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LD JOHN HANLEY, a pickpocket
O since he was twenty years old, and

now entering his seventy-second
year, was arrested in New York a few
‘days ago as he was snatching a purse
from a young woman's muff. Detective
Cassassa caught him red-handed. He
was tried, convicted and sentenced to ten
months in the penitentiary. After his
conviction Hanley consented to write
his life-story for this paper.

He has been dubbed “The Ghost of the
Past.” by the New York detectives, who,
_upon seeing him at Headquarters on the
day of his arrest, egclaimed, “Here's a
ghost of the past. We though: old John
had been dead for twenty years.”

By John Hanley.
HEN 1 turned crooked
fifty-two years ago pick-

A moll buzzer is the

lowest type of thief. He

steals from women, opens handbags and
takes their purses or anything else that
looks like a square meal.” I fell for this

Pickpockets, "

Hers1 Gl never ‘ailed to pay me fur my trouble.

Sometimes it was a hundred, sometimes
more. I lived’ on the fat of the land,
played the horses, played faro and any
other game of chance that happened to
be running. 1 was a desperate gambler
from the start, and, strange to say, never
drank a drop of intoxicating liquor in
my life, never smoked and never chewed
tobacco.’

Sooner or later every pickpocket comes
to grief. Less than a year after T quit
my job in Reilly's shloon 1 was picked
up for stealing a watch, They had the
goods on me, too, because they caught
me before T had time to pass the time-
piece to a friend.

Luck was with me. The “bull” that
got me was open to a proposition, and
when 1 had passed him a pretty good
bunch of coin he didn’t make out a very
strong ease against me when I came up
for trial, and I was discharged. I was
mugged and that photograph is at Police
Headquarters now.

The First Prison Sentence.

1 got what was coming to me a little
later, though, and luck wasn't with me.
Again 1 was caught red handed and I
went away for a six months’’ stretch.
That set me thinking. Maybe it was

sassa, the slickest detective in New York |
city, picked me up. Result is T am Set-
tled for ten months. Thank Heaven, I
don't have to go hack to Dannemora. 1
ov("p them fifteen months yet and it's
always humiliating to a crook to return
to a prison within a few weeks of his
liberation. But I intend to turn straight
when I_come out and Frank Cassassa has
promised to get me a job. It's me for
the straight and narrow from now on.

I _have heen crooked now for fifty-two
years. That's a long time, and when 1
realize that most of that time has besn

than it really is.

How did T turn crooked? Just like
many another young fellow in New York
city—Dby cominz in centact with erooks,
of course. My parents came from Ire-
land. 'I was born and raised in New
York in the old -Eighth ward. When T |
started out to earn a living 1 got a job
in Reilly’'s saloon. That was over in
Nipeteenth street, near Third avenue.
I was making $18 a week, and that with |
my rake off —for in those davs all bar-
keepers felt entitled to their pickings
I was doing pretty well for a young |
fellow.

Thrown with Thieves.

This saloon, you see, was the hang-out
for. a lot. of fly fellows, At first I
didn't bother my head about where they
were getting their money. All I kne\.\'
was that they were spending lots of it,
and, of course, it meant more for me and
more for the boss, too. The bigger the
day's receipts the more room there was
for me to grab off my change without
:]tr:l::;][g suspicion that I was getting

These fellows would blow in of a
rz'mrnimz and after treating everybody in
sight they would remark they \."P;'E
nearly all in and then swing me for a
round or two. Maybe they wonld t;wri
row a little change. Then they woufd
leave, but in an hour or two they would
return and always with wads that would
make a workingman turn green with
envy as he gazed at them.

After they had come to know me well |
enough to confide in me they tolg mei
what their graft was. They were pick- |
pockets, and, as they expressed it, it was
like picking money from trees. All they

[had to do, it seemed to me, was to leave

the saloon, take their stand on the cor- |
ner and all that passed would take
out their pocketbooks, wallets, watches,

sparklers or v.ads and chuck them at |

their heads. Sometimes when this mob

better to tend bar with an eighteen-a-
week salary and a ten-a-day rake off
than to walk around with several hun-
dred in my kick and every detective in
the city liable to pick me up and frame
me at a second’s notice.

