April/May 2018

No. 161

KARL COPPACK examines

George Hutchinson:
The Reluctant Witness
JOE CHETCUTI
PAUL WILLIAMS
DANIEL HOOBERRY

SPOTLIGHT ON RIPPERCAST:
Photography and
The Whitechapel Murders

DAVE M GRAY

VICTORIAN FICTION

NINA and HOW BROWN

THE LATEST BOOK REVIEWS
Ripperologist 118 January 2011

1

Ripperologist 161
April / May 2018
EDITORIAL: THE BIG QUESTION
Adam Wood

COURTHOUSE NOTES
Joe Chetcuti

GEORGE HUTCHINSON: THE RELUCTANT WITNESS
Karl Coppack

THE STORY OF A MIS-SPENT LIFE
By William Onion

With an Introduction and Notes by Paul Williams
Spotlight on Rippercast

CAPTURING THE VICTIMS:
PHOTOGRAPHY AND THE WHITECHAPEL MURDERS
FEIGENBAUM’S DEMURE DEFENDER:
HUGH OWEN PENTECOST AND JACK THE RIPPER
Nina and Howard Brown

I BEG TO REPORT

The Victorian Kitchen

FROM KETSIAP TO CATSUP TO KETCHUP
Daniel Hooberry

BATMAN: GOTHAM BY GASLIGHT
Dave M Gray

VICTORIAN FICTION: THE MAN OF MANY CRIMES
By Guy Boothby
Eduardo Zinna

BOOK REVIEWS

Paul Begg and David Green
Ripperologist magazine is published by Mango Books (www.MangoBooks.co.uk). The views, conclusions and opinions expressed in signed articles, essays, letters and other items
published in Ripperologist are those of the authors and do not necessarily reflect the views, conclusions and opinions of Ripperologist, its editors or the publisher. The views, conclusions
and opinions expressed in unsigned articles, essays, news reports, reviews and other items published in Ripperologist are the responsibility of Ripperologist and its editorial team, but
do not necessarily reflect the opinions of the publisher.

We occasionally use material we believe has been placed in the public domain. It is not always possible to identify and contact the copyright holder; if you claim ownership of something
we have published we will be pleased to make a proper acknowledgement.

The contents of Ripperologist No. 161, April / May 2018, including the compilation of all materials and the unsigned articles, essays, news reports, reviews and other items are copyright

© 2018 Ripperologist/Mango Books. The authors of signed articles, essays, letters, news reports, reviews and other items retain the copyright of their respective contributions. ALL
RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, transmitted or otherwise circulated in any form or by any means, including digital,

electronic, printed, mechanical, photocopying, recording or any other, without the prior permission in writing from Mango Books. The unauthorised reproduction or circulation of
this publication or any part thereof, whether for monetary gain or not, is strictly prohibited and may constitute copyright infringement as defined in domestic laws and international
agreements and give rise to civil liability and criminal prosecution.

Ripperologist 161 April / May 2018

Editorial

The Big Question
ADAM WOOD
Executive Editor
As everyone with even a passing interest in the Whitechapel murders knows,
there are innumerable questions surrounding the case, and not just the
identity of the Ripper.
Did witnesses Matthew Packer and George Hutchinson lie about seeing the
killer? (See Karl Coppack’s article in this issue). Was Elisabeth Stride killed by the
same hand as Catherine Eddowes? How many were victims of ‘Jack the Ripper’?
Were any of the letters sent by the killer? And what was the exact wording of the
Goulston Street graffito?
Many, many years ago (May 2005 in fact - I feel old!) we published a feature on
whether the graffiti found in a doorway in Wentworth Model Dwellings, Goulston
Street should be used as evidence. Howard Brown gave a defence of the graffiti’s
importance to the case, while Neil Bell took the opposite viewpoint. It proved to
be a fascinating exercise, with those two learned gentlemen both providing wellthought out arguments. You can read their conclusions here: www.casebook.org/
dissertations/rip-gsgdebate.html
For some time we’ve been mulling over reviving this style of debate, and we’re
pleased to report that this will happen from the next issue, although in a much
shorter format.

In this age of quick-fire social media commentary, we feel the best way to
capture the thoughts of our Ripperological correspondents is to feature short
contributions in a new regular feature to be called The Big Question. In each issue
we’ll ask a simple question on an important aspect of the case or Ripperology in
general, and invite you, our readers, to submit a short essay of up to 500 words
with your thoughts for publication in the next edition. With a cross-section of ideas
presented side-by-side, we anticipate an illuminating insight into the thoughts of
Ripperologists.
With this is mind, we now invite contributions on the first Big Question:
DID THE POLICE KNOW THE IDENTITY OF THE RIPPER?

Please send your responses to contact@ripperologist.co.uk by 10th July. We’ll
make a selection of the most thought-provoking and these will appear in our next
issue, when we’ll set the next poser.
We look forward to reading your thoughts!
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Courthouse Notes
By JOE CHETCUTI
The City Hall building in New York is the oldest city
hall in America which still conducts governmental
functions. Officially designated a National Historic
Monument, it is located on a prime choice of land
in lower Manhattan and has always been the center
of attention in its neighborhood. During the 19th
century, the building was the home of a judicial body
known as the Marine Court of the City of New York.

continued to seek the New York spotlight, carrying out his
plan in the grandest manner imaginable. When Presidentelect Abraham Lincoln rode down Broadway during a
procession in his honor on 19 February 1861, Tumblety
seized the opportunity to acquire further notoriety.
Emerging from his place of business, he hopped aboard
his horse and brazenly joined the procession, trotting his
equine directly behind Lincoln’s moving barouche. The
stunt understandably drew the attention of thousands of
onlookers.2 But once all the attention-grabbing antics are
set aside, what we had was an unabashed plaintiff who
single-mindedly sought to win an upset victory against an
old and trusted New York banking firm.
Francis Tumblety vs The Chemical Bank was a strange
case, but an alluring one. A newsman working for a
periodical called The New York Evening Express thought
this matter deserved extensive coverage. He brought
his notepad and writing utensils with him to the Marine
Court on the morning of 1 April 1861, determined to take
shorthand notes of the testimonies given from the witness
stand. He then transcribed the shorthand writing into
common print and had the words published in the evening
newspaper. Those courthouse notes will be shared with
our readers in this Ripperologist article.

City Hall, New York

On 1 April 1861, shortly before the start of the American
Civil War, journalists gathered in that courtroom to attend
an unusual trial. Local newspaper coverage in February
and March 1861 had alerted the public to a pending civil
lawsuit against an honorable financial institution called
the Chemical Bank. The sum in dispute was only $400,
but the popularity of the upcoming trial had grown large
owing to the presence of an eccentric plaintiff. ‘Dr’ Francis
Tumblety was a publicity seeker who had arrived in
New York City four months earlier. He opened a medical
office on Broadway and boldly decorated its exterior with
explicit images in a fashion that was considered grossly
inappropriate, thus earning himself a questionable
reputation with his new community as well as with the
New York press.1
In the weeks prior to his court date, Tumblety

I could just picture Tumblety emerging from his room
in the luxurious Fifth Avenue Hotel on that spring morning
and riding a horse-drawn trolley car to the City Hall
building off of Broadway. Once again he was the feature
attraction in Manhattan as he prepared to do legal battle.
When he testified on the witness stand in the Marine
Court, the Evening Express reporter wrote as fast as the
wind to get every word down on his pad. In this monetary
1

2
2

Vanity Fair reported that people who walked by Tumblety’s
office on Broadway were “daily outraged by the exhibition of
certain anatomical pictures.” See page 122 of Mike Hawley’s The
Ripper Haunts.
The Charleston Daily Courier, 23 March 1861.
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dispute, Tumblety targeted a young man, a 17-year-old
named Charles Whelpley. He had originally met Whelpley
the previous summer in St Johns, New Brunswick, Canada.
In December 1860, after spotting the lad once again, this
time in the streets of New York, he recruited the teenager
into his personal employment. But by the end of that
month Whelpley seemed to have had enough of his new
employer. He bade the quack adieu and left town.

brackets a few times in his article to explain a physical court
action that was taking place. As for myself, I inserted boldfaced bracketed text into the article on some occasions for
the purpose of clarity.
The New York Evening Express
Monday April 1, 1861

ANOTHER FORGED CHECK CASE.

The ‘doctor’ may have considered being deserted by his
young secretary as an insult. At any rate, he had Whelpley
arrested upon his return to New York. He accused his
former employee of forging a check from his account in
the amount of $400 and having it cashed at the Chemical
Bank. Tumblety then sued the Bank in order to retrieve
the $400. The Bank instantly smelled a rat. It took the
stance that the $400 check was not forged, and therefore
the cashing out of the funds was totally legitimate. It hired
as one of its attorneys for the case Robert B Roosevelt, the
uncle of Theodore Roosevelt, the 26th President of the
United States.

Marine Court.

April 1. - Francis Tumblety agt. The Chemical Bank.
In this case the plaintiff claimed to recover $400 paid
out by the defendants upon an alleged forged check.
The Bank officers claim that there was nothing due,
inasmuch as the check was genuine.
Ex-Judge Russell and E.B. Shafer represented the
plaintiff. (R.B.) Roosevelt and R.M. McKellar for the
defendants.

The first witness called by the plaintiff was the paying
teller of the Bank, Mr. Jacob C. Parsons, who testified
to paying out the check. He had often paid out checks;
he believed the check in question to be the signature
of Mr. Tumblety.

Francis Tumblety was the next witness. He testified
that he was an Irishman; he came back to the city in
December last, when he opened an account with the
defendants; he subsequently drew all but $400; he
was in the habit of presenting all checks drawn by
him, in person. A number of checks were produced
and identified by witness. The forged check of $400
was produced, and the witness testified that it was
not in his handwriting, and the signature was not
authorized by him. Witness did not present it or
draw the money; the check was a forgery; had made
a complaint against the person whom it was alleged
had drawn the check; his name was Charles Whelpley;
it is said that Whelpley was arrested and taken before
a police magistrate; Mr. McKellar drew the affidavit of
arrest. McKellar is connected with Ex-Chief of Police
Matsoll.

