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Burglar Arrested 

 
John Richardson, whose taste for a cigar must be inordinate, gratified it on Saturday night 

last by forcing his way into a tobacconist’s on Broadway, near Kearny street, and helping 
himself to fourteen hundred “smokes.” In his hurry, however, he did not select the best, as the 
stolen tobacco was only valued at fifty dollars. He was congratulating himself last evening in a 
saloon on Dupont street, in having secured weeds for himself and all his friends, when lo! a Rose 
bloomed before his eyes, and he wilted. The scent of that flower of detectives was too strong 
even for the aroma of the stolen cigars. Richardson was conveyed to the station-house, where a 
kit of neat burglar's tools was found on his person. He is now reposing his limbs on an asphaltum 
floor—a bed hard as the ways of unrighteousness. 