I knew they were watching me, so I

James Billings—
Alias Jack Arthur.

returned to the saloon after an absence |
of an hour or twe they would split up a |

thousand dollars.
1t didn't take me long to figure that it

|
l

was easier to shake a guy down for his | HON‘Y'W“SOII Alias “Horse Face ﬂarry."

wad than it was to shake drinks. I

could tap the cash drawer tor ten a day decided to beat them at their own game.
and get away with it, but these fellows |I made it a point to mingle in crowds

could pick up a thousand in an hour,
and sometimes a single round of drinks
would come to twenty dollars.

Learmned to Pick Pockets.

When business was slack these pick-
pockets showed me  how the trick was
turned. 1 was a likely young chap and
it didn't take me long to learn. My eye
was quick and my hand quicker. Jn two
weeks I could lift a watch or a wallet
or a wad for that matter as handily as
any one of them.

I was coming out of a theatre one
night when a man in evening clothes and
a young woman hanging to his arm
brushed past me. I don’t know what
prompted me, but in a flash it came over
me that here was the chance to try out
my skill. I hovered close to this big,
fine looking chap and when I moved
away I had hiswwateh as well as his
wallet. I think he had to borrow sup-
per money from the girl that night, for
when I counted what was in the wallet
I found my night's test of skill had
netted me a watch and fob worth $300
and a wallet with $210 in crisp, new
bank notes.

As easy as this came you might sup-
pose that the boss had to open up the
saloon himself the next morning. I
never showed. But I did make it my
hang-out for a long time after that be-
cause I wanted to train with the mob
that had, showed me how to make the
“easy coin.

: T was twenty years old when that first
bank roll dropped into my hands. From
*then on for six months, at least, it was
" something like that every night. I
~worked the— theatre crowds and they

where the “bulls” were watching, but
to refrain from working. There wasn’t
money enough in the world at that time
to tempt me. I wanted them to see that
I had turned straight. Meanwhile I was
training with several second story and
“con” men and I knew it would be only
a question of time before we could put
one over that would mean real money.
And we did. The job we pulled hasn’t
been run to cover yet. There was a big
squeal about it and the newspapers were
full of it. My share of the stuff was
upward of $5,000, so you know it was
2 man’s size job. The fellows who
worked with me are dead now and it
would not do any good for me to peach
on them. They were live ones, though,
and were worth lots of money to me at
different times.

Pickpockets in the old days worked
differently from now. Then a man
worked alone. What he got was his
own. Now the police are so shrewd
and the “bulls” so numerous that the
pickpocket has little chance unless he
works with a mob, and in a burry at
that. They usually operate in squads of
four. It takes four men to get a wallet
when a man wears his overcoat buttoned
up tight. I have gone inlo a man’s hip
pocket without any one to help me when
he wore an ulster that trailed his heels
and was buttoned to his chin.

I am an Irishman. Come from good
old Roscommor stock. Nearly all the
“dips” and pickpockets to-day hail from
the east side. They are aliens and have
no patriotism. They don't care who
they rob, and they are rough in their
work, There is no finish to their opera-
tions. In our young days we were

“ons. “In all, I guess I have been fifteen

' had sunk my roll and they didn’t get

jcoked upon me ariiste. They are as
clumsy as street pavers now.

I don’t mean to say that T managed
to escape arrest and conviction,  too.
Lord knows I have had my fill of pris-

years behind the bars, But considering
the money I got and the chances I ran
I was extremely lucky. Here I am,
seventy-two years old and just sentenced
to ten months in the penitentiary to-
day. I should have gotten a life term.
Any crook clumsy enough to be caught
opening a woman's handbag deserve: to
be hanged. 3

Somehow the pickpockets that are,
working New York now don’t realize that |
their faces will become so familiar to |
every detective in the city that sooner or
later they will be arrested ds suspicious
persons every time they show their faces
on the street. In my young days 1
would drop into New York, make my
killing and then go lose myself. 1 would
go to some other town and work it and
then move on to the next. In that way
the “bulls” never got mext to me. Some-
times I wouldn’t go any further away
than Newark or Jersey City, but in any
event I wasn’t seen hanging around
Broadway.

