messages, and assessing reports in conditions of uncertainty. Rather than dramatizing a single case, it surveys the organization of scouts and the risks of deception in a conflict setting. The book’s inclusion here broadens the scope of the collection, revealing how methods refined in peacetime detection—disguise, surveillance, verification—were adapted to the urgent, strategic demands of war.





Author Biography




Table of Contents




    Allan Pinkerton (1819–1884) was a Scottish-born American detective, author, and founder of one of the most influential private security and investigative firms of the nineteenth century. Emigrating to the United States in the 1840s, he built a reputation for resourcefulness, discretion, and organizational rigor that helped shape modern detective practice. During the American Civil War he undertook intelligence work for the Union, and in peacetime he coordinated extensive railroad security and criminal investigations. Pinkerton also wrote popular case narratives—among them The Expressman and the Detective and The Somnambulist and the Detective—that brought his methods and ethos to a mass audience and influenced early true-crime literature.

Pinkerton’s early formation combined artisan discipline and political reform currents. Trained as a cooper in Scotland, he was associated with the Chartist movement’s democratic ideals before leaving for the United States. In Illinois he continued working as a cooper and gained public notice after uncovering criminal activity while pursuing his trade, convincing local authorities of his investigative promise. Self-directed reading and practical experience honed his approach: patience, close observation, and careful documentation. These habits, reinforced by networks he built in the Midwest’s commercial hubs, became the backbone of his later agency’s emphasis on record-keeping, undercover work, and collaborative field operations.

By 1850 Pinkerton had established a private detective agency in Chicago devoted to preventing theft and fraud, especially on the rapidly expanding railroads. He professionalized practices that had often been ad hoc, cultivating informants, preserving detailed files, and coordinating multi-jurisdictional pursuits. The firm’s open eye symbol and the motto “We Never Sleep” expressed his insistence on vigilance. He also made notable staffing choices by employing women as operatives, including Kate Warne, and integrating their work into complex cases. These policies, innovative for the era, broadened the agency’s reach and helped formalize procedures that later informed public and private investigative standards.

Pinkerton’s national profile rose with events surrounding Abraham Lincoln’s journey to Washington in 1861, when he helped organize the president-elect’s safe passage amid reports of a planned attack in Baltimore. During the early Civil War he directed intelligence-gathering for Union forces, operating under an alias and building networks to assess enemy positions. Some of his wartime estimates were later debated, yet his efforts marked a formative phase in American military intelligence. After the war he returned to private work, applying lessons from counter-espionage—clandestine observation, coded communication, and centralized reporting—to commercial theft and organized criminal schemes.

Parallel to his field operations, Pinkerton cultivated a writing career that amplified his agency’s public persona. The Expressman and the Detective and The Somnambulist and the Detective exemplify his favored mode: narrative case histories presented as factual accounts with dramatic pacing. They detail surveillance routines, decoys, and careful interviews, emphasizing patience and moral resolve. While scholars note a blend of reportage and embellishment, readers embraced the books for their immediacy and procedural clarity. These volumes helped codify a detective-story template—methodical accumulation of clues leading to a carefully staged conclusion—that influenced later popular crime writing.

He expanded this approach in additional volumes, often grouping cases by theme or setting. The Murderer and the Fortune Teller and The Spiritualists and the Detectives explore fraud and credulity, positioning investigative rigor against sensational claims. Mississippi Outlaws and the Detectives, Don Pedro and the Detectives, Poisoner and the Detectives, Bucholz and the Detectives, and The Burglar’s Fate and the Detectives present cross-regional and, at times, international pursuits, underscoring cooperation among operatives and local authorities. The Spy of the Rebellion turned to his Civil War experience, framing operational anecdotes within a broader narrative of loyalty and risk. Collectively, these works shaped public expectations of detective competence and teamwork.

Pinkerton remained active as an investigator, executive, and author into the 1880s. He died in 1884, after which his sons continued the firm. His legacy is twofold: institutionally, his agency demonstrated how private organizations could standardize investigative practices and coordinate information at national scale; culturally, his books popularized a procedural ethos that still informs true-crime and detective storytelling. Although later decades brought debate over methods and the role of private agencies in labor and public affairs, interest in his work endures. The casebooks and The Spy of the Rebellion remain valuable for understanding nineteenth-century investigative culture, public security, and narrative craft.
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    Allan Pinkerton’s detective narratives emerged from a United States transformed by industrialization, mass immigration, and civil conflict between the 1840s and the 1880s. Born in Scotland in 1819 and settling in Illinois, Pinkerton founded the Pinkerton National Detective Agency in Chicago in 1850. The agency grew alongside railroads, banks, and express companies that required private protection and investigation across a rapidly expanding nation. The books in this collection, written primarily in the 1870s and early 1880s, draw on that experience. They present crime control as a practical craft serving commerce and order, while reflecting the political turmoil of the Civil War and its aftermath.

Railway growth created unprecedented opportunities for theft and fraud, prompting express companies such as Adams Express, American Express, and Wells Fargo to contract private detectives. The Expressman and the Detective grows from this milieu, situating crime in the logistics networks that moved currency, payrolls, and jewels. Railroads standardized operations, increasingly using the telegraph to coordinate schedules and security; by 1883, railroad standard time further rationalized national timekeeping. Pinkerton’s work for railroads highlights how private agencies often became de facto interstate police, filling gaps left by limited municipal jurisdictions during the most intense phase of American railroad expansion.

The rise of private detectives also reflected the uneven professionalization of public policing. Major cities created modern police departments in the mid-nineteenth century, yet cross-border pursuit, evidence sharing, and specialized surveillance remained limited. Pinkerton built a nationwide roster of agents and informants to bridge these divides. His agency marketed itself as tireless and omnipresent, symbolized by the famous all-seeing eye and the motto “We Never Sleep.” The books frame the detective as a disciplined professional applying method to mobility and anonymity—defining traits of urban and frontier America as people, goods, and news moved at unprecedented speeds.

Several volumes embody techniques that were innovative for their time: undercover infiltration, long surveillance, controlled correspondence, coordinated field reports, and photographic “rogues’ galleries.” Pinkerton also publicized the use of female operatives, beginning with Kate Warne in 1856, to navigate social spaces closed to male investigators. The narratives are didactic case histories that present practical lessons in detection alongside moral instruction. They were also promotional literature for the agency, shaping public expectations about what detectives could accomplish and establishing a template for the American procedural long before the emergence of standardized forensic science or centralized criminal records.