Cross-examined -- [Tumblety] first came to this city
in 1847; always bore the same name; after staying
some time in city went to Rochester, where he stayed
for nine years; part of the time he went to school; part
of the time was in a drug store, and part of the time
in a book speculation; the books were of a variety;
thought that he was a doctor of medicine; never had
a diploma; went to Canada West; was some time
in Toronto; commenced to practice there in 1856;
studied medicine with Dr. Backus and Dr. Armstrong
in Rochester, previous to 1856; he also practiced in
Montreal and Quebec; from Canada he went to Buffalo;
left Canada because times were hard; was arrested
once; when he was arrested his horse ran away and
tore a man’s sleeve, and he was fined $10 for assault;

Robert B. Roosevelt

Let us now take a look at the courtroom notes, which
were subsequently printed in the evening newspaper in
its raw form. Their date of publication was most likely
Monday 1 April 1861. As you will see, the newsman used
3
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Robinson) called on me in an emaciated condition for
medical assistance, but having no money (Robinson)
insisted on leaving his watch as security; subsequently
the patient refused (to pay his fee); thereupon
(Tumblety) refused to return him his watch, and was
then tried for detaining it; was honorably discharged
by the jury; never had any difficulty in Boston; while
living at St. Johns read in a paper there was a charge
of manslaughter against him; never knew of any
such charge; never was arrested on any such charge;
practiced medicine in St. Johns for some time. The
other indictments in Canada were produced, and
showed the complaints to have been dismissed.

he was also arrested on another occasion upon a
charge of obtaining a watch under false pretenses;
was convicted of practicing without a license; was not
imprisoned on any other charge that he knew of; the
doctors got up a conspiracy against him in Montreal
and he was imprisoned; practised then in Buffalo for
a few months, then he went to Detroit; he was there
arrested on a charge of stealing. The man who made
the charge was named Robinson, from Buffalo; he did
not say on that trial that his name was Michael Sullivan;
witness then went to Boston; no trouble there; he then
went to New Brunswick; he left there to come here; he
was arrested there on a charge of practicing medicine
without a license; he was not arrested on any other
charge, though he saw an account in the newspapers
that he was charged with manslaughter; had not
been there since, though he sent word that he would
come on there and stand his trial; from St. Johns he
went to Eastport, Me., and from thence he went to
Boston; was never charged with abortion except
in Montreal, where the leading physicians entered
into a conspiracy against him; he was charged with
manslaughter by a coroner’s jury at New Brunswick
during the (early) part of the last fall; the body of the
forged check is in Mr. Whelpley’s handwriting, (check
of $100 produced.) No other part of that check is in
the handwriting of the witness except the signature.
(Another check of $100 produced.) The body not in
witnesses’ [sic] handwriting. A check on Jan. 27th
produced. It was drawn by a young man whom he met
on Broadway, and witness signed it; first discovered
about the forged check some time in January before
he was going West; He was going to Buffalo to invest
in some real estate; he saw the property advertised,
but did not wish to purchase while he had not seen
the property; he had other money at the American
Exchange Bank at that time; he had since drawn it
out; he did not go to Buffalo; at the time he discovered
the forgery he intended to close his account and draw
out all his money; Mr. Whelpley filled up one check
for him one day; he never filled up any other; could
not swear that Whelpley saw witness sign a check;
(Whelpley) had been twice before the Grand Jury, but
no indictment was found against Whelpley; thought
Whelpley forged the signature because it was not
in the handwriting of witness; on discovering the
forged check, he went to a lawyer, and subsequently,
by the advice of his counsel, went to Mssrs. [sic]
Martell & McKellar; the Chemical Bank did not send
him; an interloper named John D. Hayes brought him
to McKellar’s office, by the advice of Judge Russell;
(Tumblety) did not know at that time that Martell
and McKellar were employed by the bank; discovered
the fact a short time ago, did not employ them to aid
him in the prosecution.

About 2 weeks after depositing the money in the
Chemical Bank, he transferred the sum of $6,000
from Rochester to another bank in this city; knows
something of the science of medicine; had practiced
extensively; his remedies were composed entirely of
botanic drugs, used no mineral whatever.

Charles Whelpley, for the defence, testified that he
(had returned to New York) in February of 1861;
(was shown a check) filled out by him in the doctor’s
room, at the doctor’s request; the second check was
likewise drawn in his room, at the request of the
doctor; the check was cut out of the book by the
doctor; after filling it up he handed it to the doctor;
never saw it again; did not present it for payment; did
not sign the doctor’s name to it; never saw the doctor
sign his name; at the time of drawing the first check
for $100 he presented and drew the check; the doctor
stood behind him in the meanwhile; had been out of
town since to Matanzas;3 recently returned.
Cross-examined. - (Whelpley) Was an agent for his
brother; had been during the last three years till July,
1860; he was employed on salary as a bookkeeper;
went to Matanzas with commissions and with the
intention of remaining; first knew plaintiff at St. Johns;
subsequently met him on Broadway; he accosted
witness, and they subsequently became intimate till
the evening of the day before witness went away; told
plaintiff he was going away, and bade him good bye
on the 31st of December last; the check was drawn
on the 29th; he had never been arrested in his life;
once borrowed $5 of plaintiff; it was about two weeks
before witness left the city; did not pay it back; the
plaintiff was indebted to him for some writing he had
done; was with the doctor looking for an office about
four weeks; plaintiff was constantly intoxicated;
(Whelpley) had no money at the time he borrowed
the $5; knew Mr. Butler in Wall street; he borrowed
some money of him; was never in a gambling house to
his knowledge; and never told the doctor so.
The Court here adjourned till Tuesday to 10 a.m.

Re-direct. - (Tumblety said that while he was
practising medicine in Detroit, a man named

3
4

Matanzas is in Cuba.
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An illustration from the year 1859. Tumblety and Whelpley boarded at the Fifth Avenue Hotel in December 1860.

Well, that certainly was a mouthful. The case ended on
the following day, and after a brief deliberation, the jury
found in favor of the defendant and Tumblety did not get
the $400 that he wanted. But much can be said about the
contents of the courthouse notes. The following five points,
which were taken from the notes, will now be addressed.

Researcher Roger Palmer has indeed identified Dr. Azel
Backus (1828-1902), who practised medicine in Rochester
for many years and had a respectable career. Backus was
the physician for the Provost Marshal and also for an almshouse. Tumblety probably knew of the favorable reputation
that Backus enjoyed and proudly testified that they had
been students together in Rochester. It could have been
true. Both men were about the same age.

Cross-examined -- (Tumblety) First came to this

city in 1847...after staying some time in city went to
Rochester…

(Tumblety) …when he was arrested his horse ran
away and tore a man’s sleeve, and he was fined $10 for
assault…

Tumblety spoke truthfully here. He initially arrived in
New York with his mother, sister, and cousin on 21 June
1847. It can be deduced that he probably did stay in New
York for a short period of time while his mother continued
ahead to Rochester and settled into her new home. A
Rochester woman testified in 1905 about how a teenaged
Francis Tumblety was found walking in Rochester newly
arrived and searching for his mother’s house. In his recently
published book on Tumblety,4 Mike Hawley goes into more
detail about this woman’s testimony.

According to Tim Riordan’s biography of Tumblety,
Prince of Quacks, this incident occurred in Toronto on 6
December 1856. Tumblety obviously tried to minimize
the incident when he spoke of it on the witness stand at
the Marine Court. The Toronto Globe had reported it in
December 1856. Tim Riordan wrote it up this way: “Daniel
O’Brien, a resident of Newmarket, saw (Tumblety’s loose
horse) coming and moved to push a woman out of its
path. He was successful in saving the woman but the horse

(Tumblety) studied medicine with Dr Backus and Dr
Armstrong in Rochester, previous to 1856…

4
5

Hawley, Michael L: Jack the Ripper Suspect Dr. Francis Tumblety.
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knocked him over and the whippletree hit him in the face.
He lost a considerable amount of blood and was under a
doctor’s care for the next few days.”5

didn’t forge Tumblety’s name on any check and the bank
teller believed that the signature on the $400 check was in
Tumblety’s hand. Whelpley declared that he and Tumblety
became intimate in December 1860, but it all ended on
the evening of 30 December. Whelpley left town the next
day and Tumblety had him arrested when he returned
in February 1861. You have to wonder if this was a case
where the quack became vindictive after being abandoned
by his young companion. Did Tumblety purposely ‘set up’
Whelpley when the teenager returned to New York?

I suppose O’Brien’s sleeve was torn during this mishap
as well. Tumblety was assessed £14 5s in fees and fines. He
testified that his penalty was $10, but that would have been
at least $60 short of the truth.
(Tumblety) then went to Boston; no trouble there…

The tricky-talking plaintiff may have thought all went
well in Boston, but the Detroit Free Press reported it
differently on 20 October 1860: “Dr. Tumblety, one of the
vilest of quacks, who recently caused his patients and his
creditors considerable anxiety in Boston, has fled from St.
John’s, New Brunswick, a coroner’s jury having found a
verdict of manslaughter against him for causing the death
of one of his patients.”

For those who think that the verdict should have gone in
favor of Tumblety, there is one solid point that can be made
to support this. Whelpley was hurting for cash in December
1860 and needed to borrow money from people. Now
just look at this three-day sequence. The disputed $400
check was drawn on 29 December. Whelpley broke off his
relationship with Tumblety on the night of 30 December.
Then Whelpley suddenly had all the finances he needed to
head for Matanzas, Cuba, on 31 December, and presumably
stayed there over a month. How did this money-begging kid
get the cash to pay for his extended trip?

While living at St. Johns (Tumblety) read in a paper
there was a charge of manslaughter against him; never
knew of any such charge; never arrested on any such
charge…

My final remark is that Tumblety basked in the spotlight
on 19 February 1861 when he rode his horse directly
behind Lincoln’s barouche in the procession on Broadway.
He absorbed all the attention given to him by thousands of
people and was probably feeling his oats quite well about
it. Only two days later, on 21 February, he had Whelpley
arrested. Those two consecutive maneuvers may have
energized him sufficiently enough to proceed boldly to file
a lawsuit against the Chemical Bank.

What the ‘doctor’ did not reveal at the Marine Court
was that he not only attended the Coroner’s inquest in St.
Johns, but also approached the witness stand to question
the widow of the man who had just died under his care.
This future Ripper suspect was fully aware of what was
transpiring at the inquest. He was not as ignorant of the
situation as he would imply on the witness stand in April
1861. Once he realized that the manslaughter verdict was
inevitably going to go against him, he fled out of Canada
under the cover of nightfall. He was ‘never arrested on any
such charge’ because he got the jump on the authorities by
crossing over the border shortly before the manslaughter
verdict was officially read out in St. Johns.

5

Riordan, Timothy B.: Prince of Quacks: The Notorious Life of Dr.
Francis Tumblety, Charlatan and Jack the Ripper Suspect, page 31.



But let’s return to the Marine Court in April 1861. Did the
New York jury get it right? Did the Chemical Bank deserve
its victory? It’s difficult to say. Whelpley claimed that he

JOE CHETCUTI has contributed his articles to Ripper journals for
more than twelve years. He is a retired hospital worker who resides
in northern California.

WRITE FOR RIPPEROLOGIST!

We welcome well-researched articles on any aspect of
the Jack the Ripper case, London’s East End or associated subjects.
Please send your submissions to contact@mangobooks.co.uk
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George Hutchinson:
The Reluctant Witness
By KARL COPPACK
To the casual reader this doesn’t sound like the most
interesting of stories, but here goes. It’s November
1888 and a man called George Hutchinson has walked
from Romford to Spitalfields, East London. It’s 2.00am
and he’s lost his bed at the Victoria Working Men’s
Home for the night so will have to walk the streets
until he can find an open common lodging house in
the morning.
He walks up Commercial Street – the main thoroughfare

in Spitalfields as it is today – and bumps into a prostitute

called Mary. He’s known her for three years. She is twenty
five years old, a fallen woman, poor and overly fond of gin

or whatever alcohol is available and affordable. She asks
him for a sixpence, but he has no money so she bids him

good morning and heads down to her usual soliciting
patch in Leman Street where she can pick up a client.
She’s behind on her rent and needs to earn money fast.

