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Woody Allen told a story about how his father was made redundant. He was 
replaced by a little black box which did everything his father did but did it much 
better. Allen’s mother went out and got one too.

It’s not certain who Ned Ludd was or if he existed or when he existed or exactly what he did, 
or if his name really was Ned Ludd, but he gave that name to anyone opposed to technological 
change and advancement, and the irony is that those who took his name and by whose actions it 
is remembered and applied today, the Luddites, weren’t actually opposed to technological change 
at all, only to the way unskilled people were able to use it to produce cheaper products which in 
turn lost craftsmen their jobs and their living. 

I have generally embraced emerging technology with open arms, when I have realised that 
it exists, which is usually just as it is becoming obsolete, And I have avoided e-readers like the 
plague. Awful things. Give me a book any day. They are tactile, you can look at them on your 
bookshelf, they smell nice… 

But...

I want to grab a bench in the park and read this issue of Ripperologist while the dogs run round.  
I fancy going to the coast and reading Ripperologist as the gulls call raucously overhead and the 
waves crash on the shore. 

Or maybe go to the pub and read it over a beer, or pop down to Café Nero and read it over a 
latte and lemon muffin.  I don’t really care where I read my copy of the Rip, just as long as it’s not 
on my desktop computer in my office. 

And this month I did all of that. I received for review the BookBox and fell in love. I’ve had passing 
flirtations with e-readers, but on this one I loaded the PDF of Ripperologist. I read it comfortably 
on a crowded early morning commuter train, even when more people than God created piled into 
my carriage at Bromley. I read it in bed, on the loo, in the garden, in a café in Romford – where I, 
too, was spent out and didn’t have sixpence to my name; well, I did, but only just. Fortunately I 
found a pub by the outdoor market where I got a passable pint for £1.99. I drank it while reading 
Ripperologist.  

Being a Luddite
EDITORIAL by 

PAUL BEGG
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And soon Ripperologist will be available 
for other devices. Yes, you’ve guessed it – 
you’ll be able to get it for Amazon’s Kindle!  
And here’s an invitation – if you fancy joining 
our beta-testing program and receiving a 
Kindle version or two of the Rip gratis then 
drop Adam an email.  

And the true Luddites among you will be 
pleased to know that you will soon be able 
to buy a print edition! Mind you, having 
seen some of the costings that have been 
submitted you might need to take out a 
second mortgage for it! 

So, how about that. Great, eh? Freedom 
to read the Rip whenever and wherever you 
like.  

Okay, I’ve never been a Luddite and have 
always sat on the very tip of the cutting 
edge of technology, which probably explains 
the way I walk, and I really do have electric 
light, the telephone and a phonograph in my 
house, but I have enjoyed reading the Rip 
wherever and whenever I liked, so if you’ll 
excuse me, the sun is shining, there’s some 
fresh coffee in the pot, and I’m going to 
read the Rip in the garden. The freedom; 
free at last, free at last.

Page one of this Editorial as it appears 
on a Samsung Smartphone.

RIPPEROLOGIST eBOOK

We are currently finalising the Kindle and eBook versions of Ripperologist. 
From issue 120 you’ll be able to read Ripperologist on a Kindle, Smartphone or any other eBook Reader. 

If you’d like to get involved with the final testing, email us at contact@ripperologist.biz

RIPPEROLOGIST IN HARDCOPY

From issue 120, Ripperologist will be available in hardcopy format via Print on Demand.  
Pricing and ordering details will be released shortly.
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The Tragic Murder 
of  Another ‘Mary Jane’
A Possible Crime of  Frederick Bailey Deeming  
in Preston, Yorkshire

By MIKE COVELL

Over the years, a number of crimes have been 
attributed to Frederick Bailey Deeming, with claims that 
he carried on with his various criminal and murderous 
exploits as far afield as Germany, Africa, Australia and 
Great Britain. This article will not look at the totality of 
the killer’s criminal career, or indeed his candidacy as a 
Ripper suspect, but will explore a little-known unsolved 
murder in Preston, near Kingston-upon-Hull, Yorkshire, 
UK. On 30 July 1891, 18-year-old Mary Jane Langley 
of North-lane, Preston, was found with her throat cut 
in Preston-lane. After Deeming’s arrest in the small 
Australian gold-mining town of Southern Cross on 11 
March 1892, the local Hull press sought to link Deeming 
with the murder of Miss Langley. In this article, I will 
discuss the possibility that Deeming could have been 
her murderer.

I must admit that, although I have a 
respectable knowledge of local crime and 

murders, I had not heard of the tragedy that befell Mary Jane Langley, 
despite the fact that on numerous occasions I had visited the area east of 
Hull where the villages of Hedon, Preston, and Sproatley are located. I had 
friends and family for many years in that area, and had often cycled out 
there on weekends. 

I first came across the Langley case on a trip to the East Riding of Yorkshire 
Archives in Beverley to look for information pertaining to Deeming under 
his alias of ‘Harry Lawson’. While I was doing my research, the helpful staff 
asked me if Deeming had any known aliases. With a wry smile, I informed 
them that although most people knew him as Frederick Bailey Deeming, 
he also used the aliases of ‘Lawson’ and ‘Williams’. My reply seemed to 
turn on a light bulb in the minds of the staff, who quickly produced a large 
book packed full of newspaper cuttings, photographs and primary sources 

Frederick Deeming

Mary Jane Langley as she appeared 
in the Hull and East Yorkshire and 
Lincolnshire Times, August 8th 1891
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on Beverley’s rich history.1 Among these were local historical announcements, parish reports, 
cuttings covering the Royal Baccarat Scandal of 1890, and some fascinating reports on Frederick 
Bailey Deeming. Whilst most of the reports covered the suspect’s trial and subsequent execution 
by hanging in Melbourne, there was one report that really got my attention. The article, published 
in the Yorkshire Post of 18 March 1892, reads as follows:

WILLIAMS AND THE NEWLAND MURDER 

A Hull correspondent says:- The coincidence between the discharge of Lawson in July and the 
mysterious murder of Mary Jane Langley at Preston, near Hull, the last week in that month, was 
remarked upon in Hull yesterday, when the supposition that Lawson was Williams and became 
known; but there is nothing whatever to connect the two events. Supposing Lawson to be Williams, 
even then he was, according to the dates given of his movements, busily engaged in Liverpool.2

I searched for more references to Deeming and the unsolved murder and found another report 
published a few days later in the Sheffield and Rotherham Independent that stated: 

DEEMING’S CONDUCT IN YORKSHIRE 

Deeming was allowed to leave the Hull Gaol on the 16th of July, and remained in the 
vicinity for a few days to settle matters, it is stated, with the solicitors, Locking and 
Holditch, who had defended him, and it was during these few days that a horrible murder 
was committed about five miles from Hull, at Preston, but the police have been unable to 
trace the murderer of the young lady – Miss Langley – the daughter of a farmer. The police 
have now a supposition that Deeming may have committed the crime.3

Given that newspapers often got facts wrong, and continue to do so, I decided to dig a little 
further into the murder of Mary Jane Langley, and was surprised at what I uncovered. 

Deeming’s Antecedents in Hull and East Yorkshire

It is a well-attested fact that Deeming was in Hull in February and March 1890. The reality that 
he was in the town is proved by the marriage between Deeming and Helen Matheson at St Mary’s, 
Beverley, as given in the following marriage index entry:

Name:  Helen Matheson 
Year:  1890 
Quarter: Jan-Feb-March 
District: Beverley 
County: Yorkshire 
Volume: 9d 
Page: 148

1  Newspaper cuttings held at East Riding Archives, ref. no. DDX1314/2.
2  Yorkshire Post, 18 March 1892.
3  Sheffield and Rotherham Independent, 22 March 1892.
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The entry in the St Mary’s Church Parish Registers available on microfiche reads as follows:

1890 Marriage solemnized at the Parish Church in the Parish of St Mary’s Beverley in the County 
of York, No: 462, When Married: Feb 18th 1890

Name and Surname Harry Lawson  Helen Matheson  
Age 31 21 
Residence New Walk, Beverley New Walk, Beverley 
Condition Bachelor Spinster 
Rank or Profession  Sheep Farmer  
Father’s name or surname Charles Lickes John Cook 
Rank or Profession of father Shepard Gardener

Married in the Parish Church in accordance to the Rites and Ceremonies of the Established 
Church

As given on the microfiche, the names of the fathers and their professions do not fit in with the 
known facts, and the marriage entry has a long black line, not unlike a cut, through the entry. It 
is my opinion, based on the physical appearance of this document and the known facts, that the 
bottom half of the entry was not part of the original top piece and was added at a later date. 
Evidently, the record featuring the fathers’ names is on a separate piece of paper in the files. This 
indicates that the original record was lost or damaged, and that in the process of repairing the 
records, an unrelated record was added to the page. Unfortunately, the original document was 
unavailable for perusal so I could not ascertain what exactly had happened and why the entries 
of the fathers did not match. 

On 22 February 1890, the Beverley Guardian published the following marriage announcement:

MARRIAGES Beverley—February 18th, at St Mary’s Church, by the Rev. Cannon Quirk, 
assisted by the Rev. H. E. Gaussed, curate, Harry Lawson, younger son of the late H. Lawson, 
Liverpool, to Helen, elder daughter of the late Findlay Matheson, Inland Revenue.4

Given that the names in the newspaper do not match the names of the fathers on the parish 
records, I believe in this instance that the newspaper article is actually right, for the simple reason 
that the parish records shown in the microfiche appear to be damaged. 

What Deeming did after the February 1890 wedding in Beverley is the subject of much debate, 
with some claiming that the suspect went south before he returned to Hull, although no source is 
provided to back up such a claim.5

What is known for a fact is that on 15 March 1890, Deeming was back in Hull. On that date, 
he defrauded Reynoldson’s Jewellers in Hull and fled the town for Montevideo, Uruguay, via 
Southampton.6

4  Beverley Guardian, 22 February 1890.
5  J S O’Sullivan, A Most Unique Ruffian: The Trial of F B Deeming, Melbourne, 1892. Melbourne, Australia: F W Cheshire, 1968,  
 p 44; Maurice Gurvich and Christopher Wray, A Scarlet Thread: Australia’s Jack the Ripper, A True Crime Story. Sydney,  
 Australia: Fairfax Books, 2007, p 107.
6  Hull Daily News, 1 September 1890.
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This case filled a number of newspaper columns in Hull when Detective Thomas Grassby was 
sent to apprehend Deeming to bring him back to Hull. Grassby’s account of his adventures on 
the high seas makes for interesting reading and Grassby became something of a local hero.7 On 
16 October 1890, Deeming was brought before the Hull Magistrates. For his part in the jewellery 
frauds, he received a 9-month sentence in Hull Gaol.8 It was while he was serving his time in the 
town jail that the 1891 Census was taken. In the Census, Deeming appears under his alias of Harry 
Lawson, one of the reasons why researchers in the past have had difficulty finding him. The Census 
entry tells us that among the prisoners in the jail at the time were Harry Lawson, Age 32, Engine 
Fitter, and Joseph Dawber, Age 46, Solicitor.9 Ripperologists will note that Joseph Dawber, Robert 
D’Onston Stephenson’s cousin, was serving time for his part in a financial fraud at the same time 
Deeming was in the jail. 

If one goes by Deeming’s sentence, he should have been released by 16 July 1891. Several 
newspaper articles state that he was released in ‘early July’10 with one source giving the exact 
date of 16 July.11 It was the latter report that claimed Deeming remained in Hull for several days 
after his release to meet with his legal team. It was during this period that a young girl was 
murdered in a small lane between Hull and the outlying village of Preston. 

The Preston Murder

On the morning of Thursday, 30 July 1891, William Langley, 
a farmer residing at West Field Farm, Long-lane, Preston, set 
out for Driffield with his wife in order to attend a farmers 
market and pay their rent. The couple said goodbye to their 
18-year-old daughter Mary Jane as they set out, taking note 
that the girl stood at the garden gate waving them off.12

It would be the last time they saw their daughter alive. 

Upon returning to their home at 6.30 pm, they noticed 
that Mary Jane had failed to do any of the housework they 
had expected her to do. They made enquiries with their son 
William to ascertain where Mary Jane had gone. William 
informed his parents that Mary Jane had left Preston for Hull 
with the purpose of having a photograph taken of herself.13

7  Hull Daily Mail, 3 September 1890.
8  Harry Lawson, Date of trial, 16 October 1890; Charge: Fraud;  
 Sentence: Imprisonment 9 Months, ref. no. HO27, P217, P236.
9  Class RG12, P3925, F154, P2, GSU Roll 6099035.
10 Yorkshire Post, 18 March 1892.
11  Sheffield and Rotherham Independent, 22 March 1892.
12  Interview with William Langley, Hull Daily Mail, 4 August 1891.  
 In the 1891 Census, the Langley family was registered as residing at 110 North- 
 road, Preston, Class RG12, P3921, F47, P17, GSU Roll6099031: William Langley,  
 Age 53, Head, Farmer; Mary, Age 44, Wife; Mary Jane, Age 18, Daughter;  
 William, Age 16, Son, Milkman; Frederick, Age 11, Son, Scholar; Thomas,  
 Age 9, Son, Birth registration DRY/31/53; Rachel, Age 6, Daughter, Birth  
 registration DRY/37/367; Elizabeth, Age 7, Daughter,  
 Birth registration DRY/35/451.
13  Interview with William Langley, op cit.

Top: 
West Field Farm from the Hull and East Yorkshire 

and Lincolnshire Times, 8 August 1891

Bottom: West Field Farm today
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Some years earlier, Mary Jane had left Preston unannounced to visit Cleethorpes, and Mr Langley 
had recently found a letter from Albert Hall, Mary Jane’s boyfriend, that stated, ‘I shall only be 
too happy to go to Cleethorpes with you.’ With this information, Mr Langley had assumed that 
Mary Jane had visited Cleethorpes for the day, and thought nothing more of it.14

On Friday, 31 July 1891, the Langleys had still not heard from their daughter. Finding this to be 
highly unusual, Mr Langley decided to visit Hull to speak with Mary Jane’s friends. The family had 
previously resided on Southcoates-lane, off Holderness-road in East Hull, and they still had friends 
in the area.15

On the off chance that Mary Jane was staying with Arthur Hall, Mr Langley also decided to pay 
the young man a visit. He discovered though that Mr Hall, who resided as a boarder with the Duffill 
family at 2 Western Buildings, Williams-street, Hull, was not at home. Although Hall was in the 
town and not at Cleethorpes as previously thought, he was certainly not with Mary Jane. It was 
later confirmed by the Hull Police that Mr Hall was working in Hessle during the period in which 
Mary Jane had been murdered, so it would appear that he had an airtight alibi.16

By Saturday, Mr Langley had sent his son William to Hull with the purpose of finding out if Mary 
Jane had visited any of her friends. William Langley Jr made enquiries at Mr Edmonds’ photography 
store in Witham, East Hull, and the photographer confirmed that he had indeed taken Mary Jane’s 
photograph.17 William Mortimer Edmonds had a photography studio at 123 Witham, a road that 
connects Hull with Holderness-road and that at this time was easily reached by the tram service 
that ran east from Hull.18 It is stated that she paid 3s 6d for the photograph and that she left his 
studio at three o’clock.19

It is unknown where Mary Jane went next. Mr Edmonds stated that Mary Jane had told him she 
was ‘to make for Hull then head to Marfleet via the train.’20 The railway service that ran between 
Hull and Withernsea, taking in Southcoates, Marfleet and Hedon, was opened on 26 June 1854 
and ran for 18.5 miles. The line was closed to passengers, under Dr Beeching’s axe, by 19 October 
1964. The railway line finally closed to all rail transport on 3 May 1965.21

14  Letter dated 20 July 1891, partially featured in the Hull Daily Mail, 4 August 1891.
15  In the 1881 Census, the family can be seen residing at Southcoates-lane, off Holderness-road in East Hull, Class RG11, P4756,  
 F38, P1, GSU Roll 1342149. Residence: 3 Southcoates-lane, Southcoates ward, Hull; William Langley, Age 43, Head, Farmer;  
 Mary, Age 34, Wife; Harriett, Age 14, Daughter, Scholar, Birth registration DRY/13/68; George Thornton, Age 12, Son, Scholar,  
 Birth registration MYT/72/496, registered as George Howden Langley; Mary Jane, Age 8, Daughter, Scholar, Birth registration  
 WES/32/394; William, Age 6, Son, Scholar, Birth registration DRY/21/425; Esther, Age 4, Daughter, Scholar, Birth registration  
 DRY/24/54; Frederick, Age 1, Son, Scholar, Birth registration DRY/27/484.
16  Hull Daily Mail, 4 August 1891; 1891 Census: 2 Western Buildings, Williams-street, Class RG12, P3941, F56, P18, GSU6099051:  
 Frank Duffill, Age 26, Head Coachman; Alice Duffill, Age 22, Wife; George Christopher Duffill, Age 4; John William Ayscongh, Age  
 17; Arthur Hall, Age 20, Boarder, Dock Labourer, Birth registration MYT/83/183.
17  Hull Daily Mail, 3 and 4 August 1891.
18  1889 Kelly’s Directory of Hull and 1892 Kelly’s Directory of Hull both list William Mortimer Edmonds, 123 Witham, Photographer.
19  Hull Daily Mail, 4 August 1891.
20  Ibid.
21  Peter Price, Lost Railways of Holderness, The Hull-Withernsea and Hull-Hornsea Lines. Beverley, Yorkshire, UK: Hutton Press 
 Ltd., 1989, p 8
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Southcoates Station stood on Holderness-
road, between Witham and Southcoates-lane, 
a location with which Mary Jane would have 
been well acquainted. Because the line ran 
from Paragon Station from 1864 onward it 
is quite possible that Mary Jane set off from 
the main station. A gatekeeper at Marfleet 
Station claimed to have seen Mary Jane arrive 
at the station on Thursday evening on the 5:10 
pm train from Hull, although other sources 
refute this claim, and maintain that Mary Jane 
appeared at the station at 2.19pm.22

In later days, a number of eyewitnesses were 
found by the police and the press. One such 
eyewitness was Annie Severs. Severs was the 
niece of Mr Smith of Sycamore Farm. Mary Jane had to pass across the fields of Sycamore Farm to 
get home and Severs remembered seeing a girl in a black dress who had got off the train from Hull 
at Marfleet just after two o’clock. She recalled seeing the girl wearing her gold watch and chain, 
and that they engaged in conversation. When pressed by the newspapermen for more information, 
Severs admitted to seeing a man pass by before Mary Jane, and described him as rough looking 
and tall.23

Severs’ account was at odds with previous accounts and was ruled out by some. Another 
eyewitness was a man named only as Kitching, who was employed in a field with a rolling machine. 
This was another field that Mary Jane had to cross, and Kitching recalled seeing a young girl in a 
black dress carrying an umbrella. He said he recalled seeing no one else, nor hearing or seeing 
anything out of the ordinary after his sighting.24

With enquiries reaching a dead end, Mr Langley told his 
wife that he planned to go to the Hull police. He also told his 
wife that he had a bad dream the previous night that a dog 
had run from a ditch on the lane outside their property and 
that he had gone into the ditch and found his daughter lying 
there dead.25

22  Hull Daily Mail, 4 and 6 August 1891.
23  Hull Daily Mail, 6 August 1891.
24  Ibid.
25  Hull Daily Mail, 4 August 1891.

Marfleet Station

West Field Farm as it appeared in 1891.  
The bridge on the lane is where Mary Jane’s body 

was found. The murderer had tried to hide it.
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Mr Langley had to pass the exact spot on the way 
to Marfleet Station, and with a feeling of dread 
he looked over the bridge into the drain below. It 
was here that he discovered his daughter’s body.26 
A local man named only as ‘Taylor’ was passing the 
scene and made a short journey to Lower Farm to 
raise help from Doctor Soutter. Soutter returned to 
the scene and examined the body. His findings were 
reported in numerous press accounts as follows: 

The ditch was perfectly dry, and there were no 
apparent signs of a struggle. Deceased was lying 
on her left side, partly concealed from view 
under the bridge, with her head resting on her 
umbrella, and her clothes turned up as far as 
her knees. A wet handkerchief was found near 
the body, and, singular to relate, her jacket and 
hand were found some distance away. A jagged 
wound in the girl’s throat was discovered, 
sufficient enough to fit a person’s fist, and it 
could not have been self inflicted. The girls 
silver Geneva watch and gold Albert were 
missing. The body was left until between four 
and five when the East Riding Police arrived.27

Several police forces, including those of Hull, 
Hedon and Sproatley, joined forces and several 
suspects were arrested. Among them was a James 
Parkin, who was found to have attacked and 
threatened two women at Sutton, another small 
village on the outskirts of Hull, albeit four miles to 
the north. The police arrested Parkin, and on his 

person they found two 
purses from the two women he had accosted at Sutton. Eyewitnesses 
came forward and confirmed that Parkin was working when Mary Jane 
was murdered, thus ruling him out as a suspect.28

26  Ibid.
27  Ibid.
28  Hull Daily Mail, 3 August 1891.

Top: The scene of the murder as it appeared in the  
Hull and East Yorkshire and Lincolnshire Times, 8 August 1891

Bottom: The murder spot today.

Sergeant John Sales, wife Hannah, 
daughter Martha and only son Arthur. 
Sales was in charge of the manhunt.
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Another suspect was soon arrested: John Rennard, known locally as Jack Rennard or Jack Renny. 
By all accounts, Rennard was a family man, the son of a corn miller named William Rennard of the 
parish of Southcoates in Hull, the same parish in which the Langley family had resided.29

By 1871, the Rennard family were living in Beeton-street, 
off Holderness-road in East Hull, between Witham and the 
Southcoates Station.30 Ripperologists will be aware that 
Beeton-street was the street where Dr Frederick Richard 
Chapman’s brother resided. In an 1876 trade directory, 
William Rennard is shown as a Miller, 87 Beeton-street.31 
By 1881, William Rennard had passed away but the family 
still lived at 87 Beeton-street. By this point, John Rennard 
worked as a shipwright,32 and by 1886 he married Agnes A 
Bradley at St Andrew’s Church, Drypool.33

In the 1891 Census, the family is listed as residing on 
Courtney-street, off Holderness-road in Mawson’s Court.34 
The street stood just one street east of Beeton-street, and 
the Hull to Withernsea line ran between the two streets. 
Standing opposite Courtney-street was the Nag’s Head 
public house, an establishment where Rennard was a regular 
customer as we shall see shortly. 

It was claimed that Rennard had been drinking in Preston, 
funnily enough at another public house also named the Nag’s 
Head, and that upon leaving the pub he had met Mary Jane 
Langley in Long-lane, killing her. It was asserted that he 
wiped the blood on his pants before stealing her watch and 
making for Hull to drink at the Nag’s Head on Holderness-
road opposite Courtney-street.35

29  1861 Census, Southcoates, Class RG9, P3580, F125, P25, GSU543155,  
 William Rennard, Age 37, Head, Corn Miller; Jane Elizabeth Rennard, Age 
 35, Wife; Robert Thomas Rennard, Age 11; Mary Jane Rennard, Age 10,  
 Scholar, Birth registration DRY/5/98; Annie Rennard, Age 6, Scholar, Birth 
 registration DRY/6/234; William Rennard, Age 4, Scholar, Birth registration  
 DRY/7/154; James Rennard, Age 2, Birth registration DRY/8/76; John F 
 Rennard, Age 7 months, Son, Birth registration DRY/9/54; Wilson Lat, Age  
 22, Boarder, Joiner.
30  1871 Census, 11 Beeton-street, Southcoates, Class RG10, P4780, F88, P2,  
 GSU847340, William Rennard, Age 45, Head, Miller and Grocer; Jane E 
 Rennard, Age 46; Robert Rennard, Age 20, Miller; Annie Rennard, Age 16,  
 Miller; William Rennard, Age 14; John F Rennard, Age 12; Annie Boden, Age 
 9, Visitor.
31  1876 Fields Trade Directory of Hull lists William Rennard, Miller, 87 Beeton- 
 street.
32  1881 Census, 87 Beeton-street, Southcoates, Class RG11, P4755, F56, P9,  
 GSU1342148, Jane E Rennard, Age 55; Robert T Rennard, Age 31,  
 Shipwright; John F Rennard, Age 20, Shipwright; Robert Sheperd, Age 19,  
 Plasterer.
33  The 1886 Marriage Index 1886 shows that John F Rennard married Agnes A  
 Bradley at St Andrew’s Church, Drypool, Hull, Ref JF/6/310.
34  1891 Census, 4 Mawson’s Court, Courtney-street, Sculcoates, RG12, P3924, 
 F62, P16, GSU6099034. John F Rennard, Head, Age 30, Shipwright, Born Hull,  
 Yorks; Agnes A Rennard, Age 27; William Rennard, Age 4, Birth registration 
 DRY/42/156; Tom Rennard, Age 2, Birth registration DRY/45/189; John Rennard,  
 Age 3½ months, Birth registration DRY/50/273.
35  Hull Daily Mail, 4 August 1891.

Beeton Street today.

Courtney Street today.

The Nag’s Head, Preston
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The problem here is that the police responsible for the apprehension of Rennard had not only 
got their times wrong, but Rennard had very good reason for his bloody trousers. Rennard was 
known by many to be a quiet man with a passion for ratting, often taking his dog into the fields 
around Hull to capture and kill rats. It was also stated in the same piece that Rennard would often 
visit Marfleet, Hedon and Preston with his dog, and take the walk back to Hull.36

Ultimately, it didn’t matter whether Rennard was ratting or not, because it was soon revealed 
that he had an even better personal reason for having blood-covered trousers unrelated to any 
responsibility in Mary Jane Langley’s murder. It was shown that Rennard suffered from heat spots 
on his calves and thighs and that he didn’t wear underwear. Rennard would sit and scratch the 
sores for hours until they bled. Rennard’s wife said her husband had more than one pair of trousers 
that were smeared with blood.37

Dr Keelan testified that Rennard’s condition was a natural condition brought on by heat boils and 
excessive scratching.38 Representatives from the Hull Daily Mail visited Rennard’s house and turned 
a pair of his trousers inside out, finding blood in the areas that his wife had stated. Furthermore, 
the press spoke to several farmers in the region who all testified that they allowed Rennard to use 
their land for ratting.39

Yet, despite all the evidence showing that Rennard 
was innocent and a victim of being in the wrong 
place at the wrong time, the Hull Police sent him 
to Hull Gaol to await trial. It was also at this point 
that Mr Edmondson admitted that Mary Jane could 
have left him earlier than he thought, and therefore 
could have caught the earlier train. It was also 
revealed that the East Riding Police had discovered 
that Rennard had sold the coat he wore on the day 
of the murder to a man named Keegan, but upon 
inspection the coat revealed no trace of blood on 
it.40 By 15 August 1891, the newspapers were filled 
with remarkable stories about the trial of Rennard 
and how the case against him had collapsed.41

36  Hull Daily Mail, 5 August 1891.
37  Hull Daily Mail, 6 August 1891.
38  Ibid.
39  Ibid.
40  Ibid.
41  Leeds Mercury, 15 August 1891; Daily News, 15 August 1891; Freemans Journal and Daily Commercial Advertiser, 15 August  
 1891; The Standard, 20 August 1891; Yorkshire Herald and York Herald, 20 August 1891; Huddersfield Chronicle, 22 August 1891;  
 Blackburn Standard and Weekly Express, 22 August 1891. 

Hull Gaol, with the cemetery just beyond the vehicle. Did Mary 
Jane Langley’s killer leave this jail shortly before killing her?
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Among the many facts that showed that the police had been overzealous about trying to tie 
Rennard to the Langley murder were: 

• Footprints in the drain that did not match Rennard’s shoe size

• Bloodstains on the insides of his trousers only

• No bloodstains on the outside of his trousers or coat

• The watch that Rennard had in his possession was a man’s watch, not a woman’s watch

• Eyewitnesses described a ‘very rough looking man heading towards Long-lane’ but this  
 man could not be found.

• Other witnesses reported seeing a bloodstained man wearing a felt hat on Beverley-road,  
 but this man could not be found either.

The jury returned a verdict of ‘Willful murder against person or persons unknown,’ and Rennard 
was liberated. So happy were the locals to see him exonerated that they took him out into the 
street and pulled him around in a cab. In addition, many locals started a fund to help any financial 
costs that might have arisen whilst Rennard was in Hull Gaol.42

Rennard went back to normal life and was later registered at Courtney-street in 1901,43 and 
his death was registered in 1947.44 There is no other mention in the Hull press or in Magistrates 
Sessions records of Rennard and it appears as though he led a quiet life with his family. His son, 
John Rennard Jr, is shown on a list of enlisted men from Hull and Yorkshire who fought in the Great 
War.45

Mary Jane Langley’s death was registered with the following information:

Name:  Mary Jane Langley 
Born:  About 1873 
Year of Registration: 1891 
Quarter: July-August-September 
Age: 18 
District: Sculcoates 
County: Yorkshire 
Volume: 9D 
Page: 101

42  Blackburn Standard and Weekly Express, 22 August 1891; Huddersfield Chronicle, 22 August 1891.
43  1901 Census, 13 Courtney-street, Sculcoates, RG13, P4485, F21, P2, John Fishertoft Rennard, Age 40, Head, Shipwright, Born  
 Yorks, Hull; Agnes Rennard, Age 35; William Rennard, Age 13; Tom Rennard, Age 12; John Rennard, Age 10; Isaac F Rennard, Age  
 9, Birth registration DRY/55/295; Annie Rennard, Age 2, Birth registration DRY/69/109; Kate Rennard, 10 months, Birth  
 registration DRY/74/338.
44  Rennard’s death is registered as John F Rennard, Death Registration: 1947, Age at Death: 87; Registration District: Hull,  
 Yorkshire, East Riding, Vol 2a, p 263.
45  John Rennard Jr of 11 Garden Terrace, Courtney-street, Hull fought in the Great War as part of the East Yorkshire Regiment in  
 the Great War, 1914–1918, EYR RE regimental number 157.
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The Hull Corporation’s death registers, held at Hull History Centre, provide the following details:

Compartment:  112 
Grave: 92 
Death Reported: 30th July 1891 
Burial Date: 4th August 1891 
Age: 18 
Trade: Farmer 
Residence: Preston 
Address: 1 Regent Place 
Cause of Death: Found with her throat cut in Preston Lane 
Informant: William Langley

Mary Jane Langley was buried at Hedon-road General 
Cemetery. The inscription on the marker at Mary Jane’s grave, 
which she shares with two of her sisters, reads:

In affectionate remembrance of Esther, the beloved daughter 
of William and Mary Langley of Southcoates, who died August 
2nd 1883 aged 6 years and 10 months. Also Harriet, sister of 
the above who died at Preston (in Holderness) March 20th 
1888 aged 21 years. Also Mary Jane, sister of the above, who 
was suddenly cut down July 30th 1891, aged 18 years.

These details are followed by 
an excerpt from a poem by A 
Middleton: 

It was not that our love was cold,  
That earthly lights were burning dim,  
But that the Shepherd from his fold,  
Had smiled and drawn them unto him. 

The Hull newspapers published several reports describing the scenes at the funeral, including 
the masses of people who turned up to pay their respects at both the graveside and at the location 
of Mary Jane’s death. 

The case attracted quite a lot of local and national press interest. One churchgoer in Hull wrote 
to the press on several occasions to state that spiritualists should be brought in to solve the crime. 
This advice was apparently ignored. 

Connecting Deeming to the Murder of Mary Jane Langley

With the local Hull newspapers’ response in 1892 claiming that Deeming could have been involved 
in the Langley murder, we must examine the similarities, if there are any, between the murders of 
Mary Jane Langley, and the murders that he committed elsewhere. That is, the Rainhill, Lancashire, 
murders of Marie Deeming, Marie Deeming Jr, Bertha Deeming, Sydney Francis Deeming, and Lilla 
Deeming, and the Windsor, Melbourne murder of Emily Mather aka Emily Williams. It is also vital 
that we check Deeming’s whereabouts during this period to see if Deeming was indeed in the 
district, or whether he had already left for Lancashire.

Hedon Road General Cemetery
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A brief look at the medical reports from each death is interesting, with both the Preston murder 
and Melbourne murders being covered in some depth in the press. Unfortunately, I found that 
the official inquest reports from the Preston murder had vanished despite the fact that I made 
a thorough search for them at the Hull History Centre, East Riding Archives, and the Borthwick 
Institute in York. 

Lacking the official reports, I looked at the published inquest testimonies as reported in the 
Hull press. The case was covered nationally, but I have preferred to rely on the reports that were 
written by local correspondents who sat in on the proceedings. The best report on the inquest 
on Mary Jane Langley was published in the Hull Daily Mail on 10 August 1891. In this article, Dr 
Soutter, the first medical man on the scene, testified: 

The wound on the right side of the neck extended five inches across to the left, the margins 
of the wound being an inch and half apart. There was a scored incision of the skin of the 
left side continuous with the wound a quarter of an inch long. The edges of the large wound 
were jagged in several places. There was another somewhat similar scoring on the right 
side an inch long. On looking into the interior of the wound the upper part of the larynx 
was in view, the trachea being divided, showing both cords. The gullet was also divided. 
The wound appeared deepest on the left side, but this was due to the larynx being pushed 
over to that side.46

Dr Soutter further stated: 

There were no marks of violence on the thighs or genitals.

The wound had probably been inflicted by a right-handed man.

The murderer had made attempts to hide the body in the ditch below the bridge.

I next looked at the reports of Deeming’s trial in Melbourne for the murder of Emily Williams 
that took place in March to April 1892. Dr William Lowell Mullen testified:

On the afternoon of the fourth instant at the Morgue in conjunction with Dr. Mollison I 
made a post mortem examination of the deceased. Emily Williams. The throat was found 
to be cut in two distinct places. These wounds began separately on the left side and ran 
into each other on the right side forming a large gaping wound. The Upper wound started 
immediately below the angle of the jaw on the left side and passed across the front of the 
neck to the middle of the right side of the neck in a direction slightly downward to the 
right. Its deep direction was slightly upwards. The thyroid cartilage was cleanly divided 
transversely and the lower part of the pharynx was exposed. The Lower wound began on 
the left side an inch and a quarter below the lobe of the ear on the left side. It extended 
horizontally across the neck joining the upper wound on the right side; it had passed through 
the windpipe immediately below the cricoid cartilage and had also divided the gullet. The 
large blood vessels on both sides were divided by these wounds.47

46  Hull Daily Mail, 10 August 1891.
47  Public Record Office of Victoria (PROV), Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, VPRS 30/P0 Criminal Trial Briefs, Unit 886, case number  
 261/1892.
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Dr Mullen also reported:

On examining the vagina the hymen was absent, but there was a well marked fourchette. 
The generative organs were normal. In my opinion the deceased had never been confined 
of a child. 