The Somnambulist and the Detective reflects contemporary fascination with psychology and responsibility in the domestic sphere. Mid-nineteenth-century medicine increasingly categorized states such as somnambulism, hysteria, and mania, while courts debated their evidentiary and ethical implications. Pinkerton’s narrative alludes to these medical and legal conversations without turning the book into a treatise. It situates crime not only in alleys and rail yards but also in parlors and boardinghouses, where reputation, testimony, and observation intersect. The story echoes a broader shift from confessional narratives toward circumstantial evidence assembled by professional investigators who treat behavior and routine as analyzable data.

The Murderer and the Fortune Teller locates crime amid the era’s gray market of occult advisers, phrenologists, and itinerant “professors.” American cities regulated fortune-telling variably, treating it as entertainment or fraud; municipal crackdowns intensified in the 1870s as reformers tied such practices to swindling. The federal Comstock laws of 1873, though focused on obscenity and vice, symbolized a wider impulse to police moral boundaries. Pinkerton’s narrative participates in this rationalist critique, presenting confidence games that exploit credulity and economic anxiety. The book illustrates how detectives targeted not only thieves but also intermediaries who facilitated deception in burgeoning urban economies.

The Spiritualists and the Detectives engages directly with nineteenth-century Spiritualism, a movement that spread rapidly after the Fox sisters’ 1848 rappings and flourished in the 1850s–1870s. Public séances, spirit photography, and trance lectures attracted large audiences, including reformers and skeptics. Courts wrestled with fraud allegations, while newspapers covered exposures of mediums’ methods. Pinkerton’s treatment aligns with contemporary investigative journalism and scientific skepticism, emphasizing controlled tests and corroborated testimony. The book is less a theological intervention than a case study in consumer protection, using the tools of secular inquiry to evaluate extraordinary claims and to safeguard clients from financial and reputational harm.

Mississippi Outlaws and the Detectives situates lawbreaking in the post–Civil War river world, where steamboats, levee towns, and remote plantations created both opportunity and escape routes. Reconstruction-era jurisdictions were fragmented, and sheriffs contended with sparse resources, shifting populations, and contested authority. River commerce moved cotton, timber, and cash, making robbery and organized theft persistent concerns. Pinkerton agents, hired by shippers and insurers, coordinated with local officers to pursue fugitives along rail and water corridors. The narrative underscores how geography shaped crime patterns and how private detectives leveraged travel infrastructure to knit together investigations across county and state lines.

Don Pedro and the Detectives points to the era’s expanding international horizons. After the Civil War, American railroads, telegraphs, and steamship lines tightened global connections, while the 1876 Centennial Exposition in Philadelphia drew visitors and dignitaries from abroad, including Brazil’s Emperor Pedro II. Although Pinkerton’s casework rarely depended on formal extradition regimes, his narratives acknowledge the legal complexities of cross-border pursuit. The book reflects a world in which suspects, clients, and spoils could traverse national boundaries swiftly, compelling detectives to cultivate foreign-language skills, commercial contacts, and diplomatic tact in the absence of comprehensive international police cooperation.

Poisoner and the Detectives is steeped in the nineteenth century’s toxicological revolution. The Marsh test for arsenic (1836) and subsequent refinements made chemical evidence central to homicide trials, while medical jurisprudence manuals trained physicians to preserve samples and describe symptoms systematically. Popular fear of “inheritance powder” mingled with sensational journalism to make poisoning cases headline news. Pinkerton’s narrative illustrates how detectives coordinated with chemists, coroners, and pharmacists, translating laboratory results into prosecutable stories. It also shows the limits of the period: expert testimony varied in quality, chain-of-custody norms were still coalescing, and juries weighed scientific novelty alongside character evidence.

Bucholz and the Detectives reflects the period’s courtroom culture, where immigrant defendants, interpreters, and competing experts converged under intense press scrutiny. Newspapers serialized trials and shaped public opinion, sometimes blurring reportage and advocacy. Pinkerton’s account uses documentary features—letters, depositions, and interviews—to present a layered evidentiary record, a technique common in late nineteenth-century true-crime literature. The book captures the interplay between professional detection and sensational coverage, highlighting the necessity of corroboration when rumor and ethnic stereotyping threaten due process. It also underscores the agency’s role in preparing prosecutors with timelines, witnesses, and material exhibits.

The Burglar’s Fate and the Detectives engages with a changing technological arms race between criminals and commerce. Banks and jewelers adopted heavier safes, time locks, and improved alarms during the 1860s and 1870s, while professional “cracksmen” experimented with drills and, later, nitroglycerin. Rail depots and warehouses introduced guards and restricted-access protocols. Pinkerton’s narrative depicts stakeouts, decoys, and the use of photographic descriptions circulated among agents and local police. It demonstrates how private security integrated architecture, devices, and human intelligence, presenting burglary not as a romantic art but as a measurable risk managed through layered defenses and patient surveillance.

The Spy of the Rebellion anchors the collection in the politics of the Civil War. Pinkerton describes his service in 1861–1862 under the alias E. J. Allen, including his claim to have helped uncover a plot to assassinate Abraham Lincoln while en route to the inauguration. He also details intelligence gathered for General George B. McClellan. Historians have debated Pinkerton’s Confederate troop estimates, often judging them high, but the book documents methods—scouts, informants, codes—that prefigured later military intelligence practices. Published in the 1880s, it doubles as a defense of his wartime role and as an insider account of early Union espionage.

Across these works, technology functions as both tool and theme. The telegram accelerated information flow but required code discipline and verification. Rail passes and shipping manifests allowed detectives to reconstruct movements. Photography, in the form of cartes de visite and studio portraits, supplied early identification archives that Pinkerton and other agencies called rogues’ galleries. Ledger-keeping and centralized correspondence rooms turned scattered observations into actionable knowledge. At the same time, the books register contemporary flirtations with pseudosciences like physiognomy, reminding readers that method in this period was a composite of emerging empiricism, moral intuition, and practical experience.

The collection also mirrors the Gilded Age collision of labor and capital. Railroads, mines, and factories relied on private guards and detectives amid strikes and sabotage scares, especially during the Great Railroad Strike of 1877. Pinkerton’s agency was hired by corporations to protect property and maintain operations, a role that stirred controversy over civil liberties and the privatization of force. While the narratives in this set tend to depict detectives as guardians of the public interest, later decades would intensify debate, particularly when the agency became associated with strikebreaking in the 1880s and 1890s. That tension shadows readings of even the earlier casebooks.