George watches her go and sees that she passes a

well-dressed gent, who taps her on the shoulder and
says something to her. George can’t hear what they say

but they both laugh. She tells him “Alright.” George hears
his reply of “You will be alright for what I have told you,”

The gent pulls his hat down in order not to be seen, but

and they laugh again. That must make sense to someone
somewhere, but its meaning escapes me. One thing Mary

George isn’t having any such nonsense. He drops his head

while Mary and her man are roughly about here.

police statement he is

to get a good look at him. The gent ‘looks at him stern’.

isn’t going to be, though, is alright. Quite the opposite.

George takes a note of his appearance. According to his

George momentarily stays where he is and watches
The couple turn and walk back towards George, who

…about 34 or 35. height 5ft 6 complexion pale, dark

has now continued his journey. He stops outside a pub

eyes and eye lashes slight moustache, curled up each

and stands under a lamppost to watch them as they go
past.

end, and hair dark, very surly looking dress long dark
coat, collar and cuffs trimmed astrakhan. And a dark
7
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his stomping around the streets, waiting for daylight.

jacket under. Light waistcoat dark trousers dark felt

hat turned down in the middle. Button boots and

And that’s it. It ends there. That’s the story. Not much,
is it?

gaiters with white buttons. Wore a very thick gold
chain white linen collar. Black tie with horse shoe pin.

But this encounter has a special character. George
suspects the man of being Jack the Ripper. Ah, that adds a
bit more intrigue.

Respectable appearance walked very sharp. Jewish
appearance. Can be identified.

Did he witness the four-time murderer set out on his
final chapter, or is George talking out of his fundament?
Well, both arguments are valid.

The next morning, Mary Jane Kelly of 13 Miller’s Court,
Dorset Street was found in her room literally hacked to
pieces. I’ll spare you the details, but suffice to say that her
abdominal cavity had been emptied and her heart ‘absent’.
Those words hardly do the scene of the crime justice. It’s
one of the most gruesome sights seen by mortal man. In
a series of grisly murders hers was arguably the worst.
It’s up against some stiff competition from Catherine
Eddowes’ murder five weeks earlier, but let’s just say that
the Ripper enjoyed his rare time indoors (all the others
were outdoors) and took his time to satisfy whatever it
was that drove him to perform these deeds.
Back to George. We know that he definitely waited
outside Miller’s Court because he had a witness. The day
after the murder a woman named Sarah Lewis of 24 Great
Powell Street, Spitalfields told the police that she had seen
a man answering George’s description loitering outside
the entrance of Miller’s Court ‘as if waiting for someone
to come out’. It took three days before George strode
into Commercial Street Police Station and told his tale,
possibly because he recognised himself in Sarah Lewis’s
description and realised that the police might be looking
for him.
Three days though? He’d witnessed his friend being led
to her room to be hacked to pieces and didn’t bother the
authorities for three days? Bit suspicious, that.

There was a general distrust of the police as there
generally is in deprived areas, but this was a time when the
Ripper’s work was a bigger concern. People were shouting
his name at men who looked even remotely plausible a
candidate or, sadly, foreign. Suspicion was rife, and given
the amount of prostitutes in Whitechapel and Spitalfields
they were more than keen to keep Jack off the streets, even
if it meant forming an alliance with the law.

The couple cross the road and head for the entrance
of the courtyard where Mary lives. They chat for three
minutes where she tells her man that she has lost her
handkerchief. He presents a red one and gives her both it
and a kiss. They head through the archway. George crosses
the road after them and waits outside the entrance. For
forty five minutes.

George can’t claim that he had no idea of the murder.
His own common lodging house was on Commercial
Street and he couldn’t have failed to notice the hubbub
at Dorset Street over the next few days. The surrounding
roads were crammed with gawpers, yet George, having
seen an unusually be-decked man take his mate into the
road where a prostitute was killed, didn’t think to get
involved. Why?

Forty five!

They don’t come back out again so George gets back to
8
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Let’s look at George’s description of the man again.
Take it away, George.

courage to kill again and used those three days to concoct
a cover story of rich Jewish men in need of company?
Could be.

Description age about 34 or 35. height 5ft 6 complexion
pale, dark eyes and eye lashes slight moustache, curled
up each end, and hair dark, very surley looking dress
long dark coat, collar and cuffs trimmed astracan. And
a dark jacket under. Light waistcoat dark trousers
dark felt hat turned down in the middle. Button boots
and gaiters with white buttons. Wore a very thick gold
chain white linen collar. Black tie with horse shoe pin.
Respectable appearance walked very sharp. Jewish
appearance. Can be identified.

The only solid fact we have about his involvement on
that morning is that he was definitely there, but that, in
itself, doesn’t make him the murderer. The witnesses at
previous murder sites – and there were a fair few of them
– aren’t regarded as suspicious, so why George?
Well, it’s just that he was... I don’t know… elaborate.

Inspector Frederick Abberline pronounced his story
to be true. So much so that he took Hutchinson suspectspotting over a few nights in Spitalfields, but, then again,
George had said three glorious words in his statement
that must have music to the desperate Inspector’s ears:

November 1888. Hardly any street lighting yet he can
pick out such intricate items as horseshoe pins and button
boots? Even the colour of his eyelashes! Then there’s the
red handkerchief. That’s a decent spot from such a dark
distance.

‘Can be identified.’

George even claimed that he’d also seen the man again
in Middlesex Street but couldn’t be sure. Abberline must
have been chomping at the bit at those words. If George
was the Ripper he was cunning enough to thumb his nose
at the police while accompanying them around the narrow
streets of Whitechapel, looking for himself. He wouldn’t
want for nerve.

George’s words are not those of a passing description.
They’re positively forensic.

I’m reminded of an episode of Tales of the Unexpected
from the early 1980s where a man dressed in extremely
loud clothes, a top hat, make up and a cane walks into
a building and stabs an obvious enemy with a sword/
machete. He leaves, throws off his costume and walks
away in much more prosaic clothing. Everyone knows
what the murderer looks like. You can’t miss him dressed
like that. Yet he ceases to exist once the apparel has been
removed. The perfect murder.

Such was the criticism of both the Metropolitan and
City of London police forces at the time that they would
leap to any lead on the Whitechapel Fiend, so George was
manna from heaven.

Of course, nothing came of it. The Ripper was never
caught and his atrocity in Miller’s Court was his last
(official) murder. He brought his activities to a close and
George Hutchinson of Commercial Street, along with Mr
Astrakhan, slowly disappeared into history. If the Ripper
and George were one and the same man, being so close to
the police must have cooled his desire to commit further
eviscerations.

Similarly, George’s man – known usually as Astrakhan
Man by researchers and Ripperologists alike (Query: Does
this make me Cotton and Polyester Man?) – looks equally
bizarre when compared to the usual late night pedestrians
of Commercial Street, E1. It’s like having Dracula walking
through a housing estate today. He’d stand out a bit.

Years later a man called Reginald Hutchinson claimed
that his father, George William Topping Hutchinson, knew
Mary Kelly. He claimed to have accused the Royal family of
being involved in the Autumn of Terror and, if he really did
believe that, he truly was a fantasist.

I’ll go further. Dorset Street was ‘the worst street in
London’, full of cut-throats and thieves of every class.
The Astrakhan Man would be mugged repeatedly before
reaching the other side of it dressed like that. The
previous murders were committed in yards and pitch
black, deserted squares, yet on this occasion we’re led to
believe that he did all he could to stand out and commit
his most gruesome crime practically in front of a witness.

So, there you are. A man meets a woman who meets a
man and goes into a building. Hardly the greatest tale but
one which absolutely fascinates me.
I suppose it takes all sorts to make a world.

But why would George lie? He had time on his hands
and didn’t like the look of the Astrakhan Man, so waited
outside the court until he knew his friend was safe?
What’s wrong with that? Unless, of course, there was
no Astrakhan Man and it was he who was the murderer.
Was he waiting outside because he was plucking up the



KARL COPPACK is the author of the ten-part series Ten Weeks In
Whitechapel: A New Way of Telling the Story, recorded for podcast
release by Rippercast.
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The Story of
a Mis-spent Life
By William Onion
With an Introduction and Notes by PAUL WILLIAMS
William Onion (1834-1916) was accused of being Jack the Ripper in an anonymous letter posted from Leeds
to the City of London Police, who received it on 13 November 1888. Alleged to have a thousand criminal
convictions, Onion overcame a lifelong addiction to alcohol and became a noted street poet and Queen Victoria’s
most reformed citizen. In 1903 the British Workman and Home Monthly, a temperance magazine, published
his autobiography in three short articles. For the first time in 115 years here is the story of the East End Poet,
possibly Britain’s most convicted man, in his own words.

The Story of a Mis-spent Life,
by William Onion.
PART 11

my father, who had been born at sea, was employed at
the docks, and in the evenings played the violin at a MileEnd public house. I am told he was a good musician; but
he was too fond of drink and no doubt his associations
were the cause of that. He received £3 a week for his violin
playing. Perhaps if he had not been so good a musician he
might not have been tempted to drink as he was. Certainly,
drink hastened his death at the early age of thirty-eight
and while he lay dying my poor mother lay in another
corner of the room, the victim of a paralytic stroke. I can
remember well standing at the side of his grave, handin-hand with my sister, and to this day I seem to see the
water that lay at the bottom of it.

For many years one of the most familiar figures in
the London Police Courts was Mr. William Onion, better
known under his sobriquet of “Spring Onion,” whose
convictions for drunkenness quite outrivalled those of
the notorious Jane Cakebread.2 It is therefore a sincere
pleasure to record that now for upwards of four years,
this “confirmed drunkard” has been living a life of strict
abstinence and from being a terrible example of the curse
of drink he has become a useful citizen and goes about
bearing eloquent testimony to the saving power of Christ.
The Editor of this magazine has thought that it would be
at once interesting and profitable account to have some
account of the strange life of this “brand from the burning”
set down by him for the eye of our readers.3 And after
reading it let no one say that any drunkard is hopeless.

My next recollection was being sent on board a vessel
to Hull, and then to my mother’s people, at Selby, in
Yorkshire. But I was soon back in London again, living
with my mother in a room in Hampshire Court.4 My
playmates were the same rough sort that the East-End



I was born in London on the 24th of December 1834.
From my earliest days my life has been passed among
strange scenes of East end existence. It is wonderful to
me to recall today and my memory is really surprising to
every one that knows me, the violent ends of many of my
acquaintances. My mother was a Yorkshire woman and

1

First published in the British Workman and Home Monthly, January
1903, p. 20.

3

The editor was Sir John Alexander Hammerton (1871-1949)

2
4
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Cakebread received 281 convictions for drunkenness and died at
Claybury lunatic asylum in 1898.
They appear at this address in the 1841 census.
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children are today. One fell out of a swing at Stepney Fair,
and was killed, and I remember my horror when one of
my chums pushed a red-hot wire through a keyhole into
the eye of another who was looking through and so caused
his death.

When I come to compare the state of things today with
the days of my boyhood I think that the world must be
getting better. Even among the same class of people with
whom my lot was cast there is a great difference in their
drinking habits now. As a boy I seemed to be led into
drinking on every side and I was not an exception. Some
of my companions became thieves and pickpockets, one
of the later is now a prosperous farmer abroad. Jim the
carter was transported and after I left him I became a
messenger in the London Dock Company’s service. This
only brought me into further bad company. On Saturday
nights, together with three companions, we used to sit at
the Blind Beggar public house in Mile-End, smoking long
clay pipes and drinking pots of threepenny beer. This was
the common Sunday night performance of East-end boys
half a century ago. I thank God it is not so now. All sorts of
trashy novels like “Jack Sheppard” and “Dick Turpin” were
our only kind of reading but I am afraid that there is still a
great deal of that going on. Low theatres and music halls
were our only amusements.