The immediate course [sic] of death was haemorrhage from the cut throat.

The wording describing the wounds to Mary Jane Langley are open to interpretation. Dr Soutter 
does not give any idea as to what side the wound began on, claiming only that ‘The wound on the 
right side of the neck extended five inches across to the left.’ From this, are we to believe that 
the killer started from the right to the left? Soutter also fails to mention whether the killer was 
in front or behind Mary Jane, but he does indicate that he believes the killer was a right-handed 
man. The two marks, or scoring, on either side of the throat are interesting. Could this show that 
there had been an attempt to cut the throat in more than one place? Unfortunately, without the 
official documentation and a sketch of the body, we will never know. 

Mullen’s account of the murder of Emily Williams goes into the murder in much greater detail. 
The full account can be found online on the fine ‘Extraordinary Tale of Frederick Bailey Deeming’ 
website provided by the Public Record Office of Victoria, Melbourne, Victoria, Australia.48

To summarise, the main elements that make up the medical testimony from Dr Mullen are: 

• The throat was found to be cut in two distinct places. These wounds began separately on  
 the left side and ran into each other on the right side forming a large gaping wound.

• On examining the vagina the hymen was absent, but there was a well marked fourchette.  
 The generative organs were normal. 

• The immediate cause of death was haemorrhage from the cut throat.

The medical report does note that various fractures were noted on the skull, although these 
fractures were not the cause of death.  Significantly, the body of Emily Williams was found hidden 
hearthstone of one of the bedrooms of the house at Windsor, the murderer having covered the 
body with cement.

In the case of Deeming’s Rainhill murders, the testimony published in the press helps us ascertain 
what happened to Marie Deeming and her four children, but again we are faced with difficulties 
in ascertaining the minutiae. The following information, reported in Hull Daily Mail of 17 March 
1892, summarises the medical findings: 

• The body of the first child was removed and taken to an upstairs bedroom where it was  
 discovered the child’s throat had been cut.

• The body of a fair haired little girl, aged about seven, was removed and it was discovered  
 that her throat had been cut.

• The body of a woman was discovered... her throat had been cut.49

48  ‘The Extraordinary Tale of Frederick Bailey Deeming’ at http://www.prov.vic.gov.au/deeming.
49  Hull Daily Mail, 17 March 1892.
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The report in The Times of 19 March 1892 provides the helpful information that Dr M’Lellan 
testified at the inquest that: 

The girl Bertha had been strangled, and all the others had died from wounds in their 
throats. They were slashing cuts right across.50

The same article also featured the testimony of Inspector Pattinson:

We first found the body of Maria. She was lying face downward on the left side of her 
mother. We next found the baby, lying face downward on the mother. The bodies were 
removed upstairs. We next found Bertha, at the foot of her mother on her right side. When 
we got the bodies upstairs we found that the throats of three of the children and the 
mother had been cut, and Bertha had been strangled.51

It is interesting to note in all cases that the cause of death, apart from Bertha, was that the 
victims had suffered a fatal wound to the throat. That each victim was hidden from view, or at 
least that an attempt to hide the body was made, and that each victim did not suffer sexual 
assault.

Conflicting Testimony

For every story that claims Deeming was in Hull during the time of the Langley murder, there 
are also stories that he was elsewhere. It does not help of course that Deeming was an elusive 
character who used a number of aliases, and that the press tended to sensationalise the stories 
about him. These realities make coming to any conclusion about his involvement in Mary Jane 
Langley’s murder all the more difficult.

Some of the reports state that Deeming was in Rainhill during the period when Langley was 
murdered. If this is true, we can conclusively rule out Deeming as a suspect in her killing. We know 
that Mary Jane Langley was last seen alive on 30 July 1891, but the Liverpool Mercury of 16 March 
1892 claims that Deeming, under the alias Albert O Williams, was in Rainhill during this period. 
The report claims: 

On Monday, the 21st July, he [Deeming] interviewed Mr. E. H. Short of the Railway Hotel, 
adjacent to the Rainhill Station, and asked if he could be provided with accommodation.52

We are told that Deeming ‘stayed there for three or four nights but then returned to Mr. Short’s 
hotel.’ It is further claimed that Deeming stayed at the hotel for about three weeks. Infuriatingly, 
however, despite the appearance of such statements in the local, national, and international 
press, no definitive proof can be found for the story that Deeming stayed in Rainhill for so lengthy 
a time in July 1891. 

The Belfast News Letter of 17 March 1892 claimed that Deeming ‘went to the villa for a few 
days but returned to the hotel, remaining a few days before returning to London.’53

50  The Times, 19 March 1892. 
51  Ibid.
52  Liverpool Mercury, 16 March 1892.
53  Belfast News Letter, 17 March 1892.
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The Bristol Mercury and Daily Post of 17 March 1892 revealed that a ledger at Messrs Howarth 
and Co, St Helens, showed that Deeming’s victim, Emily Mather of Rainhill, ordered a barrel of 
cement on 23 July 1891.54

Some researchers and authors have used this as proof that Deeming was definitely in the area, 
but it is quite possible that Deeming sent Miss Mather a telegram asking her to order the cement. It 
is also stated that Mrs Mather, Emily’s mother, was in charge of letting the property, so it is feasible 
that Deeming had asked that the cement be ordered prior to his taking possession of the property 
so that he may carry out his plans.

The reports on Deeming’s movements show many contradictions. Despite my search through the 
catalogues held at the National Archives and the Liverpool Record Office, and my discussions with 
members of the Rainhill Civic Society, I could find no proof that Deeming was in Rainhill at the time 
of Mary Jane Langley’s murder. 

Conclusion

Admittedly, the only evidence that links Frederick Bailey Deeming to the murder of Mary 
Jane Langley is circumstantial.  All the same, the case for Deeming having been her murderer 
is certainly stronger than that for John Rennard. The distance between Hull Gaol and Marfleet 
Station is a little over a mile, and the use of the tram service to get to and from Marfleet Station 
would have facilitated Deeming’s travel to the murder location. Furthermore, getting to the Hull 
to Withernsea line was also easy as the line ran from Hull’s Paragon Station, the station adjacent 
to the Royal Station Hotel, where Deeming had earlier left his newly wedded wife to defraud 
Reynoldson’s Jewellers. 

It is also possible for one to travel from Hull via the 
railway to Hedon Station, and walk the distance back 
along Long-lane at Preston to Marfleet Station which is a 
little over 4¼ miles away. 

With Deeming having been incarcerated in Hull Gaol for 
9 months, it would seem plausible that he was looking for 
female companionship on getting out of the jail. Possibly 
he met Mary Jane Langley, a young lady who already had 
a boyfriend, and in a fit of rage killed her, then stole her 
possessions.

Given that Deeming’s usual chosen modus operandi was 
death by throat cutting, and that he always made efforts 
to hide his crimes, and that no other person was ever 
charged for the crimes, it seems likely that he could have 
been involved in this shocking murder. 

54  Bristol Mercury and Daily Post, 17 March 1892.

Hedon Station
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When I began writing this article, I read the many newspaper reports, both local and national, 
that featured the case. I found tantalising mentions of official documentation, maps, diagrams 
and testimony but was unable to locate everything that was described. It is still unknown where 
this information is, and whether it still exists. The Hull History Centre certainly does not have the 
official documentation on the case; neither does the East Riding Archives. The National Archives 
and the Borthwick Institute at York also fail to own the material. I have been contacted by members 
of families related to the police officers on the case, and a relation to Mary Jane Langley, and all 
offer their own stories and ideas on the case. It is also interesting to note that the few books that 
mention the case all still believe that Rennard was the guilty party, despite the lack of evidence 
against him. Whether Deeming was the killer or not is certainly open to debate. I don’t claim to 
know the identity of the killer, but hopefully the research into this unsolved murder from 1891 will 
help bring closure to the family who still discuss the life, and death, of Mary Jane Langley. 

Finally, here is what might be a significant footnote to the story. When Mary Jane was murdered, 
several of her possessions were missing. The missing items were recorded by her father and brother, 
and mentioned in several newspaper reports from the period. These items were described as: ‘A 
silver Geneva watch and gold Albert, and her purse.’55 A later report lists the missing items as a 
gentleman’s gold albert chain and a silver watch.56 When Frederick Bailey Deeming was arrested 
in Australia, a thorough list of all his belongings was made. Although many of the things on the list 
were everyday items, the following were included:

• 1 Gold Albert with 3 pendants

• 1 Chronograph watch (silver) No. 48421 
 4 purses57

Yet another coincidence?

55  Hull Daily Mail, 4 August 1891.
56  Hull Daily Mail, 10 August 1891.
57  List of property found in Deeming’s possession when arrested, Public Record Office of Victoria (PROV), Melbourne, Victoria,  
 Australia, VPRS 937/P0 Inward Registered Correspondence, unit 511, Deeming Case.
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Marlande Clarke,  
Florence Gerald, and 

the First Jack the Ripper Plays
By CHRISTOPHER T GEORGE

Jack the Ripper will be able to do what no other assassin has been in a position 
before him to achieve. Having still complete liberty of action, he can, if it please 
him, go and behold himself as the hero of a drama. Messrs. Xavier Bertrand 
and Louis Clairan have written a play entitled “Jack l’Eventreur,” in which the 
Whitechapel fiend is the principal character; and this piece is to be produced 
in a day or two at the Chateau d’Eau Theatre in Paris. The legendary Jack will 
assuredly be wanting in ordinary human curiosity if he fails to avail himself of one 
of the numerous cheap trips to the French capital, in order to see for himself what 
a couple of ingenious French playwrights, well versed in the physiology of crime 
and criminals, have made for him. . . . 

East London Observer, 17 August 18891

The London newspaperman who wrote in August 1889 about an early Ripper play that was 
being presented in Paris apparently was unaware that a Jack the Ripper play had already been 
performed eight months earlier across the Atlantic in Brooklyn, New York, in what was possibly the 
first fully staged theatrical show to portray the Whitechapel murderer. 

If, as some people believe, ‘Jack’ was an American, or perhaps a Brit who regularly traveled 
aboard ocean liners crossing to North America, he might have enjoyed a gander at himself onstage 
at Holmes’ Standard Museum and Theatre on Fulton Street near Hoyt Street. For a number of 
performances in January 1889 and again in an improved version in mid-February, ‘Jack the Ripper, 
or the Whitechapel Mystery’ was staged at that venue in a production mounted by British-born 
actor Marlande Clarke. The show had been scripted for the actor-manager by his American-born 
companion, writer and actress Florence M Gerald.2

Of course, it is not inconceivable that if ‘Jack’ did not top himself at the end of 1888 or was 
not locked away in a madhouse or incarcerated for some other crime, he might have enjoyed both 
interpretations of his exploits. If Jacky Boy was in a fit mental state to appreciate a theatrical 
work about his misdeeds, we wonder which he would have liked more—Clarke and Gerald’s Anglo-
American take or Bertrand and Clairon’s Gallic version?

1  ‘The Whitechapel Murderer on the Stage.’ East London Observer, 17 August 1889.  
 Available at www.casebook.org/press_reports/east_london_observer/elo890817.html
2  George C D Odell, Annals of the New York Stage, vol. 14: 1888-1891. New York: Columbia University Press, 1945, p 174.
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Some might wonder why there were no Jack the Ripper plays presented in Britain at this date. 
Well, of course, dramatizing the crimes so close to the time of the events might have wounded 
British sensibilities. Too close to the bone, as it were. Or it might have been impossible for legal 
reasons as well, since in early 1889 the Whitechapel murders were still very much an open, 
unsolved case. And, in any case, the Lord Chamberlain’s office, which, from 1737 until 1968 had 
the role of licensing and censoring all theatrical productions, probably would not have permitted 
any dramatization of the events in Whitechapel.

It is apt to note the consternation expressed by the authorities later in 1889 over an unlicensed 
play about Mrs Florence Maybrick after she was convicted of murdering her husband James. The 
play, ‘Florence Maybrick, or Is She Guilty’, opened at the Theatre Royal, Wigan, on Friday, 6 
September 1889. As reported in the Manchester Times of 2 November, at the monthly meeting of 
the Wigan Town Council held the day before, a letter from the Lord Chamberlain’s office was read 
which asked that the theatre’s license be revoked because, it was maintained, 

[such a play] could never have been sanctioned by the licenser of stage plays, [and] is... 
an outrage on public decency, a flagrant insult to the administration of justice in this 
country, and calculated to bring the law into contempt. Such performances are a disgrace 
and a degradation to the art and profession of the stage, and must be repudiated by every 
respectable manager and member of the profession.3

The Maybrick situation was different to the Whitechapel murders because there had been a 
trial in which Mrs Maybrick was found guilty of the poisoning her husband. To portray her story, 
including the trial, held in August to September at St George’s Hall in Liverpool, could have been 
viewed as literally bringing the law into contempt. Nonetheless, to mount a performance of a play 
about the East End crimes as early as 1889 would have been similarly hard to do in Britain. It would 
have been considered an assault on public decency, and, as stated, the Lord Chamberlain would 
probably not have agreed that it could be staged. 

In the United States, though, at a sufficient geographic 
distance from the crimes in London, frank commercialization of 
the Ripper phenomenon was rife at the time, particularly west 
of the Mississippi. There, indeed, the name ‘Jack the Ripper’ 
was regularly bandied about in advertisements for clothing 
and other saleables, as Howard Brown well demonstrated in a 
recent article in Ripperologist based on his survey of American 
newspapers.4

Still, even in the United States, to some people, the idea 
of presenting a play about the very real bloody murders in 
Whitechapel did not seem quite kosher. To cite one example, 
in reporting on Marlande Clarke’s intention to stage his play 
about the crimes, a headline writer in the Wheeling [West 
Virginia] Register of 31 December 1888, exclaimed, ‘Somebody 
Has Dared to Dramatize the Whitechapel Crimes’.5

3  ‘The Maybrick Case on the Stage,’ Manchester Times, 2 November 1889. This article, about the play, ‘Florence Maybrick, or Is  
 She Guilty’ is available at www.jtrforums.com/showthread.php?p=118636. The Lord Chamberlain, one of the chief  
 officers of the Royal Household in the United Kingdom, published four prerequisites for a licence to stage any production in a  
 British theatre. The requirements were printed in all theatre programmes in he kingdom. The Lord Chamberlain’s office retained  
 control of theatres until 1968, including censorship of theatrical content as well as logistical matters.
4 Howard Brown, ‘Marketing the Ripper,’ Ripperologist No. 114, May 2010, pp 12–17.
5  ‘Somebody Has Dared to Dramatize the Whitechapel Crimes,’ Wheeling Register, 31 December 1888.

Alhough it garbles Marlande Clarke’s name, this 
piece in the Wheeling [West Virginia] Register of 
31 December 1888 indicates that not everyone 
thought that mounting a theatrical production 
about the recent murders in London was a tasteful 
thing to do!
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From Mister Hyde to the Fiend of Whitechapel

Actors Florence Gerald and Marlande Clarke had appeared 
together as the leads beginning in 1887 in her stage adaptation 
of Robert Louis Stevenson’s thriller, Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde. The 
couple performed the Stevenson suspense tale with success in 
various U.S. cities throughout 1887, 1888, and 1889. Audiences 
apparently liked Miss Gerald’s dramatization of the story. And, 
if you had a bent for that sort of thing, who would not wish to 
be thrilled by the tale of the West End doctor who in his cellar 
laboratory transformed himself into a murderous ogre with the 
aid of his bubbling beakers of secret potions? A notice in late 
June 1888 in The Washington (D.C.) Critic announced that at 
Harris’s Bijou Theatre in the week beginning Monday, 25 June, 
Washingtonians could see 

That talented actor, Marlande Clarke. And a superb dramatic 
company in Florence Gerald’s superior dramatization of Dr. 
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. Mr. Clarke will make his change in full 
view of the audience and without the aid of any optical 
illusion.6

To switch from the Jekyll and Hyde story to writing a play 
about the Ripper seems to have been a feasible and reasonable 
step for the creative team. We can imagine that the couple 
spent hours reading the news of the East End murders beginning 
with the reports about the slaying of prostitute Martha 
Tabram in George Yard on 7 August. To Clarke and Gerald, it 
probably came as a natural progression to go from mounting 
their adaptation of Jekyll and Hyde to creating a theatrical 
spectacle about the comparably bloody but, in reality, entirely 
more mysterious fiend of the East End.

We might also note that in order to present a fully staged 
show on the Ripper case as early as 7 January 1889, when the 
duo’s ‘Jack’ premiered in Brooklyn,7 Miss Gerald must have 
begun work on the script when the bodies of the victims of the 
bloody Autumn of Terror of 1888 were barely cold. Indeed, she 
might even have penned the first words before the Ripper’s 
murder and mutilation of Mary Jane Kelly in Miller’s Court, 
Spitalfields, on the morning of 9 November. 

6  ‘Harris’ Bijou Theatre [theatre notice],’ The Washington Critic, Washington,  
 D.C., 28 June 1888.
7  ‘Theatrical Chronology for 1889. Compiled Expressly for the New York Clipper  
 Annual for 1890.’ The New York Clipper Annual 1890. New York: Frank Queen 
 Publishing Co., 1890, 3. Holmes’ Standard Museum and Theatre was owned and  
 managed by John W Holmes, who had worked for a number of years for P T  
 Barnum’s circus company. Holmes sold the property later in 1889 and it 
 reopened, refurbished and under new management on 26 August 1889 as the  
 Gaiety Theatre, presenting vaudeville—the American counterpart of English 
 music hall. See Odell, Annals of the New York Stage, vol. 14: 1888-1891, p 452, 
 and Henry Ward Beecher Howard and Arthur N. Jervis, editors, The Eagle and  
 Brooklyn, Vol 2. Brooklyn, New York: The Brooklyn Daily Eagle, 1893, pp 995-6.

Notice for ‘Jack the Ripper’ at Holmes’ Standard 
Theatre in Brooklyn, New York Evening World,  
12 January 1889. The Ripper show competed with 
other local attractions such as minstrel shows 
and curiosities such as a ‘Jabberwocky’ and an 
‘Ossified Man’!

An 1889 floor plan of the Gaiety Theatre, Fulton 
Street, Brooklyn, a noted showcase for vaudeville 
(music hall) entertainment. This was the theatre 
that had been Holmes’ Standard Museum and 
Theatre where Marlande Clarke’s ‘Jack the Ripper 
or the Whitechapel Mystery’ was performed in 
January and February 1889. 
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Marlande Clarke went from his portrayal of the dual role of Jekyll and Hyde to a similar dual role 
in the new show.8 The 1940s theatre devotee George Odell wrote:

[In their play,] Marlande Clarke appeared as Harold Barton and the Reverend James Barton, 
illegitimate and legitimate sons... [The] murderer was represented as suffering only occasional 
lapses into insanity, in intervals between, quite sane. We know that later, in her novel, The 
Lodger, Mrs. Belloc Lowndes treated the Ripper in exactly the same way. At any rate, it was 
quite in the spirit of the vogue, at that time, of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, which Marlande Clarke 
had played.9

Some sense of the further inspiration for Miss Gerald’s script might be 
gained from this blurb that appeared in the Brooklyn Daily Eagle on 6 January, 
the day preceding opening night:

STANDARD MUSEUM.

Acting on the suggestion of an alienist in New York that the Whitechapel 
murders are the work of a man who suffers from a periodical access of 
insanity and is like other men between these seizures, Marlande Clarke 
has composed a play called “Jack, the Ripper,” that he will offer here 
tomorrow. He presents the famous Ripper as a man leading a double 
life, a Hyde and Jekyll sort of person, and advertises that he will make 
several sudden and startling changes. New scenery has been painted for 
the tragedy.10

Opinions of a New York Alienist

We might ask, who was the New York alienist who impressed Clarke with the 
suggestion that the killer suffered ‘from a periodical access of insanity’ but 
was ‘like other men between these seizures’? It would appear that the actor 
had read the opinions, reported in October in various American newspapers, of 
Dr William Alexander Hammond (1828–1900), a former Civil War U.S. Surgeon 
General, who was then practicing in New York City:

Dr. William Hammond, the eminent alienist, very sensibly says the police 
have gone wrong from the start, because they have looked only for a self 
evident villain, a man “whose face would go far to hang him”, while the 
probabilities are many to one that the perpetrator is a decorous and soft 
spoken gentleman, living an apparently virtuous life, a man whose closest 
acquaintances do not suspect of crime.11

8 ‘Marlande Clarke will begin his tour in a terrible play, “Jack, the Ripper,” at the Standard Museum next week. He will take a  
 dual character in it.’ Brooklyn Daily Eagle, 30 December 1888. ‘English actor Marando Clark [sic], an English actor who has  
 been starring through the East as “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde” is about to bring out a play founded on the Whitechapel murders. He  
 will try it in Brooklyn first, and if it goes make a jump to Galveston, and from there work back. He will play a dual role, “Jack”  
 and a clergyman.” ‘Somebody Has Dared to Dramatize the Whitechapel Crimes,’ Wheeling Register, 31 December 1888.
9  Odell, Annals of the New York Stage, vol. 14: 1888-1891, pp 114 and 174.
10  ‘Standard Museum [advance notice of show].’ Brooklyn Daily Eagle, 6 January 1889.
11  ‘The London Horror.’ Atchison Daily Globe, Atchison, Kansas, 11 October 1888.  
 Available at www.casebook.org/press_reports/atchison_daily_globe/881011.html

Newspaper sketch of actress  
and writer Florence M Gerald.

New York City alienist William 
A Hammond (1828–1900), M.D., 
pictured when he was serving as 
a Civil War U.S. Surgeon General.
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An article that appeared in the Atlanta 
Constitution on 5 October 1888, datelined the day 
before from New York City, stated: ‘Dr. William A. 
Hammond, the insanity expert of this city, says 
the Whitechapel murders are committed by a 
homicidal maniac who is like a tiger in his nature.’ 

The newsman asked Dr Hammond, 

“Are people affected in this way particularly 
noticeable?” 

“Now, that’s just the mistake the London police 
are making,” replied the doctor, sharply, “they 
are looking for a repulsive, uncouth butcher, 
dripping with blood and hiding in the cellars 
about Whitechapel. In society he is probably 

a mild-mannered man. He may move in the very best circles. He may be known among his 
acquaintances for his modesty, his refinement, his humanity. He may even have an effeminate 
horror of bloodshed and strife. And yet, for some one of a dozen causes—disease, drink or what-
not—he may have, at times, this insatiable desire for blood. My own opinion is,” continued 
the doctor, “that he is actuated by some fanatical religious ideas. He thinks that he is doing 
religion a service in ridding the world of such women as he kills, for in every case they are 
reported as being prostitutes. The appetite increases with indulgence...”12

Uncannily, Dr Hammond could almost have been describing Jekyll and Hyde. Thus, once more, 
we can see how the seed to write a play about the Whitechapel murderer might strike a couple 
who were already performing a play about a murderer who was both sane and insane all in one 
body. Possibly lending further grist to the Clarke and Gerald effort was another strong opinion that 
the alienist expressed. In a magazine article published in December 1888, Dr Hammond declared 
that the East End killer should be hanged, whether or not he was insane:

There is but one way to deal with a person like this Whitechapel murderer, and that is, 
to hang him as soon as he is caught. He is an enemy of society and is entitled to no more 
consideration than a wild beast which follows its instinct to kill.13

Is it conceivable that Dr Hammond’s advice to hang the murderer explains why a hanging scene 
figures so prominently in Clarke and Gerald’s take on the Ripper story? 

12  ‘Opinions of Medical Experts on the Whitechapel Murders.’ Atlanta Constitution, 5 October 1888.  
 Available at www.casebook.org/press_reports/atlanta_constitution/881005.html. See also Christopher T George, ‘A Man of Large  
 Opinions: Dr William A Hammond and Jack the Ripper,’ Ripperologist No. 48, August 2003, pp 23–25.
13  William A Hammond, ‘Madness and Murder,’ North American Review, Vol 147, December 1888, pp 626–38.

Period ad for a patent medicine endorsed  
by William A Hammond, M.D., showing a view of  

Dr Hammond’s Washington, D.C. sanitorium (1890).
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Reviews of ‘Jack’ Onstage in Brooklyn in Early 1889

The review of the opening night’s performance of ‘Jack the Ripper’ that appeared next day in 
the Brooklyn Daily Eagle was less than enthusiastic: 

A play of melancholy significance called “Jack the Ripper” was “tried on” by Marlande Clark 
and eighteen to twenty associate actors last evening. It relates to the Whitechapel murders and 
pictures the Ripper as a man who is under oath to rid the community of fallen women. The one 
[woman] who is killed in the second act appears to deserve her fate, because she sings a solo 
half an hour before the assassin gets hold of her. After devious meanderings the plot leads up 
to the hanging of the Ripper and everybody is contented. The play needs revision, badly. It is 
intolerably wordy, the street scene in Whitechapel is wholly needless and the comedy is weak. 
Several variety features and two or three excursions of the Salvation Army are supposed to give 
pleasure to the multitude, and there is a vicious scrapping match between Charles Bogert and 
William Nash. The piece is fairly acted and well set.14

At least one irate member of the public vehemently objected to the subject matter of the play, 
reported the Brooklyn Eagle on 13 January. The article is long but worth quoting in full. It provides 
additional opinions about the show by the Eagle’s writer. Moreover, the piece provides valuable 
insights into the moral attitudes of the day and the nature of other types of entertainments 
offered in ‘dime theaters’ in the New York metropolitan area:

HE OBJECTS TO “THE RIPPER.”

A citizen has addressed a letter to the EAGLE, in which he says that since Mayor Chapin has 
felt it his duty to restrain pugilistic exhibitions it seems as if he might, with equal propriety, 
assume, in a measure, the offices of a censor of sensational drama. If it is in order to issue a semi 
prohibitory mandate against exhibitions of physical skill, because of their alleged demoralizing 
tendencies there can be no reason why the same authority should not extend to such plays as 
the one on the boards at the museum on Fulton street. “I have not seen this play,” he adds, 
“and possibly its presentation may not fulfill the promises set forth on the bill boards, but the 
crimes of the Whitechapel assassin can hardly be made the basis of a drama which is calculated 
to do the community much good. One can stand the ordinary border drama, which generally 
forms the attraction at cheap places of amusement, and the presumption is that plays of that 
pattern meet the demands of their patrons. I cannot conceive, however, that we have any 
number of fairly intelligent citizens who desire to have the most horrible crimes of the London 
slums set before them, even in a modified form, for an evening’s entertainment. It is fair to 
presume that in presenting a play of this kind the management does not expect to appeal to 
any but the baser passions of their audiences, and it seems to me that any play of a character 
which is suggested by the grotesquely horrible bill boards that attract attention to the one I am 
speaking of might be prohibited with even more justice than expositions of the manly art. Let 
us have clean drama if we can, melodrama if we must, but under all circumstances no criminal 
drama.”

14  ‘Standard Museum [review].’ Brooklyn Daily Eagle, 8 January 1889.  
 Available at www.casebook.org/press_reports/brooklyn_daily_eagle/890108.html
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If the correspondent had seen the play he would have realized its inefficacy for doing harm. 
It is so bad that its one murder scene was laughed at even by the undiscriminating gallery. It 
does not encourage crime, because the murderer is jailed and hanged. The pictorial posters 
are repellant, no doubt, but they do not illustrate the play at all, having been engraved for 
“Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.” Slugging matches are supposed to be brutalizing because the injuries 
inflicted are not mere make-believe, as in plays, but are actual hurts that have often resulted 
in lasting disfigurement and even death. No play could succeed that avowedly taught an evil 
lesson, and the demand for a “right ending” is so general that some of the best written plays 
have failed because villainy was inadequately punished or the hero and heroine were not made 
sufficiently happy in the last act. Even in “Jack, the Ripper,” which is the play alluded to by 
the correspondent, a measure of precaution is taken against offending the better sense of 
the populace by making the murderer fulfill what appears to him a sort of moral obligation, 
and by averting sympathy from the murdered woman, who is shown as a coarse and drunken 
creature whose disappearance is a gain to the community. The performance, however, is too 
inferior, and is too lightly regarded by habitues of ten cent theaters, to make it supposable 
that any result, good or bad, will come of it. The degrading effect of such dramas is esthetic, 
not moral. All the plays in the country do not work the harm that is done by papers circulated 
in the interest of “sporting” and criminal classes, where the achievements of robbers, sneaks 
and assassins are chronicled, their bravery and cleverness extolled, their portraits published 
and everything done to coddle them into a belief that they are great and important people. 
The pictures in such papers are obscene in suggestion, and nefarious and immoral schemes are 
worked through their advertisements. So long as such publications are tolerated the law should 
let the stage alone, for, at its worst, the purpose of the drama is only to amuse. It is a grave 
question if law-making is not carried to needless extremes, and if the people will be allowed 
a healthful range of liberty in case there is not a wholesale disregard or revocation of many of 
the performances of our legislators. When lawmakers, drawing $12 or $15 a day, take up the 
public time by passing bills to prohibit men and women from feeding sparrows, to persuade 
them to clean the side streets of our cities, to encourage them to climb trees and look for 
beehives, the scope of law making would seem to be wider than need be. Trifling, foolish as 
many stage performances are it would be best to think twice before putting legal restrictions 
on them. Bad shows are adequately punished by public disregard.

A dramatic paper precedes its announcement of Marlande Clarke’s performance of “Jack, the 
Ripper,” in Brooklyn with a scream for the police.15

It might seem, though, that not all theatre goers were put off by Mr Clarke and Ms Gerald’s 
portrayal of the Whitechapel tale. For the star of the show received a special presentation during 
the 7–12 January run of the play:

A PRESENTATION TO AN ACTOR.

Mr. Marlande Clarke was presented with a cane last night on the stage at the Standard Museum, 
by Mr. P. Kenney, of Kenney & Murphy, the bill posters. Mr. Clarke said that the gift was 
particularly gratifying to him, coming as it did from an Irishman to an Englishman. The cane 
is very odd in appearance, being made of holly and the handle which is silver, is made to 
represent a branch of the same tree. A small dagger, silver mounted, was also presented by Mr. 
Kenney, as a symbol of the play Mr. Clarke appears in.16

15  ‘He Objects to “The Ripper.”‘ Brooklyn Daily Eagle, 13 January 1889.
16  ‘A Presentation to an Actor.’ Brooklyn Daily Eagle, 11 January 1889.
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Clarke and Gerald were not deterred by the lukewarm notices, and indeed the couple seem to 
have learned from the problems that were identified in the play as first performed. For, Clarke 
‘returned [to the Standard Theatre], on February 18th, in Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, replacing it, 
later in the week, with Jack, the Ripper, “compressed, improved, and deprived of offensive 
episodes.”’17 A blurb in the New York Evening World promised that ‘all that was objectionable in 
the recent production [has been] eliminated.’ And further assured its readers that the show would 
recreate Whitechapel in Brooklyn: 

A company of specialists have been engaged to appear in the “Street Scenes of London,” wherein 
the Whitechapel district is depicted. The scenery for this was painted from photographs and is 
said to be a correct reproduction of the now famous locality.18

The Brooklyn Eagle critic chimed in on the revamped production:

STANDARD MUSEUM.

Marlande Clark has returned with “Jack, the Ripper,” a play that is not so sensational as 
it sounds and that has been made less bad by revision and expurgation than it was on first 
presentment at this house. Its principal fault now is that nine variety actors and boxers are 
introduced and their specialties extend the piece an hour beyond the time it ought to run.19

The revised version of the script, then, about halved the number of actors needed for the show 
which was no doubt easier on the eye of the audience members if not less confusing for them as 
well! But it still ran too darn long, at least according to the critic from the Eagle.

My enquiries about the possible existence of the script of Miss Gerald’s Jack the Ripper have yet 
to bear fruit. Nor have I yet found any sketches or photographs of the show—or indeed, thus far, 
any portraits of Marlande Clarke. Fortunately, though, a scene-by-scene outline of the show did 
appear in the press. It gives us some conception of how the entertainment played out, including 
informing us of the names of some bizarrely named characters: 

PROGRAMME OF JACK THE RIPPER PLAY  

We mentioned the other day that “Jack the Ripper” had been put on the theater boards in 
Brooklyn, says the London Star. From a programme we have received we learn that the play was 
written by a lady, Miss Florence Gould [sic]. Mr. Marlande Clarke, who plays the two principal 
characters, one a parson, respectfully requests his audience to notice that “although the role 
which he plays is one in which ‘Murder is his watchword,’ yet, as the story unravels itself, 
each and every lady and gentleman will fully recognize that genius may sometimes excuse 
crime. When the curtain falls in the last act, he sincerely hopes that the lesson taught by his 
production will be correctly summed up in the following well-known words: “The wages of sin 
is death.”

Among the other characters who figure in this precious production are Make Haste Swift, an 
American detective; Clarence Montmorency, a Whitechapel dude; Helen Barton, formerly a 
denizen of Whitechapel, and policemen, sailors, newsboys, salvationists, costermongers, 
Whitechapel women and boxers. Some idea of the play can be gathered from the synopsis.

17  Odell, Annals of the New York Stage, vol. 14: 1888-1891, 174.
18  ‘Brooklyn Theatres,’ New York Evening World, 16 February 1889.
19  ‘Standard Museum [review].’ Brooklyn Daily Eagle, 19 February 1889.
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PROLOGUE: House of Harold Barton, Edgecombe road, London, The oath of vengeance.

ACT I 

Scene 1: Mother Mandelbaun’s den, Berner street, Whitechapel. 
Scene 2: High street, Whitechapel, at night. 
Scene 3: Nance’s room in Field lane. The seventh victim.

ACT II

Scene 1: Police court, London. 
Scene 2: Street in Bermondsey, London. 
Scene 3: High street, Whitechapel. 
Scene 4: Attic room of Nell Drayton in Little Saffron Hill.

ACT III - Magistrate’s court, London, The trial.

ACT IV 

Scene 1: Harold Barton’s room in Edgecombe road. The arrest, The Escape. 
Scene 2: Hampstead Heath. 
Scene 3: Outside the Old Bailey, London. 
Scene 4: Jack the Ripper’s cell, and courtyard of Old Bailey, “Justice is satisfied.”

In the Crib scene the “Brooklyn favorite heavyweights,” Charlie Bogart and Billy Nash, give 
their great glove contest.20

The boxing match between Bogart and Nash as well as the hanging scene both remained as 
part of the attractions of the show. The production, after all, had to face stiff but colourful 
competition from other venues offering amusements from minstrel shows to museum curiosities 
such as a grotesque ‘Jabberwocky’ and an ‘Ossified Man’!

English Lad Meets Southern Gal

Actor and theatre manager Marlande Clarke and actress and 
scriptwriter Florence Gerald could not have come from more different 
backgrounds—he the son of a dissolute Anglican clergyman and she the 
daughter of a Texan judge. 