These books also belong to a booming market for sensational but instructive crime literature. Postwar readers consumed dime novels, trial pamphlets, and serialized mysteries; Pinkerton’s volumes offered a purportedly factual alternative that still delivered drama. Many were likely ghostwritten or heavily edited by agency staff drawing on case files, then published under Pinkerton’s name for credibility and brand-building. Their documentary inserts, matter-of-fact tone, and moral framing suited middle-class tastes that prized self-improvement and order. As such, the series shaped the archetype of the American detective—steady, observant, and patriotic—well before professional criminology matured in universities or police academies.

Individually, the titles respond to discrete social questions—fraud in spiritualist circles, riverine crime, corporate theft, and wartime espionage. Collectively, they map an economy of trust in upheaval. Industrial capitalism demanded contracts, schedules, and insurance; cities demanded new forms of identity management; and the state’s capacity lagged behind. Pinkerton’s solution was a private bureaucracy that mobilized secrecy to defend transparency in markets and governance. The books thus serve as self-justifying case studies in risk control, arguing that disciplined surveillance and coordination could reconcile mobility with accountability in a country being rewired by steel rails and copper wires. For modern readers, the collection’s value lies less in unfiltered factuality than in its documentary witness to nineteenth-century anxieties and aspirations.
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    Early Case Files: The Expressman and the Detective; The Somnambulist and the Detective
These paired case studies follow crimes rooted in everyday commerce and household life: a suspected theft tied to transport work and a mystery complicated by a suspect’s nocturnal behavior. Pinkerton frames detection as patient observation and controlled deception—staking out routines, cultivating informants, and tightening a net of corroborated facts—while maintaining a moralizing tone about character and temptation.
Fraud, Mediums, and Manipulation: The Murderer and the Fortune Teller; The Spiritualists and the Detectives
Centered on fortune‑telling rooms and séance parlors, these narratives explore how claims of supernatural insight can mask worldly schemes and violence. The detectives puncture spectacle with method, infiltrating circles, testing alibis, and separating staged phenomena from usable evidence, yielding a skeptical, exposé‑driven tone that stresses reason over mystification.
Poison Plots and Financial Motives: Poisoner and the Detectives; Bucholz and the Detectives
In these investigations, death arrives by covert means, and suspicion turns on proximity, opportunity, and the quiet arithmetic of profit. The narrative emphasizes methodical reconstructions of timelines and physical clues, showing Pinkerton’s preference for cumulative proof and for the ethical drama of trust betrayed.
Property Crime and Consequence: The Burglar's Fate and the Detectives
This account charts the pursuit of professional burglars from the first break‑in to the unraveling of their circle. It highlights patient shadowing, decoy operations, and coordinated arrests, pairing procedural momentum with a cautionary interest in how small choices harden into a criminal fate.
River Raiders and Frontier Pursuits: Mississippi Outlaws and the Detectives
Set along the Mississippi’s towns and byways, this case widens the canvas to roving bands and quick‑drawn alliances. The detectives adapt tactics to open terrain and shifting jurisdictions, balancing stealthy reconnaissance with decisive moves, lending the story a brisk, frontier‑inflected tone.
International Intrigue and Identity: Don Pedro and the Detectives
An enigmatic figure known as Don Pedro brings questions of status, identity, and cross‑border connection into the agency’s orbit. The case tests how names, manners, and documents can be performed or forged, showcasing Pinkerton’s insistence on verification over appearance within a cosmopolitan milieu.
War and Intelligence: The Spy of the Rebellion
Shifting from criminal cases to national conflict, this volume recounts intelligence work during the rebellion, from gathering secrets to forestalling plots. The emphasis falls on networks, cover identities, and disciplined secrecy, presenting detection as a civic duty and broadening Pinkerton’s method into the realm of wartime strategy.
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During the greater portion of a very busy life, I have been actively engaged in the profession of a Detective, and hence have been brought in contact with many men, and have been an interested participant in many exciting occurrences.

The narration of some of the most interesting of these events, happening in connection with my professional labors, is the realization of a pleasure I have long anticipated, and is the fulfillment of promises repeatedly made to numerous friends in by gone days.

"The Expressman and the Detective,"

and the other works announced by my publishers, are all true stories, transcribed from the Records in my offices. If there be any incidental embellishment, it is so slight that the actors in these scenes from the drama of life would never themselves detect it; and if the incidents seem to the reader at all marvelous or improbable, I can but remind him, in the words of the old adage, that "Truth is stranger than fiction."

ALLAN PINKERTON.

Chicago, October, 1874.
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Montgomery, Alabama, is beautifully situated on the Alabama river, near the centre of the State. Its situation at the head of navigation, on the Alabama river, its connection by rail with important points, and the rich agricultural country with which it is surrounded, make it a great commercial centre, and the second city in the State as regards wealth and population. It is the capital, and consequently learned men and great politicians flock to it, giving it a society of the highest rank, and making it the social centre of the State.

From 1858 to 1860, the time of which I treat in the present work, the South was in a most prosperous condition. "Cotton was king," and millions of dollars were poured into the country for its purchase, and a fair share of this money found its way to Montgomery.

When the Alabama planters had gathered their crops of cotton, tobacco, rice, etc., they sent them to Montgomery to be sold, and placed the proceeds on deposit in its banks. During their busy season, while overseeing the labor of their slaves, they were almost entirely debarred from the society of any but their own families; but when the crops were gathered they went with their families to Montgomery, where they gave themselves up to enjoyment, spending their money in a most lavish manner.

There were several good hotels in the city and they were always filled to overflowing with the wealth and beauty of the South.

The Adams Express Company had a monopoly of the express business of the South, and had established its agencies at all points with which there was communication by rail, steam or stage. They handled all the money sent to the South for the purchase of produce, or remitted to the North in payment of merchandise. Moreover, as they did all the express business for the banks, besides moving an immense amount of freight, it is evident that their business was enormous.