My earliest occupation was in a cigar merchants at
Snow Hill. He was one of the family with whom we lodged,
and I was shockingly treated by him, being for mere fun
rolled about in an empty snuff-tub on one occasion I soon
tired of this occupation and refused to continue and it was
while walking from the East-end to Snow Hill that I saw a
terrible sight for a boy to witness an execution outside of
Newgate. Terrible, though it was it had this effect one me
that I have never felt, even in my most abandoned days,
any overwhelming temptation to steal, as the wretched
woman whom I saw hanged had actually strangled another
in order to steal a bank-note, which turned out to be false,
and some trumpery articles of no value.5
Like all the gutternsnipes I greatly enjoyed hanging
onto carts, and I was delighted when I could get riding on
a wagon driven by a man called Jim Reeves, employed by
a contractor in the Mile End Road. Jim took a fancy to me,
and in an evil hour, I agreed to become his watch-boy for
which he paid me 1s. 6d a week and I had the great fun of
riding all over London with him in his cart. But alas, little
though I knew it, this was the beginning of my downfall
for I was regularly treated to drink by Jim and others at
public houses where we often had to call. I remember now
with shame how both us cruelly neglected the poor horses
while we sat in public houses and the faithful animals
were left standing outside, when they ought to have been
feeding snugly in their stables. This I fear is still a common
failing with carters, but I am inclined to think that it is not
so common for grown men to treat young lads to strong
drink as it was then. More than once at that early age did I
lie drunk in the wagon when we arrived at the stable, and
Jim was never sober at the end of the day.

But perhaps the worst influence on me at that time
was not so much the broken-down pugilists and actors
with whom I mingled and my evening associates but the
fact that I soon learnt at the docks what “riding the pony”
meant. This was the name for drawing wine and brandy out
of the barrels there by means of inserting a quill through
the bung. This was regularly done by the employees about
the place and as boys are always glad to ape their elders
I thought it a clever thing to do. The result was that the
drinking habit was getting a steady hold of me, and one
night I had fallen asleep drunk at the top of a pile of coffee
on the third floor of one of the dock warehouses. The
place was locked up when I awoke, and my only means of
escape was by a cord used for hoisting the despatch book
up to that floor from the basement. Down this I went and
reached the ground with very slight injury. And here is the
wonderful thing no on next day would believe that I came
down the cord for the warehouseman took it and snapped
it asunder, it was old and rotten. This is but one of the
many miraculous escapes I have had and although mine
always seemed a useless life to be saved I now believe that
it was God’s purpose to save it so that I might yet live to
testify to his mercy.

It will be guessed that I had very little schooling,
although I was supposed to attend during the day, St.
Mary’s School Whitechapel. It was little that I learnt, for
whenever possible, I was playing truant and sometimes
with other East-end gamins we used to tramp the country
and spend in brutal horse-play the time which ought to
have been given to school. On one of these occasion I had
the terrible experience of being stung out of recognition
by a swarm of wasps; but I have often thought that it
served us right as just before we youngsters came on the
nest we had been maltreating frogs, and it seemed only
fair that among the defenceless creatures of nature God
should have placed others that could give us back as much
as we gave and so teach us to leave dumb animals alone,
unless we dealt kindly with them.

Some time passed in the way indicated at the docks and
it was through the evil practice of riding the pony that I
first found myself in prison. Together with some other
lads we were tapping wine barrels and were caught by a
policeman. Two of my companions afterwards being found
with some stolen cigars in their procession, they and I
5
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This was the execution of Martha Browning on 5 January 1846.
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were taken to the old Lambeth Police Court and remanded
to old Horsemonger Lane Gaol in the winter of 1850. Here,
again, an enormous change has taken place for the better.
At that time prison life was terrible- card playing, vulgar
songs, cursing, shouting, fighting, seemed the order of the
day in the large yard where young and old were herded
together. My two companions were sentenced to six
weeks for stealing and I to fourteen days for being in their
company.

it was hard to get them to work. I have seen a foreman
go up to Radcliffe Highway and beg of men and youths to
come and work. Although I knew nothing about managing
a boat, I was once asked to bring the barque Derwentwater
from the Eastern Docks to No 2 Quay and managed the job
with the aid of nine hands between 9am and 11pm.7 This
was because men accustomed to the work could not be
found to do it. Now if a foreman wants twelve men he can
get 312, they are fighting for work.
At such a scene recently, a Frenchman said to me ‘Vat
does this mean?” I said, “This is what England has come
to.” And at the same time one of the dockers who had
been lucky enough to be selected ran up to another man I
was talking to and said, “Tom, go and tell the old woman
to pawn the kid’s things for fourpence.” I came away
disgusted. Although I was sorry that men should come to
such a state, yet I am sure that the fiend that has stolen
all the best years of my life is the one to blame, the Drink
Demon. When work is plenty, drink, drink, drink is all they
think about and when work is slack, starvation. We hear
a lot of talk about foreign competition but my opinion is
that drink is worse than foreign competition.

Horsemonger Lane Gaol

PART 2

My life for a considerable time now was made up of
hard work and continued drinking. That has always been
a strange thing about my case; although I have proved
hundreds of times the proof of the bible saying that the
drunkard shall come to poverty, I have never lost my
appetite for hard work, and even today after all my years
of dissipation, I am still remarkably active. My nights at
public houses and among rough companions landed
me frequently in jail and before long it was no longer a
novelty for me to be marched to the lock-up in charge of
one or two men in blue. My second arrest took place on a
Saturday afternoon as the result of a drunken fight with a
barman at the Duke of Clarence in Commercial Road and
I was sentenced to five days imprisonment in Cold Bath
Fields Prison, Clerkenwell. I recall now the folly of being
given a pint of beer while in the prison infirmary under
sentence for conduct which was the result of drinking that
same evil liquid.

6

Although being lodged in prison became to me the
commonest occurrence of my life I have never forgotten
my first imprisonment at Brixton Jail with my two
companions, Jack and Dave. We were set to the treadmill
the morning after we were taken to jail. The treadmill
had been my one great fear but if we had been in a
spirit of repentance it would not have been very terrible
punishment. As it was, like the young fools we were, we
took to fighting, and I was placed for three days on bread
and water as punishment for my part of the performance.
I cannot tell you how sorry I was when I thought of the
pain my imprisonment would cause my poor mother. And
often and often have I since thought what a pity it was
my father died so young and mother was paralysed. For
I believe that in these early days a few good thrashings
might have kept me from going astray. Parents be loving to
your children but never be afraid to use the rod.

I “TAKE THE SHILLING.”

It was after I had been discharged from another short
term of imprisonment at Cold Bath Fields in June 1854
that I went into the Greyhound public house near Victoria
Park, where singing was going on and at the suggestion
of a recruiting sergeant I enlisted-after several pots of

DOCK LIFE PAST AND PRESENT.

Until I was seventeen years of age I was employed in the
rough work of dragging a truck for a bedstead maker, but
at that age I got a job at No. 5 London Dock, and received
a man’s pay, and sometimes more than ordinary pay, as
I had learned to market, weigh and pile. A great change
has occurred in dock labour in the fifty years since I was
employed in it. At that time there was lots of work for the
men, but the men were so given to drink and idleness that

6
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First published in the British Workman and Home Monthly,
February 1903, p. 33.

The Derwentwater was built at Sunderland in 1852. It weighed
522 tonnes.
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beer had muddled my wits with some others in the Tower
Hamlets Division of the Queen’s Own Militia.8 Along with
some of my docker chums who had just “taken the shilling”
we went from Cambridge Road Station to the artillery
barracks at Woolwich, were sworn in, and received the
bounty of ten shillings. Life in the militia at that time was
very rough, whatever it may be today, hard drinking, hard
swearing and all ungodliness.

with the Queen’s Own, that would be enough soldiering for
me.
IN THE MARINES.

But when the band of the marines would come playing
daily to the barracks, the music would set me thinking of
the sear, foreign parts and big pay days for the Marines were
much better paid than soldiers of the time and at length I
too fell out of the ranks of the Queen’s Own as a volunteer
for the Royal Marines, Woolwich Division and found the
life of a marine much better than I had been leading. It was
often my duty to watch over the prisoners at Woolwich
dockyard and on the hulks, and never shall I forget the life
to which those wretched creatures were treated. The food
given to them was often of a kind unfit for pigs, and they
were accommodated no better than in pigstyes.
Although I had myself been a prisoner in various London
jails twenty or thirty times ere this I never saw anything
there to equal things amongst the transports at Woolwich
dockyard. On one occasion I saw a sight of which I still think
with horror - a wretched prisoner was engaged sawing
wood in a shed at a circular saw, and he deliberately allowed
the saw to sheer off the tops of his fingers in order that he
might be put in the hospital-ship and so escape the horrible
conditions of daily prison life under the Transportation Act.
He was one of the convicts under my charge, but I did not
report that the poor wretch had come by injury of his own
will, and when I saw him three months later convalescent, I
got him to promise that when he was discharged he would
keep straight and yet I myself was fated to lie in prison
after prison in later years, but never under sentence for
dishonesty, yet is not the drunkard as great a criminal as
any, for he sins against God every time he drinks to the loss
of those sense with which his Maker has endowed him?

Several drafts of the artillery from Woolwich were sent to
the Crimea at this time and we recruits used to carry their
kit and given them a round of cheers. There was nothing
unusual about my experiences at Woolwich, but it will give
you an idea of the strict discipline enforced by our Irish
drill sergeant when I tell you we could always get lots of
“stand at ease” from him when we had tobacco to give him.
The mates in my tent were a lazy, drunken lot and I was as
bad as the rest of them so far as drinking.
Life in the tents was simply wretched in wet weather,
and only bearable in dry. After some months wooden huts
were built for us on the Common, and these were better to
live in. One night I happened to awake and notice that the
hut next to ours was on fire, and jumping into my trousers
and calling to a chum, I ran out, opened the door of the
hut where two children were sleeping, and found that the
fire was caused by a stove-pipe near the roof, so I got my
mate to push me up through a ventilator and succeeded,
after much difficulty, in preventing the fire from spreading,
having to remain for a long time almost suffocated between
the wooden roof and the rafters. When at last I got out I was
as black as a sheep and badly burned around the arms. I
was quite the hero of the moment, for had the fire got a hold
it would have burned down the canteen and other huts, and
perhaps, after all that would have been a good thing for
most of us, and certainly for me, as for the next eight days,
during which I was relieved from duties due to burns, I was
never quite sober. I was given five days leave of absence to
visit my mother and on my return to barracks I found that
volunteers were being asked for the Marines, but I would
not join, as I thought that when I had put in my five years

Not very long after this, peace having been proclaimed,
it was decided to reduce the strength of the Marines- that
splendid body of men, the Woolwich Division amongst
whom I served for eighteen months has long since been
split and divided among other divisions and on the 1st of
April 1857 I received my discharge, never having had my
dreams of life at sea and foreign parts come true, as my
service was limited to Woolwich and Deptford.9
8
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He signed up on 1 May 1853, Royal Marines Chatham Division
Attestations 1790-1883, National Archives, ADM 157/84/319,
folios 319-321.