According to information published in the American press, the actor 
was born William Elliott Marlande Clarke, the son of the Rev. Cecil 
Jervis Clarke, on 20 April 1858, at Huddersfield, Yorkshire. He told the 
press that his father was rector at the Established Church of Chester, 
and that he had served as chaplain to Hugh Lupus Grosvenor (1825-
1899), the First Duke of Westminster—the ducal estate being Eton Hall 
near Chester. We are told additionally that ‘His mother was a lady of 
high family, who, dying, left an estate in chancery, and not yet settled 
[as of summer 1892].’ 21

20  ‘Programme of Jack the Ripper Play.’ The Omaha Daily Bee, 11 March 1889.
21  Obituary of Marlande Clarke, The New York Clipper, 11 June 1892.

Playwright and actress Florence M 
Gerald, author of ‘Jack the Ripper or 
the Whitechapel Mystery’, performed 

in Brooklyn, New York, in January 1889.
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Research in family records tells a less decorous story about the Reverend Clark’s marriage. The 
actor’s mother, Margaret Hulme Clarke, was born circa 1826 to a landed family in Hampshire. 
The clergyman was four years younger, born in Chester around 1830. In 1854, the couple married 
at St Oswald’s parish, Great Broughton, Chester. The family moved around a lot. Rather than at 
Huddersfield, the future actor seems to have been born during the 2nd quarter of 1855 at Hartley 
Wintney, Hampshire, according to the date and place of his birth registration.22

Unusual for the age, Reverend Clarke and his wife filed for divorce in 1872 with the divorce 
being declared final in early 1873. An article in the Derby Mercury of 5 February 1873 states that 
‘throughout the whole of the cohabitation [the clergyman] was constantly drunk, treated his wife 
with great cruelty, and committed adultery.’ The judge declared it ‘a most shocking case.’23

Cecil Clarke married his second wife Emily Staniland, at Kensington, Middlesex, in the same last 
quarter of 1874 that his former wife Margaret died. He died less than five years later, at Montague 
House, Brook Green, Hammersmith, London, on 22 May 1879, leaving an estate of less than 20 
pounds to widow Emily.24

According to research done by Robert Linford, there appears to have been no question about 
probate for the estate of the clergyman’s first wife, Margaret. Robert noted, ‘I found no evidence 
of problems with Margaret’s estate—her sister seems to have proved the will without trouble.’25

In other words, the story that Marlande Clarke told about his mother’s supposed fortune still 
being in dispute appears to have been part of the smokescreen that the ambitious actor created 
about his background for the benefit of the American press. Clearly, he was embarrassed about the 
true facts of his parents’ marriage.

Clarke received an education at St John’s School, Leatherhead, Surrey. This school, originally 
established in St John’s Wood, London, in 1851, as a boarding school for the sons of clergy, moved 
to its present site in 1872.26

Clarke began his theatrical career as an actor in small parts but also as a reciter of literature 
and dramatic scenes. In the actor’s own words, as published in the Brooklyn Eagle of 20 January 
1889, he appeared first in the theatre as a spear carrier in ‘Rob Roy’ at Sadler’s Wells Theatre, 
London. Bear in mind that there might be a nip and a tuck and self-aggrandisement as with the 
stories he gave out about his parents. Clarke told the reporter: 

“I made my first appearance in this theater in ‘Rob Roy.’ Mrs. Bateman, who used to sit in a 
place where she could see the whole performance and judge of its merits, gave me some very 
good, practical points. She said that my voice and presence were good, and that when I had 
anything to say I said it correctly. But she told me that it is not difficult for a person to act 
when he has a part to speak, but that the real, genuine acting came in where one had nothing 
to say. In fact, you must always appear as if you were really interested in what was going on 
about you.

22  Genealogical information provided by Robert Linford and by the Cheshire and Chester Archives and Local Studies Service,  
 Chester, UK.
23  ‘A Chester Clergyman in the Divorce Court.’ Derby Mercury, 5 February 1873.
24  England & Wales, National Probate Calendar (Index of Wills and Administrations),1861-1941 record. 
25  Robert Linford, email to Christopher T George, 22 February 2011.
26  ‘St John’s School, Leatherhead’ in Wikipedia en.wikipedia.org/wiki/St_John’s_School,_Leatherhead.



“After I got pretty well along in my profession I made my first venture by putting on a piece 
under my own management. The piece was a pantomime called ‘Aladdin, or the Wonderful 
Lamp.’ The proceeds from that were 700 pounds, or nearly $3,500. Then I aspired to tragedy. 
I went on a tour through the provinces with my interpretation of Hamlet and in a little over 
four months I was doing my own laundry work in a little town called Keighley, in Yorkshire...27

As we will see a bit later, Marlande Clarke’s ‘Hamlet’ appears to have been more of a costumed 
recitation than a fully-fledged staging of the Shakespearian tragedy. One of Clarke’s triumphs in 
the recital hall occurred in June 1881, on the anniversary of the Battle of Waterloo, at Alexandra 
Palace, London:

ALEXANDRA PALACE.

The chief feature of yesterday’s varied programme was a concert, held in the afternoon in the 
concert hall; the majority of the pieces selected being of a military character, in commemoration 
of the anniversary of the battle of Waterloo. Mr. Vernon Rigby sang with considerable effect, 
“Yes, let me like a soldier fall” (encored); Purcell’s “Come, if you dare”; and Carter’s song, 
“The Vision;” giving in lieu of a repetition of the latter, when encored, “La donna e mobile.” 
Mr. Thurley Beale was encored in “Mother England,” a new song by Mr. Lindsay Sloper. The 
other solo vocalists were Mdlle. Annetta Albri and Miss Jessica O’Brien. The choir sang several 
choruses, and Mr. Marlande Clarke recited Byron’s “Field of Waterloo.”28

Years later, Edwin Drew, the editor of The Elocutionist, recalled his admiration for Clarke’s 
elocution:

From the cradle his intense temperament marked him out for something out of the common. 
As he grew older it was seen that his love of poetry and general literature was conspicuously 
strong, and the gift of delivery was equally evident. If Pope “lisped in numbers” Marlande 
Clarke gave the numbers without lisping. The boy was sent to be educated at Leatherhead, 
and here his elocutionary skills lifted him to an enviable height above his fellows, and no one 
could recite like Marlande Clarke...

After this, Clarke got into the old [Royal] Polytechnic [Institution, Regent Street, later to 
become the University of Westminster]... One of his great dreams was to play Hamlet in 
London but no opportunity had yet occurred for him to astonish mankind as the melancholy 
Dane. So Clarke proposed some costumed readings from Shakespeare [at the Polytechnic]... 
Everybody was surprised to see how much of Hamlet was given, and so many costumed 
performers in comparatively elaborate scenes, on a stage where lectures, magic lanterns, 
and quiet recitations had usually been given. The papers treated the performances seriously, 
and much praise was given to Clarke and his enthusiastic associates. The thing drew, and 
money came into the coffers of the Polytechnic...

Finishing these engagements, Clarke disappeared; and, for a while, I knew nothing of him. 
Then I discovered his whereabouts in America, where he tried “reading” as the “star” of the 
Royal Polytechnic Institution, England. This proving no draw, he took to the regular stage, 
and developed into a good actor, travelling over the vast Republic...29

27  Interview with Marlande Clarke, Brooklyn Eagle, 20 January 1889.
28  ‘Alexandra Palace [report],’ Lloyd’s Weekly Newspaper, 19 June 1881.
29  Edwin Drew, ‘The Late Marlande Clarke,’ The Era, 17 September 1892.
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The actor told his Brooklyn Eagle reporter buddy a story about how he came to emigrate to 
America:

[At one time, I] tried my hand at running the St. James Theater in London. After I had had 
control of it for a little while I lost everything, and, thoroughly disgusted with the whole 
business, I went into retirement in a little town called Brent, where I lived on the fat of the 
land for $1.50 a week. It was a queer little place. There was not a person in the village who 
had a suit that fitted him. Every man seemed to be wearing his neighbour’s clothes by mistake. 
I really believe that the only educated people in the place were the minister, the doctor and 
myself. I stopped at the public house. One Saturday evening I was sitting in the tap room, 
when a well dressed stranger entered the place. Now, the very fact of his being well dressed 
was enough to attract my attention. The stranger asked the landlord if he remembered a 
certain careless, good for nothing fellow who had left the village some time since. The landlord 
remembered the circumstance, but was dumbfounded when the stranger informed him that he 
was the ne’er do well; that after he had left the village he had gone to America and gotten 
into the lumber business and was now prosperous. That little bit of conversation caused me to 
start for America, and I cannot complain of the treatment I have received at the hands of the 
Americans...30

A talent for recitation also distinguished Florence Gerald’s early activities of a literary or 
theatrical nature, and is conceivably what drew the two up-and-coming thespians together. Miss 
Gerald was born in Clanton, Mississippi, on 23 September 1858 the eldest child of Omega H Melton 
Gerald (1836-1918) and Judge George Bruce Gerald (1835-1914). The judge, a veteran of the Civil 
War, had lost the full use of his left arm during his service in the Confederate Army. He became 
the owner of the Waco, Texas, Daily Advance in early 1874 and sold it in 1888. He was first elected 
McLennan County Judge in 1876.31

While studying at Southern Baptist-run Baylor University in Waco, Miss Gerald wrote poetry. 
She published a volume of her works, Adenheim and Other Poems, in the year of her graduation, 
1880. Following graduation, she was hired as the elocution instructor at Waco Female College, an 
institution run by the Methodist Episcopal Church-South.32

30  Interview with Marlande Clarke, Brooklyn Eagle, 20 January 1889. The ‘little town called Brent’ that Clarke described is today  
 (2011) part of a sizeable northwest London borough of that name that includes Kensal Green, Wembley and Willesden. ‘London  
 Borough of Brent’ at en.wikipedia.org/wiki/London_Borough_of_Brent.
31  ‘Florence Gerald and Judge G B Gerald’ in Waco History Project at wacohistoryproject.org/Moments/geralds.html. The webpage  
 states that ‘Miss Gerald was born Sept. 23, 1858 in New Orleans, La.,’ but other information including a census listing appears to  
 bear out the Mississippi origin.
32  ‘Florence Gerald and Judge G B Gerald’ op cit.
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Perhaps becoming bored with the role of teacher and frustrated with the rules of the church-run 
Waco Female College, and realising she had a talent for acting and reciting, she pursued instead 
a career in which she could practice those skills. An article in the Aspen (Colorado) Daily Times 
tells us:

[Miss Gerald] made her first professional appearance in the role of the Princess in “Siberia,” at 
the Fourteenth Street Theater, this city, in March, 1883. During the spring season she appeared 
in Shakespearian readings with the late Marlande Clarke. The season of 1883-4 she toured in 
a repertory with Mr. Clarke, and for 1884-5 she was in the stock of the Pence Opera House, 
Minneapolis. The season of 1885-6 found her with Marlande Clarke, in “The Bells,” and the 
season of 1886-7, doing leading business with Marie Prescott and R.B. MacLean. For 1887-8-9, 
she was leading lady with Marlande Clarke, in “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde”; 1889-90, as Nellie 
Denver, in “The Silver King,” with Mr. Clarke; 1890-91, Catherine Duval, in “The Dead Heart,” 
and Elinor, in “Edmund Kean,” with the same star, and she also played a short spring season in 
1891 with Frank Mayo as the Princess Zuiliski, in “Nordeck.” For 1891-2, she was again leading 
lady with Marlande Clarke, in “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde,” and “The Silver King;” 1892 to January, 
1893, she did leading business in the stock at Music Hall, Lynn, Mass. Since leaving Lynn she 
has been playing Ruth Hope, in “The Wages of Sin.” Miss Gerald is part author with Marlande 
Clarke, of a dramatization of “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde,” played by him for three seasons; an 
adaptation of Dumas’ “Edmund Kean;” a farce comedy, “A Sly Dog;” a Western melodrama, “A 
Shot in the Dark,” produced at Louisville, Ky., June 3, 1889, for the benefit of the Johnstown 
flood sufferers, and she is also author of “Tess,” a dramatization of Thomas Hardy’s novel, and 
a dramatization of “The Man Who Vanished.” She has lately rewritten “The Light on the Point,” 
shortly to be produced at Boston.33

It’s not clear how much input Marlande Clarke had on Florence’s Ripper script and its rewrite, 
but given his ecclesiastical background, it seems significant that one of the characters in the play 
was a clergyman—the good brother as the doppelgänger to his evil twin, Jack the Ripper. The 
theme of hanging in the script might have come from Miss Gerald’s Wild West background, or else 
also been suggested by alienist Hammond’s opinion that without question the Ripper should be 
hanged. 

Official hangings and unofficial lynchings were frequent in this era in the United States—the 
Lincoln assassination conspirators were very publicly hung at Fort McNair, Washington, D.C., in 
1865. Even toward the end of the nineteenth century in the U.S. South and West, racially motivated 
lynchings as well as vigilante hangings of rustlers and other outlaws continued to be a blot on the 
American justice system.

Hang the Blaggard!

We might never know the entire itinerary of cities across the United States where Marlande 
Clarke and his company performed their ‘Jack the Ripper’ production, but mentions of the show in 
different American newspapers give a sense of how far and wide it was taken.34 In all probability, 
Clarke and his actors followed an established circuit traveled by such acting troupes.

33  Aspen Daily Times, Aspen, Colorado, 28 April 1893.
34  ‘“Jack the Ripper” has reached the footlights at last. Mr. Marlande Clarke, an English actor, is going to produce a play founded  
 upon the Whitechapel horrors. He will try it on Brooklyn first to get it in shape for Chicago.’ Daily Alta California, 20 January  
 1889. In addition to Brooklyn and Chicago, Richmond, Virginia, and Galveston, Texas, are also mentioned as stops on the tour.
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Certainly, the dual roles of Jekyll and Hyde and of the two brothers, the saintly clergyman and 
his murderous brother, were the alternate shows that Clarke and his company performed beginning 
in early 1889. A notice in the Richmond (Virginia) Dispatch of 24 March 1889, just over a month 
after the show was presented for the second time in Brooklyn, announced to the public that at the 

Grand Opera-House, Broad Corner of Eighth Street... Week Commencing March 25th, the 
Celebrated Actor Marlande Clarke and his own company will appear. Monday, Tuesday, and 
Wednesday in his wonderful impersonation, Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. Thursday, Friday, and 
Saturday, Jack the Ripper; or, The Whitechapel Mystery. Matinees Every Day.35

Whether it was another production of the Clarke–Gerald play or else an entirely different 
theatrical treatment of the Ripper story, American news reports inform us of a Ripper show that 
happened to contain a hanging scene. The hanging part of the show would have near fatal results 
on a couple of occasions for the same actor, Jack (or Horace) Cone: 

VERY REALISTIC

Dallas, Tex. Jan. 28.

The Dallas variety theaters are noted for the reproduction of tragedies with the blood yet 
reeking on them. The spirit of rivalry in this direction has been so strong that one of them 
recently undertook to anticipate events by bringing before the footlights a hanging scene, in 
which no less a personage than Jack the Ripper was the principal character. Jack Cone, who 
recently arrived in Dallas, personated the Whitechapel fiend, going through a few of the scenes 
with a description of which the public are familiar, and then appearing in others, such as his 
capture, trial, and execution, which have no foundation in fact, but which throw the crowds 
into ecstasy. The fatal act, which was supposed to have occurred in London, had all the features 
of an old fashioned Texas hanging, but that is not here or there. The striking feature of the 
situation lay in the nonchalance or, as the audience called it, “the game” showed by Jack the 
Ripper in his cold blooded aversion to preachers and all other modes of grace when death was 
flapping its black wings over his fated head. This manner of “hopping the twig” seemed to bring 
Jack en rapport with his audience, who would express their admiration of the culprit in no 
doubtful tones. Last Monday night about midnight, or it might have been a few minutes later, 
which would make it Tuesday morning, as Jack the Ripper stood on the scaffold gazing wistfully 
into the jaws of death, he carelessly puffed a cigar, held a high head, and thrust from him the 
black cap as Julius Caesar did the crown. The next moment was to find him dangling at the end 
of a rope, but he did not dangle worth a cent. The trap was spring regulation style, and Jack the 
Ripper started down for a 5 foot fall, but like McGinty, he landed not fortunately. At the back 
of his neck the rope had been attached by means of a buckle to straps which ran from his waist, 
and which would have the effect of making his body below his arms bear all the weight of the 
fall, thereby saving his neck and himself for a fresh engagement. In this effort the rope broke 
and Cone fell with violence, his head striking the trapdoor, while the buckle stuck in his neck. 
As he lay limp and bleeding on the stage, the curtain fell and the music ceased and doctors were 
sent for - three of them - and after working some time with the patient, whose face looked like 
a war map of Mexico, succeeded in restoring him to consciousness. The wounded man was very 
low last night, with little hope of his recovery. He has been recognized by theatrical people as 
a brother of Kate Claxton.36

35  Richmond Dispatch, Richmond, Virginia, 24 March 1889.
36  ‘Very Realistic,’ Galveston Daily News, Galveston, Texas, 29 January 1890.
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The unfortunate Mr Cone was in the wars again almost a year later in September 1891. He really 
should have known better and chosen light comedy instead of the dark murders of Jack the Ripper, 
at least not in a version that called for execution by hanging!

ALMOST TOO REALISTIC

Actor Horace Cone hanged in fact in a St. Louis Theatre

St. Louis, Sept. 26.

At the London theatre Horace Cone is playing a “thrilling drama” entitled “Jack the Ripper”, 
the culminating scene of which is the execution of Jack. Monday night Jack was hanged in fine 
style, and a big audience enjoyed his dance in the air. But with the dropping of the curtain the 
enactment of another scene was begun. 

Mr. Cone had been “cut down” and the black cap removed, but the man was insensible and his 
face was changing color. His wife, who was standing by, fainted away, and for a few minutes 
the greatest excitement and confusion prevailed. Physicians were summoned and restoratives 
applied, but it was nearly half an hour before the man regained consciousness. He was then 
taken to the hotel and put to bed. 

“I believe I am all right now,” Mr. Cone said the next day, “excepting that my throat is still sore 
from the choking. It was all my fault. I neglected to fasten one portion of the harness tight 
enough and the result was that my throat or chin had to bear all the weight.” Mr. Cone said this 
was the most serious accident he had had in the character of Jack the Ripper, since his fall at 
Dallas, Texas, when his head struck a beam as he fell, breaking his left jawbone and knocking 
out several of his teeth.37

By 1889–1891, if news of further exploits of London’s bloody Jack the Ripper had slacked off and 
did not offer much fodder for the American press, such reports of Jack the Ripper on the stage 
would suffice to fill column inches in those newspapers!

Postscripts to a Ripper Script

Marlande Clarke died suddenly of peritonitis in a Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 
hospital on 2 June 1892, with Miss Gerald at his bedside.38 After the passing 
of her partner, Florence Gerald would go on to enjoy an extended career 
as a Broadway character actress, eventually dying on 6 September 1942.39

If Marlande Clarke had lived longer, is it possible that the couple could 
have become one of America’s premier acting families, much like the Lunts 
and the Barrymores in the early decades of the twentieth century? Or would 
the couple have remained mired on the ‘dime theatre’ circuit rather than 
making it on Broadway? In any case, it was not to be. 

37  Williamsport (Pennsylvania) Sunday Grit, 27 September 1891.
38  Obituary of Marlande Clarke, The New York Clipper, 11 June 1892.
39  Obituary of Florence Gerald, New York Times, 9 September 1942.
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appeared in the New York Times,  
9 September 1942. Note that there 
is no mention of her early theatrical 
career with Marlande Clarke’s 
company.



In November 1897, Florence Gerald’s 62-year-old father, Judge Gerald, would be in the news. 
He had got into an argument with James W Harris, editor of the Waco Times-Herald, a man 28 
years his junior, over Southern Baptist-controlled Baylor University. The judge was a supporter 
of free-thinker William Cowper Brann (1855-1898), editor and publisher of the Iconoclast, who 
charged that Baylor was a factory for ‘ministers and Magdelenes’—an accusation that offended 
Harris and other Baptists. The newspaperman and the judge came to blows but the fight was an 
uneven one because of the judge’s handicapped left arm. The men elected to settle the score with 
six-shooters. In a street gunfight on 19 November, the judge’s bad arm received a bullet wound 
and subsequently had to be amputated. The other gunmen, editor Harris and his brother William, 
came off worst—they were both killed. Although a grand jury indicted Judge Gerald for the double 
homicide, he was subsequently exonerated and re-elected as judge. No hanging for him. Well, 
that’s Texan justice for you! Six months later, on 1 April 1898, the free-thinker Brann was fatally 
shot in the back on a Waco street by Baptist Tom E Davis, a fervent supporter of Baylor University. 
Before the editor died, he was able to draw his own pistol and kill his assailant. Judge Gerald 
succeeded Brann as editor of The Iconoclast.40

But let us return to the make-believe world of the theatre.

The year 1898 also saw Florence Gerald receive her first major break in big-time theatre when 
she appeared on Broadway in The Girl from Maxim’s. She would appear onstage in New York in 
a succession of productions over the next four decades. One of her last appearances was in the 
historical drama Valley Forge (1935). Neither her obituary published in the New York Times of 9 
September 1942 nor a Waco history webpage on the actress and her father mention her earlier 
acting career. Both characterise her theatrical journey as if her professional career began at the 
end of the 1890s.41

In terms of Miss Gerald’s writing achievements, although she apparently wrote a considerable 
number of original scripts and dramatic adaptations, she might be best remembered today because 
one of her plays, The Woman Pays, was adapted into the 1915 silent film of the same name by 
screenwriter Harry Chandlee (1882–1956), later the writer for The Jolson Story and Sergeant 
York.42

The script that Miss Gerald wrote, Jack the Ripper or the Whitechapel Mystery, seems to have 
been forgotten, and perhaps is forever lost to history.

40  ‘Florence Gerald and Judge G B Gerald’ op cit and ‘Religious Right Kills Freedom of Press in Texas’ at Texas National Press,  
 (www.texasnationalpress.com/texlog/article.php?story=20070401111543852).
41  ‘Florence Gerald and Judge G B Gerald’ op cit.
42  Ibid.
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The House 
That Jack Built 
Part V
By TIM MOSLEY

The Privy at 29 Hanbury Street

The most prominent privy in Ripperology is, of course, that in the backyard of 29 Hanbury Street, 
where Annie Chapman was murdered. One might naturally expect that all aspects of this privy 
would have long since been well and painstakingly documented, but this is not so. Surprisingly, 
very little information exists concerning this particular privy, other than it was located in the right 
rear corner of the backyard of the tenement house at 29 Hanbury Street, adjacent to a storage 
shed. This information is illustrated in Figure 45, which was abstracted from the article Hanbury 
Street Revisited in Ripperologist 95, September 2008.

Regarding the backyard and its contents, we find, within this same 
article:

The yard was of small dimensions, about 14-15ft. square. It was, 
according to one account, ‘an ugly, little, stony, slimy, back yard’. 
The yard was actually roughly and irregularly paved, with stones of 
all sizes and shapes rammed into the ground, broken up by patches 
of dirt, weeds and grass. In the yard at the time of the murder, 
there were some packing cases, which had been sent up from the 
workshop. At the end of the yard on the left-hand side was a shed, 
in which wood was stored. In the right-hand corner there was the 
‘privy’ or ‘closet’.

The privy (toilet) used by all of the residents of number 29 was 
in the backyard, and as the back door was on a spring it may have 
woken people as it slammed shut, but as it seemed that the residents 
of the house came and went at all times of the day and night, it 
probably would have caused a disturbance to the rest of the house 
if the doors were opening and shutting continuously. According to 
some newspaper reports, passers-by, knowing that the doors were 
always open, would often go in and use the privy in the backyard. It 
was also suggested that prostitutes would make use of the yard to 
service clients. It is quite possible that Annie Chapman knew this, as 
29 Hanbury Street was only 300 or 400 yards from where she lodged.

45.  Diagram of backyards of #27 and 
#29 Hanbury Street in 1888, 

Ripperologist 95, September 2008
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According to all the Ordnance Survey maps, which are very accurate, there was no side or back 
entry to the yard — the only way into it was via the passage through the building. The only way 
out of the back would be to vault over the back fence, which might have been possible if someone 
were very fit.

As corroboration of the statement regarding the accuracy of the Ordnance Survey maps regarding 
the property at 29 Hanbury Street, we examine Figure 46, which is an extract from the Goad Fire 
Insurance map of the Hanbury Street area, from May 1890.

In the backyard of #29, the / symbol is 
actually a number ‘1’ and means that building 
(the shed) had one story only. The ‘T’ symbol 
means the privy structure had a tiled roof. 
These structures appear on this map as if 
they are a single structure, which conflicts 
with all reports and descriptions with which 
Ripperologists are familiar, but both Figures 47 
and 48 seem to indicate that they may have 
been joined by a span of timber. Perhaps this 
span was present in 1890 and earlier for use 
as a grape arbour or some other gardening 
function and therefore made it all count as a 
‘single’ structure.

A water-closet (W.C. or WC) is ‘a privy; 
especially, a privy furnished with a contrivance 
for introducing a stream of water to cleanse it’. 
Note that the privy or ‘closet’ being discussed 

above is identified in Figure 45 as a WC, although it was undoubtedly not a true water-closet, with 
a plumbed water supply, in 1888 or 1890.

In regard to the privy itself, only one image 
is known to exist, this being that found in 
the 1967 television documentary, The London 
Nobody Knows, hosted by James Mason. This 
image appeared on page 94 of Ripperologist 
95, September 2008, and is reproduced again 
here in Figure 47:

Unfortunately, the image quality is poor due 
to its being so dark, but some detail can be 
discerned. We note the presence of a tile roof, 
which happily coincides with the information 
seen in Figure 46, and we see that the privy’s 
wooden door is ajar. We also note that the privy 
is of brick construction. Processing this image 
with Microsoft Paint into an inverted negative 
reveals considerably more detail not visible 
or evident in the original. Figure 48 overleaf 
illustrates the reprocessed negative image.

46.  1890 Goad Fire Insurance map of Hanbury Street,  
image courtesy of Rob Clack @ jtrforums.com

47.  The remains of the privy at 29 Hanbury Street, from  
The London Nobody Knows, 1967, Ripperologist 95, September 2008
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Of course, we have no way of knowing if 
what we see here is what would have been 
seen in 1888. We know, as a certainty, that 
the storied fence separating #29 from #27 had 
been replaced at least once over the years 
before any known photographs of it were 
ever taken; thus it is certainly possible that 
the structure seen in this image is not of the 
original privy. However, in both the positive 
and negative images, we can see that the privy 
is constructed entirely of brick, with a tiled 
roof, and in the earlier general discussion on 
privies, we saw that a privy at the Tottenham 
Tile Kilns (Figure 49), of the same approximate 
age as the privy at #29 Hanbury Street in 
1888, had also been constructed of brick. This 
similarity is a positive indication that the privy 
structure at 29 Hanbury Street had likewise 

been constructed of brick in 1888. Given the durability of brick and tile, the probability is that 
the brick privy structure seen here in Figure 47 is the same as was there in 1888. The door, being 
wood, is most likely not the original door.

One other attribute of this privy noticeable in 
the negative image is its small size, as delineated 
by the extent of the tiled roof. This privy, although 
constructed of brick, must have been no larger 
than the privy illustrated in Figure 50, and it thus 
was almost certainly a ‘one-holer’.

Incidentally, the caption of Figure 47 as it 
appeared in Ripperologist 95 is partially incorrect, 
as this image is of the privy alone and not the 
woodshed, which is to the far left across the yard 
and out of view. The metal fence or gate seen here 
as part of the back fence was not present in 1888 
and so is obviously a more modern feature.

Another photograph of this immediate area of 
the backyard, taken circa 1963, does exist, and is 
reproduced here in Figure 51. This image shows the left rear corner 
of #29, with the storage shed, side fence, shed in the backyard of 
#27, and the area behind the back fence of both #27 and #29. The 
privy is out of sight to the right, and the tenement house at #29 is 
behind the photographer. As we see, none of the structure visible 
in Figure 47 is seen in Figure 51.

48.  Negative of Hanbury Street privy image #47

49. Brick privy from LVP,  
www.1900s.org.uk/outdoor-privy.htm 50. Elemental composting 

privy/outhouse, www.yeold-
outhouse.com/curtis.html

51. Detail of backyard of 29 Hanbury Street, 
Photograph copyright Robin Odell. Used with 
permission. Image courtesy Stewart P. Evans
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So exactly what kind of privy would have been located in the backyard of 29 Hanbury Street in 
1888? There is no known description of any kind that gives the slightest detail or hint, but, given 
the information we now have about 29 Hanbury Street, we should, by a process of elimination (pun 
intended), be able to deduce the probable nature of the privy that was there at the time of Annie’s 
murder. Pertinent facts are as follows:

1. The backyard of 29 Hanbury Street was effectively sealed off from the back and sides. This  
 fact alone virtually excludes the possibility of a cesspool or privy vault, as there would have  
 been no access for the nightmen, except through the crooked corridor of the house itself.  
 This arrangement would have been inefficient and quite costly due to the time and labour  
 that would have been involved with the cleaning of a privy vault under such conditions.  
 (Cesspools had been eliminated beginning in 1848 as per the Nuisances Act.)

2. The relative isolation of this privy, coupled with the age and poverty of the surrounding  
 area, makes it extremely unlikely that it had, in 1888, been a flushing water-closet that was  
 connected to the new intercepting sewer lines that had been installed during the 1860s.  
 If the privy had indeed been converted into a flushing water-closet, then surely it would  
 have been relocated closer to the house.

3. The small size and stony condition of the backyard, taken with the fact that the privy was  
 used frequently and by a considerable number of people, also makes it extremely unlikely  
 that this was a composting privy that was designed to be relocated periodically around the  
 yard as the pit became full. If the privy in 1888 were constructed of brick, it could not have  
 been relocated thus in any case.

4. It is also extremely unlikely that this privy was an earth closet, again due to the number of  
 people that it accommodated (pun intended) and the restricted access for nightmen.

Given these facts, it would appear that there is only one type of 
privy that this reasonably could have been in 1888, and that is a pail 
privy. Although the material so collected therein was still referred to 
as night-soil, we saw earlier that pail privies could be serviced during 
the day. This became possible with the use of privy pails with lids that 
could be sealed so as to contain the contents and odour, as seen in 
Figures 52 and 53.

But with no access to the privy at 29 Hanbury Street except from 
the front, and thus through the house, how was this privy serviced if 
it were indeed a pail privy? No less an authority than Henry Mayhew 
provides the probable answer:

‘The cesspool in this case was so situated that the cart or rather 
waggon could be placed about three yards from its edge; sometimes, 
however, the soil has to be carried through a garden and through the 
house, to the excessive annoyance of the inmates.’

Carrying a sealed privy pail or two from a pail privy through the 
house itself would not have been particularly objectionable to the 
residents therein, even during the day, and so the case for a pail privy 
becomes even stronger. Another bit of data that supports the pail 
privy theory follows:

52.  Wooden pail privy pails, 
en.wikipedia.org/wiki/ 
File:Full_pail_and_empty_pail.jpg

53.  Metal pail privy pails,  
aka ‘honey buckets’, 
www.livingstone.qld.gov.au.com/ 
dir/dir_7.htm
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‘The nightman carried away the full pan to later dispose its content at an agreed depot, the 
full pan being replaced with one that was empty and disinfected. The used pans were emptied, 
washed, and returned to the contractor responsible for their collection.’ 138

This is an important piece of information since it refers to 
a nightman (singular) instead of nightmen (plural) as seen 
in Figure 54. By 1888, the few surviving nightmen in London 
apparently worked alone when servicing pail privies, since there 
was no heavy labour or large quantities of night-soil involved as 
there were in the cleaning out of privy vaults. If the privy in the 
backyard of 29 Hanbury Street were indeed a pail privy, it was 
most likely serviced by a single nightman known as a ‘honey-
dipper’, who could also by law perform this type of night-soil 
collection work at anytime day or night as he so chose.139

And so, having laid the groundwork for postulation, we come 
to the real issue concerning the privy at 29 Hanbury Street – 
can any of this information possibly shed some light on Annie 
Chapman’s murder? Let us recap.

1. 29 Hanbury Street had a privy in the backyard that 
 was frequently used by tenement residents and people  
 off the street alike. Access to the privy from the street 
 and through the house was unrestricted at all hours of the  
 day and night.

2. Annie Chapman most likely knew this privy existed and was available for her use, an important  
 thing for a homeless woman to know. She also most likely knew, possibly from previous  
 personal experience, that the backyard of 29 Hanbury Street was sometimes used for immoral  
 purposes.

3. The privy at 29 Hanbury Street was most likely a pail privy that was in all probability serviced  
 by a solitary nightman at any or all hours of the day or night.

4. The only ready access to the backyard and thus to the privy was through the house itself.

5. Annie Chapman had apparently been out all night, possibly and unsuccessfully soliciting for  
 custom, and had been trying to acquire the money needed for a bed in a doss house - ‘I  
 have not sufficient money for my bed. Don’t let it. I shan’t be long before I am in.’ By the  
 early morning hours of 8 September, she must have been exhausted (she was known to have  
 been ill), desperate for a paying client, and likely in need to relieve herself after walking the  
 streets for hours, since there were so few public conveniences in the East End.

Of the five canonical Ripper murders, Annie Chapman’s has always impressed me as being the 
riskiest and most daring of the lot. There are those who maintain Catherine Eddowes’s murder in 
Mitre Square takes top spot, but there really is no comparison. Let’s look at the data overleaf.

138 localhistory.kingston.vic.gov.au/htm/article/30.htm
139 www.rootsweb.ancestry.com/~iawgs/acr_oct_04_Old_Outhouse.htm

54.  Henry Mayhew’s sketch of nightmen at work, 
www.victorianweb.org/history/work/19.html
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1. The testimonies of John Richardson, Albert Cadosch and Mrs. Long, combined and adjusted for  
 one another, place Annie’s probable time of death at around 5:15 a.m., in breaking daylight.  
 This murder was executed in a sealed, unsecured, and unsheltered backyard, into which  
 someone, anyone, could have come at any moment. John Richardson came into that very  
 backyard, on the back steps, at around 4:45 a.m., and Albert Cadosch entered the backyard  
 of #27 next door to use the privy there at around the postulated time of the murder. John  
 Davis found Annie’s body in the yard at around 6 a.m. and could just have easily caught the  
 Ripper ‘red-handed’ had he instead visited the backyard an hour or so earlier.