I remember once that a young man
entering a bank attracted my attention.
He was a fine looking young chap and
I thought I would stick around and look
him over when he came out. He re-
minded me of a pal I had when 1 was
a boy. When he sauntered out to the
street I noticed his inside coat pocket had
a suspicious bulge to it, so I decided I
would give him the “once over.” Un-
fortunately for me two of my old com-
rades came along and, seeing my- ldy,
they declared themselves in ou the game.
To .make a long story short, I sneaked
the wallet and when we counted the roll
there . was $1,800 in banknotes in it. 1
took a thousand and let them fight over
the division of the balance. One of them
had a bad record anyhow. He flashed
his roll in a saloon that night and a
“bull” collared him. He had an awful
streak of yellow, that fellow, for he
squealed, and an hour later I was |
pinched in a peoolroom. Fortunately . I

that. 1 went away for a stretch of
two years and six months.” That was !
the longest term I ever got, but it taught
me a lesson. After that I worked alone.
No partnership game for me on that sort
of a job. Not very long afterward I

was caught with a set of burglar’s tools

I was carrying for a Brookiyn friend.
I got eleven months and & fine of $200.
‘I 'paid’ the fine, served a month, and
“was tarned out. :

1 pulled a little trick in New Haven

 once and was sent away for a short time.

Whern I got back to New York it was
the ‘year of the big. blizzard. I noticed
a_fine.looking man who looked like ready
money. I was broke and 1 figured he
had more than he knew what to do with
even though he wore the garb of a
clergyman. I followed him for an hour
before I could get him right, but when I

left him I had his wallet and its $370. I )

Caught in the Act.

needed that roll and it went a long W&Y
toward keeping me from freezing and
starving to death, for theré were lean
pickings while that big storm lasted.

A good many persons have accused me
of being a ‘stoolpigeon. That is a mis-
take. ' I never ‘“stoeled” in my life, nor
squealed on a friend. This is the reason
for the spspicion:—Police Inspector Steve
O'Brien was a good friend of mine. He
liked me and I would go the route for
bhim. He liked to have me drop in and
talk to him at times, and he pleaded
with me to turn straight.

I told him this:—“Steve, I've got the
shifty eye and the nervous twitching
fingers. Any smart ‘bull’ could pick me
out for a dip a block away. Even if
I did turn straight I would be suspected
all the time and the coppers wouldn’t
lét me stay in New York twenty-four
hours if they got on to me.”

He knew I was telling the truth, but
crooked as J was I used to drop into his
office every week or so and talk over
old times when we were boys together.

There were lean days and fat days
during my stays in New York. The
best day I ever had, perhaps, was the
day of theDewey parade. 1f only every
day were “Dewey Day” I would be a
millionnaire in little or no time. The
crowds were so thick on that occasion
that it was impossible to walk on the
street without figliting your way through
the mobs.. Nothing could have saited me
better, for every time I elbowed my way
into the thick of the crowd I came out
with anywhere from six to eight pocket:
books or bankrolls in my pocket. * 1
eleaned up several thousand dollars that

day. Toward the afternoon I figured |
that every second I stayed in town tho}

greater the chances “or me being picked
up. ‘1 knew 1 could not stamd by and
wateh those crowds without fighting my
way, into them and coming through. with
the “leathers” that were just begging to

be snaked. So late in the afterncon I
went over to Newark.

A man passed me on the street and a
big wallet was sticking out of his inside
coat pocket. I couldn’t resist the tempta-
tion, so I trailed him. I got the wallet
all right, but a detective saw me, and
before I knew it I was collared. I was
released on cash bail and skipped. I
steered clear of Newark for some time
to come. Since then, however, I have
had some good cases over there.

The New York police cail me *The
Ghost of the Past.” That’s because they
haven't seen me for so long. I was ar-
rested in that city the other day for taking
a purse from a woman. I thought 1 was
safe, for I worked through my overcoat
pocket. It’s done this way. I cut the
lining out of my pocket. It's a fake
pocket, you see, and should a bull be near
he tuns less chance of getting on to
me, When I have got the man or
woman I want to touch in the right posi-
tion, I just lift the hand that's in the
pocket, seize the purse and draw it care-
fully up, under the coat. 1f she should
turn suddenly I am looking the other
way c¢nd my hands are in my pocket.
This Cassassa, however, is on»to all
these tricks and he saw me, although I
thought he was a block away. He
grabbed my hand before 1 could drop the
purse and, of course, he had me right. I
am glad I don’t have to go baek to Dan-
nemora, though, for even a crook has
some pride, and it's pretty tough to get
the laugh fro.: the bunch you left in the
pen.