At the discharge hearing on 27 March 1857 he was invalided out
and considered unserviceable. His service was counted at 362
days, with 72 days deductions, seven cautions and one court martial.
Royal Marines Woolwich Division Attestations and Discharges,
National Archives, ADM, 157/1016/1, Folios 1-2.
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PART 110

that anything short of a direct appeal for the grace of God
and the saving power of Christ can have any effect with the
habitual drunkard. Out of prison again I was soon as bad as
ever and but for the kindness of Mr Roach, jailer of Thames
Police Court, I would certainly not have been alive today
as he once refused to take me into custody when I was
sentenced to two months imprisonment saying that “I was
a dying man.”12 So I went to the hospital instead and thanks
to the doctor’s kind treatment, I soon recovered. I am
inclined to attribute my remarkable energy at my advanced
age to the very fact that I was so frequently in prison that
the plain living and enforced abstinence in jail more than
counteracted the physical effects of my drinking folly. On
the whole I must confess that I met with more kindness
than ill-treatment in jail. I have been my own worst enemy.

As the editor can spare me very little space to continue
my story I must only take a few incidents which may
interest my readers and tell you of them. After leaving the
Marines I went back to work at the docks, partly wearing
my uniform, as the drinking habit was getting such a hold
on me that I did not care how I looked. All the surroundings
of my daily life were simply steeped in drink and I seldom
arrived at my mother’s house till about one in the morning
and nearly always drunk. The little money earned went to
buy drink, and when there was no money, and the publican
would not trust us anymore we took to tapping the liquor
barrels at the dock. It really is amazing how many ways one
can get drink. One of the lessons of my life seems to me that
it is easier to get drink that to get bread. The working man’s
pals think nothing of treating him to a glass of beer when
he is probably needing a bite of bread, and his wife and
children the same.

HOW I CONQUERED.

My last conviction for drunkenness was on 16 November
1898. Mr Mead, the magistrate, spoke kindly to me and
warned me that if I ever appeared before him again after
the first January 1899 he would be empowered to send me
to an inebriates’ home for a term of one to three years.13 I
was sentenced to a month’s imprisonment in Wandsworth
Jail, and on the night of 24 November I was lying so ill that
the officials thought I would not recover. The door of my
cell was open, and I could hear a poor fellow in another
cell moaning and saying “Oh, my side.” After a little he was
quiet and then I heard the tramp of warders’ feet and knew
they were carrying away his dead body. Then there came
to me some words I had heard the Rev. F. B. Meyer speak at
Leicester, when he said that even a man plunged in sin so
far that he was falling headlong down the bottomless pit
had not yet got out of the reach of Christ.14 I thought that it
might very well have been my poor body which the warders
were carrying away, and there and then I felt a great
determination arise in me to throw myself on the mercy of
God. My life that I reflected on had been a shameful waste:
I was utterly undeserving of any man’s sympathy, this I
knew, and to think that I could still claim the friendship of
the Saviour of mankind brought new thoughts of life to me.
The blessed promise “Call upon me in the day of trouble:
I will deliver thee and thou shalt glorify me. (Ps. 1. 15)

THIRTY-TWO YEARS CONFIRMED DRUNKARD.

From the year 1866 when one of my convictions was for
grabbling with a police constable at the docks, with intent
to throw him in the water, and absurd charge as he was
a man many stones heavier than myself- until November
15th, 1898 my life continued to be that of a “confirmed
drunkard.” That is to say I was considered to be hopelessly
given to drink thirty-seven years ago, and all through those
years it was the only thing that rendered my life miserable
and a nuisance to society as I never stood charged with
any offence involving dishonesty. The most serious pass
to which my drinking habits brought me was a charge of
manslaughter for which I was tried at Newgate twenty
years ago.11
11

He was tried at the Old Bailey on 13 July 1874 for the manslaughter
of John Connor.

CHARGED WITH MANSLAUGHTER.

The case was simple enough. I interfered between two
men, a tall one and a little one who were quarrelling and
treated each to a pot of beer, advising the little one who
I knew to head off home. The other man then demanded
another pot of beer and when I would not give him it he
struck me several times and although my left arm had been
broken quite recently and had only been a few days without
its sling I closed with him and in the fight that ensued he
fell and was so injured that he had to be taken to a hospital
where he died. The coroner’s jury brought in a verdict of
death through misadventure but at Newgate I received a
month’s imprisonment for the deplorable affair.
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First published in the British Workman and Home Monthly, March
1903, p. 45.
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This was due to the 1898 Inebriates Act.
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One might have thought that such a shocking occurrence
would have a sobering impact on me, but I do not believe

14

The gaoler was Robert Roche. The East London Observer, 11 October
1879, p. 7, gives an account of the case.

Frederick Brotherton Meyer (1847-1929), was a Baptist pastor who
was based in Leicester between 1878 and 1888. The anonymous
letter that accused Onion of being Jack the Ripper, stated that he had
friends in Leicester.
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flashed through my mind, and turning my face to the bare
brick wall I implored God to forgive me for the sinful way
in which I had wasted the life with which he had endowed
me and vowed that if in his mercy he would suffer me to
leave that prison alive I would by his grace drink no more
intoxicating liquor and would endeavour in the few years
that remained to me to make atonement for my mis-spent
life.
THE ONLY WAY.

It is now nearly four and a half years since I came to this
resolution and I thank God that he has given me grace to
live the life of a sober man and the privilege to testify for
Christ to thousands of my fellow men at public meetings
and by other means. On October of last year, I visited
Newgate prison to look at the scene, so soon to pass away,
where I had once stood my trial as the outcome of my
ungodly folly. I knew that the majority of the poor wretches
who have stood at the bar of that gloomy court had been
brought there by the same cause that brought me. Drink
is the greatest curse mankind has ever known. There are
all sorts of remedies for it, and I can say that hundreds of
times did I vow to give it up, but I know that there is only
one remedy, and that is the one I was so long in finding – to
make it a matter between yourself and God. No drunkard
can ever hope to be a sober man unless he first opens his
heart to the entrance of Jesus Christ and him crucified.15
15

Onion made various unsuccessful attempts, with assistance from
missionaries to give up alcohol in the 1870s and 1880s.



PAUL WILLIAMS is a writer of fiction and non-fiction, based in
Australia and originally from Birmingham. He has been published
numerous times in Ripperologist. His third book, a study of the Jack
the Ripper suspects, is now available. He is currently working on a
biography of William Onion. Follow him on Twitter: @PaulECWilliams

THE WHITECHAPEL ALBUM
JACK THE RIPPER’S EAST END IN 1995
This 50-page hardback book features a nostalgic look back at ‘Jack’s’
East End as it was captured, in colour, in 1995 by enthusiastic
photographer and Ripperologist, Ray Luff.
True Crime bookdealer Loretta Lay recently acquired Ray’s catalogue
of over 430 photographs, and with Adam Wood’s expertise and indepth knowledge of the East End, the results have been published in
this limited edition book, with 87 carefully-selected photographs to
represent the area as it was 23 years ago, along with six rare black/
white photographs taken in the mid-1960s.
AVAILABLE NOW FROM MANGOBOOKS.CO.UK
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Spotlight on Rippercast

Capturing the Victims
Photography and the Whitechapel Murders
We’re pleased to launch a new series, SPOTLIGHT ON RIPPERCAST, in which Rippercast host Jonathan Menges
transcribes excerpts from his extensive vault of Ripper-related podcast discussions.
The first instalment is an excerpt from a Rippercast roundtable discussion released as a podcast on 24 February,
2008. Participants are Robert McLaughlin (RM) author of The First Jack the Ripper Victim Photographs, Howard
Brown (HB), Proprietor of JtRForums.com, author Mike Covell (MC) and host Jonathan Menges (JM).
JM: Robert, briefly explain to us the state of mortuary
photography in the late Victorian period. What was the
nature of crime scene photography? And introduce us to
some of the people involved in creating the Whitechapel
Victim photographs that we’re all so familiar with.

Gumprecht was born in Hanover, Germany and
immigrated to England in the 1860s, where he set up his
photography studio in Cannon Street Road and became a
police photographer. To supplement his income he also
owned the Jolly Sailor pub in Cannon Street Road. He
married, had children, and between him, his wife and
family they ran both the public house and the photography
studio. His wife, unfortunately, died at the end of 1886
and this is when he gave up his photography business. He
sold the business to a man named Joseph Martin. After he
sold the business, he took his children and he moved out
to High Beach and bought a place called the King’s Oak
Hotel, and he and his family continued to run it until the
1930s. There is no evidence he ever returned to London
to take any photographs. So, he wasn’t in London at the
time - and we’ve consulted all of the directories like the
Kelly’s directories and others - to suggest that he even
took the Tabram or the Coles photographs, or any of the
victim photographs in between.

RM: In Victorian London the police departments hadn’t
caught on to the fact that photography could be very
useful and have evidentiary value. They mostly used
it for identification purposes. In fact, the Metropolitan
Police did not have a proper photographic department
until 1901, and the City Police didn’t have a proper
photographic department until 1939. However, they
routinely photographed criminals in an attempt to identify
recidivists and they also photographed dead bodies that
they found in the street or fished from the Thames, or
murders that they found, from the 1870s onwards. So
they did make use of it.

In relation to the Jack the Ripper murders, there is a clue
in the official files of who the victim photographer was.
On the back of both the Martha Tabram photograph and
the Frances Coles photograph - and both of these murders
basically book-end the Whitechapel victim murders if you
throw out the murder of Emma Smith - but it says on the
back of both the Tabram and the Coles photographs:
Photographs of the Unknown Dead. In Districts
where a skilled operator cannot be obtained, Louis
Gumprecht of 11 Cannon Street Road East is willing
to attend on a few hours notice on the same terms as
the Eastern Districts are served. Wire through “H.”
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Now, the man who took over for him at Cannon Street
Road, Joseph Martin, was in London and was at 11 Cannon
Street Road. He took over the establishment in 1887, just
a year before the Ripper murders began. In a lengthy
interview he gave just a couple of months before he died
on October 21st, 1933 to the East London Advertiser, he
mentioned to the journalist that he was the mortuary
photographer for the Jack the Ripper victims. All of the
evidence puts him there at the right time, and he evidently
took most of the photographs that we have today. He
obviously didn’t take the photograph of Catherine
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Eddowes as she was found in the City of London, so a City
photographer would have taken her photograph. Most of
the other ones, the Macnaghten Five and those outside of
them, would have been taken by Joseph Martin.

businesses, wherever the body was found, to see if
anyone could identify the person through the photograph.
Invariably people would say “Yes” whether they knew
it or not, and that’s when they would take people down
to the mortuary to actually view the body, to try to get
confirmation. In the case of Martha Tabram it was initially
confused, because they took the photograph around
and had three different women identify three different
people. It wasn’t until after Mary Ann Connelly,
her drinking buddy from the night she was
murdered, and her estranged commonlaw husband Henry Tabram came
forward that Martha was positively
identified. So photographs were
always important. It happened
also in regards to the Stride
murder as people might
recall, and even the lesserknown death of Rose Mylett
(Catherine) in Poplar at the
end of 1888 where she was
identified by a photograph.