2. The murder was committed in an area of the backyard immediately adjacent to a tenement  
 house in which seventeen people were reportedly living – and some were either stirring or  
 already awake – with the back bedroom windows open. The murder would have taken place  
 in plain view of not just the back windows of #29, but also some of the back windows of #27  
 as well.

3. Folk were already out and about on Hanbury Street in the early morning light.

4. There was no ready exit from the backyard of #29 other than through the house itself and  
 out the front door. One’s exiting over the back fence or a side fence would merely have  
 resulted in being confined in another enclosed yard with no ready exit.

The risks associated with this particular murder were past hair-raising. How can the Ripper’s 
taking such extraordinary risks in this instance best be explained? Five scenarios suggest themselves:

1. Annie Chapman randomly met Jack the Ripper somewhere on the streets nearby and one or  
 the other suggested that they go to the backyard of 29 Hanbury Street for a quick assignation.  
 This is Ripperology’s ‘traditional’ theory and explanation.

2. Annie Chapman, after a sleepless night of walking the streets, happened to meet Jack the  
 Ripper near 29 Hanbury Street, when Jack was returning to or near #29, where he lived, after  
 an otherwise fruitless night of searching for a victim. One or the other suggested that they  
 go to the backyard of 29 Hanbury Street for a quick assignation.

3. A weary and ill Annie Chapman, exhausted from a sleepless night of  
 walking the streets, entered the backyard of 29 Hanbury Street, intent  
 on using the privy, and, in one of history’s most unfortunate coincidences,  
 happened to meet Jack the Ripper, who had also come to that backyard  
 about that time for the same purpose.

4. A weary and ill Annie Chapman, exhausted from a sleepless night of  
 walking the streets, entered the backyard of 29 Hanbury Street, intent  
 on using the privy, and, in one of history’s most unfortunate coincidences,  
 happened to meet Jack the Ripper, who was there in his capacity as the  
 nightman who serviced the presumed pail privy.

5. A weary and ill Annie Chapman, exhausted from walking the streets for  
 hours, was unable to raise doss money and so came to 29 Hanbury  
 Street, where she knew the front and back doors were always unlocked  
 and the interior staircase could be made to serve as a makeshift doss  
 (see Figure 55 and Figure 56 overleaf). Here she encountered Jack the 
 Ripper, who was there either to use the privy himself or to service  
 it, and one or the other suggested that they then go into the backyard 
 for a quick assignation.

55. Hunger and cold soon reduced 
her to helplessness, until at last 
she gladly availed herself of the 
meagre shelter available on the 

workhouse steps, where she dozes 
as she can, her head reclining 

on the wall.

www.victorianlondon.org/ 
publications/thomson-30.htm
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Given the risks involved in committing a murder at 
that time at that location, it is hard to imagine that the 
Ripper would have deliberately selected that backyard 
himself if he did not live at or near that address. If he 
did not, then surely he had to have had at least a passing 
familiarity with that area and specific location before 
daring to accept or make such a proposition at that time 
of day, sight unseen. Knowledge that, say, an experienced 
nightman might have had.

It is certainly possible that Annie Chapman was killed 
earlier than the 5:15 a.m. time frame postulated here, 
but if so, that presents two significant problems. First, 
the testimony of Mrs. Long, who reportedly saw Annie 
Chapman with a male companion in front of 29 Hanbury 
Street at around 5:30 a.m., and who positively identified 
Annie’s body as that of the woman she had seen. Second, 
the testimony of John Richardson, who had actually stood 
or sat (reports conflict on this point) on the back steps of 
#29 at around 4:45 a.m. This means that he would have 
been only a few feet away from Annie’s body had it been 
there then, and yet somehow he didn’t notice it even 
though it was light enough at the time for him to work on 
his boot at that location.

This time-of-death controversy, like many others characteristic of the Whitechapel Murders, will 
probably never be resolved to everyone’s satisfaction. Happily, the five scenarios suggested are 
relatively insensitive to the timing of the murder. In any of the five, this murder may then have 
been nothing more than a spur-of-the-moment crime of opportunity where the Ripper simply took 
his chances and got away with it.

But the story of this privy doesn’t end here. One important fact about privies is that for centuries, 
they had been used as private trash dumps. In LVP London, one’s disposing of household trash like 
glass bottles via privy was so commonplace that no one gave it a second thought or look. Activity 
around privies was so ubiquitous that it could possibly be used to a criminal’s advantage; after all, 
naked is the best disguise.

If one were to inquire of a lay Ripperologist as to how Jack the Ripper disposed of body organs 
and any other evidence or paraphernalia, a common response would likely be that he surely 
must have thrown all potentially incriminating evidence into the River Thames (www.jtrforums.
com/showthread.php?t=85). But why should he have done so, given the distance to the Thames 
from the various crime scenes, and, presumably, from the area in which he lived? There would 
certainly be significant risk involved with transporting any such incriminating objects over any 
distance, and the Thames itself was a busy waterway with constant activity along the London 
embankments, and so the Ripper would also have run considerable risk of being seen while in 
the act. During the height of the Kingsbury Run Murders of the 1930s, numerous witnesses came 
forth to report suspicious activity of men being seen throwing objects into Cleveland’s Cuyahoga 
River, or dropping them from bridges. People do notice these things during a crime wave, and they 
undoubtedly did 123 years ago as well.

56. The passage at 29 Hanbury Street, looking through 
towards the backdoor into the yard. Source unknown.
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But why risk trundling incriminating evidence to the Thames when a much better and handier 
disposal site was quite literally in one’s own back yard? A far easier manner of disposal would have 
been for the Ripper to simply dump any evidence into the nearest privy, using a chamber pot as 
cover if need be. Dumping of chamber pots was still such a common, everyday activity in the East 
End in 1888 that no one would have even given the Ripper a second look as he did so. And what 
safer place could there have been to dispose of said evidence? No one was ever likely going to look 
inside the privy pit or vault at the contents, and any body organs placed therein would quickly 
decompose or become unrecognizable in that environment. Even a pail privy would have been 
useful for disposing of the various abstracted organs, as the ‘honey-dippers’ who serviced the pails 
were inured to anything that might be thrown into them, and they assuredly did not habitually 
inspect the contents of the pails.

If Jack the Ripper did use a privy or privies as a means for disposing of potential evidence and 
any other relics associated with the Whitechapel Murders, is it possible that they still exist today? 
And if so, is there any way that these objects might still be located and recovered? The answer to 
both is a solid yes.

Welcome to the world of privy digging.

Privy Knowledge and Pot Luck

For hundreds of years the privy provided not only a place for elimination of wastes, but also a 
convenient place to deposit household trash and to hide objects that you didn’t want anyone to 
find or see. In privies dating before 1840, there is generally very little in the way of artefacts, 
usually only organic wastes like kitchen scraps and shards of pottery or porcelain. Containers of 
all sorts were valuable and reused time and again. Glass was reused or sold back to the factory 
for reuse. Wholesale dumping of household trash began increasing in the 1840s, coincidental with 
the rise in industrial capability. As people began to accumulate greater and greater quantities of 
manufactured material goods, they disposed of greater quantities of refuse in the privies. With the 
popularity and spread of indoor plumbing and water-closets, privies began to become obsolete and 
other places had to be found for dumping this refuse. Hence there was a commensurate increase 
in the number of town and city garbage dumps where refuse could instead be taken. The bulk of 
bottles and artefacts taken from these dumps and the surviving privies of that period date to the 
last twenty years of the 19th century, a period that conveniently encompasses the Whitechapel 
Murders.140

Privy diggers used to be the men you called when you needed a new privy vault to be dug out, 
but today the term has a much different and precise meaning. A privy digger is one who locates 
and excavates extinct privies, with the intent to recover bottles and other artefacts that had been 
thrown in the privy pit or vault while it was still active. This last is key here, for in the age when 
privies were in widespread use and often used as mini-landfills, many people would preferentially 
dump their household trash in their privy rather than pay the dustman to haul it off.

Not all privies were suitable for this purpose; obviously, a pail privy would never do for bulk 
disposal. Either the privy had to be located atop a deep privy vault, or it had to be the composting 
kind that was relocated around the yard when the pit became full every year or so. The latter type 
is most common in the Americas, but the former is most common in the British Isles, both reasons 
being due to the extent of available land, or lack thereof.

140 www.glswrk-auction.com/013.htm
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Privy digging has its enthusiasts, and there are books, magazines, and websites, e.g., www.
bottledigging.org.uk, dedicated to the hobby, or craft, if you will. Like Ripperology, privy digging 
has become a consuming passion to many, and these privy diggers not only possess veritable troves 
of Victorian artefacts recovered from privies, they also possess a working knowledge of them that 
rivals that of any professional archaeologist.

On the whole (pun intended), ‘real’ archaeologists detest privy diggers, viewing them as being 
no different from the pot hunters who plunder pre-Columbian ruins in South America. While there 
are no doubt some unscrupulous privy diggers who do plunder choice digging sites – the activity 
can be quite lucrative – the vast majority are dedicated souls who play the game for the game’s 
sake and collect for the simple joy of collecting – and preserving, all with the express permission 
of the property owner. Much more often than not, they salvage the contents of old privies prior to 
their complete loss through redevelopment, and their response time to emergencies of this nature 
is far quicker than that of their professional counterparts.

Excavating an old composting privy involves little more than just digging a deep hole, while 
being careful not to damage any artefacts that may be distributed throughout the dig. See Figure 
57. Though the work may be exhausting, it most assuredly is not disgusting, and the diggers do 
not encounter any recognizable excrement. Within a few years of deposition and burial, night-soil 
composts and becomes indistinguishable from the regular soil that surrounds it. The smell is gone, 
any pathogens and parasites are gone, and the only evidence that any excrement was ever there in 
the first place is the embedded artefacts that remained behind. Privy vaults, being isolated from 
the surrounding soil, take somewhat longer to compost though the end result is the same.

Make no mistake, these artefacts, mainly glass 
and stoneware bottles, can be quite rare and 
correspondingly valuable. A good dig can result in 
thousands of pounds worth of bottles and other 
collectibles being recovered in a single day. Sadly, it 
is estimated that 90% of all objects found are broken 
or damaged in some way, but this percentage varies 
widely by site and the nature of the privy when it 
was in active service. Figure 58 illustrates the raw 
results of a privy dig. Note the profusion of glass 
bottles.

An illustrative list of objects recovered by privy 
diggers is as follows: glass and stoneware bottles of 
all descriptions, a set of brass knuckles, glass eyes, a 

slave collar, a dog collar, marbles, bone and ivory toothbrushes 
and combs, dentures, cigarette holders, brass locks, silver 
and gold coins, a military canteen, clay smoking pipes, hand 
painted pottery marbles, porcelain dolls and doll parts, hand 
wrought grappling hooks, swords and knives, a flintlock pistol, 
gold teeth in a jar, tools, saws, adzes, cups, plates, a black 
& white alabaster dildo, a 4 shot pepper gun wrapped and 
placed in a glass jar, broken dishes and pots, complete oil 
lamps, buttons of glass, shell and mother-of-pearl, rusted 

57. Privy digger excavating an extinct privy,  
www.wikipedia.org

58.  Raw results of an 1880s privy dig, 
www.19thcenturybottlediggers.com
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revolvers, local apothecary medicines, vials of all types and sizes, wacky patent medicine cures, 
Sperm Oil bottles, whole flower pots, and more. This list is by no means comprehensive, but it 
certainly gives one an idea of the sort of artefacts that have and can be recovered from old privies.

Whole chamber pots, in perfect shape, such as the specimen 
seen in Figure 59, are frequently recovered. This particular 
chamber pot, recovered from an American privy, dates from circa 
1860. Curiously, there is rarely a lid to be found accompanying 
these pots. The commonly accepted explanation for this situation 
is that, when the owner took the chamber pot out to the privy 
to empty it, he or she accidentally dropped the whole thing in 
while attempting to shake the contents out. He or she then must 
have looked down into the waste pit and said ‘the hell with it’, 
or words to that effect.

Following is a privy digger’s war story of a ‘typical’ dig, edited 
for clarity.

Very often there will be literally thousands and thousands of bits and pieces of old broken 
pottery and glass. Sometimes, and this is what makes it such good messy fun, it is possible to find 
whole, complete and intact items such as Codd bottles, hence the term coddswallop, meaning 
rubbish. Codd bottles held soft drinks and were derided by alcohol drinkers; they were invented 
by Hiram Codd and had a glass marble as a stopper. Oval or egg shaped Hamilton bottles were 
so shaped so as they would not stand upright. By the bottle being forced to lay horizontally, 
the cork was always kept moist and would not fall out. Earthenware ginger beer bottles, ink 
wells, potlids, toothpaste and liniment containers, clay pipe bowls in a huge variety of shapes, 
a varied selection of beer bottles, pots, bottles and sundry containers, egg cups, plates, cups, a 
lot of medicine or ‘poison’ bottles as they are known, really anything and all things are found in 
a privy dig. Very often 100 years immersion in the mud will cause a rather beautiful iridescence 
to form on the glass surface, this only appears once the bottle is dry. Sometimes the embossed 
name on the bottle will be that of a now long gone manufacturer or brewery, such as this one at 
Stonehouse Creek, Plymouth, it being Plymouth Breweries.141

The good folks at www.bottledigging.org.uk (‘Britain’s No. 1 Antique Bottle Forum!’) were 
kind enough to grant me permission to reproduce here some of the finer digging finds from their 
enormous pictorial archives, and I do so with my commentary.

Since a ginger beer bottle occupies a prominent position in Ripperology due to the 
‘Dear Boss’ letter, I begin with an image of a stoneware ginger beer bottle typical of 
the LVP. Due to the durability of stoneware relative to glass, these bottles are almost 
always recovered in good shape.

60.  Ginger beer bottle recovered from privy,  
image courtesy of ‘compaq’,  
www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/default.aspx

141 www.cyberheritage.org/towndung/dung.htm

59. 1860s chamber pot recovered from privy,  
www.glswrk-auction.com/013.htm
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Next is a group of three such ginger beer bottles, but 
of a different brand. There were many dozens of ginger 
beer manufacturers in Victorian England, so identifying the 
specific brand of the ginger beer bottle that was mentioned 
in the ‘Dear Boss’ letter will not be possible.

61.  Trio of ginger beer bottles recovered from privy, image courtesy of 
‘compaq’, www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/default.aspx

Here we have a set of three ‘fancy’ coloured ‘poison’ 
bottles, complete with the original glass stoppers. ‘Poison’ 
was a term commonly applied to various compounded 
medicinal preparations during the Victorian Era, apparently 
in an effort to prevent sampling and unauthorized use. This 
richly coloured Victorian glass is rare and highly collectible, 
especially specimens as unique and fine as these. This English 
poison bottle set, supplied by Bailey of Oxford Street, not 
only has different body mouldings and colours, but also has 
stoppers of different shapes to differentiate them from one 
another. This may have been a test set for pharmaceutical 
use and is a prize find. (Commentary courtesy of ‘Bulbous 
Neckus’)

62.  Coloured ‘poison’ bottles recovered from privy, image courtesy of 
‘Bulbous Neckus’, www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/default.aspx

Another set of three ‘fancy’ poison bottles, these 
resembling miniature submarines. This is another prize find 
as these are relatively fragile to begin with, and a complete 
set of the three different sizes in such perfect condition is 
rare indeed.

63.   ‘Poison’ bottles resembling submarines, recovered from privy, 
image courtesy of ‘Bulbous Neckus’, www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/
default.aspx

An unusual ‘poison’ bottle that was designed to lie on 
its side as shown. The odd indentation was an antisyphon 
device meant to prevent leaks when in this position.

64.   Antisyphon ‘poison’ bottle recovered from privy, image courtesy of 
‘Bulbous Neckus’, www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/default.aspx
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A really fine and fancy poison bottle, beautifully coloured and replete with 
an integral embossed skull. Such finds are highly prized and, of course, quite 
valuable to the collector.

65.   Embossed skull ‘poison’ bottle recovered from privy, image courtesy of ‘Bulbous 
Neckus’, www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/default.aspx

An ordinary domestic glass bottle of the time, this one containing household 
ammonia. The intact label is a rarity.

66.  Household ammonia bottle recovered from privy, image courtesy of ‘compaq’,  
www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/default.aspx

Patent medicine bottles of several generations. I presume 
the two smaller bottles were of an earlier, handy pocket 
flask design.

67.  Pair of patent medicine pocket flasks recovered from privy, flank-
ing a preserved ‘economy size’ bottle, image courtesy of ‘Bulbous 
Neckus’, www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/default.aspx
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A collection of stoneware cream bottles. Today this kind 
of bottle would cost several times the value of the cream 
contained therein. Note the fine condition of these bottles, 
a testament to their durability.

68.  Collection of stoneware cream bottles recovered from privy, im-
age courtesy of ‘compaq’, http://www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/
default.aspx

A ceramic bed warmer, used in the days before hot-water 
bottles. Note the cracks in the right side, no doubt the 
reason why this ‘Thermette’ found its way into the privy.

69.  Ceramic bedwarmer recovered from privy, image courtesy of  
‘compaq’, http://www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/default.aspx

‘Bears Grease’ container, of a sort known worldwide 
as a ‘potlid’, presumably due to its round shape and flat 
profile that does resemble the lid of a pot. These are avidly 
collected in the United States, and come in many hundreds 
of variations. ‘Bears Grease’ was actually pomade for the 
hair, produced by perfumeries. There are also small pontilled 
flintglass bottles known that are embossed ‘Bear Oil’, which 
held a similar preparation for the hair, but in liquid form 
(a very expensive product at the time, and correspondingly 
rare today). (Commentary courtesy of ‘Bulbous Neckus’)

70.  Bears’ Grease potlid recovered from privy, image courtesy of ‘com-
paq’, http://www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/default.aspx
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Shaving soap potlid, with advertising specifically designed 
to appeal to men.

71.   Shaving soap potlid recovered from privy, image courtesy of ‘com-
paq’, http://www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/default.aspx

Toothpaste potlid, with an awful lot of advertising copy. 
I have to wonder why cherry-flavoured toothpaste isn’t 
marketed any longer if it was this good.

72.   Cherry toothpaste potlid recovered from privy, image courtesy of 
‘compaq’, http://www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/default.aspx

Cold cream potlid, definitely made and marketed by a 
local apothecary chemist/druggist.

73.   Cold cream potlid recovered from privy, image courtesy of ‘Bul-
bous Neckus’, http://www.bottledigging.org.uk/forum/default.aspx
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There is a dearth of metal objects since they are not very photogenic when recovered. Note, 
however, that knives have been among the many types of objects recovered by privy diggers.

Not only are privy diggers experts at excavating old privies, they are also expert at locating 
them. Given a location that once contained a privy, the privy digger looks for tell-tale signs, such 
as a depression in the ground, and instinctively knows that privies were located along back fences, 
near gardens and/or woodpiles, and within a certain distance of the dwelling. Once a promising 
spot has been identified, the privy digger uses a steel rod to gauge the location, listening for the 
characteristic clink of metal against glass, for if a privy had indeed been located there, it will 
surely contain a profusion of glass bottles, as seen earlier in Figure 58.

Some may disagree, but it is my opinion that these amateur 
archaeologists represent what may be Ripperology’s best hope 
of solving the Whitechapel Murders in our lifetimes. For if Jack 
the Ripper did dispose of his ‘trophies’, relics, tools, or other 
potential evidence circa November 1888, it all likely went 
down a privy vault or vaults, and privy diggers will be the ones 
to discover these hidden caches, if anyone ever does.

Not your Typical Crap Theory

So was Jack the Ripper a nightman? Were the peculiar circumstances attending Annie Chapman’s 
murder actually an en clair clue left for an otherwise clueless police force by a supremely confident 
murderer of strangers? Was there possibly a hidden meaning in that faeces-soiled apron scrap found 
in Goulston Street? Such a revelation would be quite an anticlimax and a major disappointment 
to the many British Ripperologists who secretly revel in Jack’s status as history’s #1 serial-killing 
supercriminal, but there is no good reason why this could not have been so. The various Ripper 
suspects and types proposed thus far encompass virtually the whole list from the old English 
nursery rhyme - Rich man, poor man, beggar man, thief, doctor, lawyer, merchant, chief, tinker, 
tailor, soldier, sailor. Add to that list artist, mortuary worker, and now, nightman.

The theory of Jack-As-Nightman actually has a lot going for 
it, since nightmen could go practically anywhere in the East 
End, day or night, down alleys, in back yards, etc., without 
arousing suspicion or even particular notice. Just as importantly, 
they could also have carried off anything associated with the 
Whitechapel Murders with perfect impunity. Abstracted organs, 
bloody clothing, knives and so forth would easily have fit inside 
the 5-gallon containers used by nightmen (see Figures 52, 53, 
and 54), and it surely never even crossed the minds of Abberline 
and others in pursuit to inspect those. Naturally, a nightman 

would also have an intimate working knowledge of the areas he serviced, police beat times, 
degrees of seclusion, accessibility, etc. There is no written record that the privy at 29 Hanbury 
Street, in a small enclosed yard where one of the Canonical Five murders actually took place, was 
ever examined for evidence, so why should the authorities have been interested in privies or privy 
components elsewhere?
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One reason that Conan Doyle’s short stories of the Sherlock Holmes canon, such as The Red-
headed League, were so popular among the educated classes in LVP London is his portrayal of the 
working class as dolts, as exemplified in this case by that ‘not over-bright pawnbroker’. The Ripper 
could have used this attitude and class prejudice to his advantage and simply hidden in plain 
sight, knowing that no one would ever suspect that a dumb shit collector could possibly possess 
the cunning and ability required to execute the Whitechapel Murders. Refer to the lead tubman in 
Figure 54 for a prime example of the type of persona being discussed here. Abberline et al were 
looking for a monster, a madman or a criminal mastermind, not an oaf.

If the Ripper had indeed been a nightman, there may then be 
an alternative explanation for the faeces found on that apron 
scrap in Goulston Street, which would have more to do with Jack’s 
methodology than Eddowes’s gut. As a nightman by profession, 
the Ripper needn’t have committed his crimes while ‘on duty’, so 
to speak. Annie Chapman’s murder may have been a conspicuous 
exception to this postulation, but there must have been privies to be 
serviced round Mitre Square just as there were on Hanbury Street. 
If such were the case, the Ripper may well have had knowledge of 
and quick access to a pail privy into which he could have quickly placed Eddowes’s kidney and his 
knife, all wrapped inside the apron scrap to keep them away from the contents of the pail. He 
would know that no one else was likely going to look inside a privy pail, and he wouldn’t even have 
had to leave the crime scene with it; he could have returned soon afterwards to retrieve it safely 
and more inconspicuously. Maybe such a delay could have had something to do with the issue of 
that missing hour in Goulston Street that continues to confound Ripperologists to this day.

Fortunately, as opposed to other suspects’ livelihoods, nightmen in London were relatively 
scarce by 1888. Thus a list of nightmen who would be potential suspects as per this theory could 
easily be generated, presuming that, if the Ripper had been a nightman, he would have been 
honest enough to identify his profession to the census taker. And why should he not have done so, 
especially in the census prior to 1888? It would be very interesting to learn if a nightman did live at 
or near 29 Hanbury Street circa 1888, and maybe some of Ripperology’s intrepid and indefatigable 
researchers could rise to the challenge.

Nightman or no, the Ripper’s use of a pail privy as a means of ultimate 
disposal would mean that these artefacts have been lost forever. However, 
if instead he had utilized a privy over a deep privy vault, the chances 
are that these artefacts are still where he would have left them, the 
reason being that deep (20 feet) privy vaults were seldom cleaned out 
completely. By 1888, nightmen had also begun using hand pumps to pump 
out these deep privy vaults, as the low demand and relatively high cost of 
labour dictated that as few people as possible should work as quickly and 

productively as possible. To service the privy vaults remaining within London, a crew of nightmen 
discreetly travelled up and down alleys at night, removing the waste matter much as they had in 
the past. This service was performed on a regular basis, by pumping if possible or by shovelling 
out if necessary. Thus, if the privy vault were pumped out, any such artefacts as might have 
been sequestered therein undoubtedly would have remained there in the sludge – and likely still 
remain if the privy vault was just abandoned as the privy was replaced by a water-closet with a 
connection to a sanitary sewer line.
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Presuming that crucial evidence was so placed as described here, what could we expect to find 
in a privy vault after 123 years? The simple answer is, all that was identified in the previous section 
and more. Archaeological excavations in old landfills have uncovered fragile and perishable items 
such as 50-year-old hot dogs and newspapers in remarkably pristine condition. In the high plains 
of West Texas, the area known as the Llano Estacado, intact steel chain mail from the days of the 
Spanish conquistadors in the 1500s has been found during contemporary tilling of cotton fields. 
And in 1995, the skeleton of ‘Lucky Pierre’, with intact brain tissue, was recovered from the 
1686 shipwreck of ‘Belle’, the expeditionary vessel of René Robert Cavelier, Sieur de La Salle, in 
Matagorda Bay, Texas.

For all organic materials and ferrous metals, oxygen is the enemy. 
In the absence of free or dissolved oxygen, ferrous metals such as 
steel simply will not form rust, even in the presence of water. This 
phenomenon explains how 500-year old chain mail has survived all 
these years buried in the soil, because the covering of soil excluded 
the air and its oxygen. It also explains how 50-year old hot dogs and 
300-year old brain tissue escaped complete decomposition, because the landfill cover kept air, 
sunlight, and water away from the hot dog, thus thwarting both aerobic and anaerobic bacteria, 
and the cover of sand and silt kept oxygenated seawater and bacteria away from the brain matter.

Due to their wet, anaerobic environment, privy pits and vaults often preserve fragile organic 
materials that would soon decompose elsewhere due to exposure to air and sunlight. Among the 
varied recovered objects documented by privy diggers is that of a human embryo inside of a glass 
Mason jar. The remains were decomposed due to breach of the jar seal, but they would have been 
preserved indefinitely had the jar and seal remained intact. So if a similar jar from 1888 that 
contained, say, a preserved fragment of human kidney, a uterus, or a heart were to have found its 
way into a privy vault and remained intact, the contents should still be viable even 123 years later.

Because of the privy’s protective conditions and its status 
as a private landfill, privy diggers have in the past made some 
historically significant finds. Diggers in Nauvoo, Illinois, recovered 
the personalized shaving mug of Joseph Smith, founder of the 
LDS (Mormon) religion, who was killed by a mob in 1844. Diggers 
in Washington, D.C. have located the privy used by the First 
Continental Congress. Other diggers in New England have recovered 
buttons of rare Revolutionary War uniforms and commemorative 
flasks manufactured to celebrate George Washington’s first 
inauguration. These latter items are extremely rare and extremely 
valuable, and specimens other than those recovered from privies 
are virtually unknown.

As of this writing, privy diggers in New Orleans are excavating 
privies that date back to the 1880s. In London, privy vaults from the LVP still await discovery and 
exploration, assuming that they have survived urban renewal and redevelopment. Alas, the privy 
at 29 Hanbury Street fell victim to such redevelopment and is gone without a trace, but even if an 
old privy structure has since been destroyed, there is still a reasonable chance that its deep privy 
vault may remain intact.
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There is also the considerable possibility that the Ripper’s privy 
caches, if they ever existed, have already been discovered and long 
ago discarded, or were simply destroyed as was the Hanbury Street 
privy. Such a fate would not be limited to contents of a privy vault; it 
has long been my speculation that a stash of incriminating evidence 
must have existed at one time, but has since been discovered and 
discarded or destroyed by persons who had no idea what it was they 
were looking at (www.jtrforums.com/showthread.php?t=36). The 
odds of any expository Ripper evidence being found anywhere by 
anyone are now long indeed, but they become much, much longer 
if the qualification is made that the discovering party is also able to 

recognize and appreciate the significance of the find. Yet, hope remains, for there must still be 
hundreds, if not thousands, of Victorian privy vaults to locate and explore in metropolitan London, 
and privy diggers are nobody’s fools.

It may be that, someday, somewhere, some fortuitous privy digger in London’s East End or 
elsewhere around the City will, well and truly, hit the Jack Pot.

 

IN THE NEXT ISSUE

The conclusion of Tim Mosley’s 
House that Jack Built

Tim Mosley is a lifelong Ripperologist, having 
been introduced to Jack the Ripper in 1961 via 
Boris Karloff’s Thriller. He founded the original 
jtrforums.com in 2003 and is the administrator of 
the current site. Tim has been a past contributor 
to Ripperologist and Ripper Notes.
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Ambrose Bierce
On 2 October 1913, the 71-year old American writer, 

journalist, editor, critic, lexicographer and satirist 
Ambrose Bierce left Washington DC for Mexico, which 
was at the time torn apart by the conflict between the 
régime of General Victoriano Huerta and the rebel forces 
of Venustiano Carranza, Pancho Villa and Emiliano Zapata. 
Before leaving, Bierce wrote a letter to his niece Lora 
which concluded: ‘Good-by - if you hear of my being stood 
up against a Mexican stone wall and shot to rags please 
know that I think that a pretty good way to depart this life. 
It beats old age, disease, or falling down the cellar stairs. 
To be a Gringo in Mexico - ah, that is euthanasia!’ His words 
would prove prophetic.

Ambrose Gwinnett Bierce was born on 24 June 1842 in a small farm in Ohio. His parents, Marcus 
Aurelius Bierce and Laura Sherwood, were dour, austere members of the fire-and-brimstone First 
Congregational Church of Christ. For reasons of their own, they gave every one of their 13 children 
names beginning with the letter ‘A’: Abigail, Amelia, Ann, Addison, Aurelius, Augustus, Almeda, 
Andrew, Albert, Arthur, Adelia and Aurelia. It is perhaps not surprising that the tenth child, 
Ambrose, did not grow up to be particularly fond of his parents. He was susceptible, however, to 
the influence of his colourful and combative uncle, ‘General’ Lucius Bierce, a staunch abolitionist 
who had once led an abortive invasion of Canada designed to liberate it from the British yoke. 
At fifteen years of age, Ambrose joined an abolitionist newspaper, the Northern Indianan, as a 
‘printer’s devil’, that is to say, an apprentice who performed such tasks as mixing tubs of ink and 
fetching type. It was the lowest possible position, but it was Bierce’s first venture into journalism. 

In 1861, at the outset of the American Civil War, Bierce enlisted in the Ninth Indiana Volunteers 
Regiment. He quickly rose through the ranks and saw action at Shiloh, Murfreesboro, Chickamauga 
and Chattanooga. On 23 June 1864, a musket ball glanced off his head at the Battle of Kennesaw 
Mountain. ‘For many years afterward,’ he later wrote, I ‘was subject to fits of fainting, sometimes 
without assignable immediate cause, but mostly when suffering from exposure, excitement or 
excessive fatigue.’ Bierce returned to active duty in September, participated in the capture of 
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Atlanta and Sherman’s March through Georgia, and left the army after Lee’s surrender in April of 
the following year. At the recommendation of General William Hazen, President Lincoln made him 
a brevet major. 

One year later, General Hazen invited Bierce to join his expedition to explore and map what 
was still the Wild, Wild West. The expedition left Omaha, Nebraska, in July 1866 and arrived in 
San Francisco, California, in December. Hazen had recommended Bierce, still a volunteer officer, 
for a captaincy in the regular army. But Bierce was offered only a second-lieutenancy, the lowest 
commissioned rank. He flipped a coin to decide whether he would accept the commission or try his 
luck in journalism. The coin said ‘journalism’. ‘The coin was right,’ Bierce later said. While working 
as a guardian at the San Francisco Mint, Bierce studied, read the classics, wrote and submitted his 
material to the local journals. In 1868 he placed a few magazine articles and was hired to write 
the Town Crier, a humour column, for the San Francisco News Letter and Commercial Advertiser. 

On 25 December 1871, Bierce married Molly Day, the daughter 
of a mining magnate. Theirs would not be a happy union. They had 
three children: two sons, Day and Leigh, and a daughter, Helen. 
Both of Bierce’s sons died before him: Day was killed in a gunfight 
over a woman and Leigh died of pneumonia. Bierce and his wife 
separated in 1888 and divorced in 1904. In 1872, however, those 
gloomy events were far in the future and the couple went together 
to Britain, where Bierce contributed to humorous magazines 
such as Figaro and Fun and published three novels signed with 
pseudonyms. “Generally speaking,’ he wrote about his experience 
in a letter, ‘the English are good fellows, the Scotch are better, 
and the Irish are a bad lot’. 

Back in San Francisco in 1875, Bierce resumed his career in 
journalism. He was assistant editor of The Argonaut from 1877 
to 1879 and in 1881 became editor-in-chief of The Wasp, a well 
established satirical magazine. He would make his name lampooning 
public figures and writing editorials, satirical sketches, poems, 
short stories and the acerbic aphorisms and barbed epigrams 
disguised as dictionary entries later collected in The Devil’s 
Dictionary. In time, he became one of the 
most independent and influential writers, 

journalists and critics on the West Coast. He was more feared, alas, than 
loved. ‘My independence is my wealth,’ he wrote, ‘it is my literature. I have 
written to please myself, no matter who should be hurt.’ 

When Bierce’s turn as editor of The Wasp came to an end in 1886, a happy 
coincidence came to his rescue. On 5 March 1887, William Randolph Hearst 
took over the San Francisco Examiner. One of his first acts was to invite 
Bierce to join his staff. Within the same month Bierce published his first 
column, which under the title Prattle would continue to appear for the next 
20 years. In January 1896, Hearst sent Bierce to Washington, DC to launch a 
newspaper campaign against Collis P Huntington, the owner of the Southern 
Pacific Railroad. The US Government had granted loans for 130 million dollars 

Mary Ellen “Molly” Day
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to the Union Pacific and Central Pacific railway companies to build the First 
Transcontinental Railroad. The terms of the loans were very favourable, 
but Huntington wanted to go a step further and persuaded a member of 
Congress to introduce the Railroad Funding Bill excusing the companies 
from repaying the money. When Huntington confronted Bierce on the steps 
of the Capitol, angrily asking him to name his price, Bierce replied: ‘My 
price is 130 million dollars. If, when you are ready to pay, I happen to 
be out of town, you may hand it over to my friend, the Treasurer of the 
United States’. The Bill was defeated. Bierce relocated to Washington DC, 
where he became a national columnist for Hearst’s newspapers, showing 
his independence by first supporting, then mildly criticising America’s war 
with Spain. At the end of 1908, Bierce resigned from Hearst’s employ. 
From 1909 to 1912, he spent most of his time compiling and editing his 
12-volume, million-word Collected Works, the seventh volume of which 
was devoted entirely to The Devil’s Dictionary. 