At all points of importance, where there were diverging routes of communication, the company had established principal agencies, at which all through freight and the money pouches were delivered by the messengers. The agents at these points were selected with the greatest care, and were always considered men above reproach. Montgomery being a great centre of trade was made the western terminus of one of the express routes, Atlanta being the eastern. The messengers who had charge of the express matter between these two points were each provided with a safe and with a pouch. The latter was to contain only such packages as were to go over the whole route, consisting of money or other valuables. The messenger was not furnished with a key to the pouch, but it was handed to him locked by the agent at one end of the route to be delivered in the same condition to the agent at the other end.

The safe was intended for way packages, and of it the messenger of course had a key. The pouch was carried in the safe, each being protected by a lock of peculiar construction.

The Montgomery office in 1858, and for some years previous, had been in charge of Nathan Maroney, and he had made himself one of the most popular agents in the company's employ.

He was married, and with his wife and one daughter, had pleasant quarters at the Exchange Hotel, one of the best houses in the city. He possessed all the qualifications which make a popular man. He had a genial, hearty manner, which endeared him to the open, hospitable inhabitants of Montgomery, so that he was "hail fellow, well met," with most of its populace. He possessed great executive ability and hence managed the affairs of his office in a very satisfactory manner. The promptness with which he discharged his duties had won for him the well-merited esteem of the officers of the company, and he was in a fair way of attaining a still higher position. His greatest weakness—if it may be so called—was a love for fast horses, which often threw him into the company of betting men.

On the morning of the twenty-sixth of April, 1858, the messenger from Atlanta arrived in Montgomery, placed his safe in the office as usual, and when Maroney came in, turned over to him the through pouch.

Maroney unlocked the pouch and compared it with the way-bill, when he discovered a package of four thousand seven hundred and fifty dollars for a party in Montgomery which was not down on the way-bill. About a week after this occurrence, advice was received that a package containing ten thousand dollars in bills of the Planters' and Mechanics' Bank of Charleston, S. C., had been sent to Columbus, Ga., via the Adams Express, but the person to whom it was directed had not received it. Inquiries were at once instituted, when it was discovered that it had been missent, and forwarded to Atlanta, instead of Macon. At Atlanta it was recollected that this package, together with one for Montgomery, for four thousand seven hundred and fifty dollars, had been received on Sunday, the twenty-fifth of April, and had been sent on to Montgomery, whence the Columbus package could be forwarded the next day. Here all trace of the missing package was lost. Maroney stated positively that he had not received it, and the messenger was equally positive that the pouch had been delivered to Maroney in the same order in which he received it from the Atlanta agent.

The officers of the company were completely at a loss. It was discovered beyond a doubt that the package had been sent from Atlanta. The messenger who received it bore an excellent character, and the company could not believe him guilty of the theft. The lock of the pouch was examined and found in perfect order, so that it evidently had not been tampered with. The messenger was positive that he had not left the safe open when he went out of the car, and there was no sign of the lock's having been forced.

The more the case was investigated, the more directly did suspicion point to Maroney, but as his integrity had always been unquestioned, no one now was willing to admit the possibility of his guilt. However, as no decided action in the matter could be taken, it was determined to say nothing, but to have the movements of Maroney and other suspected parties closely watched.

For this purpose various detectives were employed; one a local detective of Montgomery, named McGibony; others from New Orleans, Philadelphia, Mobile, and New York. After a long investigation these parties had to give up the case as hopeless, all concluding that Maroney was an innocent man. Among the detectives, however was one from New York, Robert Boyer, by name, an old and favorite officer of Mr. Matsell when he was chief of the New York police. He had made a long and tedious examination and finding nothing definite as to what had become of the money, had turned his attention to discovering the antecedents of Maroney, but found nothing positively suspicious in his life previous to his entering the employ of the company. He discovered that Maroney was the son of a physician, and that he was born in the town of Rome, Ga.

Here I would remark that the number of titled men one meets in the South is astonishing. Every man, if he is not a doctor, a lawyer, or a clergyman, has some military title—nothing lower than captain being admissible. Of these self-imposed titles they are very jealous, and woe be to the man who neglects to address them in the proper form. Captain is the general title, and is applied indiscriminately to the captain of a steamer, or to the deck hand on his vessel.

Maroney remained in Rome until he became a young man, when he emigrated to Texas. On the breaking out of the Mexican war he joined a company of Texan Rangers, and distinguished himself in a number of battles. At the close of the war he settled in Montgomery, in the year 1851, or 1852, and was employed by Hampton & Co., owners of a line of stages, to act as their agent. On leaving this position, he was made treasurer of Johnson & May's circus, remaining with the company until it was disbanded in consequence of the pecuniary difficulties of the proprietors—caused, it was alleged, through Maroney's embezzlement of the funds, though this allegation proved false, and he remained for many years on terms of intimacy with one of the partners, a resident of Montgomery. When the company disbanded he obtained a situation as conductor on a railroad in Tennessee, and was afterwards made Assistant Superintendent, which position he resigned to take the agency of the Adams Express Company, in Montgomery. His whole life seemed spotless up to the time of the mysterious disappearance of the ten thousand dollars.

In the fall of the year, Maroney obtained leave of absence, and made a trip to the North, visiting the principal cities of the East, and also of the Northwest. He was followed on this trip, but nothing was discovered, with the single exception that his associates were not always such as were desirable in an employé, to whose keeping very heavy interests were from time to time necessarily committed. He was lost sight of at Richmond, Va., for a few days, and was supposed by the man who was following him, to have passed the time in Charleston.

The company now gave up all hope of recovering the money; but as Maroney's habits were expensive, and they had lost, somewhat, their confidence in him, they determined to remove him and place some less objectionable person in his place.

Maroney's passion for fine horses has already been alluded to. It was stated about this time that he owned several fast horses; among others, "Yankee Mary," a horse for which he was said to have paid two thousand five hundred dollars; but as he had brought seven thousand five hundred dollars with him when he entered the employ of the company, this could not be considered a suspicious circumstance.

It having been determined to remove Maroney, the Vice-President of the company wrote to the Superintendent of the Southern Division of the steps he wished taken. The Superintendent of the Southern Division visited Montgomery on the twentieth of January, 1859, but was anticipated in the matter of carrying out his instructions, by Maroney's tendering his resignation. The resignation was accepted, but the superintendent requested him to continue in charge of the office until his successor should arrive.

This he consented to do.
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Previous to Maroney's trip to the North, Mr. Boyer held a consultation with the Vice-President and General Superintendent of the company. He freely admitted his inability to fathom the mystery surrounding the loss of the money, and thought the officers of the company did Maroney a great injustice in supposing him guilty of the theft. He said he knew of only one man who could bring out the robbery, and he was living in Chicago.