So basically that’s an introduction to the photography.

HB: Robert, let me ask you this - in regard to the
photographs, when Gumprecht took photographs of the
dead in London did he take just a frontal photograph
or did he take more than one?

RM: We don’t know. Most surviving
photographs from the time of dead
bodies, we only have one particular
photograph. It was usually a
photograph taken after an autopsy
had been performed, or, if it was
before the autopsy, it was taken
with the body covered up. And
many of the photographs just
tend to focus on the face. This
was basically because when
a body was found they were
found without identification.
If they were found dead in the
streets or elsewhere, fished
from the Thames, they would
take a photograph and circulate
it around the area where the body
was found, amongst the local lodging
houses, doss houses and businesses,
to see if the person was recognized.
What they wanted was a quick identification
whether there was foul play or not. They would
want to inform the family. If there was something like foul
play, the reason they would want a quick identification
was because they lacked any of the forensic tools at the
time, they wanted to get on to leads as soon as possible.
So if they knew who the person was that they found dead
in the street, let’s say of foul play, maybe they had a row
with their husband just two hours ago. They could get on
to investigating very quickly.

HB: Considering
that
there are more photographs
of Eddowes than the other
canonical victims and even
Martha Tabram, do you think
that the City Police had a different
procedure than the Metropolitan
Police?

RM:
It’s quite possible that they had a
more extensive procedure. It’s an assumption
one could make. However, it could also be because
they learned from the Metropolitan Police’s, maybe not
mistakes, but lack of follow-up. No murders until Eddowes’
had happened on City territory, so the City Police had
plenty of time to strategize if and when a body landed on
their territory. I’m sure that acting Commissioner Major
Smith and Inspector McWilliam and other senior officers
probably talked about “What happens if we get a body on
our property? What do we do?” And I think they had a
plan in place because in Mitre Square everything seemed
very organized. Bringing in Fredrick Foster to draw plans,
draw the body of Catherine Eddowes in situ, several
photographs of her at the mortuary - and there may have
been more than the four that we already know about. And
in turn, the Metropolitan Police probably learned from
what the City Police did. When Mary Kelly was murdered
five and a half weeks later in Miller’s Court, they sealed the
court, treating it as a crime scene. They treated it much
differently than Tabram, Nichols, Chapman and Stride.

JM: Do you know if the photographs were taken to
supplement the viewings of the bodies? We read that
anyone from the neighborhood could go in and view the
corpse of the victims. Were they utilizing the photographs
in conjunction with public viewings? Or is this something
that they used after the corpse - for obvious reasons could no longer be viewed by the public?
RM: They always showed the photographs, even
before they would take people down to the mortuary.
After that point it was basically moot. They would take
the photographs around to the lodging houses, local

HB: Are you of the belief that there are more photographs
17
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Side by side comparison of French Kate and Rumbelow Kate

RM: Exactly. And you would see her entire body as she lay
on her bed. Now whether that picture turned out we don’t
know. If it did turn out, it no longer exists. Going back to
Eddowes, there is also a missing Eddowes photo. We all
know of the photo of a close-up of her face in profile, but
there would have been one taken of her face straight on
before they took the profile shot. So we know there’s that
Eddowes one missing as well.

of Mary Jane Kelly that exist, perhaps in France?

RM: Oh, absolutely. There’s anecdotal evidence from
Walter Dew, Donald Rumbelow and Eric Martin that more
photographs were taken. We even see it in the press at
the time. It seems inconceivable that they would close off
Miller’s Court and snap one photograph, the famous one,
and then take a real obscure one from outside of the bed
and not snap any others. They were with the body from
roughly a little after 11 in the morning until after 4pm,
when Kelly was moved to Shoreditch mortuary. We have
to assume that more pictures were taken. They may have
survived or they may not have survived. Many of them may
have not have turned out. We know the lighting conditions
were poor that day. The sky was overcast, Miller’s Court
was sort of dark court and we don’t know if they were able
to get enough light in that room to get all of the angles
they needed.

JM: Back to Kelly, there’s some dispute as to whether
Joseph Martin was the photographer at Miller’s Court that
day. Adrian Phypers writes in a dissertation available on
casebook.org, he questions whether or Martin was the one
who took the photographs. But you worked with Adrian,
so can you go into a little bit about how you are able to
say for certain that Joseph Martin was the photographer
in Miller’s Court.

One photograph that definitely would have been taken
that day was from the foot of the bed. The photographer
would have set up his camera from the foot of the bed
because that would have yielded the most information.
Much more information than the side angle that we have.
HB: Looking downward on her, correct?
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RM: Sure. I can’t say with 100% certainty that he was
the photographer because he’s not mentioned in any of
the press reports or in the surviving official documents.
One thing I can say is that Donald Rumbelow is incorrect
in his assertion that the City Police took the photographs
that day. In Don Rumbelow’s book The Complete Jack the
Ripper he posits the theory that the City Police were called
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in to take the photographs and indeed took photographs of
all the Whitechapel victims. Unfortunately Don didn’t have
all the information that I have at my disposal now. With the
opening of the files, press reports that are easier to get at,
and more directories, I have a lot more information that I
was able to consult. As far as Adrian Phypers’s dissertation,
the reason why Adrian was initially doubtful is that in the
East London Advertiser article of 1933, just before Joseph
Martin’s death, it only mentions him as the mortuary
photographer, not as a crime scene photographer or as a
police photographer. He worked as a police photographer
for the Metropolitan Police for 50 years. Now, I think it
would be a real waste of his talents, especially come the
20th Century when crime scene photography became
more advanced, it would be a waste of his talents just to
send him out to take snaps at mortuaries, especially since
he had been doing this since the 1880s. When Mary Kelly
was found murdered in 1888, they sealed the court and
they couldn’t just call a portrait studio photographer from
Commercial Street or Whitechapel Road. They needed a
specialist. They obviously had used Martin in the past and
they definitely used Gumprecht before that, and so I think
they called on 11 Cannon Street Road. They had plenty of
time to find him and bring him back because they knew
they had a gruesome scene and they knew they needed a
man who had a strong stomach for it and the discretion
for it. I think he snapped the photographs and that made
his reputation and that allowed the Metropolitan Police to
keep him on as a photographer. Because, like I said, they did
not have a proper photographic laboratory until 1901. The
mere fact that they kept him on suggests that he had a very
good reputation.

correct?

RM: Yes, but they work really close. It was their job to
patrol the Thames and deal with crime on the water.

JM: I was wondering if you can go into the story of how
the first photographs were published in France in the late
1890s which are recognizably different than the ones that
we are familiar with, that Farson, I believe, claimed to have
discovered first, but that we know of from coming from
Rumbelow’s discoveries.
RM: Sure, I’ll give a run-down of what we know now
and how we came to this point. Of the photographs of all
the victims in the files that were taken at the time, a few
survived intact when the files were eventually opened in
1988. But previous to that, the only known publication of the
photographs started in France, first in 1894. A man writing
his doctorial thesis named Andre Lamoureux published a
book about death by disembowelment (De l’Éventration
au point-de-vue medico-legal). It was his thesis to become
a doctor. There’s only one photograph in the book and it’s a
photograph of Mary Kelly.

MC: One thing that popped into my head as you were
talking about the possibility of more photographs in terms
of the victims, is there a possibility that there might be a
photograph out there of the body of Montague John Druitt?
RM: Absolutely. There is a very good chance that when
they pulled him out of the Thames he would have been
photographed. Just like the inquest papers for Druitt,
everyone would like to find it. But I’m 100% certain that
he would’ve been photographed. Maybe not by Martin,
because they did have other photographers and that may
have been a far reach outside of his territory just for a
suicide in the Thames.

HB: Whose turf was Druitt’s body found in? The City
or Metropolitan? Would it fall under either of those
jurisdictions?

Mary Kelly photograph in André Lamoureux’s
De l’Éventration au point de vue médico‑légal (1894)

RM: Technically it would be Metropolitan territory but the
River Police probably dealt with it first. The River Police
may have handled some of the investigation early on.

B DELAYE Sc LYON is written in
the bottom-right corner of the Kelly photo

HB: They’re a separate entity from the City and the Met,
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Five years later, his teacher, Alexander Lacassagne, who for
basically the last 30 years has been credited with publishing
the first Ripper victim photographs- but which I proved,
through Lamoureux, that’s incorrect - Lacassagne in 1899
in a book called Vacher l’Eventreur et les crimes sadiques
published the same photograph that Lamoureux did of
Mary Kelly, the full-length shot of her on her bed, and he
also published one of Catherine Eddowes. The next time we
see any pictures appear it’s the 1930s. In 1936 in a French
magazine, Minotaure No. 8, both the Kelly photograph and
the Eddowes photograph from Lacassagne, and properly
credited, were published along with an article. We do not see
any of the French photographs appear again, at least none
have been found, until one shows up actually in England,
curiously. Sir Christopher Frayling, when he was doing his
Timewatch series around the centenary in 1988 wrote an
article for a magazine called Time Out and published the
Eddowes photograph that appeared in Lacassagne but
he doesn’t credit it as such and it appears he published it
without knowing its original source.

time, which was incorrect, and he made this claim for 25
years before recanting because everyone knew about the
Lacassagne photos by then.

The next crucial time is in 1988, because you have
to realize that before 1988 we did not know what the
Macnaghten Five, or Canonical Five or whatever you want
to call them, looked like other than Eddowes and Kelly. We
did not have a face for Mary Ann Nichols, Annie Chapman
or Elizabeth Stride. But, thanks to somebody who returned
photographs as well as other documents to Scotland
Yard that year, we have pictures of all the Canonical Five
including the second angle of Kelly, taken from behind her
bed across her body. So most of the important discoveries
of photographs have been in the last 40 years.

Now, that takes care of the French photographs. As for
the ones from the archives that we know of, 1967 was a
very crucial year. That was the year that former policeman
and Ripperologist Don Rumbelow, who was a City of
London detective, was searching through an old police
building that was destined to be shut down and everything
was going to be thrown out. He found in that building the
four photographs that we have of Eddowes, one of Mary
Kelly - the full-length shot of the bed - and one exterior
shot of Miller’s Court, presumably taken on the morning of
November 9th. He made copies of these, which he placed
with Scotland Yard’s Black Museum and with the Bow
Street Historical Society. The Black Museum eventually
passed their copies on to the National Archives at Kew. He
also made a copy for Professor Francis Camps. Now, Francis
Camps made copies for his friends, and I don’t know how
Don ever felt about that, but this is how Dan Farson got a
copy of them and published it in his book in 1972.

Alexandre Lacassagne


Rumbelow, in 1969, published the Kelly photograph in
The Police Journal, another magazine. And Farson published
three of the Eddowes photographs and he published
the Kelly photograph, for what he claimed to be the first

To listen to the complete broadcast of this episode,
or explore other podcast releases by Rippercast, visit
www.casebook.org/podcast.

WRITE FOR RIPPEROLOGIST!

We welcome well-researched articles on any aspect of
the Jack the Ripper case, London’s East End or associated subjects.
Please send your submissions to contact@ripperologist.co.uk
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Feigenbaum’s
Demure Defender
Hugh Owen Pentecost and Jack the Ripper
By NINA and HOWARD BROWN
Immediately following the April 27th, 1896
execution by electrocution of convicted murderer
Carl Feigenbaum,1 one of his two appointed lawyers,
William Sanford Lawton, conducted an interview with
a reporter from the New York Advertiser in which he
stated, matter of factly, that he believed Feigenbaum
was Jack the Ripper.

well known for his sermons and support for anti-poverty
causes, running for (and losing) the position of mayor of
Newark, NJ in 1887 on the United Labor Party ticket.