By 1913 Bierce was a lonely, ageing man, plagued by general ill health, 
asthma, and the lingering consequences of his war wound. Yet, despite his age and physical 
condition – or perhaps because of them – he decided to become active in journalism again and 
chose the Mexican Revolution as his subject. On his way to Mexico, he visited the battlefields 
of the Civil War and travelled through New Orleans and Texas. When Pancho Villa seized Ciudad 
Juárez on 16 November 1913, Bierce took a train to El Paso, crossed the border and joined Villa’s 
army as an observer. In that role was present at the Battle of Tierra Blanca and followed Villa 
to Chihuahua, from where he addressed his last letter, dated 26 December 1913, to Blanche 
Partington. He wrote: ‘I leave here tomorrow for an unknown destination.’ He was never heard 
from again. Some believe he was killed during the siege of Ojinaga in January 1914. Some claim 
that he did not go to Mexico at all but committed suicide at the Great Canyon. Some maintain that 
he was executed by a firing squad at the cemetery of Sierra Mojada – which would have been the 
fulfilment of his own prophecy. 

Apart from The Devil’s Dictionary, Bierce is remembered today for his 
ninety-odd short stories, of which roughly half were ghost and horror 
stories and the rest were war stories based on his own experience and 
satirical old-Western ‘tall tales’. The present offering, Oil of Dog, is 
neither one of Bierce’s best known stories nor one of the horror or war 
stories that made his reputation. It can best be described as a humorous 
tale – though its humour is of the blackest variety. It was first published 
on 11 October 1890 in the Oakland Tribune as The Oil of a Dog: A Tragic 
Episode in the Life of an Eminent Educator and later collected in The 
Parenticide Club together with three more stories whose subject was 
also gentle murder within the family: My Favorite Murder, An Imperfect 
Conflagration and The Hypnotist. 
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OIL OF DOG
My name is Boffer Bings. I was born of 

honest parents in one of the humbler walks 
of life, my father being a manufacturer of 
dog-oil and my mother having a small studio 
in the shadow of the village church, where 
she disposed of unwelcome babes. In my 
boyhood I was trained to habits of industry; I 
not only assisted my father in procuring dogs 
for his vats, but was frequently employed 
by my mother to carry away the debris of 
her work in the studio. In performance of this duty I sometimes had need of all my natural 
intelligence for all the law officers of the vicinity were opposed to my mother’s business. 
They were not elected on an opposition ticket, and the matter had never been made a 
political issue; it just happened so. My father’s business of making dog-oil was, naturally, less 
unpopular, though the owners of missing dogs sometimes regarded him with suspicion, which 
was reflected, to some extent, upon me. My father had, as silent partners, all the physicians 
of the town, who seldom wrote a prescription which did not contain what they were pleased 
to designate as Ol. can. It is really the most valuable medicine ever discovered. 

But most persons are unwilling to make personal sacrifices for the afflicted, and it was 
evident that many of the fattest dogs in town had been forbidden to play with me—a fact 
which pained my young sensibilities, and at one time came near driving me to become a 
pirate.

 Looking back upon those days, I cannot but regret, at times, that by indirectly bringing 
my beloved parents to their death I was the author of misfortunes profoundly affecting my 
future.

 One evening while passing my father’s oil factory with the body of a foundling from 
my mother’s studio I saw a constable who seemed to be closely watching my movements. 
Young as I was, I had learned that a constable’s acts, of whatever apparent character, are 
prompted by the most reprehensible motives, and I avoided him by dodging into the oilery 
by a side door which happened to stand ajar. I locked it at once and was alone with my dead. 
My father had retired for the night. The only light in the place came from the furnace, which 

glowed a deep, rich crimson under one of the vats, casting ruddy 
reflections on the walls. Within the cauldron the oil still rolled in 
indolent ebullition, occasionally pushing to the surface a piece of 
dog. Seating myself to wait for the constable to go away, I held 
the naked body of the foundling in my lap and tenderly stroked 
its short, silken hair. Ah, how beautiful it was! Even at that early 
age I was passionately fond of children, and as I looked upon this 
cherub I could almost find it in my heart to wish that the small, 
red wound upon its breast—the work of my dear mother—had not 
been mortal.
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 It had been my custom to throw the 
babes into the river which nature had 
thoughtfully provided for the purpose, but 
that night I did not dare to leave the oilery 
for fear of the constable. “After all,” I 
said to myself, “it cannot greatly matter 
if I put it into this cauldron. My father 
will never know the bones from those of 
a puppy, and the few deaths which may 
result from administering another kind of 
oil for the incomparable ol. can. are not 
important in a population which increases 
so rapidly.” In short, I took the first step in 
crime and brought myself untold sorrow by 
casting the babe into the cauldron.

The next day, somewhat to my surprise, my father, rubbing his hands with satisfaction, 
informed me and my mother that he had obtained the finest quality of oil that was ever seen; 
that the physicians to whom he had shown samples had so pronounced it. He added that he 
had no knowledge as to how the result was obtained; the dogs had been treated in all respects 
as usual, and were of an ordinary breed. I deemed it my duty to explain—which I did, though 
palsied would have been my tongue if I could have foreseen the consequences. Bewailing their 
previous ignorance of the advantages of combining their industries, my parents at once took 
measures to repair the error. My mother removed her studio to a wing of the factory building 
and my duties in connection with the business ceased; I was no longer required to dispose of the 
bodies of the small superfluous, and there was no need of alluring dogs to their doom, for my 
father discarded them altogether, though they still had an honorable place in the name of the 
oil. So suddenly thrown into idleness, I might naturally have been expected to become vicious 
and dissolute, but I did not. The holy influence of my dear mother was ever about me to protect 
me from the temptations which beset youth, and my father was a deacon in a church. Alas, that 
through my fault these estimable persons should have come to so bad an end!

 Finding a double profit in her business, my mother now devoted herself to it with a new 
assiduity. She removed not only superfluous and unwelcome babes to order, but went out into 
the highways and byways, gathering in children of a larger growth, and even such adults as she 
could entice to the oilery. My father, too, enamored of the superior quality of oil produced, 
purveyed for his vats with diligence and zeal. The conversion of their neighbors into dog-oil 
became, in short, the one passion of their lives—an absorbing and overwhelming greed took 
possession of their souls and served them in place of a hope in Heaven—by which, also, they 
were inspired.

So enterprising had they now become that a public meeting was held and resolutions passed 
severely censuring them. It was intimated by the chairman that any further raids upon the 
population would be met in a spirit of hostility. My poor parents left the meeting broken-
hearted, desperate and, I believe, not altogether sane. Anyhow, I deemed it prudent not to 
enter the oilery with them that night, but slept outside in a stable.
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At about midnight some mysterious impulse 
caused me to rise and peer through a window into 
the furnace-room, where I knew my father now 
slept. The fires were burning as brightly as if the 
following day’s harvest had been expected to be 
abundant. One of the large cauldrons was slowly 
“walloping” with a mysterious appearance of self-
restraint, as if it bided its time to put forth its 
full energy. My father was not in bed; he had risen 
in his night clothes and was preparing a noose 
in a strong cord. From the looks which he cast 
at the door of my mother’s bedroom I knew too 
well the purpose that he had in mind. Speechless 
and motionless with terror, I could do nothing in 
prevention or warning. Suddenly the door of my 
mother’s apartment was opened, noiselessly, and 
the two confronted each other, both apparently 
surprised. The lady, also, was in her night clothes, 
and she held in her right hand the tool of her 
trade, a long, narrow-bladed dagger.

 She, too, had been unable to deny herself the last profit which the unfriendly action 
of the citizens and my absence had left her. For one instant they looked into each other’s 
blazing eyes and then sprang together with indescribable fury. Round and round, the room 
they struggled, the man cursing, the woman shrieking, both fighting like demons—she to 
strike him with the dagger, he to strangle her with his great bare hands. I know not how 
long I had the unhappiness to observe this disagreeable instance of domestic infelicity, but 
at last, after a more than usually vigorous struggle, the combatants suddenly moved apart.

 My father’s breast and my mother’s weapon showed 
evidences of contact. For another instant they glared at 
each other in the most unamiable way; then my poor, 
wounded father, feeling the hand of death upon him, 
leaped forward, unmindful of resistance, grasped my 
dear mother in his arms, dragged her to the side of the 
boiling cauldron, collected all his failing energies, and 
sprang in with her! In a moment, both had disappeared 
and were adding their oil to that of the committee of 
citizens who had called the day before with an invitation 
to the public meeting.

 Convinced that these unhappy events closed to me 
every avenue to an honorable career in that town, I 
removed to the famous city of Otumwee, where these 
memoirs are written with a heart full of remorse for a 
heedless act entailing so dismal a commercial disaster.
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Slice O’ Life
The Misfortune of  Others

By HOWARD BROWN

“We all have strength enough to endure the misfortunes of others...” 
Francois De La Rochefoucauld, 1613-1680

The staff here at Ripperologist magazine were kind enough to take a stab 
(pun intended) at my idea of a column focusing on stories which appeared in the 
newspapers around the time of the Autumn of Terror but weren’t related to the 
case. This series, “Slice O’ Life”, is also the title of a thread that I contribute to on 
a regular basis on www.jtrforums.com.

 I’m aware that a number of people who subscribe to Ripperologist and/or who frequent Ripper 
websites do not subscribe or have access to newspaper archives. I thought it might be a good idea 
to share stories with that particular group.

Publications such as Lloyd’s Weekly Newspaper (one of my favorites) are a goldmine for articles 
on a variety of topics which seldom appear nowadays, such as deaths by starvation, paraffin 
lamp murders, theft of another fellow’s geese, counterfeiting coins, milk adulteration, wandering 
lunatics, pickpocketing, violent assaults on constables, people kicked to death by horses, and men 
killed by hogs... as well as light-hearted articles. We’ll definitely have some of those, which is why 
we see Her Majesty smiling in the header.

For this month, we’ll take a look at stories featuring spousal assaults in the year 1888 alone...
from all across the UK.

While collecting stories on some types of incidents in the future 
might present a challenge, the hardest part of collecting stories for this 
article on this particular subject was which stories should I choose... as 
there are hundreds upon hundreds of articles which were available. In 
the end, I chose one story for each calendar month of the eventful year 
1888. There were as many articles as there were days in the year 1888 
alone using only one search term. There were other equally appalling 
tales I could have used...

 Thankfully, and unlike the victims of the Whitechapel Murderer, all 
of these victimized women survived their attacks and in some cases, 
the lethal intentions of the perpetrator. Sadly, however, many, if not 
most, of the women stayed on with their man even after decades of 
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spousal abuse primarily due to their being dependent on the income 
of their partner and often because they themselves were alcoholics 
as well. It also needs to be pointed out in fairness that while there 
were more cases featuring the husband as aggressor, you can be 
sure that there were numerous cases of wives enacting all sorts of 
dreadful acts upon their mates and children. It wasn’t a one-way 
street in the Late Victorian Period (LVP) as some would have us think. 
I focused on husband-on-wife cases simply because the year 1888 was 
a particularly bad year for women... in the East End and elsewhere. 
Several of the cases in this article are accounts of domestic abuse 
outside of London.

Jealousy, financial problems, but most particularly alcohol fueled 
the great majority of these cases. The odds are that had those wives 
who stayed on with their mates after these reported disturbances 
would be repeated in the future. Recividistic behavior is a common 
element within the articles one comes across in the papers.

One curious article which I was fortunate enough to locate presents what might be food for 
thought. I found it most interesting in that while any unprovoked assault on a spouse of either 
gender is improper, there does seem to be a hint of a double standard at work as one reads the 
interpretation of the “rules” as laid out by Mr. Justice Biron:

Morning Post, August 14, 1888

Lambeth

A man made an application to Mr. Biron for a separation order. He said his wife had become a 
confirmed drunkard, had got him into debt over 15 Pounds, and had threatened to take his life 
while he was asleep. —Mr. Biron said he was sorry he could do nothing for him. The law was that if 
a man assaulted his wife she could obtain a separation, but a woman had the privilege of behaving 
just as she liked until she committed adultery. —The applicant thanked his worship, and left the 
court.

While the “murder of strangers” (if in fact the victims of Jack the Ripper were strangers to their 
killer) attracted worldwide attention which continues to this very moment and will continue for 
decades to come, the every day domestic abuse cases which appeared in British papers before, 
during, and after the Autumn of Terror made minimal headlines... whether for the fact that at 
least there were survivors within the cases mentioned or that domestic abuse was as prevalent 
as it was and that Britons had become so used to reading or hearing of these tragedies that they 
became immune to it. Who among us could honestly blame them for that?

After all, reading about the misfortune of others from a distance is what we as Ripperologists 
do on a daily basis ourselves.
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Separated... From Her Teeth

Newcastle Weekly Courant 
Friday, January 20, 1888

In Gateshead, James Earley was charged with aggravated assault on his wife on the 4th, inst.

Maria Earley said she had been married to the defendant eight years. A woman named Kennedy 
was kept in the house to sell milk and witness had asked that she should be dismissed, but defendant 
kept her there. The wife was often sent off to bed whilst Kennedy remained in the room with her 
husband.

On the 4th inst., when setting some cousins to the station, one of the cousins said to the 
defendant, “Be kinder to Maria and get her some clothes”.

When they returned home, he blacked her eye, knocked out several of her teeth, and assaulted 
her very badly.

There were six children of the marriage, the eldest being seven years of age —The Bench granted 
a separation order, the wife to have custody of the children, and the husband to pay 25s per week 
for her maintenence. Defendant was also fined 10s and costs or fourteen days imprisonment.

Brickhead

Morning Post, London 
Friday, February 10, 1888

Thomas Mars, bricklayer, aged 30, was charged with violently assaulting his wife, Mary, by 
kicking her on the breast and head in Somerstown. It was stated that the prosecutrix was too 
severely injured to be able to appear. PC Wiltshire arrested Mars at his home on the charge of 
having assaulted his wife. The prisoner at first said he knew nothing about it, but afterwards at 
the police station he called his wife everything he could think of and said that he wished he had 
settled her. “I shall settle her if I come out again.” —Mr. Barstow remanded the prisoner.

Recieved Great Provocation...

Aberdeen Weekly Journal 
Thursday, March 15, 1888

Before Baillie Macdonald, in the Dundee Police Court yesterday,Peter Morrison, labourer, 
Bernard Street, was charged with having assaulted his wife on Sunday morning last. He admitted 
the charge. Accused’s wife was assisted into court by a police official and Mr. Dewar, in explaining 
the case said that Mrs. Morrison was quite unable to walk and had to be brought into Court in the 
morning. This was accused’s first appearance and he had recieved a letter from the manager of 
the works in which accused is and has been employed for the last fifteen years stating that he was 
a very steady man and had never been seen the worse for drink.

Morrison, on the night in question, was said to have been under the influence of drink, came 
home about midnight, and finding his wife in bed in a state of intoxication, pulled her out of bed 
by the hair of her head, knocked her down on the floor and kicked her and tearing the shirt off 
her back, took her by the legs while in a state of nudity and dragged her out of the house into the 
passage. The Baillie, taking his previous good character into consideration and the fact that he 
had recieved great provocation, sentenced him to pay a fine of 2 pounds, with the alternative of 
20 days imprisonment.
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Good Friday?

Newcastle Weekly Courant  
Friday, April 6, 1888

James Purves, Old Hen & Chickens Inn, Bridge St., who had been apprehended on a warrant, was 
charged with having assaulted his wife, Sophie. From the evidence of Ellen Purves, daughter, it 
appeared that the father and daughter had been quarreling on Good Friday night. Purves, who was 
drunk, was striking his daughter when the wife intervened, he grasped her by the collar bone and 
threw her down upon the fender, thereby breaking her collar bone. Purves, who said his daughter 
had been the cause of all the mischief, was remanded.

Protect & Serve?

Huddersfield Daily Chronicle  
Monday, May 21, 1888

On Saturday at Leeds, Edward Johnston, a member of the Leeds Police Force, was remanded 
on a charge of having murderously assaulted his wife. It was alleged that the defendant had 
sharpened a carving knife, with which he threatened to murder her, and that he would have done 
so but for a neighbour going to her help. It was further alleged that he afterwards struck his wife 
on the head and knocked her down, hammering her on the face and head for fully five minutes.

“Pestered” For Support

Lloyd’s Weekly Newspaper  
Sunday, June 10, 1888

A Cat And Dog Life —James Newport, 29, deputy at a lodging house in Turk’s Row, Chelsea, was 
charged on a warrant with having violently assaulted his wife, Frances, at their residence, 10 
Blackland Street, Chelsea, on the 7th inst. —Prosecutrix, who had two terrible black eyes and a 
cut nose, said she had been living apart from her husband since January last, when he came out of 
prison for assaulting her. They had been married for four years. On Thursday afternoon she was at 
work in her room when the prisoner entered with a dog, which he set on her cat. She told him that 
she would kick his dog, and he then struck her a violent blow with his clenched fist between her 
eyes. He also struck her behind the ear before leaving the house. By the Magistrate —she did not 
kick his dog. In November last, prisoner had two months hard labour for assaulting her —Prisoner- 
“She keeps coming after me for money. She persists in annoying me”—Parsons, one of the warrant 
officers, deposed that the prisoner was suffering from the effects of drink when he arrested him. 
he then complained that she asked him for money and said that this annoyed him and he “pushed” 
her with his hand. Mr. Partridge remanded him in custody.
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Only 74 priors...

Newcastle Weekly Courant  
Friday, July 6, 1888

John Folley was charged with assaulting his wife, Margaret Folley —the latter, who is blind, 
stated that a week gone Saturday her husband blackened both her eyes and beat her severely —
The prisoner made his 74th (seventy-fourth ) appearance and was committed to Durham for three 
months with hard labour.

Self Defence

Reynolds’s Newspaper 
Sunday, August 26, 1888

A Violent Wife Beater —George Booth, 46, of Lynton-road, Bermondsey, was charged with 
violently assaulting and wounding his wife and his daughter Elizabeth. When first brought from the 
police station the prisoner was very violent and was not placed in the cells. He appeared in court 
without coat or waistcoat. Mrs. Booth stated that the prisoner had been out of work for some 
time and latterly had become violent in his manner and struck her several times. That morning 
he attacked her in her bedroom and picked up a pomatum jar and struck her in the head with it. 
Her daughter came to her assistance and he threw the top of the jar at the girl and it cut her lips. 
Their wounds were dressed at the station and were not of a serious nature. She did not think the 
prisoner was in his right mind. The prisoner shouted at his wife and declared that all he had done 
was to protect himself from the violence of herself and children. Mr. Slade remanded him for a 
week and directed that the prison surgeon should report upon the condition of the prisoner’s mind. 
The accused was then removed.

Same Old, Same Old...

Morning Post 
Wednesday, September 05, 1888

Marylebone —William Connor was charged with violently assaulting Sarah Ann Cox —The woman 
stated that on the previous night she was in Harrow-road when the prisoner came up and struck 
her in the face in a savage manner, disfiguring her very much. He knocked her down twice and a 
baby she had in her arms was injured- Police constable 414X said about half-past six o’ clock he 
was in Harrow-road and saw a crowd of persons outside the Ben Jonson public house. He saw the 
prosecutrix, who was bleeding profusely from the nose. Hearing that the prisoner had committed 
the assault he took him into custody. —Connor made no defence, and Barrett, the assistant gaoler, 
informed the magistrate that the accused had been five times previously convicted for assault. 
—Mr. De Rutzen said the prisoner had been guilty of ruffianly conduct, and sentenced him to six 
months hard labor.
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A Very Unwise Choice Of Words

Hampshire Telegraph & Sussex Chronicle  
Saturday, October 13, 1888

Well Punished —Thomas Poate, 20, a boatman of 40 Alfred-street, was charged with having 
assaulted his wife on the 19th ult. For that he had already been bound over in the sum of 30 pounds 
to keep the peace, but on Tuesday, he repeated the ill-usage, threatened that he would “do” for 
her, referred to the Whitechapel affair, and said that “Mr. Cousins (the presiding magistrate) would 
not see him hurt as he had wanted to marry his (the defendant’s) mother...”. Prisoner sentenced 
to two months imprisonment with hard labour.

Double Event... In November

Dundee Courier & Argus 
Wednesday, November 7, 1888

More Wifebeaters—Michael Ledi, labourer, Wilkie’s Lane, was brought before the Court and 
remitted to the Sheriff charged with having assaulted his wife, four previous convictions being 
also charged against him. Stewart McConnachie, labourer, Gray’s Square, was also remitted to the 
Sheriff for having assaulted his wife, aggravated by four previous convictions.

Brickhead II

The Echo 
December 17, 1888

John Garton, a bricklayer of Kingsland has, according to PC Sutton assaulted his wife in a most 
brutal manner. The policeman found her early this morning with a shockingly disfigured face and 
apparently is in great agony. She accused her husband of pulling her out of bed, striking her about 
the head and face, and then jumping upon her side —Garton was charged with the assault at the 
Dalston Police-court today and remanded.

CATCH RIPPEROLOGIST 120 
FOR YOUR NEXT

Slice O’ Life...

HOWARD BROWN is the proprietor of JTRForums (www.jtrforums.com) and has been involved in 
Ripperology for nearly a decade. One of the credited researchers on the recent Definitive Jack the 
Ripper” documentary, Mr. Brown has written several articles for Ripperologist and in 2006 provided 
the public at large with the entire manuscript of “This Man Was Jack The Ripper” written by Bernard 
O’Donnell. He was one of the original crew members of Rippercast, the brainchild of Jonathan 
Menges, and relentlessly scours cyberspace for articles which pertain to the Whitechapel Murders 
and peripheral stories from the Late Victorian Period. He is also featured in the latest edition of the 
A to Z, having contributed to the section on Roslyn D’Onston Stephenson. He is married to fellow 
Ripperologist, Nina Brown, and has two daughters as well as three grandchildren. Mr. Brown is from 
Philadelphia.
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CHRIS SCOTT’S

Press Trawl
Sacramento Daily Union
16 September 1889

IS THERE A JACK THE RIPPER?

We trust that few of our readers have followed with anything like interested curiosity the 
diabolical stories concerning Jack the Ripper and his Whitechapel victims. Those who have, 
however, cannot have failed to notice that the discovery of fragmentary remains of the victims 
invariably discloses the fact that some portion of the body is entirely missing. In the last instance, 
the entire trunk, with the arms and head, were present, while the lower limbs were gone. In 
former cases some portion of the intestines only were missing.

All this points to the work of the students of some medical college, who have disposed of the 
remains of subjects of the dissecting table. In the last case reported by telegraph, the assurance is 
conveyed that the mutilation was evidently “done by some one familiar with surgery.” This theory 
finds much confirmation on the face of the facsimile letters, recently published in a San Francisco 
paper, signed by the pseudo murderer. The penmanship and the composition were strangely 
contradictory; that is to say, the penmanship was that of an educated man, and the orthography 
perfect in every respect, while the ungrammatical character of the composition showed evidence 
of careful construction. The letters were consciously ungrammatical, or, rather, purposively so, 
which proves the writer or writers to be men of educational attainment.

The strangest evidence, however, in support of the theory we suggest, is to be found in the 
fact that the bodies so far found are generally declared to have been dead for some time when 
discovered; and that the location of the murders was such as to make it unthinkable that they 
could have been committed in that particular locality without having been seen by some one. This 
is accounted for by the theory that the medical students, who were distributing these remains 
of the dissecting table, merely dropped them in certain localities. The desire to dispose of the 
remains of the dissecting table will not quite fully account for this theory, but is fully accounted 
for by the disposition of the students to create a sensation and enjoy the confusion of the police.

Jack the Ripper has not been caught sooner because there is no Jack the Ripper. The theory 
here advanced is also consistent with the number of supposed murders committed to the present 
time. Nine mutilated bodies have been found. The theory that they have been the work of medical 
students relieves the number of all element of mystery. There is no reason why twenty more may 
not be discovered within a short space of time; in fact, that number might have been discovered 
up to the present time but for the fancy on the part of the students perhaps that the victims shall 
be full grown women. The students evidently have in view the frightening of the fallen women of 
the Whitechapel district; hence, they make other disposition of the remains of the dissecting table 
when the subjects are men and children.   
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Burlington Hawkeye
28 April 1891

ORIGIN OF “JACK THE RIPPER” 
The Name Was Merely an Enterprising Newsman’s Advertisement

New York, April 27.

This city is full of “Jack the Ripper.” The name is in everyone’s mouth. There are those who 
firmly believe the London Whitechapel fiend has transferred his field of operation to New York, 
and, consequently, there is much excitement among the lower classes. The main difference which 
the crime of Thursday night presents from the London butcheries lies in the fact that the victim 
was strangled, whereas the murderer’s work in London was invariably begun by cutting the throat. 
This may be explained by the difference in circumstances surrounding the crime. In London, with 
the murder done on the open street, it was necessary to prevent even the slightest outcry, such 
as might have resulted from fairly skilful strangulation. Therefore, the cutting of the windpipe 
was an invaluable and necessary preliminary. That was not so in the New York crime, the murderer 
being safe from observation and in a place where almost any outcry would fail to attract attention.

There is probably not one person in ten thousand who reads of “Jack the Ripper” knows the true 
origin of the term. Mr. Brisbane, who was a London journalist at the time of some of the atrocious 
Whitechapel murders, enlightened the reporter today.

“The story of the title,” said he, “and all of the Ripper literature is a curious tale of an Englishman’s 
enterprise and has never been told. When the Whitechapel murders began the Central News and 
the Press Association were two rival London companies, bitterly fighting each other in the work of 
supplying news to English publications. The Press Association was much the older, more powerful 
and more widely known, until one fine morning a postal card came to the Central News written 
in blood, telling in free language what the Whitechapel fiend’s future plans of slaughter were, 
and signed “Jack the Ripper.” That afternoon the famous name “Jack the Ripper” was in every 
one’s mouth. The big Press Association was compelled humbly to get the “Jack the Ripper” postal 
cards as fast as they came in from their young rival and to advertise everywhere the name of 
the Central News. The Central News advertisement was complete when the police authorities 
reproduced the Ripper postal cards, Central News address and all, on gigantic scale and plastered 
the walls of all England with them. Somehow it did not seem strange to the English public that 
an ignorant Whitechapel murderer should write his communication to a news agency which he 
could not possibly know anything about, instead of to the Pinkun, or to whatever was his favorite 
publication. It was observed by some of the friends of Mr. John Moore, manager of the Central 
News, that “Jack the Ripper’s” postal cards did not seem to surprise him as they might have done, 
but only gratified him, and investigation revealed the interesting fact that “Jack the Ripper,” 
though illiterate, wrote a hand marvellously like that of the refined Mr. Moore. 

Mr. Moore was no criminal, but he was “Jack the Ripper.” This fact was not mentioned in 
London, as public feeling would not have endured being imposed upon to that extent nor have 
accepted business enterprise as an excuse. 
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Sunday Herald
New Haven News
30 August 1896

HE WAS A KODAK FIEND 
CITY ATTORNEY MATTHEWMAN MADE SNAP SHOTS OF EUROPE

New Haven’s public prosecutor, Charles B. Matthewman, has returned from Europe after two 
months’ vacation and he has brought with him a rare collection of snap shots which he made while 
abroad. He photographed everything he came in contact with that was worth photographing and 
has a collection of negatives which will form an interesting study when he gets them developed.

In his collection there are 932 snap shots which the city attorney took and he says that all of 
them will develop finely.

Mr. Matthewman also visited the Whitechapel district in London and there he saw nothing worse 
than he might witness in New Haven. The district which has become notorious on account of the 
crimes of Jack the Ripper, he says, is really a pretty place.

The city attorney went through the Whitechapel district under the guidance of a police officer 
at night and visited the worst places in it, but there was nothing to be seen there which could not 
be seen in the large American cities. The impression that Whitechapel is the most depraved spot 
in the world is a wrong one.

The places where the murders were committed, he said, were spots which were not frequented 
at night and the poor unfortunates who were murdered belonged to that class of women who 
would go anywhere to get a few drinks. They were led to their death on account of their love for 
liquor.

At present there are many such women sleeping in the streets and doorways of Whitechapel but 
in most of the large cities the same class of women leading the same miserable existence will be 
found. Mr. Matthewman also visited the same district in the daytime and took a snap shot of the 
spot where the last murder was committed.

Nelson Evening Mail
3 September 1897

“Tours in Slumland”

(From the London Daily Mail)

Americans are over here in their thousands just now. They came primarily to see the jubilee. 
Now that never to be forgotten function is over and done with they still stay on to see London. 
They visit the attractions of the West End has to offer, of course, and when they tire of these, or 
before, they go slumming in the east End, a new kind of sightseeing, placed upon a business basis 
by the International Information Agency. You can now embark upon a “personally conducted” tour 
of darkest London for the sum of a guinea. But you must not wear a tall hat, and if you are a lady 
desirous of seeing life in a great city at its lowest ebb, you can only be conducted round in the day.

So instructs a circular issued by the agency. Gentlemen in bowlers or straws or yachting caps 
- or presumably any kind of gear but tall hats - are privileged to make the tour at night. Parties 
are restricted to five in number. It was just such a party that representative (sic) joined a night 
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or two ago. The other members were all Americans, and consisted of a young Bostonian, a rugged 
looking miner from Colorado, and, in spite of the restriction aforesaid, two ladies from a New 
Jersey village called Englewood.

The guide was a burly, good natured fellow, who had, so he said, served for twenty years in the 
Metropolitan police, and was on duty in Whitechapel at the time of the notorious murders, which 
may account for his being so full of information concerning the ghastly tragedies. He could talk 
literally of nothing else during the first part of the tour. From alley to alley and from court to court 
he led the way, pointing out the spots where the mangled body of this or that victim was found, 
until one began to feel ill. 

Then, as a final bonne bouche perhaps, he dived down a foetid court and into a dank, none too 
pleasant smelling room. One knew what it was at once - the scene of the only “Ripper” murder 
perpetrated within doors. An old woman, who earns a precarious livelihood by “charing” in the 
common lodging houses with which the district abounds, is the present tenant of the room, for 
which she pays 10d a night for the accommodation, but gets Sunday thrown in, so that her rent is 
really 5s a week. And this for a den with such associations.

The old beldame had been to the Princess of Wales’s jubilee dinner and her old eyes brightened 
the recollection of all the good things she had had to eat. It all seemed pitiful enough, but it did 
not strike the Americans that way; they pryed into every corner, and plied inquiry upon inquiry, 
determined, apparently, to get the full worth of the guinea the trip had cost them. The ladies 
were especially energetic, and the swish, swish of their dresses and the frou-frou of their dainty 
draperies never ceased as they moved here, there and everywhere about the dingy room. 

One began to have fears that the guide would never be done with that room. It was evidently 
his piece de resistance, not to be passed by with the same attention that might be devoted to a 
mere hovel or thieves’ kitchen. But he managed to tear himself away at last, and commenced a 
course of common lodging houses, each one appearing more crowded and malodorous than the 
last. They were of the usual type - large kitchens, where big coke fires were kept burning day 
and night; huge dormitories, packed with tiny beds as close together as the law will allow, with 
wash house, reading and work rooms in the more pretentious. In one, a women’s lodging house, 
the lady tourist discovered a rara avis in the shape of a well brought up girl, who was dying of 
consumption. She looked 17 or thereabouts, but was 28, so she said. She had been a governess in 
a nobleman’s family, spoke German and French fluently, and at one time had nearly £200 in the 
Post Office Savings Bank. How she came to this state she did not say, but one suspected that the 
downfall could be explained by one word - a word that accounts for much in these parts - drink. 
She showed us some little watercolour sketches, by the sale of which she managed to eke out a 
living, and not one of the party refused purchase. The man from Colorado bought three. Many 
other sights there were to be seen during the remainder of the tour in slumland; but what need 
is there to dwell upon the squalid side of our metropolis, which is, after all, no worse than any 
other big city?       

It was a matter of wonder, at first, how the guide managed to secure admission for his party to 
the various places. One soon discovered that the open sesame was beer. No sooner was the wish 
to see the interior of this den or that expressed than the ex-police officer knocked at the door, 
and, entering without further ceremony, proceeded to make a little speech to the inmates, the 
keynote of which was “beer.” At the sound of the blessed word all opposition vanished. Nay, the 
wretched became suddenly consumed with anxiety to show their wretchedness, the depraved to 
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exhibit their depravity. It was, to a certain extent, a new experience; but the sort that leaves a 
nasty taste in the mouth, the sort one would not care to repeat.

But this also did not strike the Americans that way. The ladies were especially vigorous of 
delight. “Dear Whitechapel! It is just too delightful for anything!” they murmured, as the guide 
helped them into their cab.

Dallas Morning News
10 June 1894

From an article entitled “Doyle In His Study” 
An Interview with Arthur Conan Doyle

“I was at Mitre Square in Whitechapel last night,” I said, “and the query occurred to me whether 
Holmes had a theory regarding those remarkable murders.” 

“I am not,” (said Doyle,) “in the least degree either a sharp or an observant man myself. I try to 
get inside the skin of a sharp man and see how things would strike him. I remember going to the 
Scotland Yard museum, and looking at the letter which was received from the police and which 
purported to come from the Ripper. Of course, it may have been a hoax, but there were reasons 
to think it genuine, and in any case it was well to find out who wrote it. It was written in red 
ink in a clerkly hand. I tried to think how Holmes might have deduced the writer of that letter. 
The most obvious point was that the letter was written by some one who had been in America. It 
began ‘Dear Boss,’ and contained the phrase ‘Fix it up,’ and several others which are not usual 
with Britishers. Then we have the quality of the paper and the handwriting, which indicate that 
the letters were not written by a toiler. It was good paper, and a round, easy, clerkly hand. He 
was therefore a man accustomed to the use of a pen. Having determined that much we cannot 
avoid the inference that there must be somewhere letters which this man had written over his own 
name, or documents or accounts that could be readily traced to him. Oddly enough, the police did 
not, as far as I know, think of that, and so they failed to accomplish anything. Holmes’ plan would 
have been to reproduce the letters in facsimile and on each plate indicate briefly the peculiarities 
of the handwriting. Then publish these facsimiles in the leading newspapers of Great Britain 
and America, and in connection with them offer a reward to anyone who could show a letter or 
any specimen of the same handwriting. Such a course would have enlisted millions of people as 
detectives in the case.”

New York Herald
12 October 1888

A SOCIAL SEWER. 
DEPRAVED CONDITION OF WHITECHAPEL AND ITS PEOPLE.

To most of the comfortably housed and well fed people of London the human hive known as the 
East End is but a name. With its types of characters they are as totally unacquainted as though 
they belonged to some dead and gone civilization, though there live thousands and thousands of 
men and women who are in a worse condition than the inhabitants of Central Africa.

They are depraved and mentally distorted. The best instincts of human nature in them have 
become clogged and obstructed.
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The purlieus of Whitechapel abound in dark alleys and obscure courts, where a well clad, 
respectable man would no more think of penetrating without a policeman than he would of 
entering a cage filled with wild animals.