Prior to this last pinch the police here
hadr’t seen me for ten years. When
they saw me prought in and 1 was recog-
nizei, one of them exclaimed, "“The
Ghost of the Past! 'We tliought this old
crook was dcad ten years ago.” ;

I don’t mind being sent away so much
this time. After being back here a few
months: 1 Jearned that nearly all my gld
friends are either dead, in the peniten-
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tiary or tufned straight. . One felyw,
“Jim” Duffey, was an especially good
friend of mine, and a rattling good thief
he was, too. I can only think of him
now with extreme contempt. He re-
formed and turned detective. Worked
in a department store, I am told, and
stayed there until he died. Think of a
dip turning detective! Isn’t it enough
to make you lose faith in all fellow men?

I've had my chances, like all' other
crooks. Justice Goff once let me off
after I had been convicted of stealing
a pocketbook from a Miss Gunther. I
made a getaway on & subway train, but
a policeman made a desperate leap to
the train after it had started and caught
me. Justice Goff was moved to com-
passion when I told him I had spent so
much time in jail, and when I told him
1 wanted to reform he said he would
help me. He told me to go to the Salva-
tion Ariny Barracks and register there.
1 was to report to himat.regular inter-
vals. 1f I went wrong and came before
him again he said he would settle me for
the limit. 1 couldn’t keep straight, and
as laek would h;p’e it, I came up before
Goff. He was as good as his word and
fixed me right.

But I miss my old friends. - There was
Jack -Arthur, wlose real name was
James C. Billings. ‘He was & big fine
looking chap and looked all the world
like a regular Western politician, a Con-
gressman, or sowething like that. He
was as smooth ds grease.and .always
could be depended upon to get the money
no matter how tight the pinch.

Henry Wilson, “Horse Kace Harry,”

svas another good thief. We called him

that because he looked so much like a
horse. - When he laughed omne could
swear that it was a horse neighing. He
vot only looked the part, but his whinny
was a wonder.. Wax MecCotmick, or
Edward Russeli, was another good ofie.
Some one told me he went awhy for a
five year stretch just the other day.

clerk. It had $5,000 im it, too.
never was & piker. Billings was bro

ing around one of the departments, a;
‘when & young clerk entered &n elevator'
“Bill suspected that he was ready mon

He edged close to him and jostled lim.
At the next floor Bill alighted from the
elevator and with him went young Cl.me
ent’s pocketbook and its wad. «

The clerk missed his wallet before.the
elevator reached the bottom floor. Hs
had the car shot up to the next floor and
then he set out in full ery after Bill, who
was descending the stai
chase all right, and poor Bill finished see-
ond. They settled him all right, and
the worst part of it is he didn’t have ti
to plant the money. They recovered
every penny of it. Now, ain’t that the
limit? Think of getting away with
$5,000 and tken being caught before it
could be salted down for a rainy day
But such are the fortunes of the poor
pickpocket. S % e

They say a man is judged by the coms
pany he keeps. 1 guess that's right. I
have hooked many thousands of doll‘a'l"l'
at Newport and Narragansett Pier nin'
wey and another, and ‘T never got in
trouble there but once in my life, "I
didn’t get settled even then, and it was a
little matter of $20,000 at that. The

in the world flock to Newport. They
have more money than they know what

used to gamble there a good deal, >

no man likes to be caught short., ¥
game was on he liked to declare :
self in, and he took care to have enough
cash in ‘his pocket to pay his lossel
Those boys didn’t fool with I. O. U.'s.

Well, a pal and I got mixed up in.a

jewel robbery in a hotel at Narragansett
Pier. The stones belonged to the wife
of u New York banker, and much to ln'y
surprise I was picked up in Providence
on this charge many months afterward.
They thought they had me hooked up for
a confession, and an alleged confession
-was sent’ out broadcast. That was &
- police stall and it didn’t fool my friends
a little bit. When other arrests were
made I had made so mapy conflicting
statements that no one knew where they
stood, and finally I was turped out.

I confess? I squeal on a pgl? Why,
I'd just as lief walk out of here and jump
into the North River, and I don't like
deep water a little bit.

Well, I'm off to the Island now for &
ten month stretch., Maybe I can dodge
that fifteen-month bit hanging over me,
and if I do I will turn straight. When
I come out maybe I'll have a better
story to tell.