This startling turn of events concerning his former
client was allegedly based upon Lawton’s jailhouse
conversations with the condemned man, the details of
said discussions which Feigenbaum’s other appointed
counsellor, Hugh Owen Pentecost, claimed to know very
little about.

Rather than rehash the Feigenbaum saga, let’s take
a look at this other counsellor for the defence... the
reserved one without the loose lips but a man with
some definite ideas on Jack the Ripper and society, Hugh
Pentecost. Unlike Lawton, Pentecost didn’t scurry to find
a newspaper reporter to offer those views or opinions to
in the wake of an electrocuted client’s demise, but offered
them several years prior to 1896 and subsequent to the
murder of Carrie Brown in the April of 1891.
Hugh Owen Pentecost (1848-1907) was born in New
Harmony, Indiana, the fourth of five children. His middle
name was given to him in honor of Robert Owen, the
leader of a utopian socialist community that Pentecost’s
parents had joined in Indiana. When he was two-yearsold the family moved to Illinois.

Following a brief stint as a printer in Kentucky,
Pentecost attended Colgate University in New York state,
graduating in 1872. He entered the Baptist ministry. He
married Laura Anderson, daughter of a Brooklyn candy
manufacturer in 1871, but sadly she died in 1877. In 1880,
Pentecost would remarry (to Ida Gatling, the daughter of
the inventor of the Gatling Gun) and settle in Manhattan,
as the head of a non-denominational church. He became

He began studying for the Bar in 1891 and went into
practice the following year. In December of 1893, John
R Fellows, DA of New York City, appointed Pentecost
to the position of Assistant DA. However, news of this
1
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Feigenbaum’s real surname was Zahn. His first name was either
Anton or Carl/Karl.
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appointment provoked controversy over both Pentecost’s
lack of experience as a lawyer and also his radical political
and religious views. Fellows claimed he had no knowledge
of Pentecost’s views at the time of the appointment. As
a result of the controversy, Fellows withdrew the offer.
Pentecost, however, prepared a statement in which he
disavowed his protests against the Haymarket Square
hangings, and stated: “He who says that I am or ever was
a Socialist or Anarchist, says what is not true.” Pentecost’s
statement did him no favors with his former colleagues in
socialist and anarchist circles, as they saw Pentecost’s flipflopping as a means to curry favor.

I don’t know the particulars of how Pentecost became
involved with the Feigenbaum defence, but one possible
reason is that it was a capital murder case.

Ironically, Pentecost couldn’t know that a little less than
five years after preparing the following speech, he himself
would become involved in a case in which he would defend
a man who would be subsequently suggested as being the
Ripper.
I was unable to determine where Pentecost delivered
this following address. It may have been in his church in
Manhattan.
THE ADDRESS:
JACK THE RIPPER

By Hugh Owen Pentecost
Delivered Sunday May 24, 1891

Jack the Ripper is a name that has been popularly
applied to an unknown person who, within a year or
so, in London, has committed a number of homicides
that were inexpressibly shocking to almost everybody.
The story of these homicides is so well-known that I
need only to refer to them, In each case the victims
were women and in each case the bodies were
frighteningly mutilated.
A little more than a month ago a homicide was
committed in New York, the incidents of which were
so like those attending the London homicides that
the unknown perpetrator of the deed was also called
Jack the Ripper. So that the name of Jack the Ripper
stands for a person who kills a woman or women and
afterwards mutilates the body or bodies.

The subsequences of the deeds of such a person are
so shocking to the sensibilities of almost every one,
that by association of ideas the deeds themselves
are regarded with horror, and the perpetrator of the
deeds is thought of generally with detestation.

So deeply are our feelings stirred by imagining
the appearance of the homicide’s victims that it is
somewhat difficult to think rationally of the criminal
or his crimes. But, nevertheless, I ask you, if possible
to consider how we are to account for the existence of
a person who could desire to commit such butcheries
and whose nerves are strong enough to permit of his
accomplishing his desires.

Nevertheless, Pentecost continued to practice and
became prominent in both civil and criminal law. Prior
to his death in 1906 (he failed to recover from a surgical
procedure on his stomach),2 he had campaigned against the
attempts in closing saloons, gambling halls and brothels in
New York. He joined the Socialist Party of America prior
to death and joined protests against William Randolph
Hearst’s Gubernatorial ambitions.

When asked (or perhaps Pentecost brought the issue
up) whether he thought Feigenbaum was guilty of
murdering Juliana Hoffman, he admitted that he believed
he was, and that he was insane.3 Prior to this, when asked
what he thought of his co-counsel’s theory of Feigenbaum
being the Ripper, Pentecost stated “In Feigenbaum, I found
nothing in his homicidal method to remind me of the
Ripper.”4

2
3
4
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None of us would be surprised to know that such
deeds were done hundreds of years ago when the
matter of which human beings was composed was
apparently less sensitive to pain than it is now ; when
human beings were generally more cruel than they
are now. But it puzzles many of us to explain the
appearance of a Jack the Ripper in the last decade of
the nineteenth century, when most persons are so

Wikipedia entry for Hugh O. Pentecost.
New York Times, April 30th 1896.
New York Times, April 29th 1896.
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much more humane than but few were in the distant
past.

and political conditions which account for Gladstone,
Harrison, and Wanamaker; with religious and industrial
conditions which account for Wanamaker in another
aspect, and for Vanderbilt and Shepard; and with those
peculiar conditions which I will allow you to define for
yourselves which account for Talmage.

It seems to me, however, that on sober, unprejudiced
reflection it will not be so very difficult to account for
Jack the Ripper.
We shall probably all agree that he is not a miracle. We
shall probably all agree that he could not have appeared
except as a concomitant of the orderly movement of
precedence and subsequences. We may call him a
monster, but even monsters do not appear except in
connection with the orderly movement of things.

The religious, political, and industrial conditions of the
present civilization as infallibly account for Jack the
Ripper.

Fancy that portion of every city in civilized Christendom
in which hordes of people live in filth that fairly oozes
from the walls, attaches to the furniture, saturates
the clothing, and coats the persons of the inhabitants;
in which repulsive insects are the daily and nightly
companions of the people; in which poverty compels
them to live without enough sunshine, pure air, soap
and water, and wholesome food to give them healthy
brains; in which ignorance is so dense as to be almost
inconceivable; in which every injurious passion runs
riot with almost no attempt at self-restraint; in which
children are as carelessly begotten as if they were
kittens, and from the time of their birth feel almost
nothing but disgusting or cruel sights, hear almost
nothing but rasping or ferocious sounds, taste almost
nothing but rotting food, and smell almost nothing but
sewer gas and rot-gut whisky.

We do not expect to find abnormal growths in the
vegetable world, but when we do find them we do not
seek any other than what we call a natural explanation
for them. A great wen or bump on the trunk of a tree
is somewhat unusual, and it disfigures the tree, but
we know that the enormous wart is as natural as the
normal leaf, or cone, or nut. A cancer is very horrible
and much more rare than healthy flesh, but it is just as
natural as the bloom on a maiden’s cheek.

The cancer is shocking, but we do not go outside of
existing conditions to account for it. Exactly so we may
readily admit that Jack the Ripper is a social wen or
cancer, a monstrosity, but we are bound to conclude
that he is a natural concomitant of mundane conditions.

Some persons believe in curious, imaginary beings
called demons, or devils, who are supposed to be very
cruel and generally injurious. Such persons might be
disposed to say that Jack was a devil, or that a devil got
into him and made him do his horrid deeds. Of course,
I do not know what a devil is, or how one of them can
get into a man and make him do things. I merely say
that some persons believe in such beings and doings.
But I think I am safe in taking it for granted that none of
you will account for Jack on this hypothesis. I presume
that most of you will agree with me that Jack is a human
being; that, in so far as that we are all human beings,
he is one of our brothers; and that as all human beings
are to be accounted for as the concomitants of natural
conditions, Jack is to be accounted for in the same way.

In these cesspools of civilized Christendom, men,
women, and children live very much like wild beasts.
They quarrel and fight, and inordinately gratify their
rudest passions. Flat irons, stove lids, sticks, stones,
knives, and pistols are in constant use as weapons.
Is it any wonder that out of the millions who live
under such conditions, once in a hundred years one
should appear with a more than usually cruel temper
and startle the world by a series of tragedies? Is it not
rather a wonder that Jack the Rippers are as scarce as
they are?

I do not now discuss why such conditions of human
life exist. That has nothing to do with the question.
I merely point out to you that they exist and ask you
whether it is reasonable to expect that cultivated,
tender hearted ladies and gentlemen will emerge from
such conditions? Whether it is not more reasonable to
expect that every once in a while some human monster
will emerge from them?

When we point to such truly good persons as Gladstone
and Benjamin Harrison, and John Wanamaker, and
Cornelius Vanderbilt and Col. Elliott F. Sheard and
Talmage, persons who have family prayers and never
do anything contrary to law, we say:

Let us now look at some other facts which, in my
opinion, have a bearing on the subject.

“Behold the products of Christian civilization! What
virtue; what purity; what splendor of character!” No
one can fairly object to such a deduction.

You will remember that Jack the Ripper’s victims
were all of the class whom we in our thoughtless selfrighteousness are pleased to call disreputable women,
and they were of the lowest of that socially low class.

Given our present social conditions and you will have
men as I have named.

On the other hand, can any one rationally object when,
contemporaneously with the men I have named, and
under precisely the same social system, I point to Jack
the Ripper and say: “Behold the product of Christian
civilization!” If any of us are the products of Christian
civilization, all of us are. You cannot fairly say that one
class of persons are produced by the present social
system and another are not.

Now let us see how we, who call ourselves society, treat
this class of women.

Let us see if we do anything for them that would
naturally lead Jack the Ripper to suppose that we hold
them in such high esteem that he would be expected to
regard their persons and lives as sacred.
The moral aristocrats make of these women social
outcasts. Women of the respectable class cannot

The present civilization is attended with religious
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even think of them without horror; and to men of the
same class they are almost as loathsome. When they
can no longer maintain themselves by their peculiar
occupations we send them to the almshouse. There they
are subjected to such treatment as only the inmates of
an institution of official charity know of.

there were thirty or forty people present who had been
specially invited to see the killing and write it up for the
newspapers, so that waiting thousands might gratify
their curiosity by reading all about it the next day.

This is the way it was done: After the minister had
asked God for his blessing on the performance, Mr
Jefferson was placed on a platform where the audience
could see him, his hands were tied, so that he was
entirely helpless in the hands of his slayers, a black
cap was pulled over his head and face, and a rope was
placed about his neck. The rope passed over a beam,
and heavy weights were attached to one end of it,
ready to be dropped at the proper moment. Presently
the person who had been hired for the purpose cut the
rope that supported the weights and they fell, jerking
Mr Jefferson about five feet into the air. There he hung
for a few moments, limp and motionless. Then he began
to writhe in agony. His legs were drawn up so that his
knees nearly touched his chin. He kicked furiously.
He stretched his arms out toward the spectators and
moaned so piteously that each person in the audience
was thrilled with horror. He clutched the noose about
his throat but could not loosen it. He tore the cap from
his face, which was horrible to see and stretched his left
hand imploringly toward the audience. This went on for
about ten minutes.