PESTIFEROUS “CASTLES.”

Most of the houses are afflicted with all the infirmities of age. They are decrepit, shaky and 
leaky. Their atmosphere is fetid. Many of them seem actually to exude putrescence. The streets 
are kept fairly clean for such a neighborhood - cleaner, in fact, than they are in many of the 
New York slums - for the London police, however poor a figure they may cut at detecting crime, 
are excellent “red tape” officials, and good at enforcing department rules and regulations. But 
a man’s house is his castle, and no amount of sanitary rules and regulations will keep the house 
clean and sweet and wholesome when the net income of the family falls ten, twenty, thirty, forty 
or fifty per cent below actual living expenses.

REFUSE, THE STAPLE FOOD.

Most of the people of Whitechapel seem to live on refuse - not on the crumbs that fall from the 
rich man’s table, but on the garbage that leaves his back door. Meat rejected by decent butchers, 
vegetables that make known their presence to the nose as well as to the eye, pastry that has 
become mouldy, bread that age has made as hard as a brick - all find a market in Whitechapel. 
Cast off clothing passes through several hands before it literally falls to pieces on the persons of 
the unfortunate people who live - or rather exist - in Whitechapel. Boots and shoes, fearfully and 
wonderfully patched, are sold for a few coppers there.

Economy of space is carried to a fine point in Whitechapel. You may detect wolfish eyes glaring 
down at you from an attic, and eyes still more wolfish peering up at you from a cellar grating. Bare 
boards to lie down on and a roof, however leaky, over one’s head, command a price.

FROM TWO CENTS - DOWNWARD.

The cost of lodgings varies from a penny to fourpence. Sometimes all grades find accommodation 
in the same house. As his fortunes decline the poor wretch ascends skyward to the attic or 
downward to the cellar. And when the last penny has gone he may, by being on hand early, secure 
a snug and protected corner under an archway. If he objects to being crowded he may make the 
flagging of the sidewalk his couch and let the star gemmed canopy of heaven be his covering until 
some “bobby” orders him to “move on.”

THE LAST RESORT.

And if he tires of that the Thames is not far off. Its current is swift, its waters are black; it tells 
no tales about those that seek refuge within its bosom.

When a man or woman from one of the slums commits suicide it is seldom that a Coroner’s jury 
makes any suggestion of “temporary insanity” in its finding. The reason is obvious. It is a debatable 
question whether the man who, by his own act, escapes from the sewer of “slumdom” does not 
exhibit more sanity than the man who endures it until he rots to death.

Curious are the shops of Whitechapel - small and dirty and crowded, generally presided over 
by a hag or a hook nosed incarnation of the demon of greed. Their wares are of the cheapest 
description.
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FOREIGN CHEAP LABOR.

Whitechapel is the chosen abode of the “sweater” - the Chinaman of England - the foreigner 
who can live cheaper, and consequently work cheaper, than even the native of the vilest slum in 
London. The native has complained loudly, and his wail, transmitted through the various mediums, 
has assailed the ears of Parliament.

It was recently said that some of the embroidery on one of the royal coaches of the Queen of 
England had been made by Whitechapel “sweaters.” The West End barricades its shops when the 
East End parades through its streets, but the West End shop keeper is quite willing to make money 
out of the necessities of the East End slaves. Some day the latter may swarm forth, like rats from 
their holes, and teach eminent respectability in the West End that human nature has its limits of 
endurance.

HATRED OF RESPECTABILITY.

The thing that first strikes one in a tour through Whitechapel is the fact that many people there 
are imbued with a spirit of malignant hatred of those who are comparatively well to do in the 
world. They scowl and glare at you and hurl muttered curses at you. It is the spirit of the caged 
beast that longs to crush and devour those who come to gaze on it in captivity. So the human 
animal of Whitechapel sees in the well bred spectator the embodiment of that which keeps him 
down - the man who has in abundance that of which he wants but small share, and yet can never 
hope to get except through crime or in the redistribution that might follow some sort of general 
overthrow and turning of things upside down; it is a state of mind that one must contemplate with 
more pity than resentment.

Whitechapel contains the lowest type of women that civilization produces. Vice often respects 
virtue, but the abandoned women of Whitechapel hate the sight of virtue and deride and jeer it 
whenever the opportunity offers.

A THEORY ABOUT THE WHITECHAPEL FIEND

Here, perhaps, might be appropriately inserted a theory about the Whitechapel fiend, which is 
given merely for what it is worth. It may be put thus:-

He has received a medical education, may have practised medicine or surgery. He has come to 
the conclusion that the social evil is the greatest curse of civilization. As a medical man he would 
be well acquainted with the horrors that attend it. Brooding over the matter made him a fanatic. 
He imagines that his special mission is to suppress the evil. How can he best do it? By terrifying the 
women concerned in the traffic. He can more readily impress them by appealing to their fears than 
by addressing moral precepts to them. So he kills them in the most brutal fashion he conceives of. 
He believes that the end justifies the means. His moral conclusions admit of logical defence. Who 
would say that such murders perpetrated in the hot bed of vice could not do more to stop open 
immorality than could be accomplished by any amount of moral suasion?

There is at present in London the son of a distinguished physician who early in life gave promise 
of eclipsing his father’s fame. He took to brooding over religious problems, and became insane. 
He imagines that it was his special mission to redeem the world by preaching anywhere and 
everywhere whenever the spirit moved him. Consequently he is frequently arrested, but being 
harmless he is speedily released. Had his mania taken another form, he might now be doing the 
work of the Whitechapel fiend. His brother is recognized as one of the brightest men in New York.
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New York Herald
6 October 1888

A MIDNIGHT VISIT 
WHITECHAPEL DESCRIBED IN ALL ITS SQUALOR AND VICE

How does the Whitechapel district appear to a stranger in London?

That is what I went to see recently, says a reporter of the London edition of the Herald. In 
company with a member of the Government and a special detective, I took a “four wheeler” and 
drove down to St. Paul’s, past the Bank of England and on through Cornhill, where, turning to the 
left, we followed up Bishopsgate to the famous underground drinking dive known in history as 
“Dirty Dick’s.” The detective thought it would be interesting to begin the evening with a visit to 
this celebrated place. It dates back nearly a century, and seventy years ago Dirty Dick was one 
of the characters of London. Charles Dickens’ “Household Words” devoted a sketch and a poem 
to Dirty Dick’s life and peculiarities. The rules that governed his establishment were that no 
person is to be served twice. No person is to be served if intoxicated. No error admitted or money 
exchanged after leaving the counter. No improper language permitted. No gambling allowed.

AT DIRTY DICK’S

Into this historical cellar we entered. Every foot of space was occupied. Men, women and 
children were packed together like fish, all drinking, smoking and swearing, at intervals telling 
“loud” stories, while in the corners, sitting on benches or staggering against the walls, were 
women, old and young, in various degrees of intoxication. One miserable creature, evidently in 
the last stages of sanity, grinned hideously as she leaned over the bar with a wee babe in her arms 
begging for another drink, as she already spent her last penny. Along the walls above the bottles 
of the bar were the skeletons of rats and mice and other household vermin, including several 
cats and dogs. They were found in the hollow walls when the old building occupied by Dirty Dick 
was demolished several years ago to make room for the present structure. To a stranger the dive 
seemed a filthy den of vice and disease, but on our return from Whitechapel it seemed a very 
respectable place.

WHERE PRIZE FIGHTERS ARE TRAINED.

The next stop was made at the Blue Anchor tavern, further down toward Whitechapel. To 
sporting men it is one of the most celebrated places in England, for it is the headquarters of the 
professional of the professional prize ring. The landlord, Tom Symonds, was at home and showed 
us over the place. He is the treasurer of the London prize ring, is an ex-champion boxer, and for 
many years his house has been the training school of the most noted pugilists of the world. It was 
here that Jem Smith and dozens of other celebrities took their first lessons in the manly art for 
professional boxing. Jem Goode, another ex-champion, who once fought in the United States, 
dropped into the big billiard hall, which is used for boxing once or twice a week. The rooms 
are decorated with full length portraits of the principal prize fighters and sports of the world. A 
buxom young woman, with a motherly smile, stood behind the bar and served out drinks in the old 
fashioned English style of fifty years ago. It was an interesting place for any one to visit - a sort of 
an appetizer for a stranger about to explore the mysteries of Whitechapel.
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A COLONY OF THIEVES.

From Tom Symonds’ Blue Anchor tavern it is but a short ride into the slums of Whitechapel.

It should be explained for the benefit of those unfamiliar with the geography of London that 
the Whitechapel district is a colony of thieves situated nearly north of the Tower of London on 
the Thames. A few blocks further down the river are the famous London Docks. Many of the lower 
classes of men employed along the river and the numerous water thieves of the wharves live up 
in Whitechapel. A hundred years ago, in the time of George III, Whitechapel Road was just outside 
the eastern walls of London - a sort of suburb for the poorer classes who had little money. Now 
it is at the centre of a vast and populous district, with well paved streets and alleys (thanks to 
modern improvements) cutting the district in every direction, with horse railway and bus lines 
following the principal streets, which in olden times were the king’s highways. Vast warehouses, 
private and bonded, and manufacturing establishments rise darkly and silently in the night on the 
borders of these slums.

Then there are big breweries, hospitals, cemeteries, almshouses and other institutions not far 
away. A surprising feature of the neighborhood is that well lighted streets with tramways and bus 
lines are but a few squares away from where these murders were committed. The Whitechapel 
district may be likened to certain localities in the country where dark and gloomy swamps filled 
with pestilential vapors lie between the great highways. A visitor walking up Whitechapel Road 
would little dream of the horrible dens within a stone’s throw of the brilliantly lighted shops. Only 
the policemen on duty there recognize the flashily dressed men and women who hurry along the 
pavement as the worst types of London thieves and murderers. Their restless eyes and scarred 
faces haunt one after he takes a second look into their villainous countenances.

PETTICOAT LANE.

It was but a few minutes after the detective turned off the Aldgate Road that we found ourselves 
in a dark, crevice like lane, with the darkest and most forbidding buildings of the slums rising on 
every side of us. The streets are as well paved as Broadway in New York, but some of them are 
not more than five feet wide, and when we entered this Petticoat Lane of history, celebrated 
among thieves from Cheyenne to Australia, all the world seemed cut off. A feeling of indescribable 
loathing and horror came over one as a got a sight of the scenes within the tenements. The lane is 
the headquarters of the most dangerous thieves in Europe. Every class and nation is represented. 
Low Jews, gentiles, convicts and prison birds of every grade swarm the place like vermin. “As 
a Saturday night scene the region about Petticoat Lane has no equal on the globe,” said the 
detective. At every few steps were passageways leading out of the lane, like tunnels in a mine. 
No cave could be gloomier or more forbidding. As we walked up the long, black alley called 
Petticoat Lane one of the government officials said, “You see Dickens did not exaggerate.” People 
unfamiliar with these districts think that Dickens drew his characters from his imagination. The 
man was right, the Smikes and Oliver Twists, the Fagins and the Dick Swivellers were as thick as 
flies.

An ordinary American child would live about three days in such a place, yet there were hundreds 
of children hardly able to toddle that darted in and out of the passageways like rats. They were 
the little thieves, soon to become the big thieves of London. The atmosphere was thick and fetid, 
the fog hung over the alleys like lead, and the few scattering jets of gas burning along the lane 
were hardly visible ten steps away.
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After walking through the neighborhood for five minutes it seemed as if we had been in the 
place a month. The world and its green fields and beautiful cities seemed blotted from creation. As 
we walked along heads were poked out of the little holes leading into dark courts, and then they 
flitted back again; children vanished through the walls. Dark faced, scowling men always planted 
themselves in our way just ahead, but disappeared like shadows at a sign from the detective. 
Behind us came beggars and thieves.

SOMEBODY’S CHILDREN.

Women with streaming hair and babies in their arms followed, with piteous tales and cries 
for money. They, too, were thieves and beggars, and the detective said the worst of the lot. We 
made a quick turn round a corner, doubled on our course, and entered one of the thousands of 
lodging houses of the Whitechapel district. There sat the same women with somebody’s babies, 
blaspheming and drinking spirits with the bullet headed infants hanging over their shoulders like 
bundles of rags.

Others were singing ribald songs in hoarse, drunken voices, while the men laughed and joined 
them in the night’s carousal. There is a little spot in New York called the Five Points and a few 
streets leading away from it inhabited by Italians and Chinamen. It is said that those Sixth ward 
tenement houses are inhabited at the rate of 200,000 to the square mile. But this Whitechapel 
district is a vast city of vice and poverty compared with that small plague spot. London, with its 
three millions of inhabitants, and its colonies of criminals, representing the most vicious classes of 
Europe, is a monstrous problem for any government to solve. As I walked down those gloomy lanes 
and crawled through the dark underground passageways among the depots of stolen goods, where 
fortunes disappear in a moment, where men’s lives go out like a candle, I exclaimed aloud, “No 
wonder it requires fifteen thousand policemen in London.”

The government official said: “We have only half enough police. We ought to have twenty five 
or thirty thousand.”

In the presence of all the intricacies of the Whitechapel slums, the thousands of winding 
passageways, the tiers of bedrooms no larger than cells in a prison, the scene gave one an idea 
why the Whitechapel assassins have not been discovered. One might as well look along the docks 
of London for the rat that stole his cheese as to hunt for a criminal in this place.

MURDER NO. 7.

Turning out of a lane through a dark passageway into a little area, and standing beside a small 
addition built back of the other houses, and pointing to the boarded windows the detective said, 
“In there is where murder number seven was committed.” This is Miller’s Court. While we were 
looking at the place and wondering which way the assassin ran after he had killed the poor woman, 
little yellow haired children came darting into the court with a curious boldness, as if we were 
about to open a box of valuables and there would be a chance for them to steal.

In Osborne Street, where the first of all the murders was committed, and the victim unknown, 
the Whitechapel which stands in the very middle of Whitechapel Road is almost in sight. A walk of 
a few steps from the horrible place leads one to the open thoroughfare where the jingling bells 
of the horse cars are heard and the chimes ring out on the night air as they do in Christian lands 
where thieves and murderers are not so near civilization.
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At George’s Yard, Commercial Street (not Commercial Road,) the buildings are thick and heavy 
walled, entirely fireproof, with arched floors and iron joists. Yet they are but tenements for the 
lowest of humanity, and let as lodgings for men and women indiscriminately, it is said. In all these 
places there is no attempt to separate the children from the full grown thieves and abandoned 
women. As I stood in George’s Yard, looking up at the balcony where the poor woman was found 
with strips of her remains tied round her neck, I turned and saw lights gleaming in a large building 
separated from the court by a high fence. On inquiry I found it was a large hall where a much 
talked about black and white art exhibition was being held. It seemed incredible that an institution 
reflecting the light and genius of the nineteenth century could actually exist and be filled with 
cultivated men and women with its windows looking down into the very purlieus of London.

Whitechapel is made up of paradoxes. The innocence of youth is destroyed by robbers and 
professional beggars under the very eaves of Christian institutions on one side and breweries and 
almshouses on the other.

AT THE FRYING PAN.

We next came to the celebrated Frying Pan Tavern, which is the rendezvous of dissolute characters 
of the lowest type. We entered the little room where only “first class” customers are served. In 
spite of the detective’s efforts a couple of young thieves got into the room and proceeded to order 
“bitter” for two, apparently as an excuse to be on hand should there be a chance to steal a watch 
to cut a throat. A sign on the wall ran to this effect:-

CUSTOMERS ARE RESPECTFULLY INFORMED THAT PARLOUR PRICES 
ARE CHARGED IN THIS DEPARTMENT.

The woman behind the bar was very civil, and the place looked as neat as man a saloon in 
America, but the people who occupied the benches were a study for a painter of outlaws. Here, 
as elsewhere, were women and girls - brazen, leathery cheeked creatures, with bright, suspicious 
eyes, quick movements, hoarse voices, and gibbering laugh. The detective informed us it was a 
dangerous place, and that two policemen were always kept near the door. On Saturday nighty 
everybody is at home, and the beggars come in to divide up their spoils and to hold their weekly 
revels. Then the big British officers are very careful about getting mixed up in any rows. Many a 
time the policemen, he said, had been thrown down and kicked unmercifully by the crowd, who 
would yell, “You have got him down now, give to him until he can’t squeal.”

“They don’t know what mercy is,” said an outside officer coming up while we talking. From 
the time we entered the street and while we were in the tavern, tough looking characters were 
on watch like sentinels on each side of the door up and down the street, hoping to get a chance 
to raid us or steal something should a fight occur. When strangers come around these thieves and 
receivers of stolen goods swarm from the holes in the walls like wolves from their dens, and a man 
is as helpless among them as a child in the jaws of a crocodile.

ANNIE CHAPMAN’S DEATH PLACE.

In Hanbury Street in a brick yard, with dry goods boxes piled up far above the fence, is where 
Annie Chapman was found with her throat cut and body mutilated on September 8. A bright young 
lad, with fair hair, mild blue eyes, and a good face, explained the circumstances and how the body 
was found, all of which has been told in the Herald. He had been at school and he looked like a 
respectable boy, but all around him were thieves and cut-throats, and as he stood there in the 
gloom of the night holding candle aloft it was a sight for missionaries to weep over.
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The detective took us into one of the typical lodging houses of the Whitechapel district. The 
scene was revolting. Little signs wreathed with holly, laurel and ivy were over the door, bearing 
the inscriptions, “Peace to All Nations,” “A Hearty Welcome!” Also the additional intelligence 
that “This is a noted house for double and single beds.” Here was democracy and no nihilism. 
Thieves, garroters, beggars, receivers of stolen goods, safe burglars, kidnappers and the vilest of 
the London slums were encamped like gypsies. They sat on the floor or leaned over the tables, 
with pots of beer and glasses of spirits between them, singing songs and blaspheming as they did 
in Hogarth’s time, when they rattled their dice on the tombs of the churchyards.

A word from the detective secured permission to go through the house. The character of it may 
be imagined when it is said that the price for a single bed is but a penny or two, and that two 
persons - the lowest of all God’s creation - may drink, shout, and blaspheme all night for only 
twopence. Little children with pale faces, who can barely lisp the name of mother, lay in vermin 
covered beds with withered hags, who drank beer and sang snatches of songs half awake and half 
drunken, apparently in a stupor; and as we passed through the long alleyways between the bunks 
they stretched out their shaking hands and bawled piteously for a penny to help the poor darling. 
We looked into other chambers that were empty, where a dozen cots, covered with filthy rags, 
were awaiting the return of some assassin to lie down and drink and riot in the early Sabbath 
morning. The boys and girls of these loathsome dens were as bright as crickets, and the detective 
said they could pick a pocket more artistically than the old ‘uns.

CHAMBERS OF DEATH.

Then we went up stairs through winding passageways where a stranger would be lost before half 
way to the roof. On every floor were little rooms no larger than a closet, with a bed inside for one 
or two persons. Strong drink or anything you wished to eat were served for a few pennies. Beggars 
followed us wherever we went. When we entered the cellar it was enough to make a cannibal sick. 
Talk of sending missionaries to Africa to civilize the heathen. It is doubtful if a Digger Indian or a 
Hottentot could be hired to live in one of the Whitechapel dens.

As a rule most of these people are in very good circumstances as far as money is concerned, 
for they live by begging and stealing. In one room we saw twenty or thirty old women, each face 
a character study for a painter - some withered and wrinkled, others marked with disease and 
covered with wartlike excrescences hideous to behold, but every face beamed with treachery and 
deceit so necessary in extricating money from the public. Every one of these creatures ought to 
be hanged, as much as the train robbers of Arizona, it was remarked, yet the district swarms with 
them.   

Wheeling Register
19 November 1888

ABOUT WHITECHAPEL 
Gossip Concerning the Fiend’s Latest Atrocity.

Last week I saw the man, Joe Barnett, who had lived with the woman Kelly up to a short 
time before she was butchered. He then begged for money to bury his poor dear, and wanted 
it understood that he ‘ad a ‘art (i.e. had a heart) as well as men with black coats on. He was 
furiously drunk at the inquest and is living with a certain notorious Whitechapel character who 
testified at the inquest and became enamored of the drunken brute because, as she said, of the 
romantic interest attaching to him, which illustrates life in London’s slums. Kelly’s remains will be 
buried on Monday. 
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MIKE COVELL’S

Jack the Blogger

I must start off this issue’s roundup with a tale that slipped under the Ripperological 
radar until early January, despite being posted in late December 2010. I will blame 
it on the awful weather that had many of us searching the web for local authorities’ 
road gritting and snow removal plans, instead of searching for Ripper-related treats. 

The story broke in several newspapers shortly after Christmas and covered the discovery of 
a skull that could be, or could not be, Frederick Bailey Deeming’s... or Ned Kelly’s. I posted a 
lengthy review of the events as they unfolded, as well as an historical overview of Deeming, on my 
blog at blog.casebook.org/mcebe/?p=205. 

In the early days of 
2011 a new site popped 
up entitled Altered, which 
features illustrations with a 
Whitechapel/Jack the Ripper 
style theme. The site is still 
under construction, but there 
are already some images in 
categories including Victims, 
Suspects, Detectives and 
Policemen, and Locations. See 
artistcameronhampton.com/
altered.html.

Casebook blogger BillyE took on From Hell in January, with a post on the movie on his Casebook 
blog at blog.casebook.org/billye/2011/01/24/truely-from-hell. The article looks at the film and 
explored the differences from the book. Billy has a keen eye and picks the film to pieces, arriving 
at the conclusion that the best thing about the film is the casting. 

The message boards in non-Ripper-related arenas were buzzing about Jack the Ripper: 
The Definitive Story, including the Brit Movie site (www.britmovie.co.uk/forums/british-
television/107051-jack-ripper-definitive-story.html). Jon Rees, Moderator from jtrforums.com 
and all round nice guy, tackled the show on his blog at jlrees.co.uk/2011/01/21/jack-the-ripper-
the-definitive-story, while a review appeared on WhoEtc (ecklefecken.blogspot.com/2011/01/
review-of-jack-ripper-definitive-story.html).
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The Student Room tackled the subject of Jack the Ripper as an occultist at www.thestudentroom.
co.uk/showthread.php?t=1467624, mixing fact with fiction and using the movie From Hell as a 
source for their theories and providing some light relief for Ripperologists. 

Another blog to tackle Jack the Ripper was the Cats Meat Shop, with a blog post entitled You 
are Jack the Ripper which looked at the press and the murders. See catsmeatshop.blogspot.
com/2011/02/you-are-jack-ripper.html. The site is an appendix to the Dictionary of Victorian 
London (www.victorianlondon.org).

Suite 101, a popular site for people posting articles, featured two Ripper-related articles: Jack the 
Ripper’s Footsteps (www.suite101.com/content/in-the-footsteps-of-jack-the-ripper-a330277), 
and Jack the Ripper’s Murders in the East End (www.suite101.com/content/jack-the-ripper-
murderer-in-londons-east-end-a343604). 

Lovers of East End History might wish to check the Blue Stockings website that features a piece 
on Rothschild Buildings and the East End. Don’t let the name of the blog put you off: despite 
searching for some time I could find no stockings! See woodscolt.wordpress.com/2011/02/09/
rothschild-buildings-jerry-white.

This month also saw blogger regular Trevor Bond’s All That You’ve Done blog move to a new 
server. Trevor’s new site, and what a site it is, can be found at allthatyouvedone.blogspot.com. I 
wish Trevor all the very best with his move, and every success in the future with the site. 

If you are after some Victoriana away 
from Jack, but covering the elements that 
were around during the reign of terror, 
then perhaps a visit to the excellent 
Steampunk Chat website is what you’re 
looking for. The site is huge and provides 
the reader with all elements and aspects 
of Steampunk, but of particular interest 
is the article on Victorian Era Recycling at 
steampunkchat.com/2011/01/victorian-
era-recycling.

Finally, and coming full circle, is a 
report on Frederick Bailey Deeming 
asking if he was Jack the Ripper. The 
article is a fun read despite some errors, 
and can be found on the Christmas in 
Australia blog at christmasinaustralia.
aromanow.com/2011/01/24/frederick-
bailey-deeming-was-he-jack-the-ripper.

MIKE COVELL is a happily married father of two. He has appeared on the Rippercast podcast and JTRForums 
Ripper Radio, as well as BBC Radio Humberside and BBC Look North discussing the case. He has appeared in 
Hull Daily Mail and the Hull Advertiser discussing both Jack the Ripper and Local History. He is a Moderator on 
JTRForums.com, and has lectured in Hull at the Hull Heritage Centre on the Whitechapel Murders. Mike was a 
speaker at the 2010 Jack the Ripper conference in London. During his spare time he can be found propping up 
the desks in the Hull History Centre, blogging, or building model WW2 vehicles with his son.
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I Beg To Report
ALL THE NEWS THAT’S FIT TO PRINT... 
AND SOMETIMES NOT

CROSSBOW CANNIBAL ENDS RECORD HUNGER STRIKE. In Ripperologist 
118 we reported on Stephen Griffiths’ sentence of life imprisonment 
and subsequent hunger strike, which had reduced the killer to less 
than 8 stone by 20 January. While it was assumed Griffiths was 
attempting to starve himself to death, the Daily Mirror reported on 
28 March that he had stopped the hunger strike and that his reason 
for carrying out the fast was to see how the media reported his 
possible death. The Mirror stated that the hunger strike of 120 days 
by Griffiths eclipsed the previous record set of 94 days set in 1920 
by 9 prisoners in Cork.

Crossbow Cannibal Stephen Griffiths gives up prison hunger strike 
after 120 days  
Laurie Hanna, Daily Mirror, London, UK 28 March 2011  
www.mirror.co.uk/news/top-stories/2011/03/28/crossbow-
cannibal-stephen-griffiths-gives-up-prison-hunger-strike-after-120-
days-115875-23020409

DEW DESCENDANT MAKING BIOGRAPHICAL DOCUMENTARY. The 
Rip was contacted in February by Mike Moore, a 3rd year BA Hons 
Documentary Film Student at the University of Wales, Newport. Mike 
revealed himself to be the great-great-grandson of William Henry 
Dew, cousin of Detective Chief Inspector Walter Dew. As well as 
various Ripper experts, Mike has met with experts in the Crippen 
case. He says the final filming of the documentary will take place 
at Dew’s former home in Worthing, and at his final resting place at 
Durrington Cemetery. The film, currently called Finding Walter, will 
be submitted to the examination board at the beginning of June and 
Mike promises to send the Rip a copy for review.

SITE OF ST MARY MATFELON CHURCH TO BE REGENERATED. It was 
reported on 7 March that Altab Ali Park, site of St Mary Matfelon 
until 1952, was to be awarded £600,000 by the Department for 
Communities and Local Government and Design for London as part 
of the High Street 2012 initiative of improving the route from the 
City to the Olympic Park. The work, started on 14 March, will include 

Stephen Griffiths

Walter Dew



Ripperologist 119  March 2011 84

the planting of silver birch and pine tress, new lighting and signage, as well as the refurbishment 
of a water fountain and arch commemorating the death of Altab Ali, a 25-year-old Bangladeshi 
murdered by three teenagers in a racist attack. Prior to this, the site on the corner of Adler Street 
and Whitechapel High Street had been home to St Mary Matfelon Church, originally built in 1329 
but replaced by a new building in 1877. Three years later the church was almost razed by a fire, 
before it was destroyed during the Blitz on 29 December 1940. St Mary’s was known locally as ‘the 
White Chapel’, from where the area derived its name.

Altab Ali Park in Whitechapel set to benefit from a £600,000 make-over 
Alistair Kleebauer, East London Advertiser, London, UK, 7 March 2011 
www.eastlondonadvertiser.co.uk/news/altab_ali_park_in_whitechapel_set_to_benefit_
from_a_600_000_make_over_1_822203

ELIZABETH STRIDE eBOOK IN THE WORKS. Author Stefan Fourier has 
contacted us to announce his new eBook based on the life of Liz 
Stride. Running to some 200 pages, Stefan reveals that he is writing 
two very different endings to the book. The first, based very much 
on the known facts, concludes that Michael Kidney murdered Liz, 
while the second is ‘alternative history’. In this version, Stefan says 
“we see Elizabeth’s social and human redemption, which occurred in 
the real context of Victorian London, through historical figures that 
really existed.”

We will report news on publication date was soon as we have it, 
but in the meantime take a look at Stefan’s blog at stefanfourier.
wordpress.com. Be warned - it’s in Italian.

Left: Whitechapel  High Street in 1905 with St Mary Matfelon in the distance 
Right: Altab Ali Park
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DOCTOR WHO VERSUS JACK WHO? Science Fiction website io9.
com reported on 15 March that the Ripper was to appear in 
a three-part comic book featuring BBC TV’s famous universe-
travelling Time Lord. The comic, titled Ripper’s Curse, is 
written by Tony Lee and features artwork by Richard Piers 
Rayner. Published by IDW Publishing, the first issue runs to 32 
pages at a cost of $3.99. Featuring the current Doctor, played 
by Matt Smith, the publisher’s preview is as follows: 

This is it! No alternate worlds, no dreams or virtual cities-
it’s the first time ever that the Doctor goes up against JACK 
THE RIPPER! When the Doctor, Rory, and Amy find themselves 
in Whitechapel in 1888, they become part of a murder hunt 
for Jack himself—or should that be Jack ITself?

The Ripper previously appeared in the 1998 Doctor Who book 
The Matrix by Mike Tucker and Robert Perry.

It’s Jack the Ripper vs. the 11th Doctor in this sneak peek 
of the Doctor Who comic. 
Cyriaque Lamar, io9.com, 15 March 2011. 
io9.com/#!5781994/its-jack-the-ripper-vs-the-11th-doctor-
in-this-exclusive-preview-of-the-doctor-who-comic

DRACULA VERSUS THE RIPPER MOVIE GETS GO-AHEAD. 
Continuing the theme of fictional characters doing battle 
with the Whitechapel murder, it has been announced that 
Blood of the Innocent has secured funding from Inferno 
Entertainment. As we reported in Rip 116, the film will be 
based on the 4-part graphic novel from 1985 of the same 
name, written by Mickey Shanklin and Mark Wheatley.

Inferno will co-produce with Circle of Confusion, with 
writer Bill Marsilii (Deja Vu) providing a script. Director 
Breck Eisner, currently working on The Last Witch Hunter 
and a rumoured remake of Escape From New York is still 
strongly linked to the project.

We at Ripperologist are waiting with bated breath to hear 
casting news.

Inferno funding ‘Blood of the Innocent’/ Circle of 
Confusion will produce the horror-thriller. 
Dave McNary, variety.com, 24 March 2011. 
www.variety.com/article/VR1118034395?refCatId=13

Breck Eisner In Line To Direct Blood Of The Innocent. 
Martyn Conterio, filmshaft.com, 26 March 26. 
www.filmshaft.com/breck-eisner-in-line-to-direct-blood-
of-the-innocent
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ITV’S WHITECHAPEL TO RETURN. Following the success of its first two series,  it has been announced 
that ITV drama Whitechapel will return in 2012 with regulars Rupert Penry-Jones, Steve Pemberton 
and Phil Davis all on board. The original series in 2009 featuring a modern-day Ripper copycat won 
huge audiences and praise, while 2010’s sequel based on the Krays was less well-received, but still 
attracted respectable viewing figures. The new series will follow a different format of three two-
episode stories, each based on an historical crime in the Whitechapel area.

Executive Producer of the new series, Sally Woodward Gentle, revealed a little of what to expect:

I am delighted we are getting the chance to tell brand new ‘Whitechapel’ stories but this time 
as a series. The East End of London is steeped in history, secrets and gore and we now have the 
opportunity to take Chandler, Miles and Buchan to places darker still. If you thought the Ripper 
and Krays were scary, just wait.

Speculation has been rife on the internet as to the subject matter, with suggestions ranging from 
the Ratcliffe Highway murders, Spring-Heeled Jack and the Elephant Man, to bodysnatchers and 
poisoners. 

New series of Whitechapel commissioned. 
Bang Showbiz, The Independent, London, UK, 3 March 2011 
www.independent.co.uk/arts-entertainment/tv/news/new-series-of-whitechapel-
commissioned-2231409.html

Whitechapel Gets Third Series. 
Matt Brown, londist.xcom, 3 March 2011 
londonist.com/2011/03/tv-whitechapel-gets-third-series.php

JACK INFLICTS MORE PAIN. There are Ripperologist editorial 
team members with tattoos. There are Ripperologist readers 
with tattoos. And there are Ripper researchers with tattoos. 
But we seriously doubt that any of these would contemplate the 
tattoo shown left, which appeared recently on a tattoo artist’s 
Facebook gallery. Much more tasteful is Rip contributor Neil 
Bell’s ink work, also illustrated. Catch me when you can, Mr 
Tattooist.

www.facebook.com/photo.php?fbid=450851578387&set=a.450
850208387.240515.120453118387&theater
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RELAXING CUSHIONS, STARTLING PRICES. While recovering 
from your latest tattoo, what could be more relaxing than 
reclining on a bed of plump cushions, preferably featuring one 
of a number of East End pubs? Website notonthehighstreet.
com offers just the thing; cushion covers illustrated with a 
range of well-known watering holes including the George and 
Dragon on Hackney Road and the Royal Oak on Columbia Road. 
Of most interest to Ripperologists will be the Ten Bells cushion, 
gold and black print onto cream cotton, measuring a reassuring 
60x60cm. What makes us slightly less comfortable is the price 
tag of £45. We’d rather spend that sitting in the Ten Bells than 
on it.

www.notonthehighstreet.com/wingate/product/east-end-
pub-crawl-cushion-the-ten-bells

DNA SOLVES MURDER PINNED ON YORKSHIRE RIPPER. In 1978, during the manhunt for the Yorkshire 
Ripper, West Yorkshire Police received letter linking the killer with the murder three years earlier 
of Joan Harrison. After her death some 6,000 statements were taken and nearly 100,000 people 
interviewed, but no-one was charged. 30 years later, in 2008, Christopher Smith was stopped on 
a suspicion of drink-driving and although he died of lung cancer just six days later, his DNA was 
kept on file. After advances in technology, this was matched last year to samples taken at the 
Joan Harrison murder scene. Subsequent police searches in Smith’s home revealed a death-bed 
confession scribbled in a notebook:

Two how ever [sic] it concerns I would like to put the record straight. I can’t go on with the guilt. 

I have lived with it for over 20 years. I am truly sorry for all the pain I have caused to anyone. 
Please believe me when I say I am sorry. 

I love my grandkids and my daughter. I cannot go back to prison anymore. Please God help my 
family who I worship. I have been out of trouble for over 20 years so please God help me. I am so 
sorry. God forgive me. I love you all forever.