Pinkerton was the name of the man he referred to. He had established an agency in Chicago, and was doing a large business. He (Boyer) had every confidence in his integrity and ability, which was more than he could say of the majority of detectives, and recommended the Vice-President to have him come down and look into the case.

This ended the case for most of the detectives. One by one they had gone away, and nothing had been developed by them. The Vice-President, still anxious to see if anything could be done, wrote a long and full statement of the robbery and sent it to me, with the request that I would give my opinion on it.

I was much surprised when I received the letter, as I had not the slightest idea who the Vice-President was, and knew very little about the Adams Express, as, at that time, they had no office in the West.

I, however, sat down and read it over very carefully, and, on finishing it, determined to make a point in the case if I possibly could. I reviewed the whole of the Vice-President's letter, debating every circumstance connected with the robbery, and finally ended my consideration of the subject with the firm conviction that the robbery had been committed either by the agent, Maroney, or by the messenger, and I was rather inclined to give the blame to Maroney.

The letter was a very long one, but one of which I have always been proud. Having formed my opinion, I wrote to the Vice-President, explained to him the ground on which I based my conclusions, and recommended that they keep Maroney in their employ, and have a strict watch maintained over his actions.

After sending my letter, I could do nothing until the Vice-President replied, which I expected he would do in a few days; but I heard nothing more of the affair for a long time, and had almost entirely forgotten it, when I received a telegraphic dispatch from him, sent from Montgomery, and worded about as follows:



"Allan Pinkerton: Can you send me a man—half horse and half alligator? I have got 'bit' once more! When can you send him?"





The dispatch came late Saturday night, and I retired to my private office to think the matter over. The dispatch gave me no information from which I could draw any conclusions. No mention was made of how the robbery was committed, or of the amount stolen. I had not received any further information of the ten thousand dollar robbery. How had they settled that? It was hard to decide what kind of a man to send! I wanted to send the very best, and would gladly go myself, but did not know whether the robbery was important enough to demand my personal attention.

I did not know what kind of men the officers of the company were, or whether they would be willing to reward a person properly for his exertions in their behalf.

At that time I had no office in New York, and knew nothing of the ramifications of the company. Besides, I did not know how I would be received in the South. I had held my anti-slavery principles too long to give them up. They had been bred in my bones, and it was impossible to eradicate them. I was always stubborn, and in any circumstances would never abandon principles I had once adopted.

Slavery was in full blossom, and an anti-slavery man could do nothing in the South. As I had always been a man somewhat after the John Brown stamp, aiding slaves to escape, or keeping them employed, and running them into Canada when in danger, I did not think it would do for me to make a trip to Montgomery.

I did not know what steps had already been taken in the case, or whether the loss was a heavy one. From the Vice-President's saying he wanted a man "half horse, half alligator," I supposed he wanted a man who could at least affiliate readily with the inhabitants of the South.

But what class was he to mix with? Did he want a man to mix with the rough element, or to pass among gentlemen? I could select from my force any class of man he could wish. But what did he wish?

I was unaware of who had recommended me to the Vice-President, as at that time I had not been informed that my old friend Boyer had spoken so well of me. What answer should I make to the dispatch? It must be answered immediately!

These thoughts followed each other in rapid succession as I held the dispatch before me.

I finally settled on Porter as the proper man to send, and immediately telegraphed the Vice-President, informing him that Porter would start for Montgomery by the first train. I then sent for Porter and gave him what few instructions I could. I told him the little I knew of the case, and that I should have to rely greatly on his tact and discretion.

Up to that time I had never done any business for the Adams Express, and as their business was well worth having, I was determined to win.

He was to go to Montgomery and get thoroughly acquainted with the town and its surroundings; and as my suspicions had become aroused as to the integrity of the agent, Maroney, he was to form his acquaintance, and frequent the saloons and livery stables of the town, the Vice-President's letter having made me aware of Maroney's inclination for fast horses. He was to keep his own counsel, and, above all things, not let it become known that he was from the North, but to hail from Richmond, Va., thus securing for himself a good footing with the inhabitants. He was also to dress in the Southern style; to supply me with full reports describing the town and its surroundings, the manners and customs of its people, all he saw or heard about Maroney, the messengers and other employés of the company; whether Maroney was married, and, if so, any suspicious circumstances in regard to his wife as well as himself—in fact, to keep me fully informed of all that occurred. I should have to rely on his discretion until his reports were received; but then I could direct him how to act. I also instructed him to obey all orders from the Vice-President, and to be as obliging as possible.

Having given him his instructions, I started him off on the first train, giving him a letter of introduction to the Vice-President. On Porter's arriving in Montgomery he sent me particulars of the case, from which I learned that while Maroney was temporarily filling the position of agent, among other packages sent to the Montgomery office, on the twenty-seventh of January, 1859, were four containing, in the aggregate, forty thousand dollars, of which one, of two thousand five hundred dollars, was to be sent to Charleston, S. C., and the other three, of thirty thousand, five thousand, and two thousand five hundred respectively, were intended for Augusta. These were receipted for by Maroney, and placed in the vault to be sent off the next day. On the twenty-eighth the pouch was given to the messenger, Mr. Chase, and by him taken to Atlanta. When the pouch was opened, it was found that none of these packages were in it, although they were entered on the way-bill which accompanied the pouch, and were duly checked off. The poor messenger was thunder-struck, and for a time acted like an idiot, plunging his hand into the vacant pouch over and over again, and staring vacantly at the way-bill. The Assistant Superintendent of the Southern Division was in the Atlanta office when the loss was discovered, and at once telegraphed to Maroney for an explanation. Receiving no reply before the train started for Montgomery, he got aboard and went directly there. On his arrival he went to the office and saw Maroney, who said he knew nothing at all of the matter. He had delivered the packages to the messenger, had his receipt for them, and of course could not be expected to keep track of them when out of his possession.

Before Mr. Hall, the route agent, left Atlanta he had examined the pouch carefully, but could find no marks of its having been tampered with. He had immediately telegraphed to another officer of the company, who was at Augusta, and advised him of what had happened. The evening after the discovery of the loss the pouch was brought back by the messenger from Atlanta, who delivered it to Maroney.