“Uld John Hanley Turned Straight”

could come to life and see the title of
any such book they’d die a-laughing.

'
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“hinese Women’s Changing Dress.
EORGE E. ANDERSON, United
States Consul General at Hong Kong,
China, has made an interesting reporf

to the State Department upon the revor

lution going on among Chinese women in
their mode of dressing. Here is what he

says:— 3 S

“One of the characteristic features of
madern Iife in the open ports of Chins,
and in Hong Kong is the tendency among
Chinese women of the fashionable class,
especially in the diplomatic circles, 'td
adopt foreign style clothing, modified .0
suit Chinese taste. This change, though
limitéd to a comparatively small number;
{s having’'a marked effect upon tradé
Hong Kong shop windows—the more fashe
fonable shops that cater to Chinese trade—
are full of modifications of foreign drest
for the use of Chinese women, and mani
kins displaying styles are of & distinctly
foreign cast.

“Formerly warmth im winter in Chin®
was obtained by & series of garments of
various qualities and weights, the number
of undergarments, all similar to the outef

'garment, being proportioned to the tem<

perature.” The introduction of knit under=
wear, -however, has made these several
layers of clothing unnecessary, and the
change has resulted in a difference in the
cut ‘ot outer garments. The coat, formarly
reaching just below the hips, has beel
lengthened into what is practically a skirt,
almost covering the trousers. In the cub
of these skirts, or long coats, fashionable
Chinese women now generally affect fofe
eign styles.

*Phe use of foreign underclothing and

of féwer layers of Chinese garments ha®

180 modified the wraps of Chinese women.
any Chinese women for some time have
affected foreign style furs, the Chinesa
being very fond of furs and using them
generally in native dress. Formerly 3
Chinese woman completed her costume 1l
winter by a fur lined garment, sometimes
more than one, or by garments q'u}l!ed
with cotton or waste siik filling. - These
garments are now little used, having been
replaced by the long coats previously men-
tioned, which are cut from heavier m{s&
terials than the short coats of the 0
style. Some Chinese women use wraps

wholly foreign_in stwle.” . >

. It was s

wealthiest as well as the easiest people

to do with, and in the old days they

ought to make pretty good reading. One .
| thing I do know. If some of my old pals

All its Moveme
Moved Out in t
The Situation.

By Special Wire to the Courle

LONDON, Aug. 24.—The T
mystery of the war to. Eng {
minds is the British expeditiona
army. That a large force of BY
ish troops is on the Continent ¢
public has every reason to belies
But the numbers of the field arr
iy' present position, which arm
ments compose i , from H
ports they h 1led are poil

_Enown oniy to the gover

by English-s
cerf. ,

No Ehglish newspaper
printed a word about the mo
ments of the troops. The news
pers are not submitted to any
sorship before their publicatk
but the war office issues an
casional suggestion regarding,
class of news that should not
published and the press has
lowed thege instructions' faith
ly. To-night the watchful c.ns
ship over incoming telegrams
from a Brussels message,
ages which, judging from the g
tents, probably referr to
British forces. One important &
tence apparently escaped the d

sor’s eye, a reference to the t
allied armies, in Belgium.
news agency which referred
message, having Lord Kita
er's veto before it, did not
the meéssage to the newspape

Twenty thousand men of
regular army stationed in Ire
embarked on transports at
port of Dublin last week. Ste
ers coming into Liverpool
other ports in the past few d
have encountered other ships
ing out with soldiers in khal

It .is the belief of experts
the majority of the British e
ditionary forcé has already
abroad, and that it is in Bel
ready for co-operation with

Land E
er

[By Special Wire to The Cour
LONDON, Aug. 24—The
tend correspondent of The,
Mail says that the German
umns are marching south
toward Valenciennes on the
eldt, 31 miles southeast of
one proceeding by way of Ni
Grammont, and Lessines, Be
.and the other going by wa
. Hal, Braine-Le-Comte and
.. Belgium, They are moving
.great speed. Further nort
.advdnced parties have app
and done damage successiv
Thielt and Lichtervelde.
suggested that this means 2
upon Roubaix, one of the v
iést of French® towns, or
Lille. In that case the mo
toward Valenciennes  prg
would be an encircling one.
i CAN'T BEAT THE
LON , Aug. 24—A

* 4 Gespafch from St. Petersb
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