Det Chief Supt Graham Gardner commented:

Joan lost her life in a most brutal way and despite the enormous efforts of all those originally 
involved, no charges were ever brought. Advances in DNA interpretation over the years have 
finally allowed us to identify Smith as the man at the scene of Joan’s murder. That fact, coupled 
with other evidence we have gathered over recent months, has been sufficient to convince the 
Crown Prosecution Service that Smith would have been charged with her murder, had he been 
alive today.

DNA leads police to secret confession which cracks 35-year-old murder mystery. 
Andy Bloxham, Daily Telegraph, London, UK, 9 February 2011. 
www.telegraph.co.uk/news/uknews/crime/8312042/DNA-leads-police-to-secret-confession-
which-cracks-35-year-old-murder-mystery.html
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EAST COAST RAPIST CHARGED. In another case of DNA helping 
to nail a criminal, alleged East Coast Rapist Aaron Thomas 
was arrested on 4 March after DNA taken from a discarded 
cigarette matched that held on case files. Police had been 
alerted that Thomas may be the sex offender so they had 
him watched. Their opportunity came when he threw the 
cigarette to the floor at a bus stop. The tip-off had come after 
composite sketches were displayed on digital billboards, with 
the caller saying he had first-hand information that Thomas 
was responsible. The East Coast Rapist is suspected of carrying 
out a dozen or more sexual assaults between 1997 and 2009. 
On his arrest, Thomas, 39, asked detectives “What took you 
so long to get me?” It has been reported that Thomas tried to 
commit suicide while in custody.

East Coast Rapist Suspect Pleads Not Guilty. 
Christine Dempsey, The Hartford Courant,  
2 March 2011. 
articles.courant.com/2011-03-22/community/hc-east-coast-
rapist-0323-20110322_1_sexual-assaults-east-coast-rapist-
ski-mask

JACK THE STRIPPER DOCUMENTARY TO BE AIRED. In Rip 118 we reported that author Neil Milkins 
had written a book naming Harold Jones as the 1960s murderer, and that it would be published 
in April. Mr Milkins has been in touch to say that Who Was Jack The Stripper? will be launched at 
Abertillery library at 2.00pm on Monday 18 April, and that a one-hour documentary based on the 
book will be aired on Sky’s Crime and Investigation Channel at 9.00pm on 1 May as part of a series 
entitled Crime Stories. If you’re near Abertillery on 18 April, go along and meet Mr Milkins.

SMOKING DAMAGES YOUR HEALTH IN MORE WAYS THAN ONE. We’re 
certain that dental disfigurement was the last of Claypipe Alice’s 
worries, but recent research by the Museum of London indicates 
that the Victorian fondness for the long, thin pipe caused harm to 
their teeth as well as their lungs. 268 skeletons buried between 1843 
and 1854 were excavated from St Mary and St Michael cemetery in 
Whitechapel and analysis revealed pronounced notches in the teeth of 
more than 70, while a total of 92% showed some form of dental wear 
which indicated that the owner of these teeth was a pipe-smoker. We 
at the Rip are pleased to announce we’ve always been non-smokers 
and intend to remain so. 

Victorian smokers had rotten teeth to match lungs 
Reuters, London, 9 March 2011. 
uk.reuters.com/article/2011/03/09/uk-britain-smoking-victorians-
idUKTRE72858Z20110309

East Coast Rapist police sketch.
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PHOTOGRAPHIC EXHIBITION OF 1970s WHITECHAPEL. Long before the East End became trendy and 
revitalised, it was a run-down, dirty, stinking area which nevertheless had its own, very tangible 
charm. It was during the 1970s that many modern-day Ripperologists visited Whitechapel and 
Spitalfields for the first time to see the murder spots for themselves and to photograph them 
for posterity. In 1972 the Whitechapel Gallery commissioned acclaimed photographer Ian Berry 
to shoot the East End in order to document the social and economic changes taking place as the 
Jewish population began to move away to be replaced by Bangladeshis. With the spotlight back 
on the Easy End with the Olympics fast approaching, the Gallery has mounted a free exhibition of 
Berry’s photographs. 

‘This is Whitechapel’ runs until 4 September 2011. Details can be found at the Gallery website at 
www.whitechapelgallery.org/exhibitions/this-is-whitechapel. If in recent years you’ve lamented 
the loss of the ‘old’ East End, you really should go. And if you do, let us know your thoughts.

Whitechapel 1970s exhibition goes on display. 
Nadia Sam-Daliri, East London Advertiser, London, UK, 18 March 2011. 
www.eastlondonadvertiser.co.uk/what-s-on/arts/whitechapel_1970s_exhibition_goes_on_
display_1_834747

Whitechapel 1972. © Ian Berry/Magnum.



Ripperologist: Thank you for sharing so many anecdotes about your life, your ventures and 
your adventures during this interview. It’s a riveting story. Are you ready for the next question?

Bob Hinton: Sure.

When did you first become interested in true crime?

I suppose I first became interested in true crime in the fifties when my mother’s book club sent 
her a book called Mostly Murder by the famous pathologist Sir Sydney Smith. I noticed she put it on 
top of the wardrobe to keep it out of her children’s clutches, which of course elevated it from the 
status of an interesting book to one I simply had to read. I wasn’t disappointed. The photographs 
of skulls, rotting bodies and severed fingers were just what a chap like me needed.

Did you read mostly about classic murder cases?

The first classic murder case that attracted my attention was the Ruxton case, which featured 
in Mostly Murder. 

That was Buck Ruxton, the Indian doctor who killed his wife in an attack of jealousy, wasn’t it? 
It took place in Lancaster in the 1930s. The maid walked in while he was killing his wife and he 
murdered her as well to avoid being discovered. He then spent the whole night dismembering 
their bodies before attempting to dispose of them.

That’s it. What was really interesting was how they had managed to reassemble the bodies and 
identify them by superimposing a picture of Mrs Ruxton on to one of the skulls. A similar technique 
was used in the Mamie Stuart case.

We ran your superb article on the Mamie Stuart case in Ripperologist 115, July 2010. We 
now come to the $64,000-dollar question – adjusted for inflation, of course. How were you 
introduced to the Ripper case?

My introduction to the Ripper case was an article by Richard Whittington-Egan published in 
Weekend magazine in the mid-Sixties. I found the case fascinating, and years later, when I had the 
time, I followed it up.

You wrote a book on the Ripper case and even suggested a new, eminently plausible suspect 
within a comparatively short time after you started studying the case.

Well, the way I got to Hutchinson was quite strange really. What I was doing was going through 
the main characters in the drama and trying to eliminate them one by one. I managed this quite 
easily until I came to Hutchinson. Whenever I thought I could rule him out something else popped 
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up. For example, take the Mitre Square murder. The only two things you could say with any degree 
of certainty were that the killer was in Mitre Square and later on in Goulston Street where the 
piece of Kate Eddowes’s apron was found. I ruled out the graffiti, as there was no sure link to the 
killer, but there was a link with the fragment of apron. 

Using those two points it was obvious the killer was fleeing in a North Easterly direction. I 
therefore expected his lair to be within half a mile of Goulston Street. I knew that Hutchinson 
lived in the Victoria Home for working men and that seemed to put the kybosh on it, as this Home 
was situated in the Whitechapel Road, in totally the wrong direction. Anyway, while checking the 
information I phoned up the Salvation Army Archives which took over the Victoria Homes to find 
out exactly where in the Whitechapel Road was this Victoria Home situated. Imagine my surprise 
when the chap on the end of the phone said ‘Victoria Home? Which one?’ I had no idea there were 
two. The one that Hutchinson stayed at was on the corner of Commercial Street and Wentworth 
Street, opposite the Princess Alice pub - precisely on the route from Mitre Square. It was things 
like that which eventually convinced me that Hutchinson was a viable suspect.

It’s been nearly 12 years since you published From Hell - the Jack the Ripper Mystery. Have 
your views changed since then? 

No, not at all. I still believe that in today’s parlance Hutchinson is a ‘person of interest’. There 
are plenty of questions that Hutchinson would be asked if the case was happening today. People 
say that because police officers let him go after the statement was taken they believed he was 
innocent. Don’t you believe it. 

What makes you say that?

I recently managed to get hold of over 500 pages of evidence from police records referring to a 
crime from the 20s which I am investigating now. There was a statement from the person I believe 
committed it. The statement was taken and the person was not detained. All the accounts in the 
papers said he had given important information. 

However, when you look at the actual statement, which hadn’t been released before, you find 
that this is far from being the case. There are lots of question marks alongside parts of it, triple 
underlining with comments like ‘Unbelievable’ and ‘Interview Again’ written by hand, and you 
realise that, contrary to what the police said in public, they were not convinced. It was only 
because the case was officially shut down that this person was not interviewed further.

Therefore you still see Hutchinson as a viable suspect.

Certainly. Don’t forget that out of all the suspects Hutchinson is still the only one who had been 
placed at the scene at approximately the time of one of the murders. No other suspect can claim 
even that most basic point.

What do you consider the most significant developments in the Ripper case since your book 
appeared?

I think the most significant development in this area has been the Internet. This has enabled 
people to research and share ideas with people from all over the world in a matter of minutes 
rather than months. The incredible fund of knowledge that has been built up about this and other 
cases is thanks mainly to the Internet and the people who use it. 
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Of course, the other major development has been Ripperologist. I was there right at the beginning 
and saw it change from a few pages stapled together to the ultra professional publication it is 
today. The articles published are really at the top of the tree, professional, well written and 
accurate. It would be no exaggeration to rate the Rip as the definitive true crime magazine.

Thank you very much indeed for your kind words. We truly appreciate them. But let’s return 
to you. You didn’t stay idle very long. You returned to university to complete your studies.

I didn’t actually return to university, having never attended it in the first place. My last brush 
with academia was leaving Bishop Gore at the age of 15. I got two GCEs in the Navy, one in English 
Language and the other in Navigation - which means I can find my way round a dictionary. 

After being retired for a couple of years I started looking for my next windmill to tilt at. I am 
very passionate about tourism. Wales has lost most of its traditional employers, like the coalmines 
and steelworks, and is going to have to expand its tourist industry if it wants jobs for the future. 
Unfortunately, the Welsh are rubbish at doing tourism, to use the common vernacular. 

Wales is one of the most beautiful countries on earth and has as much to offer as many and 
more than most, but we just don’t make any use of it. I decided to start a tourist business and, 
furthermore, to make it a Crime Tour business. I knew the crime side of it but didn’t know anything 
about the tourist side. I was looking through the local paper one night and saw the local college 
was offering Masters’ courses in Heritage and Tourism, which was just what I wanted.

I also needed to learn about running vehicles as a commercial enterprise, so I started a taxi 
business. I employed three drivers and learned a lot about making a profit out of vehicles. For 
example, on ordinary car tyres I would get about 12-15,000 miles out of a set. But using light 
commercial tyres, which were actually cheaper, I could get 25-30,000 miles out of a set. Things 
like that. 

At any rate, the Master’s in Tourism was a full-time course and I graduated 
in June 2004. I was chuffed to be graduating, and, as throughout my life, 
Prue was there beside me.

And then you used your newly acquired knowledge to found Dark 
Deeds, a touring agency organising guided visits to the scenes of famous 
murders in Wales. 

I launched Dark Deeds the 
same year. What I offer is a 
guided tour of famous murder 
sites in Carmarthenshire. As 
part of my course I counted 
these up and found over twenty-
two murders that would qualify 

for the tour. I select my cases carefully. They have to 
have points of specific interest, not the usually street 
stabbing or what have you. I also don’t deal with cases 
less than 50 years old, as you can run into morality problems if you do that. My clients come from 
all over. In 2009 I had four ladies from Canada.
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Tell us about your second book, South Wales Murders, which was published in 2008, ten years 
after your first one. 

I was commissioned to write South Wales Murders by Sutton publishing and was very glad to do 
it. It was a project I had in mind for some time as we have some famous cases down here. Again, I 
only wanted cases that were interesting for various aspects. For example, I try and give examples 
of different types of murder. The first case can be called a spree murder, the second was done by 
someone who was mentally deranged, the third is an Agatha Christie type of country house case, 
and so on. In each case I hope to introduce the readers to various crimes that will awaken their 
interest, not simply present them with a gorefest. 

Would you describe South Wales Murders as a tie-in with your touring agency?

South Wales Murders was not actually a tie-in with the tour. But I selected three of the cases 
discussed in the book as crime scenes we visit.

Are there Welsh murder cases comparable to the best known classic murder cases?

Absolutely. Take the Greenwood case. That attracted the press all over the world and led directly 
to the setting up of independent forensic laboratories to examine evidence. You could say that CSI 
was born in Kidwelly. The Onufrejczyk case was a classic example of a murderer being convicted 
without a body being found. Then you have the Harries case, the sad case of Mamie Stuart and so 
on. 

Are you working on another book at present?

I’m actually working on two. One is a novel, which is a first for me. The other is non-fiction, and 
after that I have another non-fiction book to write.

Do you consider yourself as an investigator of crime as well as a student of it?

I suppose any crime author is an investigator to a certain extent. A good investigator should 
adhere to the investigator’s ABC: Accept nothing. Believe no-one. Check everything. You should 
have determination to press on and not pollute any evidence that doesn’t fit your theories. Above 
all, you must have integrity.

Could you tell us about some case you have investigated?

I was researching a Swansea murder a few years back and I discovered some information that 
the police had missed. They had omitted to interview the people next door to a shop where a 
particularly brutal murder had taken place. Naturally I passed on all the information to the police 
and about 18 months ago I had a visit from two officers from the Cold Case Squad. They were very 
interested in the information I had uncovered and asked if I had anything else.

We chatted for a bit about how real police work is nothing like television. One of them remarked 
that when he started this job he had been given an old desk. One of the drawers was locked and 
in the end he had to break it open. Inside he found a gun that had been used in the murder of a 
young girl some fifty years before and the case files.

Of course authors have an advantage over the police when investigating a case. We usually have 
only one case to look at and are not being constantly badgered to meet targets.
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In your view, what qualities does a good investigator need?

Honesty, persistence, and ability finished off with a good dollop of luck.

Do you believe only scientific methods should be used in investigating crime or is there room 
for intuition as well? 

Forensics are like tools, they are invaluable but they cannot do the job alone; you need a 
craftsman to operate them. If you just rely on science alone you will come a cropper. The TV 
programmes make it seem so easy, but of course it is never like that. Take fingerprints. I once 
spoke to a police officer who said that in 25 years on the force he had never recovered a usable 
set of prints from a pistol. A gun’s grip is very poor at retaining prints, since usually it is chequered 
in some way - and the only other point of contact is normally the trigger.

The problem they are having in America is the ‘CSI Effect’. Juries being fed a constant stream 
of TV expect trials to be just like on the movies. They expect every case to come complete with a 
complete raft of forensic evidence that nails the case shut, and if it doesn’t they are more liable 
to reject the prosecution’s case.

I think a good detective must, like a good craftsman, use the best tools available to enable him 
to do his job.

How do you feel about more unusual methods of investigation? Psychic methods, for instance?

Well, I think it is fairly well known that I have often worked with a psychic, Diane Lazarus. 
However, I should point out this has been more in a spirit of interest rather than using her 
statements as a basis for investigation.

Have you known Miss Lazarus long? 

I first came across Diane in the mid nineties. I was writing an article about psychics in police 
work and was a bit stumped as I didn’t know any. Anyway, Diane came into my office looking for my 
son, who had a printing design business and had his own office next to mine. He wasn’t there so I 
invited her in to wait. I asked her what she wanted, and she explained that she owned a tea shop 
and wanted some menus printed. We started chatting and she mentioned that she held readings 
above the tea shop - psychic readings. Bingo!

Had Miss Lazarus ever investigated crimes?

We chatted away and I asked her if she ever considered using her abilities to investigate crime. 
She hadn’t but was very interested. While I was digging through the records of the Greenwood 
case, I came across a line that said the prosecutor wasn’t in court that day as he had been called 
away to the Cross Hands Tragedy, where in 1920 the landlady of the Cross Hands Hotel was found 
strangled in the maid’s bed. I’d never heard of this case, which meant that very few people had, 
making it an ideal case to try out Diane’s abilities.

I arranged to meet her in Cross Hands but without giving her any further details and told her I 
would be bringing a reporter. We went to the hotel and started the investigation. I brought a small 
tape recorder with me for two reasons: one, I wanted an accurate account of what was said, and 
two, I wanted to check that I wasn’t giving her any hints, albeit subconsciously. I told her I was 
going to restrict my talking to ‘yes’ and ‘no’.
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We went upstairs and the corridor bent round in a sort of U shape. There were 11 rooms there 
and Diane went immediately to the room where the body had been found and identified it as 
the murder room. After that it was very interesting. She got all the injuries on the body correct, 
including the bruise on the head where the victim had walked into a low beam, the strangulation 
marks around her neck and the bruises on her chest where the killer had knelt on her. These 
details I only found out by prolonged digging in the archives. Overall, nearly every statement she 
made was correct, Diane tends to make statements rather than ask questions. The one I couldn’t 
comprehend was where she said that music had been playing at the time. I couldn’t link that to 
anything.

You investigated a number of cases together after that one. Did the method vary?

It was much the same in our later cases. A TV company wanted to make a pilot, hopefully for a 
series based on an idea Diane and I had called ‘Psychic Detectives’. The idea was that we would 
both investigate a certain case, me from an investigator’s point of view and Diane covering the 
psychic angle. We would then come together and compare notes. After making the pilot the 
production company didn’t think there was any mileage in it and dropped it. The rest is history. 
Anyway, the case we chose for the pilot was the Greenwood case in Kidwelly (the death of Mabel 
Greenwood in 1919 from arsenic poisoning). I got permission to film there and away we went.

Diane was very interesting. She takes the personality of the various characters, at the same time 
retaining her own character. What that means is that she has conversations with herself.

She was extremely accurate with all her pronouncements, pointing out the room where the victim 
died, how she died etc. What was really fascinating was what she said whilst in the personality of 
the victim. The victim denied that her husband had committed the crime for which he was tried 
and acquitted, and then named the real killer. I found this interesting because after studying the 
case for several years I had come to the same conclusion. No one knew of my deductions as I had 
kept them secret, since I was planning to write a book on the case one day.

Do you have a case which stands out among the rest? 

Our biggest case was when we were asked by the Sunday Mirror, I think it was, to investigate 
the Jill Dando murder. We were accompanied by a photographer and a reporter and I suggested we 
split up. I would go with the photographer and Diane would go with the reporter - purely to stop 
any cross contamination. I went over the ground as an investigator and Diane used her psychic 
powers. 

We met up later and compared notes. Our conclusions were surprisingly similar in all respects. 
Finally we both agreed that Barry George had not committed the crime. Since then he has had his 
conviction quashed and acquitted at a re-trial. I take this as a win. 

This is really remarkable.

One aspect of the case which really interested me was the weapon used. Now this is information 
I have never revealed before, so it’s a scoop for the Rip.
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Thank you very much, Bob. We appreciate your confidence.

I have always believed that the weapon used was a re-activated Makarov pistol. Why? The main 
reason is that it is one of the easiest weapons to re-activate. 

Most semi automatic pistols of its type fire a standard 9mm Luger round. The Makarov, however, 
fires a lower powered round commonly known as the 9mmK, or short. Because of its lower power 
the Makarov is a simple blow-back weapon. On firing it the slide recoils and ejects the cartridge, 
but the barrel stays fixed to the frame. In normal weapons, the slide starts to recoil and then a link 
mechanism drops the barrel out of lock and the whole lot slides to the rear until the spring forces 
everything to the front again. 

To de-activate a Makarov pistol, all the dealers did was to cut a lengthways slit in the barrel 
which was fixed to the frame with pins. To reactivate it all you had to do was to remove the cut 
barrel, replace it with a bit of tubing and weld it to the frame. Mind you, there would be no 
accuracy and it certainly wouldn’t be advisable to fire more than one round through it. But for 
a close-up, one-shot kill it would be the ideal weapon. And Jill Dando was shot once through the 
head with the barrel pressed against her head and the cartridge case recovered was a 9mmK. 

Before going to Fulham, I had collected about twenty photographs of various guns, revolvers 
and pistols. At the pub I put them all on the table and asked Diane to pick out the gun used. She 
dismissed all the revolvers immediately and said the gun used was flatter. She shuffled through 
all the cards and picked out one and dropped it on the table. ‘That’s the gun he used,’ she said, 
pointing to the Makarov.

Do you think Miss Lazarus is a real psychic? 

I’ve no idea. I wouldn’t know how to test for someone being a real psychic. But there was 
one incident that shook me to my roots. Although I had known Diane for about ten years when 
this happened, we had deliberately kept out of each other’s lives. I knew she was married, for 
instance, but it was only quite recently that I discovered she had children. 

I was in her office one day discussing a forthcoming TV appearance. As I was leaving, I turned 
to her and said: ‘Do you know I’ve known you for about ten years now and you’ve never given me 
any messages?’ She asked if I wanted one. I agreed. She hesitated for a moment and then said she 
had a message from my father. I asked her if she believed my father was dead. She said yes, which 
was quite a statement, as he had only just died. She then gave me the message. It shook me to my 
core. She told me something that not five people in the entire world knew - Prue and I being two of 
them. It was an incident that had happened twenty years before in a different country. I thanked 
her and left. I was truly shaken and when I got home later Prue found me in tears. 

Now, try as I might, I cannot think of any explanation for that. It still sends a shiver down my 
spine. The way I look at it is, why turn down the offer of help if you have nothing else?
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Anything else you’d like to share with us, Bob? 

Well, that’s about it really. I’ve left out a lot of stuff - 
earthquakes, hurricanes, bombings, fires and cyclones - but I 
can honestly say I’ve had a fantastic life, never boring. 

I am so proud of my family. Prue is a truly wonderful wife 
and Phil is a son anyone would be proud of. On his wedding 
day in the Dominican Republic we got hit by a massive 
earthquake, the whole building just tipping from side to 
side. It was in the early hours of the morning and we were 
all fast asleep. Phil jumped up, got his fiancée underneath a 
door frame and immediately went off to get the other guests 
out of the building. It was typical of him to think of others 
first in a truly frightening situation.

Thank you for being with us, Bob. It’s been a real pleasure 
having you on our sofa.

Same here. It’s very rarely that we ever actually think back 
over our entire life. For this reason alone I really enjoyed 
taking part in this interview. I joined the Navy in 1965 aged 
15 and two months, together with 30 other young men 
between the ages of 15 & 15 and a half. We formed Blake 5 
mess in HMS Ganges. In 1976 there were only a handful of 
us left alive. I would therefore ask all Ripperologists reading 
this interview to just pause for a moment and think of all 
those young men and women of all nationalities who unlike 
James Stewart and me are unable to look back and say ‘I had 
a wonderful life’. I would like to finish by thanking all the 
families I have been a part of and now, of course, the family 
of Ripperologists!

Philip’s wedding

Prue getting supper

Beach restaurant in Bali
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BATSFORD’S HERITAGE GUIDES: 
JACK THE RIPPER’S LONDON
Malcolm Day

London: Batsford, 2011 
www.anovabooks.com 
softcover, 47pp, illus; maps 
ISBN: 9781906388959 
£3.99

A small book, nicely produced and covering the ground probably better 
than you’d expect. It is let down only in its coverage of the suspects; 
Aaron Kosminski is omitted, Nathan Kaminski is included and he’s a 
violent syphilitic who was committed to Colney Hatch in December 1888 
and only came to light when some old family notebooks were found in 
1987. Tumblety doesn’t get mentioned at all, Chapman receives a brief 
comment, and nothing is said about Druitt other than that he committed 

suicide after being dismissed from his teaching job.

Overall, whilst one doesn’t get the feeling that this book has been particularly well researched, 
it is a handy little pocket guide which gives a brief favour of the social conditions and policing of 
the East End, as well as each of the murders. 

It’s a cheap, quick read to introduce someone to the subject.

Paul Begg

WHAT ALICE KNEW:  
A MOST CURIOUS TALE OF HENRY JAMES & JACK THE RIPPER
Paula Marantz Cohen 
Naperville, IL, USA: Sourcebooks Landmark, 2010 
www.sourcebooks.com 
softback, 341pp 
ISBN: 9781402243554 
£7.88

This engaging novel opens with a dinner party attended by a somewhat 
inebriated Henry James, the American novelist, along with Oscar Wilde 
and other denizens of London literary and artistic community. If we were 
to mention that the conversation turns to those curious ‘Jack the Ripper’ 
letters, and that it is remarked that artist James McNeill Whistler is, like 
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the writer of ‘Dear Boss’ letters, fond of a jolly ‘ha ha’ you might have an idea where the plot of 
this novel is headed. Writer Patricia Cornwell in her 2001 book, Jack the Ripper—Case Closed also 
made note of that coincidence, and that her suspect, expressionist artist Walter Sickert, had been 
a pupil of the ex-pat American artist. And indeed Sickert is a suspect in What Alice Knew—though, 
ultimately, not the person thought to have committed the murders.

The premise of the novel is an interesting one. Sir Charles Warren, anxious to have an advisor 
to the investigation into the vexing murders in the East End, writes to Harvard University, Boston, 
to engage the services of James’s brother, William James, the noted scientist and philosopher. 
The Metropolitan Police Commissioner feels that the James’s insights into the human mind could 
help the investigation. We should note, of course, that this plot line is a bit implausible given that 
London had its own students of the human mind, beginning with alienist Forbes Winslow, a man full 
of his own theories about the case. Suffice to say that Warren’s letter of invitation enables author 
Paula Marantz Cohen, a Distinguished Professor of English at Drexel University, Philadelphia, to get 
William James over to London to assist the Yard investigation. There he will be very much ‘on the 
case’ along with his brother Henry and their thoughtful but bedridden sister Alice. The trio will 
solve the case for once and for all.

Dr Cohen has obviously read about the case and the research shows. She also knows a lot of 
relevant facts about London’s artistic and literary community and about London Jewish intellectuals 
that help to make for a lively and engaging narrative. On the other hand, some of her reading 
about the Whitechapel murders and the people involved is not totally assimilated or thought out. 

William James arrives at Scotland Yard just over a week after the Eddowes murder. The hallways 
of the Met headquarters are characterized as ‘shabby.’ After a bit of delay until he establishes 
his credentials, he is shown into Sir Charles Warren’s salubrious quarters, where the police 
commissioner is sitting with a silver tray, an assortment of sandwiches, and a bottle of Scotch. Dr 
Cohen describes Warren as a tall man ‘with a profusion of medals and ribbons.’ Well, Sir Charles 
might have worn his British Army ribbons but on the other hand did he wear his soldier’s uniform 
while serving as head of the Met? That seems unlikely and even more unlikely that on a day to day 
basis he would wear the actual medals—the ribbons would suffice. 

Abberline is in the same room at the meeting and is described as ‘a small man with a neatly 
trimmed mustache.’ Descriptions of Abberline that have come down to us describe a stocky man 
with something of a paunch. It’s unlikely that anyone would have called him ‘small’—though that 
description brings to mind how the writer of the Maybrick Diary characterizes Abberline as a ‘little 
man’. This makes one wonder whether Shirley Harrison’s The Diary of Jack the Ripper was on Dr 
Cohen’s reading list!

Despite Kate Eddowes being over a week dead, Professor James is invited along to the ‘London 
Mortuary’ to view her corpse which has been kept, he is told, ‘on ice’. When Abberline and the 
professor arrive at the mortuary, it’s a surprise then to the reader who has read about the case to 
find her described as being still hanging pegged to the wall, as she appears in one of the famous 
gruesome mortuary photographs! The scene seems implausible.

Part of the James family’s investigation of the case includes a comparison of letters written on 
Pirie company notepaper in an attempt to link Walter Sickert to the writing of Ripper letters and 
hence to the East End crimes. Clearly Dr Cohen is following Patricia Cornwell’s investigation of 
Sickert in this respect. The investigation of the Ripper case by the James family—Henry James, 
William James and Alice James—is an interesting concept but perhaps somewhat contrived as an 
entry in the Ripper fiction canon.

Chris George
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TIMELESS (CD, 2010) 
IN WORDS, IN MUSIC... OF LIFE, OF DEATH (CD, 2007)
By Tony May

Available from Tony May, 20 Wishing Tree Road North 
Hastings, East Sussex TN38 9QA, UK 
Or email to unseated.tony@gmail.com 
2 CDs available for £15.00 postpaid

Hastings, East Sussex, UK resident Tony May is a firm believer in James 
Maybrick as Jack the Ripper and in this capacity he attended the famous 
Trial of James Maybrick held at Liverpool Cricket Club in May 2007, close 
to Battlecrease House, the former home of James and Florence Maybrick 
in Aigburth, Liverpool. Tony is also a talented maker of videos and music 
compositions and some of his videos are available on YouTube. For a 
number of years he has been a member of Hastings’ Shorelink Community 
Writers group where he has been able to hone his skills as a poet and 
songwriter (see www.shorelinkwriters.org.uk/Spotlightontonymay.htm).

Tony has produced two CDs which showcase his talent. In Words, In 
Music... Of Life, Of Death, which appeared in 2007, is a spoken word 

CD in which Tony’s words and voice are matched with music composed, produced and performed 
by a talented collaborator, Harvey Summers (www.harveysummers.com) who has worked with 
artists as varied as pianist Russ Conway and Sir Paul McCartney. The opening of the second cut 
might well remind listeners of the poetic and beautiful fare on the Moody Blues’ 1969 hit album 
On the Threshold of a Dream but the CD offers much more. Tony has many arrows to his bow—for 
example, although a southerner he can do a believable Wilfred Pickles-like northern accent on the 
same track that recalls the Moody Blues’ work. Another lively number satirizes the long-running 
BBC TV series Top of the Pops decrying the decision by the ‘Beeb’ to cancel the show. With the 
demise of the pop music show, we hear, there would be ‘no more Jimmy Savile’: the flamboyant 
long-haired blond host of the show would be sent to a nursing home and would no longer wag his 
cigar at his fans. A special delight for students of the Ripper case and collectors of Ripper cultural 
ephemera is a track that recreates a visit to modern-day Whitechapel in which a researcher, 
presumably having done archival research on the case, feels as if the area is still the lair of the 
Ripper. As the claustrophic track unfolds, the speaker feels as if he can almost smell the Ripper’s 
breath on his shoulder and imagines Jack lurking down every alley and stalking his every move. You 
even get a nicely blood curdling laugh from Jack at the end. An effective aural experience well 
worth the price of admission. The tracks on the CD are not named and Tony has told us that the 
track listing was going to appear on a website for which he obtained the domain name but never 
developed the site. He explained, ‘The Jack the Ripper track is called “A Researchers Nightmare” 
and I performed the scream at the end myself. Talk about laugh, I did that on the very first take 
after Harvey suggested I try to “get into character” and give it a go. After I’d done it, he came 
back in my head phones and said “Don’t you ever do that again—you scared the shit out of me”—I’ll 
never forget that moment! He was calling me “Sir’ for ages after that!’

Although Tony is featured on the cover of his Timeless CD (2010) in Victorian coat and top hat 
that might recall Maybrick, there is actually no Ripper or Maybrick content on the CD. Fooled ya! 
This worthy musical compilation, produced by Harvey Summers for Gold Star Productions, reveals 
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Mr May to be a good singer in a relaxed country style. One of the highlights of the CD is ‘The Toy 
Museum’ which you can preview on YouTube (punch in the search term ‘maybrick44’!). In our view, 
this delightful song would do credit to Ray Davies of the Kinks (remember the Kinks’ songwriter’s 
gems ‘Dandy’ and ‘A Dedicated Follower of Fashion’, and the concept album The Kinks Are The 
Village Green Preservation Society?). Of course the idea that toys can come to life is an age-old 
one but Tony ably conjures up the scene of the toy soldiers and other playthings coming to life. 
The composition is nothing if not nostalgic and works well, even if the sergeant major’s voice 
hectoring the toy troops might be a bit overdone. On another track, ‘No More Bent Bananas’, Tony 
shows himself to be a Little Englander in bewailing Britain being part of the European community, 
and the values and rights of Englishmen being degraded by the rules of European bureaucracy. 
Here he sings, ‘Join the European Union and dance your rights away!’ The song is wryly and 
passionately sung by Mr May. The piece takes a manic bent in the middle, consistent with the 
title—a bit of Lonnie Donegan, Spike Jones, and Monty Python. It might be mentioned that anti-
European sentiments also appear on ‘Close Your Eyes And Think Of England’ on In Words, In Music. 
If you don’t agree with such political views, these CDs may not be for you. Tony told us, ‘I feel very 
sad about the state of the country and am dead against pretty much all that the European Union 
represents. If I had my way we would withdraw immediately from the whole thing and this is my 
personal tribute to an England that I fear is being eroded by the day.’ 

Perhaps most poignant on Tony May’s Timeless CD are two tracks: the opening number, ‘A Concerto 
for Simon’ and the song, ‘The Ballad of Karl Heinrich’ both dedicated to the memory of Tony’s late 
friend, Simon Patrick Kerr Griffiths (1946-2001). The first is a pleasant instrumental track while 
the lively ‘Ballad of Karl Heinrich’ well captures the story of a highly disturbed personality. A demo 
of the song is featured on YouTube. Both serve as a fine remembrance of a late friend.

Chris George

THE WOMAN WHO MURDERED BABIES FOR MONEY:  
THE STORY OF AMELIA DYER
Alison Rattle and Allison Vale

London: Andre Deutsch, 2011 
www.andredeutsch.co.uk 
softcover, 256pp, illus; index

First Published in hardback as Amelia Dyer - Angel Maker. London: Andre 
Deutsch, 2007 
ISBN: 9780233003160 
£7.99

It isn’t known for certain how many babies were murdered by Amelia 
Dyer but some estimates suggest that in a ‘career’ spanning twenty years 
the number could have been as many as 400!

Born in 1838, the youngest of five children of a respectable couple named 
Samuel and Sarah Hobley, she apparently received a good education and 
developed a love of literature and poetry. She married George Thomas, 
a man considerably her senior, and trained as a nurse. Then she met a 
midwife named Ellen Dane and the course of her life was set for the 
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gallows. Dyer became a baby farmer, a term used to describe women who took in children for a 
fee. Some provided accommodation for pregnant women, nursed them through their pregnancy 
and took charge of the child once it was born.

This was a service particularly valued by unmarried mothers who desperately sought to avoid the 
stigma associated with their condition. Whilst some people did care for the children they ‘farmed’, 
or did so after a fashion, some recognised that a high turnover of babies meant more profits, so 
they let the baby starve to death or otherwise hastened its end through neglect. In Amelia Dyer’s 
case, as shown her by Ellen Dane, it was far more expedient to murder the child. 