Maroney took out the packages, compared them with the way-bill, and, finding them all right, he threw down the pouch and placed the packages in the vault.

In a few moments he came out, and going over to where Mr. Hall was standing, near where he had laid down the pouch, he picked it up and proceeded to examine it. He suddenly exclaimed, "Why, it's cut!" and handed it over to Mr. Hall. Mr. Hall, on examination, found two cuts at right angles to each other, made in the side of the pouch and under the pocket which is fastened on the outside, to contain the way-bill.

On Sunday the General Superintendent arrived in Montgomery, when a strict investigation was made, but nothing definite was discovered, and the affair seemed surrounded by an impenetrable veil of mystery. It was, however, discovered that on the day the missing packages were claimed to have been sent away, there were several rather unusual incidents in the conduct of Maroney.

After consultation with Mr. Hall and others, the General Superintendent determined that the affair should not be allowed to rest, as was the ten thousand dollar robbery, and had Maroney arrested, charged with stealing the forty thousand dollars.

The robbery of so large an amount caused great excitement in Montgomery. The legislature was in session, and the city was crowded with senators, representatives and visitors. Everywhere, on the streets, in the saloons, in private families, and at the hotels, the great robbery of the Express Company was the universal topic of conversation. Maroney had become such a favorite that nearly all the citizens sympathized with him, and in unmeasured terms censured the company for having him arrested. They claimed that it was another instance of the persecution of a poor man by a powerful corporation, to cover the carelessness of those high in authority, and thus turn the blame on some innocent person.

Maroney was taken before Justice Holtzclaw, and gave the bail which was required—forty thousand dollars—for his appearance for examination a few days later; prominent citizens of the town actually vieing with one another for an opportunity to sign his bail-bond.

At the examination the Company presented such a weak case that the bail was reduced to four thousand dollars, and Maroney was bound over in that amount to appear for trial at the next session of the circuit court, to be held in June. The evidence was such that there was little prospect of his conviction on the charge unless the company could procure additional evidence by the time the trial was to come off.

It was the desire of the company to make such inquiries, and generally pursue such a course as would demonstrate the guilt or the possible innocence of the accused. It was absolutely necessary for their own preservation to show that depredations upon them could not be committed with impunity. They offered a reward of ten thousand dollars for the recovery of the money, promptly made good the loss of the parties who had entrusted the several amounts to their charge, and looked around to select such persons to assist them as would be most likely to secure success. The amount was large enough to warrant the expenditure of a considerable sum in its recovery, and the beneficial influence following the conviction of the guilty party would be ample return for any outlay securing that object. The General Superintendent therefore telegraphed to me, as before related, requesting me to send a man to work up the case.
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Mr. Porter had a very rough journey to Montgomery, and was delayed some days on the road. It was in the depth of winter, and in the North the roads were blockaded with snow, while in the South there was constant rain. The rivers were flooded, carrying away the bridges and washing out the embankments of the railroads, very much impeding travel.

On his arrival in Montgomery he saw the General Superintendent and presented his letter. He received from him the particulars of the forty thousand dollar robbery, and immediately reported them to me.

The General Superintendent directed him to watch—"shadow" as we call it—the movements of Maroney, find out who were his companions, and what saloons he frequented.

Porter executed his duties faithfully, and reported to me that Montgomery was decidedly a fast town; that the Exchange Hotel, where Maroney boarded, was kept by Mr. Floyd, former proprietor of the Briggs House, Chicago, and, although not the leading house of the town, was very much liked, as it was well conducted.

From the meagre reports I had received I found I had to cope with no ordinary man, but one who was very popular, while I was a poor nameless individual, with a profession which most people were inclined to look down upon with contempt. I however did not flinch from the undertaking, but wrote to Porter to do all he could, and at the same time wrote to the General Superintendent, suggesting the propriety of sending another man, who should keep in the background and "spot" Maroney and his wife, or their friends, so that if any one of them should leave town he could follow him, leaving Porter in Montgomery, to keep track of the parties there.

There were, of course, a number of suspicious characters in a town of the size of Montgomery, and it was necessary to keep watch of many of them.

Maroney frequented a saloon kept by a man whom I will call Patterson. Patterson's saloon was the fashionable drinking resort of Montgomery, and was frequented by all the fast men in town. Although outwardly a very quiet, respectable place, inwardly, as Porter found, it was far from reputable. Up stairs were private rooms, in which gentlemen met to have a quiet game of poker; while down stairs could be found the greenhorn, just "roped in," and being swindled, at three card monte. There were, also, rooms where the "young bloods" of the town—as well as the old—could meet ladies of easy virtue. It was frequented by fast men from New Orleans, Mobile, and other places, who were continually arriving and departing.

I advised the General Superintendent that it would be best to have Porter get in with the "bloods" of the town, make himself acquainted with any ladies Maroney or his wife might be familiar with, and adopt generally the character of a fast man.

As soon as the General Superintendent received my letter he telegraphed to me to send the second man, and also requested me to meet him, at a certain date, in New York.

I now glanced over my force to see who was the best person to select for a "shadow". Porter had been promoted by me to be a sort of "roper".

Most people may suppose that nearly any one can perform the duties of a "shadow", and that it is the easiest thing in the world to follow up a man; but such is not the case. A "shadow" has a most difficult position to maintain. It will not do to follow a person on the opposite side of the street, or close behind him, and when he stops to speak to a friend stop also; or if a person goes into a saloon, or store, pop in after him, stand staring till he goes out, and then follow him again. Of course such a "shadow" would be detected in fifteen minutes. Such are not the actions of the real "shadow", or, at least, of the "shadow" furnished by my establishment.

I had just the man for the place, in Mr. Roch, who could follow a person for any length of time, and never be discovered.

Having settled on Roch as the proper man for the position, I summoned him to my private office. Roch was a German. He was about forty-five years old, of spare appearance and rather sallow or tanned complexion. His nose was long, thin and peaked, eyes clear but heavy looking, and hair dark. He was slightly bald, and though he stooped a little, was five feet ten inches in height. He had been in my employ for many years, and I knew him thoroughly, and could trust him.

I informed him of the duties he was to perform, and gave him minute instructions how he was to act. He was to keep out of sight as much as possible in Montgomery. Porter would manage to see him on his arrival, unknown to any one there, and would point out to him Maroney and his wife, and the messenger, Chase, who boarded at the Exchange; also Patterson, the saloon keeper, and all suspected parties. He was not to make himself known to Floyd, of the Exchange, or to McGibony, the local detective. I had also given Porter similar instructions. I suggested to him the propriety of lodging at some low boarding house where liquor was sold.

He was to keep me fully posted by letter of the movements of all suspected parties, and if any of them left town to follow them and immediately inform me by telegraph who they were and where they were going, so that I could fill his place in Montgomery.

Having given him his instructions, I selected for his disguise a German dress. This I readily procured from my extensive wardrobe, which I keep well supplied by frequent attendance at sales of old articles.

When he had rigged himself up in his long German coat, his German cap with the peak behind, and a most approved pair of emigrant boots, he presented himself to me with his long German pipe in his mouth, and I must say I was much pleased with his disguise, in which his own mother would not have recognized him. He was as fine a specimen of a Dutchman as could be found.

Having thoroughly impressed on his mind the importance of the case and my determination to win the esteem of the company by ferreting out the thief, if possible, I started him for Montgomery, where he arrived in due time.

At the date agreed upon I went to New York to meet the General Superintendent. I had never met the gentlemen of the company and I was a little puzzled how to act with them.

I met the Vice-President at the express office, in such a manner that none of the employés were the wiser as to my profession or business, and he made an appointment to meet me at the Astor House in the afternoon. At the Astor House he introduced me to the President, the General Superintendent of the company, and we immediately proceeded to business.

They gave me all the particulars of the case they could, though they were not much fuller than those I had already received from Porter's reports. They reviewed the life of Maroney, as already related, up to the time he became their agent, stating that he was married, although his marriage seemed somewhat "mixed".

As far as they could find out, Mrs. Maroney was a widow, with one daughter, Flora Irvin, who was about seven or eight years old. Mrs. Maroney was from a very respectable family, now living in Philadelphia or its environs. She was reported to have run away from home with a roué, whose acquaintance she had formed, but who soon deserted her. Afterwards she led the life of a fast woman at Charleston, New Orleans, Augusta, Ga., and Mobile, at which latter place she met Maroney, and was supposed to have been married to him.

After Maroney was appointed agent in Montgomery he brought her with him, took a suite of rooms at the Exchange, and introduced her as his wife.

On account of these circumstances the General Superintendent did not wish to meet her, and, when in Montgomery, always took rooms at another hotel.

The Vice-President said he had nearly come to the conclusion that Maroney was not guilty of the ten thousand dollar robbery; but when my letter reached him, with my comments on the robbery, he became convinced that he was the guilty party.

He was strengthened in this opinion by the actions of Maroney while on his Northern tour, and by the fact that immediately on his return the fast mare "Yankee Mary" made her appearance in Montgomery and that Maroney backed her heavily. It was not known that he was her owner, it being generally reported that Patterson and other fast men were her proprietors.

This was all the Vice-President and General Superintendent had been able to discover while South, and they were aware that I had very little ground on which to work.

I listened to all they had to say on the subject and took full memoranda of the facts. I then stated that although Maroney had evidently planned and carried out the robbery with such consummate ability that he had not left the slightest clue by which he could be detected, still, if they would only give me plenty of time, I would bring the robbery home to him.

I maintained, as a cardinal principle, that it is impossible for the human mind to retain a secret. All history proves that no one can hug a secret to his breast and live. Everyone must have a vent for his feelings. It is impossible to keep them always penned up.

This is especially noticeable in persons who have committed criminal acts. They always find it necessary to select some one in whom they can confide and to whom they can unburden themselves.

We often find that persons who have committed grave offenses will fly to the moors, or to the prairies, or to the vast solitudes of almost impenetrable forests, and there give vent to their feelings. I instanced the case of Eugene Aram, who took up his abode on the bleak and solitary moor, and, removed from the society of his fellow-men, tried to maintain his secret by devoting himself to astronomical observations and musings with nature, but who, nevertheless, felt compelled to relieve his overburdened mind by muttering to himself details of the murder while taking his long and dreary walks on the moor.

If Maroney had committed the robbery and no one knew it but himself, I would demonstrate the truth of my theory by proving that he would eventually seek some one in whom he thought he could confide and to whom he would entrust the secret.

My plan was to supply him with a confidant. It would take time to execute such a plan, but if they would have patience all would be well. I would go to Montgomery and become familiar with the town. I was unknown there and should remain so, only taking a letter to their legal advisers, Watts, Judd & Jackson, whom I supposed would cheerfully give me all the information in their power. I also informed them that it would be necessary to detail more detectives to work up the case.

I found the officers of the company genial, pleasant men, possessed of great executive ability and untiring energy, and felt that my duties would be doubly agreeable by being in the interests of such men.

They ended the interview by authorizing me to employ what men I thought proper; stating that they had full confidence in me, and that they thought I would be enabled to unearth the guilty parties ere long. They further authorized me to use my own judgment in all things; but expected me to keep them fully informed of what was going on.

I started for Montgomery the same day, but was as unfortunate in meeting with delay as were my detectives. The rivers were filled with floating ice and I was ice-bound in the Potomac for over thirty hours. I was obliged to go back to Alexandria, where I took the train and proceeded, via West Point and Atlanta, to Montgomery. On the journey I amused myself reading Martin Chuzzlewit, which I took good care to throw away on the road, as its cuts at slavery made it unpopular in the South. At the various stations planters got aboard, sometimes conveying their slaves from point to point, sometimes travelling with their families to neighboring cities. I did not converse with them, as I was not sure of my ability to refrain from divulging my abolition sentiments. On my arrival in Montgomery I took up my quarters at the Exchange and impressed upon Mr. Floyd the necessity of keeping my presence a secret. He had no idea that I was after Maroney, but supposed I was merely on a visit to the South.

I took no notice of Maroney, but managed to see Porter and Roch privately. They informed me that they had discovered little or nothing. Maroney kept everything to himself. He and his wife went out occasionally. He frequented Patterson's, sometimes going into the card rooms, drove out with a fast horse, and passed many hours in his counsel's office. This was all Porter knew.

Roch was to do nothing but "spot" the suspected parties and follow any one of them who might leave town. He was to be a Dutchman, and he acted the character to perfection. He could be seen sitting outside of his boarding-house with his pipe in his mouth, and he apparently did nothing but puff, puff, puff all day long. There was a saloon in town where lager was sold and he could, occasionally, be found here sipping his lager; but although apparently a stupid, phlegmatic man, taking no notice of what was going on around him, he drank in, with his lager, every word that was said.