Dyer was by no means the only baby farmer – Margaret Waters was executed for murder in 1870 
and Rhoda Willis was the last to be hanged for the crime, going to the gallows in Cardiff, hanged 
by Henry and Tom Pierrepoint on her 44th birthday on 14 August 1907. But Amelia Dyer is probably 
the most notorious.

Paul Begg

STRIKING A LIGHT: THE BRYANT AND MAY MATCHWOMEN  
AND THEIR PLACE IN HISTORY
By Louise Raw

Continuum Publishing Corporation, London, 2011. 
Paperback, 304 pages, £16.99.  
Illust., Bibliography, Index, ISBN-10: 1441114262

In  Striking a Light, her ground-breaking work on the Bryant & May 
‘matchgirls’ strike’, the former trade union organiser Louise Raw makes a 
convincing case that, contrary to received opinion, it was the matchworkers 
themselves, not the journalist Annie Besant, who led this significant and 
successful strike. Of particular interest to students of the Ripper murders 
will be the fact that the book is meticulously researched and goes back 
to primary sources in order to trace every step in the development of this 
momentus strike which took place on the eve of the Ripper murders. 

In the absence of any first-hand documented evidence from the 
matchgirls themselves, Louise Raw enterprisingly spent years tracking down and interviewing 
surviving descendants of the main agitators. Five women singled out as ‘troublemakers’ in a secret 
dossier by Bryant & May management prior to the strike did subsequently take up places on the 
strike committee. According to oral accounts handed down to their grandchildren, these women 
had taken the initiative and begun the strike without outside help. 

Raw produces evidence that Besant was not even aware that the women had walked out until 
two days after the strike had begun. This is obviously a controversial assertion, but one that is 
hard to ignore in the light of Raw’s evidence, including Besant’s own written account. Raw also 
mentions that Besant did not believe it was possible to organize the matchgirls into an effective 
strike force. What was Besant’s role in the strike? Why has the legend sprung up that it was she 
who organized and led the matchgirls out on strike in the summer of 1888? 
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Besant was certainly instrumental in stirring up publicity for the workers’ plight by publishing 
the article ‘White Slavery’ in The Link on 23 June. Raw contends that Besant’s intention was to 
shame Bryant & May’s management and shareholders into introducing reforms and to encourage 
a boycott of the company’s products. It is possible, Raw argues, that Besant hoped that Bryant & 
May would respond to her article with litigation, since a court case would have given her an ideal 
platform from which to publicise the workers’ cause. This is something Besant had done before in 
a notorious case in which she had successfully defended a book advocating birth control she had 
published with Herbert Burrows. 

In any event, it appears that the women had no problem at all in organizing themselves or, for 
that matter, standing up for themselves against the Victorian male establishment. While many 
of the workers were indeed only children and conformed to the image of Dickens’s poor little 
matchgirl, a number of them were robust matriarchs quite used to defending their own corner, 
women who enjoyed the staunch support of the close-knit Irish community to which they belonged. 

Raw retraces events leading up to the strike day by day, and demonstrates how it was the response 
of the factory management to Besant’s article which caused the walk-outs. They demanded that 
the workers sign a denial of the claims made in Besant’s article. None would sign. Furthermore, 
it appears that one woman was sacked for refusing to sign - although this was not, of course, the 
official reason given for her dismissal. Within twenty-four hours the entire workforce of fourteen 
hundred women had walked out in solidarity.

As noted, Raw claims that Besant did not know the women had come out on strike until two 
days after the mass walk-out. Far from being jubilant, she was in fact horrified, since there were 
barely sufficient strike funds in place to support fourteen hundred workers. In the event, several 
hundreds of the strikers took themselves off to the hop-fields of Kent for their annual working 
holiday, drastically reducing the demand on strike funds.

Raw examines the workers’ grievances in depth, revealing pernicious conditions worse than 
slavery, totally at odds with Bryant & May’s reputation as a responsible Quaker firm. Indeed, by 
the 1880s Bryant & May was a far cry from the firm it had originally been. The mild-mannered 
Mr May had long ago been pushed out by the aggressively capitalist sons of Mr Bryant, steadfast 
Anglicans who had, through a series of mergers, expanded the company rapidly, making it by 1888 
a dominant world cartel worth a massive fortune. 

The management were fully aware that poisoning from the white phosphorus used in the 
matches resulted in disfiguring and the often fatal condition known as ‘phossy jaw’. Yet their sole 
response seems to have been to dismiss anyone showing signs of disease, such as a swollen face 
and loss of teeth. The workers affected by the disease, fearing the loss of their meagre livelihood, 
responded by trying to cover up their condition. According to evidence put forward by Raw, it was 
commonplace to see glowing piles of vomit illuminating the way home from the factory. 

Raw further demonstrates that the company used their monopoly to drive down wages, with 
the result that workers in the 1880s were actually taking home substantially less pay than they 
had twenty years previously. In addition, workers were subject to considerable financial penalties. 
They were made to pay for accidental ‘burnts’, for example, as well as for much of their own 
materials. The final straw that broke these women’s backs, it seems, was the ‘pennies’ which had 
once been deducted from their wages in order to pay lads to fetch and carry supplies. Although 
the services of these lads had since been dispensed with, the company still deducted the pennies 
from the women’s pay.
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The Bryant brothers nevertheless were eager to be seen as pillars of the community. When the 
company went public they courted shareholders amongst the Anglican clergy and Liberal MPs. 
Besant’s publication of the list of shareholders proved to be the decisive turning point in the 
strike, less than three weeks after it had begun. Her objective was to name and shame, and this 
she did successfully, with instantaneous results. 

Striking a Light strives to correct a middle-class, male-dominated view of history. Raw 
convincingly puts forward the case that the strike itself was led from the inside, by poor outcast 
women, the majority of them Irish. She makes the point that these women were no strangers to 
rebellion; at least two of the ‘troublemakers’ were profoundly influenced by the heroes of the 
Irish struggle. Raw emphasises that the 1888 strike was far from being an isolated incident. These 
women were already politically aware; they recognized Annie Besant in the first instance from her 
public appearances as an orator.

Raw challenges what has been termed a ‘condescending’ view of history, painstakingly and 
diligently reframing the matchworkers’ strike as the real spark which ignited the uprisings of 
1889, and linking it irrefutably with the dockworkers’ strike of that year, regarded until now as 
the beginning of ‘new unionism’. 

However, in her insistence on pointing up the militancy of the women and diminishing the role 
of Annie Besant, Raw may have underplayed the role of another agitator whose influence may 
have been crucial. She reports that Lewis Lyons, old-school trade union comrade and champion of 
the Jewish tailors, encouraged the matchworkers at the very outset. Apparently Lyons attempted 
to make a speech outside the factory gates on 6 July, the same day Besant supposedly first heard 
about the strike. But he was shouted down by Bryant & May management and arrested by the 
police. He was accompanied on his march to the police station by hundreds of matchwomen, 
singing and cheering in solidarity. Since Lyons was extremely active in the strikes of 1889, he would 
appear to be an obvious common denominator between the two outbreaks of industrial action. 
His influence on the matchworkers warrants further investigation. However, Raw takes no further 
interest in his involvement, perhaps because it does not fit with her hypothesis.  

Raw herself notes that the strike took place during the slack weeks of summer, when there 
was least demand for matches. This was not exactly the most auspicious time for a strike, but 
it fortuitously coincided with the matchworkers’ annual working break in the hop-fields of Kent, 
conveniently reducing demand for strike pay by almost half. This would appear to indicate that the 
strike was not spontaneous but pre-meditated. Yet, although Raw provides all the salient facts, 
she again stops short of drawing any such conclusion. 

There is another potentially interesting point as far as Ripper researchers are concerned. To 
support her theory that the matchmakers and dockers were ‘the same people’, Raw has gone 
to extraordinary lengths to trace and interview living descendants of the Bryant & May strike 
committee and cross-reference names from a surviving strike fund register with census records 
and original street maps. Her research shows that two of the ‘troublemakers’ at the Bryant & May 
factories were the teenage sisters Mary and Margaret (‘Mog’) Driscoll, of 24 Cottage Street, Poplar. 

The 1881 census shows these two sisters living at home at 3 Gloucestershire Court. This address 
cannot be found on any contemporary map, but is confirmed by Raw’s archivist as likely to be close 
to Anne’s Court, Wentworth Street, between Whitechapel High Street and Bishopsgate Street. 
In addition to Mary and Mog, the family comprised a ten-week-old baby; an older, seventeen-
year-old sister, Katherine, listed as a matchworker; their mother Elizabeth (Eliza) born Elizabeth 
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Cunningham in Co. Cork, who was listed as a lead worker but was later known to have been 
employed at Bryant & May; and their father, Patrick Driscoll, a dock labourer born in Co. Kerry.

While carrying out research in cooperation with the surviving Driscoll descendants, Louise Raw 
uncovered a disconcerting fact. Although the descendants knew much about their family history 
and were understandably very proud of it, none of them had ever heard mention of the elder sister 
Katherine. This seems a little odd, since Katherine had been a matchgirl too. Of course, as Raw 
points out, it is not unknown for families to blot out all mention of a family member for one reason 
or another. Yet, intriguingly, there is rather more to it than that. After 1881, Katherine disappears 
from further records.

Raw investigated this anomaly and concluded that her appearance in the 1881 census with this 
particular Driscoll family has to be correct. In 1888 Katherine Driscoll would have been twenty-
four. Could she have been the elusive Mary Kelly? If the sister of not one but two of the Bryant 
& May ‘troublemakers’ did perchance prove to be Mary Kelly, at least one of the Ripper murders 
would have had a very credible political motive.

Fiona Saint

A PEOPLE OF ONE BOOK: THE BIBLE AND THE VICTORIANS
Timothy Larson

Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2011 
www.oup.com 
hardcover, 326pp, biblio; index 
ISBN: 9780199570096 
£30

In his biography of his parents, Arthur Ponsonby Moore-Anderson records 
of Sir Robert Anderson: “Beyond all else my father was a man of the Book…”

It was John Wesley, the leader of the evangelical revival in the 18th 
century, who famously described himself as “a man of one book”, meaning 
that the Bible represented his entire life and thought.

As A.P. Moore-Anderson makes clear, much the same can be said about 
Sir Robert Anderson. The Bible dictated his life and influenced his thinking and actions. Today 
this depth of religious conviction is uncommon and strange, and Anderson has frequently been 
referred to by modern commentators as a religious extremist, but to the Victorians Anderson 
wasn’t particularly odd. Indeed, by a great many he was admired, and to some extent still is.

The thesis of this book is that the Victorians as a whole were a people of one book. As Timothy 
Larson, who is McManis Professor of Christian Thought at Wheaton College in Wisconsin, says in his 
introduction, “The extemt of the Bible’s dominance, presence, and reach has to be encountered 
in the specifics of Victorian lives to be grasped fully…”

To support this claim Larson looks as the range and variety of ways the Bible was a dominant 
presence in Victorian thought and culture by looking at a selection of Victorians, including  E.B. 
Pusey, C.H. Spurgeon, Florence Nightingale, Elizabeth Fry and many more.

The subject isn’t everybody’s cup of tea and in places the read proves  somewhat tough going, 
but Larson writes clearly and engagingly, and the book is an eye-opener.  

Paul Begg
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VICTORIAN LUNACY: RICHARD M. BUCKE AND  
THE PRACTICE OF LATE NINETEENTH-CENTURY PSYCHIATRY
S.E.D. Shortt

Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 2011 
www.cambridge.org 
First Published: Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1986.  
softcover, 207pp, 
ISBN: 9780521172820 
£17.99

This book attempts to overview nineteenth-century psychiatry in Europe 
and America by focusing on the career of Richard M Bucke at the London 
Asylum in Ontario, Canada. 

There are five chapters - The topography of a Victorian medical life, 
The human ecology of the London Asylum, Toward a secular physiology of 
mind, The social genesis of etiological speculation, and Treatment tactics 

and professional aspirations – and over forty pages of notes, from which it should be clear that this 
is not a lightweight read. Shortt does have an engaging style, however, and even the lay reader can 
be carried away along large chunks of text. 

Information emerges that is interesting to the lay reader, such as conditions in the asylums 
where staff turnover is high, record-keeping is low, case-notes scant and institutions sometimes 
reporting as alive people who have been dead for years, and Bucke sometimes sounds like he 
should have been a patient.

Victorian Lunacy received some criticism when it was first published and one supposes that 
knowledge has advanced a lot since 1986, but the book is still an interesting read and one which 
once again shows the dangers of applying modern thinking to the past.

Paul Begg

THE VICTORIAN TAILOR
Jason Maclochlainn

London: Batsford, 2011 
www.anovabooks.com 
softcover, 159pp, illus; appendices, biblio; index 
ISBN: 978-1-906388-89-8 
£19.99

A really lovely book, although one which one assumes has a limited 
appeal.

Although it contains a pretty comprehensive introduction to the world 
of the Victorian tailor, with information about the techniques they used, 
their tools and their materials, this book is really about how you can create 
perfect, historically accurate Victorian menswear.
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So here is your chance to make – or more likely have made up – elegant morning coats, tapered 
trousers, and overcoats.

Chapters cover everything from The Evolution of Tailoring to Fundamentals of Victorian 
Tailoring, and six appendices provide extra how-to exercises and a list of suppliers.

The Victorian Tailor isn’t going to appeal to everyone and fewer still will actually use it – more’s 
the pity; it would certainly liven up the Ripper conferences! – but the book shows how important 
and refined the gentleman’s fashions were.

Paul Begg

THE GUV’NORS:  
TEN OF SCOTLAND YARD’S GREATEST DETECTIVES
Dick Kirby

Barnsley: Wharncliffe True Crime, 2010 
www.pen-and-sword.co.uk 
hardcover, 212pp, illus; biblio; index 
ISBN: 1-845631-35-8 
£19.99

Frederick Porter Wensley, Fred ‘Nutty Sharpe’, Peter Beveridge, Ted 
Greeno, Robert Fabian, John Capstick, Ernest ‘Hooter’ MIllen, Tommy 
Butler, Ian Forbes, and Bert Wickstead. These are the names of the great 
detectives of Scotland Yard featured in this book. Each is given a chapter 
which summarises the careers and gives some personal background of these 
remarkable men.

Wensley (1865-1949) is probably the most interesting to Ripperphiles, not that the Yard official 
offers much information beyond saying that the police often patrolled the streets in pairs, that he 
and colleagues nailed strips of rubber to their boots to ensure a degree of silence when patrolling, 
and that officially there were only five, possibly six murders. But Wensley spent most of his police 
career in the East End, so his memoirs contain some important recollections of the area and its 
inhabitants, and also shed some light on how police work was conducted, notably and perhaps of 
some relevance to the Ripper case, the questionable way he conducted an identification of Stinie 
Morrison, executed for the murder of Leon Beron. Wensley was responsible for the creation of the 
Flying Squad, a subject in which author Dick Kirby has a special interest.

Fred Sharpe was also a Flying Squad man, his memoirs published in 1938 being entitled Sharpe 
of the Flying Squad, as was Peter Beveridge. Ted Greeno, who often served with the Flying Squad, 
began his career in the East End. Robert Fabian achieved such fame that a television series about 
him was broadcast by the BBC between 1954 and 1956, today being regarded as an early police 
procedural. John Capstick was another Flying Squad man around whose exploits a TV series was 
very loosely based. This was Ghost Squad, which was based on a book by another member of the 
eponymous undercover policemen, John Gosling. The TV series, today chiefly recalled because of 
its very memorable theme tune, bore little resemblance to the real organisation. 

Like most of the policemen discussed, Ernie Millen, also a Flying Squad officer, was a flawed 
character. He rowed with fellow policemen and was supposed by some to have shielded bent 
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C.I.D. officers. Butler, yet another Flying Squad man, was involved in investigating the Great Train 
Robbery and arresting the Kray Twins following the shooting of George Cornell in Whitechapel’s 
Blind Beggar pub. Forbes, perhaps the least well known of the men discussed, was also a Flying 
Squad man and Bert Wickstead is known as the Gangbuster, notably for his work in closing down 
the various gangs who tried to step into the vacuum left by the Krays.

Spoiled, perhaps, by its concentration on Flying Squad men, especially as most of them wrote 
their own memoirs, The Guv’nors nevertheless provides excellent warts-n-all pen-portraits of 
the men who helped police the ever-changing crime environment of Scotland Yard. In these days 
where books about the bad guys seem to dominate the shelves of true crime in bookstores, it’s 
good to see Dick Kirby reversing the trend.

Paul Begg

THE SWEENEY: THE FIRST SIXTY YEARS OF SCOTLAND YARD’S  
CRIMEBUSTING FLYING SQUAD 1919-1978
Dick Kirby

Barnsley: Wharncliffe Books, 2011 
www.penandsword.co.uk 
226pp, illus; biblio; index 
ISBN: 9781848843905 
£19.99

Sir Basil Thomson succeeded Sir Melville Macnaghten as Assistant 
Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police in 1913. He does not come across 
to modern eyes as a very nice man. Among the list of his sins was ensuring 
the execution of Roger Casement by spreading the “Black Diaries” and 
writing anti-Semitic articles for the Whitechapel Gazette, run by the 
repellent Maundy Gregory. He also abused his position of authority by trying 
to wheedle out of trouble with prostitute Thelma de Lava (anyone know 

anything about her?). But if there is one thing we can be grateful for it is Thomson’s appointment 
of Frederick Porter Wensley to create what would become known as the Flying Squad, or, as 
famously used in a popular 70s television series, through rhyming slang, the Sweeney (Sweeney 
Todd, Flying Squad).

Dick Kirby, an East Ender, served in the Met for twenty-six years, half of that time spent with 
the Serious Crimes Squad and the Flying Squad. He is the author of several books, and has written 
before about the Sweeney (The Real Sweeney), so he is well-equipped to write this latest book. 
Although comparatively short – the subject really demands a greater length – the book recounts 
the history of the Squad, of particular interest being its war against the race track gangs through 
the secret post-war activities of the Ghost Squad, to the Great Train Robbery and beyond.

Well worth a read.

Paul Begg
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THE LOCAL: A HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH PUB
Paul Jennings

Stroud, Gloucestershire: The History Press, 2011 
www.thehistorypress.co.uk 
softcover, 288pp, illus; notes; index 
First Published: Stroud, Gloucestershire: The History Press, 2007 
ISBN: 9780752459394 
£12.99

We may be taking our last look at one of the great British institutions: the 
‘local’. The traditional pub is probably on its last legs, the Press Association 
reporting in mid-March 2011 that 1,300 pubs across Britain closed their 
doors for good in 2010. The closure rate has slowed in 2011 from 40 a week 
to about 25 a week, but with shops and supermarkets offering inexpensive 
product, the pub companies increasing their rents and beer prices, almost 
constant warnings in the media about the dangers of binge drinking and 

the dire consequences of alcohol on one’s health, and a pub-unfriendly government, it is likely 
that pubs struggling to survive may close in the coming months.

It’s sad. And wrong. Especially when you think that alcohol consumption in Britain has gone up 
overall. 

Pubs have long been the hub of social life, especially in small and rural communities, and 
afforded respite from the rigors of life. But none of this is altogether new. 

Back in first half of the 16th century there was alarm about alcohol and public order, and 
consequently in 1552 licensing laws were introduced. They have become increasingly restrictive, 
especially during the 19th century and during WWI. Pubs also reached the peak of their popularity 
in the late 1860s and began to decline thereafter, so perhaps we are just seeing a recession-driven 
sudden death instead of a slow and painful end.

Paul Jennings’ book takes a look back over the pub, looking at its origins, evolution during the 
period 1700-1830 and 1830-1869, then at aspects of the pub trade, such as being a landlord, the 
policing of pubs, politics and pubs, and pub customers, before looking at how pubs developed 
between WWI and 1960.

John Mortimer, the creator of Rumpole of the Bailey, said that the three great gifts Britain has 
given to the world are the herbaceous border, afternoon tea and the rule of law. To this we should 
add the local, the corner pub, the loss of which could prove inestimable. 

Paul Begg

READ SOMETHING WE SHOULD REVIEW?

If you’ve read something that belongs here, let us know! 
Email us at contact@ripperologist.biz
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EXPLORING THE WORLD OF KING ARTHUR
Christopher A Snyder

London: Thames and Hudson, 2011 
www.thamesandhudson.com 
softcover, 192pp, illus; further reading; index 
ISBN: 978-0500289044 
Originally published in hardback, London: Thames and Hudson, 2000 
£12.96

This superb book about one of the earliest and certainly the most famous 
historical mysteries is an absolute winner. Eleven years old now, it still 
reads refreshingly well and tells the story of Arthur in its many facets with 
ease and elegance. 

Superbly illustrated throughout, the illustrations in some ways detract 
from the excellent text.  Snyder begins with the historical background and archaeology, then 
moves on to an analysis of the sources, before finishing with what might be described as the 
Arthurian revival in the 1100s. It’s all the basic fare, but brought to the table with a flair and 
flourish that will certainly endear this book to anyone new to this fascinating subject. 

Paul Begg

Software Reviews
There is a lot of software available for the researcher that you might not be aware of and we’ve 

decided to begin an occasional series taking a look at some of the software you might like to take 
a look at. As a significant part of what we do is tied up with books and newspapers, a good place 
to start is by looking at reference managers. These come in a variety of types, ranging from simple 
databases for home users and collectors to store the details of the books they own, through those 
designed to accommodate the needs of institutions such as small libraries, to a number intended 
to meet the complex bibliographic requirements of academic writers.

You could create your own book database using Microsoft Access and Microsoft even provides 
a template (office.microsoft.com/en-us/templates/book-collection-database-TC001018643.aspx) 
to make this task easy. However, dedicated book collection software can come with more fields 
for information and have special features such as downloading bibliographic data from sites like 
Amazon and including an illustration of the book jacket. There are quite a few available and 
you can download trial versions from sites like Tucows (www.tucows.com). Most are inexpensive 
to buy, as little as between £20.00 and £30.00, and some are even free, like BookDB 2 (www.
spacejock.com/BookDB.html). 

A good example of what these products are like is Book Collector. 
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BOOK COLLECTOR
(www.collectorz.com/book/installcompleted.php) 
£21.95; £29.95 with extra features for larger book collections

 Book Collector is an excellent programme which is well worth experimenting with. Basically, 
there are a series of tabbed cards for each book and these enable you to record practically 
everything you need to about the book. There are even fields provided for the small book dealer 
and for the small library to keep track of books lent and return dates. You can give details such as 
when and where the book was bought, how much it cost, its condition and its current value. Fields 
like these are often absent from the more expensive bibliographic databases.

Particularly useful is the tabbed card where you can enter details about the plot and add your 
own notes, which is a good place to store your observations about a book and especially the page 
number of something you want to recall and which you can never seem able to find again. Great 
for books with no index!      

Basic search features let you find the books you want and you can export book information from 
the database to a .txt file by one or more selected titles. A few mouse clicks and you can copy the 
.txt file to the end of an article, format it, and nip to the pub. No more laboriously typing out a 
list of sources!

What is particularly good about Book Collector is that you can also download information, 
including book jackets, from online.

Book Collector is what is says on the box, namely a database that will do the job most people 
will want it to do and then some. You can quickly download a sample version to play with and 
compare to like programmes. And if you like it, for just over £20 you’ve got a real bargain.

However, whilst Book Collector 
is an excellent programme, it does 
have its limitations, especially 
when it comes to exporting book 
data for an article or book. This 
probably won’t pose a significant 
problem for most people, but if 
you write a lot of documents for 
publications or institutions which 
demand that bibliographic data 
be formatted in a particular way, 
you may find it time-saving to step 
up to a Citation or Bibliographic 
database.

This brings us to one of the most 
remarkable little programmes – 
really it’s an add-on – that I’ve 
seen in recent years. What’s more, 
it’s free!

Paul Begg
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ZOTERO
(www.zotero.org) 
Free

Zotero is a fantastic add-on to Firefox (www.mozilla-europe.org/en/firefox), which, just in case 
you don’t know, is a free web browser alternative Microsoft Internet Explorer. Like Firefox, Zotero 
is also free! It is worth noting that Zotero have announced Zotero Everywhere, which promises to be 
a standalone desktop version with full integration into a variety of web browsers, including Google 
Chrome, Apple Safari, and Microsoft Internet Explorer. It will also have an expanded application 
programming interface (API) to provide web and mobile access to Zotero libraries. No date for 
availability has been given as of writing.

I should also mention that you 
can get Zotero plugins for word 
processors such as Word and the 
excellent (and free) Open Office 
suite (www.openoffice.org - a new 
update of which was released in 
December 2010).

Zotero is easy to download, 
installs like a dream and sits 
quietly as a little button at the 
bottom right of the Firefox screen.

Now, what does it do?

Well, Zotero isn’t a book database, though it can be used as one. I’m given to understand that it 
can run slowly if it contains a lot of books (by which well over 1,000 is meant, but I’ve never had 
that many books on it to find out). 

However, it is a superb citation manager, and with the word procesor plugin it works pretty 
much the same way as Word. The advantage of Zotero, however, is the wealth of styles available, 
but creating new styles, whilst possible, is difficult to do.

Perhaps one of the best features it has is that like Book Collector it can download bibliographic 
data from the internet. This feature doesn’t work with all web sites, which can be a bit frustrating, 
but when the feature is available a little grey book icon appears in the navigation toolbar at the 
top of the screen. When there’s a source you want to store, just click on the icon and Zotero saves 
all the data it can find. It works flawlessly with sites like Amazon and Google Books, as well as with 
newspaper sites like the New York Times, and is a real time saver.

Exporting your information has to be done by copying it to the clipboard, then transferring it to 
your document, which is a pretty inelegant way of doing things, but you can also simply drag and 
drop the citation into your word processor.

Paul Begg
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MICROSOFT WORD
I think Microsoft introduced its Bibliography and Citation manager with Word 2007 and it doesn’t 

seem to have undergone any revision in Word 2010, which is a pity because I held out high hopes 
that one would at least be able to add fields and, more importantly, be able to customise styles. 
Anyway, it’s dead easy to use – you can watch a step-by-step guide to creating a bibliography using 
this feature on You Tube (www.youtube.com/watch?v=6DYuUGP7vLg).

It’s quite a sophisticated feature, although frustratingly limited if you are used to using EndNote 
or even Zotero, but it’s integrated with your software, will satisfy most needs and does the job 
well.

It lets you choose the types of source you are citing, a range of options from book through 
journal to miscellaneous being provided, and it changes the fields to suit the type. The fields 
are reasonably comprehensive and you’ll probably find it stores all the information you’ll want. 
You can also choose the style in which you want your bibliography outputted. This feature is 
largely of value to those who write for the scholarly journals, almost all of which like to have the 
bibliography formatted in a different way and which therefore can cause a lot of work for the 
already beleaguered author, especially as scholarly bibliographies can often be very long. The 
number of formatted styles available with Word is very small and there’s no facility to add new 
ones, but if you’re creating a bibliography for a book or a comparatively undemanding journal 
such as Ripperologist, the style “Chicago” will do the job. You can add a placeholder in the text, 
as here (Snow 2010), and when your article or paper is finished, you can create your bibliography 
by simply clicking on the appropriate button.

As said, it’s basic and limited, but if you don’t require anything more than that, it’s brilliant.

Paul Begg

ENDNOTE
Thompson Reuters (www.endnote.com) 
Adept Scientific (www.adeptscience.co.uk) 
£186

EndNote was launched twenty-two years ago and has evolved over the years into the industry 
standard and the best product of its kind around. Competition comes from ProCite and Reference 
Manager, both marketed in the UK by Adept Scientific, both high powered, and both with a 
high price tag, and Biblioscape (www.biblioscape.com) which at one time offered EndNote stiff 
opposition, but has lately tumbled off the map a bit (it’s been almost two years since the web site 
was updated!). You can download for free a cut-down version of Biblioscape called BiblioExpress, 
(www.biblioscape.com/biblioexpress.htm), and also download a fully featured trial version of 
EndNote from Adept’s website to play around with and see why this is the bee’s knees.

Be warned, though, that this sort of software is designed to do a lot more than just keep tabs on 
the books you own, so it can take time to set up to do the things you want, so much so that some 
people opt to take a full-day’s course in order to get the most out of its functionality!
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In short, this is a high-end tool 
designed for researchers, writers 
and students. It isn’t a database 
for book collectors, so you won’t 
find fields for book condition, 
current value and who you’ve lent 
the book to (although there are 
custom fields available if you want 
to store that information).

EndNote offers over 40 
publication types ranging from a 
book through e-books, newspapers, 
personal communications, journal 
articles and so forth, and each has 
appropriate fields for publication 
information. In the case of a book 
this covers the usual author, title, 
year, place of publication and publisher, through the number of pages, ISBN, publisher’s URL, 
keywords, abstract, notes and much more. There is also a healthy number of fields which you can 
define yourself.

The great value of EndNote, however, is that you can output this information in an almost infinite 
number of ways. Almost every scholarly journal requires bibliographic data to be presented in a 
certain format. Some want the author first, followed by the date. Other want the date first, followed 
by the title, and so on and so on. Having to format bibliographies to satisfy these requirements is a 
time consuming pain in the posterior, but EndNote comes with an almost comprehensive collection 
of styles. One click of the mouse can change the output style to suit the required journal. You 
can also create styles of your own, so I have ‘My Style’ to create bibliographies for my books and 
articles, and a ‘Review Style’ for the books I earmark for review in Ripperologist and elsewhere.

EndNote integrates reasonably well with Microsoft Word and Open Office Writer (the fully 
featured word processor that comes with Open Office, the excellent office suite – database, 
spreadsheet, word processor, etc - that works like Microsoft Office and is free (www.openoffice.
org).

Finally, EndNote also enables you to search and download the bibliographic material held on 
library catalogues, such as the British Library (which produced 162 titles when I searched for ‘Jack 
the Ripper’). There is also a feature that enables you to download information from book sites 
such as Amazon. It isn’t particularly intuitive and is slow, but it’s available!

Whether or not EndNote justifies the financial investment – and the investment of time to set it 
up to work the way you want it to – is a question only you can answer. It certainly does everything 
I want of it, although downloading the book information from the net could be a lot faster, and 
it could probably be made a lot easier to set up, but it is unquestionably the Rolls-Royce of 
bibliography makers.

Paul Begg



Ripperologist 118 on View Quest. 
From Rip 120, each issue will be 
 available on your eBook reader!

Ripperologist 119  March 2011 115

VIEW QUEST BOOKBOX 
When Ripperologist became an e-zine a few years ago it was an innovation that most people 

understood was necessary (the ever increasing costs of printing and distribution being prohibitive 
for small subscription magazines) but very few actually liked. Sitting at your computer screen for 
relaxation with the Rip wasn’t relaxing, and it also meant you couldn’t read the Rip on the bus or 
train, in bed or on the loo.

But the Rip just had to get used to being a trendsetter and over the years we’ve seen electronic 
publication really take off. You can now read your favourite best-selling author or your daily 
newspaper in e-format, and many magazines have followed the Rip. It’s still been a bind to have 
to read your Rip on the computer screen.

But it isn’t anymore. Hopefully next 
month you’ll be able to buy your Rip 
for the Kindle and be able to read it 
all the same places as you’d read the 
paper copy!

But actually you can already read the 
Rip on an e-reader and it works pretty 
good. The e-reader being used is View 
Quest’s BookBox which supports PDF 
files as well as EPUB, DRM protected 
eBooks, plain vanilla text and so on 
(everything except the Kindle format 
in fact). It’s light, compact, fits into a 
jacket pocket or the back pocket of your 
jeans (though I wouldn’t recommend 
sitting on it), and although it has a 
RRP of £99, with a bit of searching you 
might be able to pick one up for under 
£80. So it’s not much cheaper than 
the Kindle, which is priced at £111 or 
£152 for the Kindle 3G, but, unlike the 
Kindle, you are not tied to getting your 
books from Amazon.

The BookBox also stores and plays 
music as well as an iPod or other MP3 
player, and plays videos too! This really 
sets it apart, making it an all-in-one 
media centre, and whilst I haven’t 
tried playing videos I am assured that 
it handles them very well.

The BookBox doesn’t seem to weigh 
more than an average paperback,  the 
display was easy to read in sunlight – I 
searched  and did find some to test it! 
– and you can adjust the text size and 
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Begg/Fido/Skinner
The Complete Jack the Ripper A To Z  

New hb/dw with labels signed by the authors
£18

OVER 200 JACK THE RIPPER AND ASSOCIATED TITLES ON 
THE WEBSITE, INCLUDING:

Archer/Jones  The Harlot’s Curse  p/b scarce  £35

Barry (John Brooks)  The Michaelmas Girls  hb/dw  £40

Brooker (Hugh)  Man Made Angry  hb/dw scarce early JtR 
fictional work  £125

Coville/Lucanio  Jack the Ripper. His Life and Crimes in 
Popular Entertainment  h/b  £25

Furniss (Harold)  Famous Crimes Past and Present Vol. 1 No. 
9 Featuring the arrest of Mrs Maybrick by Supt. Bryning  £25

Griffiths (Major Arthur)  Mysteries of Police and Crime  (1920 
Special Edn.)  3 Vols  £85

Hodgson (Peter)  Jack the Ripper Through the Mists of Time  
p/b  signed  £60

Jones/Lloyd  The Ripper File hb/dw  £60

Muusmann (Carl)  Hvem Var Jack the Ripper?  facsimile 
reprint p/b  inscribed to Wilf Gregg by Adam Wood  £70

Palmer (Scott)  Jack the Ripper. A Reference Guide  h/b  £25

Punch, Or the London Charivari Vols.  XCIV & XCV January - 
December 1888  h/b  £120

Turnbull (Peter)  The Killer Who Never Was  h/b  £130

Whittington-Egan (Richard)  The Identity of Jack the Ripper  
facsimile  booklet (not the numbered ltd edn.) signed label 
scarce £40
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colour to suite what you find best. Battery life wasn’t that great, although it was longer than the 
6 hours advertised by the manufacturer. I also loved the carry case, although it made it possible 
to knock on the power-switch by accident and as it isn’t attached to the e-reader you could lose 
it quite easily. 

BookBox has a 5-inch screen, is powered by a 400MHz ARM 9 microprocessor and has 2GB of 
internal storage. Its SD card slot supports up to 32GB - so you’ll always have plenty to read.

There are downsides, of course; you never need to check the battery life of a paperback or 
newspaper, and when backpacking across Europe you won’t have that dog-eared paperback pack 
up on you just as you bite into your lunchtime sandwich, but overall it’s just a joy to be able to 
read the Rip on the bus or anywhere. Sad to say, Casebook Examiner, with its design specifically 
for reading on a computer screen, doesn’t adapt too well to increased font sizes.

Overall, given that you can use this to watch movies, play music, store photos, and have a place 
to read books, given that you can expand the storage to 32GB, and that you are able to access a 
range of books, this is a great buy.
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