I found that Mrs. Maroney was a very smart woman, indeed, and that it would be necessary to keep a strict watch over her. I therefore informed the Vice-President that I would send down another detective especially to shadow her, as she might leave at any moment for the North and take the forty thousand dollars with her.

I had no objections to her taking the money to the North. On the contrary, I preferred she should do so, as I would much rather carry on the fight on Northern soil than in the South.

I found Messrs. Watts, Judd & Jackson, the company's lawyers, were excellent men, clear-headed and accommodating. They gladly furnished me with what little information they possessed.
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Before I left Montgomery on my return to the North, I became acquainted with the local detective, McGibony, without letting him know who I was. In accordance with a plan which I always carry out, of watching the actions of those around me, I kept my eye on him, and found that he was quite "thick" with Maroney. He boarded at the Exchange, drank with Maroney in saloons, and even passed with him into the card-room at Patterson's.

At this time McGibony had in his charge a distinguished prisoner, being no less a personage than the old planter whom Johnson H. Hooper so graphically described as "Simon Suggs;" by which name I will continue to call him.

Suggs had been arrested for the commission of a series of misdemeanors, but, as he was a great favorite, he was allowed the freedom of the city, and was joyfully welcomed at the hotels and saloons.

Simon was about fifty-six years old, the dryest kind of a wit, and extremely fond of his bitters. He lived about forty miles out from Montgomery, on the Coosa river, but about a week prior to the time I saw him, had come to Montgomery to see his friends. Simon's morality was not of the highest order, and the first place he visited was Patterson's saloon. Here he met a few congenial spirits, took several drinks with them, and then, being "flush,"—a very unusual thing for him—he proceeded to "buck the tiger." Like too many others, he bucked too long, and soon found himself penniless. Not to be outdone, however, he rushed out and borrowed one hundred dollars from a friend, promising to return it the first thing in the morning. With this money he returned to the unequal contest, but before long was again strapped.

In the morning, as he was walking along the street, in a very penitential mood, he was accosted by his friend, who demanded of him the one hundred dollars he had borrowed. Simon put on a very important air, and in a tone of confidence which he was far from feeling, assured him he should have the money before he left town.

As Simon strolled along, puzzling his brain as to how he could raise the necessary funds to pay off his friend, he saw the tall, ungainly form of a backwoods planter shuffling down the street towards him.

The planter was dressed in a suit of butternut, which had become very much shrunken, from exposure to all kinds of weather. His coat sleeves did not reach far below his elbows, and there was a considerable space between the bottom of his breeches and the top of his shoes. He was as "thin as a rail," and if he stood upright would have been very tall, but he was bent nearly double. He had a slouched hat on, which partly concealed his long, lantern-jawed visage, while his shaggy, uncombed hair fell to his shoulders, and gave one a feeling that it contained many an inhabitant, like that which caused Burns to write those famous lines containing the passage:





        "Oh, wad some power the giftie gie us,
      


        To see oursels as ithers see us!"
      





As he came down the street he stopped occasionally and gawked around.

Simon was always ready for fun, and determined to see what the planter was up to. Accordingly, as they met, Simon said, "Good mornin'!"

"Good mornin'!" replied the gawky.

"Have yer lost summat?" asked Simon.

"Wal, no, stranger, but I wants to git some money changed, and I'll be durned if I can diskiver a bank in this yar village."

"Bin sellin' niggers, eh?"

"You're out thar," replied the planter. "I've bin sellin' cotton."

"I'm jist the man to help yer! I'm gwine to my bank. Gin me yer money, and come along with me and I'll change it for yer!"

The gawky was much pleased at Simon's kind attention, and remarking that "he reckoned he was the squarest man he had met," he turned over his money—some four hundred dollars—to Simon, and they started off together to get it changed.

On the road Simon stepped into a saloon with the planter, called up all the inmates to take a drink, and telling the planter he would be back with the money in a few minutes, started off.

Fifteen minutes passed away. The planter took several drinks, and began to think his friend was a long time in getting the money changed, but supposed he must be detained at the bank. At the end of half an hour he began to grow decidedly uneasy, but still Simon did not come. At the expiration of an hour he was furious, and if Simon had fallen into his hands at that time, he would have doubtless been made mince meat of unceremoniously.

Simon, on leaving the saloon, had gone to his friend and, out of the poor planter's funds, had paid him the hundred dollars he owed him, and, with the three hundred dollars in his pocket, started for Patterson's.

He proceeded to "buck the tiger," and soon lost nearly all of it. To see if his luck would not change, he gave up the game, and started at "roulette." Here he steadily won, and soon had over seven hundred dollars in his possession. He was now all excitement, and jumped with many a "whoop-la" around the table, to the great amusement of the spectators. He was about to give up play, but they urged him on, saying he had a run of luck, and should not give up till he broke the bank. Thus encouraged, he played for heavy stakes, and was soon completely "cleaned out," and left Patterson's without a cent.

He went to a friend and borrowed twenty-five dollars to help him out of town. He was considered good for a small short loan; and going to his hotel, he paid his bill, and mounting his dilapidated steed, started for his home, forty miles distant, at as great a speed as he could get out of his poor "Rosinante." In the South, men, women and children, always make short journeys on horseback. Simon travelled for two hours, when he reached the Coosa river, about fifteen miles from Montgomery. At this point lived a wealthy widow, with whom he was well acquainted, and here he determined to pass the night. He was joyfully welcomed by the widow, who ordered one of her negroes to put up his horse and conducted him into the house. She had a good supper prepared, Simon ate a hearty meal, spent a few delightful hours in the widow's company, and was then shown to his room. He was soon in the arms of Morpheus, and arose in the morning as gay as a lark. Throwing open the casement, he let in the fresh morning breeze and took in at a glance the rich Southern landscape. Immediately below him, and sloping in well kept terraces to the banks of the Coosa, was a trim garden, filled with flowers, among which, in fine bloom, were numerous varieties of the rose. The sluggish waters of the Coosa flowed without a ripple between its well wooded banks, the trees on opposite sides often interlocking their branches. Beyond the river was a wilderness of forest; the slaves were going to their labor in the cotton fields, singing and chatting gaily like a party of children. It was indeed a beautiful scene, and
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