By and by they die. Then their bodies are tumbled one
on top the other in a trench in the Potter’s Field, or else
they are taken to a dissecting room, where the medical
students do with them just what Jack the Ripper did
with the bodies of his victims- they cut them up. And,
by the way, it has been said that Jack the Ripper was
probably a person who had worked in a dissecting
room, since none but a person accustomed to use a
scalpel could have dissected bodies as skillfully as he
did.

Now, observe: Jack the Ripper attacked women of a
certain class, killed them, and then cut up their bodies.
Is not that exactly what society does to those same
women? It is more startling when Jack does it because
we are not so accustomed to his method, but it is much
the same to the victim whether Jack or society disposes
of her.
I am not now calling into question society’s method
of dealing with the kind of women spoken of. You may
approve of that method if you like. I am only trying
to call your attention to a fact. I only wish you to see
that when the entire moral aristocracy ostracizes and
slowly slays a certain class of women, whose bodies are
afterward cut up by medical students, it is absurd to be
specially surprised when some Jack the Ripper imitates
the doings of society on his own account and for his
own pleasure.

Did Jack the Ripper ever do anything more terrible than
that?

On September 9, 1885, at dead of night, between one
and two o’ clock, a man was killed at Columbus, Ohio,
by a set of the same sort of people who did the killing
I have just described. The weapon used was also the
same - a rope. This time the body was dropped - instead
of it being jerked into the air - about seven feet.

It is, I judge, entirely unnecessary to say that so far as
I am concerned, the mere thought of Jack the Ripper’s
victims is excessively disagreeable and painful to me,
and I am quite sure that if I had seen one of them I
should have fainted ; but it may be well to say that the
thought of society’s victims is about equally painful to
me, and when I once saw a lot of them lying in the dead
house at the morgue in New York, I had to leave the
place to retain my consciousness, and I had gone into
the dissecting room I am sure I should have fallen as
one dead to the floor. This being true I cannot, for the
life of me, understand why if Jack the Ripper is to be
execrated as a fiend for what he has done, the persons
who approve of what society does to its victims should
not be equally execrated.

When it came to a standstill, a heavy gurgling sound was
heard and soon thick streams of blood ran down the
body to the floor. One of the killers raised the black cap
a little, whereupon the blood spurted upward against
the bottom of the platform. It was found that the head
had been jerked nearly off and the body was lowered
to the ground to prevent complete decapitation. The
man’s clothes were soaked with blood and those who
handled the body were smeared with it.
Did Jack the Ripper ever do anything more terrible than
that?

A man named Kemmler was killed at Auburn a few
months ago by roasting his brain.
A number of very distinguished persons took part in
that affair. After the killing the body was cut up and
several of the professional gentlemen present carried
away the pieces in tin cans.

Let us now pass on to the contemplations of other facts,
in order to get some notion of the examples which very
‘respectable’ and ‘honorable’ people set before such
men as Jack the Ripper.

Jack the Ripper’s killings are mere child’s play compared
with many others which are approved by almost
everybody, the cruelty and horror of which could only
be devised by clever Christian citizens. Jack the Ripper
has killed a few people, but hundreds of these killings
go on every year.

In 1885, in Brooklyn, a man named Alexander Jefferson
was killed. The actual killing was done by a number of
very reputable people. One of them was a person who
had been elected to an important office by the votes
of the people which shows he must have been quite
popular. Another was a minister of the Gospel of Christ.
Another was a person hired to strike the fatal blow.

Again allow me to say that I am not discussing the
24
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whys and wherefores of the killings perpetrated by
hired persons, and with the sanction and assistance
of clergymen and other honorable persons. I am only
calling your attention to the facts and asking you to
consider whether, in the nature, of things, it should be
surprising that, with such examples of cruelty before
the people, once in a hundred years or so there should
spring up an imitator of the respectable killers.

It is terrible to think of what would be done to Jack the
Ripper if he were caught and turned over to a Christian
mob, or left to the tender mercies of prosecutor, jury,
judge, sheriff, clergyman, and hangman. His most
awful atrocities would be re-enacted on himself for the
purpose of showing how much we hate such deeds.
In order to impress on the minds of the people that
human life is sacred, we cruelly put people to death. We
employ Jack Ketch to rid us of Jack the Ripper. Some day
we shall learn that Jack Ketch is a far more dangerous
person than Jack the Ripper.

It is said that after a man who had been a soldier was
sentenced to death for murder, in England, he remarked
to the people who sat near him in the court room: “I
have killed many men to please the King; why should I
not kill one to please myself?”

It would be wholly unprofitable for me to explain to you
how dangerous and injurious Jack the Ripper is, for this
you already know. But it may not be out of place for me
to remind you that there are others in every community,
clothed with the powers of special legislation, some
of whom are dressed in political and ecclesiastical
uniforms, who are a thousand fold more dangerous and
injurious than many Jack the Rippers could possibly be.

It is also said that when another Englishman, who had
been a soldier, was arrested for shooting a man, he
exclaimed; “Here’s a pretty fuss about killing one man!
Why, I have seen hundreds killed!”
I wish it to be distinctly understood that Jack the
Ripper’s deeds fill me with unspeakable horror, but
that horror does not make me overlook the patent fact
that he is a concomitant of Christian civilization and
a mere imitator of your soldiers and hangmen, whose
bloody work is praised and glorified by press, pulpit,
and people, with a few pleasing exceptions.



The best available coverage of the Lawton-Feigenbaum
saga was written by Wolf Vanderlinden, and may be
found in issue 28 of Ripper Notes magazine (2008): ‘Carl
Ferdinand Feigenbaum: An Old Suspect Resurfaces’ (pp
4-24). Mr Vanderlinden covers the contentious issues with
the William S Lawton theory on JTRForums, ‘Feigenbaum’s
Lawyer’: www.jtrforums.com/showthread.php?p=131805
&highlight=%3Asanford+lawton%22#post131805.

It is gratifying to know that our nerves are so sensitive
that we are shocked by Jack the Ripper’s deeds. It will be
still more gratifying when the same feeling of horror is
experienced at the wholesale slaughters brought about
by rulers, and the deliberate, cold-blooded killings
done by persons in political office with the approbation
of persons in religious office.
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I Beg to Report
All the news that’s fit to print...
and sometimes not
On 7 April HALLIE RUBENHOLD, author of the forthcoming book The
Five centering on the Canonical five victims of Jack the Ripper, gave a History
Masterclass at the Club at the Ivy in the West End of London on Jack the Ripper’s
victims. She shared some of her findings, explored their biographies and examined
the victims within the context of being working-class women in Victorian England.
History Masterclasses are organized by historians and broadcasters Suzannah
Lipscomb and Sam Willis. For more information on upcoming History Masterclass
presentations visit historymasterclass.com

talks, visit rippercon.com

THE BIENNIAL UNITED STATES JACK THE RIPPER AND TRUE CRIME
CONFERENCE took place over the weekend of 7 April at the Maryland Institute
College of Art in Baltimore, Maryland. Amongst the topics covered in the talks
were Francis Tumblety by author Bernard Beaulé, James and Florence Maybrick
by Chris Jones, Sherlock Holmes and Jack the Ripper by Janis Wilson and Fredrick
Deeming by Chris George. Day three featured a bus tour of historical crime sites in
and around Baltimore. For a list of all the speakers and links to selected podcast

A POSTCARD SENT TO EALING POLICE
STATION on 29 October 1888 signed ‘I am
Jack the Ripper’ was sold by Grand Auctions in
Folkestone, Kent for £22,000 to an unnamed
buyer in the UK. Prior to the auction, the
card, measuring 2.75in x 4.75in, was in the
possession of the widow of retired Metropolitan
Police officer John Hall, who apparently was
given the card as a gift upon his retirement in
1966. This was the second time the card was up
for sale, after the first auction date in October
of 2017 was postponed. In both instances the
auction received widespread media attention.
According to Grand Auctions, Ripper letters
expert Stewart Evans and members of the
Whitechapel Society were consulted to
establish the postcard’s authenticity.
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The ENGLISH NATIONAL OPERA announced that its 2018/19 season will include the world premiere of Jack the
Ripper: The Women of Whitechapel. Librettist Emma Jenkins and composer Iain Bell, along with director Daniel Kramer,
will bring the female-led cast to the stage in March and April of 2019. According to their website, the opera “explores
powerful themes of community and women struggling against the odds, posing questions about the hypocritical attitudes
of ‘respectable’ society. The mythic status of the unidentified serial killer is addressed through a refreshingly modern
lens, which speaks to us over a century later”. eno.org/whats-on/jack-the-ripper
The British tabloids had a
field day in the run-up to THE
MARRIAGE OF PRINCE HARRY
AND MEGHAN MARKLE as Jeff
Mudgett (author of Bloodstains and
star of the History Channel series
American Ripper) claimed that
Ms Markle was distantly related
to unlikely Ripper suspect H.H.
Holmes. While tying a member
of the Royal Family to the Ripper
case is nothing new, it might be the
first time that a Royal has been so
publicly accused of being a blood
relative of the Whitechapel fiend.

GOT A STORY WE SHOULD COVER?

PLEASE DROP US A LINE IF YOU SPOT SOMETHING THAT SHOULD APPEAR ON THESE PAGES.
Email us at contact@ripperologist.co.uk
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The Victorian Kitchen

From Ketsiap to Catsup
to Ketchup
By DANIEL DARK
From its beginning as a fish sauce in China, to the
sweet tomato version we love today, nearly everyone
likes ketchup, even if what many people like to put
it on seems odd. Richard Nixon covered his cottage
cheese with it, the Japanese eat it on rice, and one ice
cream manufacturer (allegedly) once tried a ketchup
ice cream. How did this condiment, by some estimates
owned by 97% of US households, become America’s
favorite accompaniment to the classic hamburger and
fries?

French culinary arts, although no proof exists to support
his claim.

In the 19th century, recipes continued to appear
periodically, featuring mushrooms in Britain and
tomatoes in the United States. A New England farmer
offered it for sale in 1830 in bottles priced from 33 to 50
cents. In 1837, Americans selling ketchup in Britain were
encouraged to rename it “tomato chutney” in order to
draw attention to the differences between their product
and the mushroom ketchup
popular in Britain. In addition to the
difference in ingredients and taste,
the British version also differed
in texture and appearance, being
nearly transparent and very thin in
consistency.

In the 1600s, Dutch and British
seamen brought back a salty
pickled fish sauce called “ketsiap”
from China. In this early version, it
was more related to soy or oyster
sauce than the sweet, vinegary
substance we call ketchup today.
Variations in both the name and
the ingredients quickly developed.
British
alternatives
included
mushrooms
(the
favorite),
anchovies, oysters and walnuts. In
1690 the word ‘catchup’ appeared
in print in reference to this sauce,
and in 1711 “ketchup”.

The first ketchup recipe was
printed in 1727 in Elizabeth
Smith’s The Complete Housewife,
and called for anchovies, shallots,
vinegar, white wine, sweet spices
(cloves, ginger, mace, nutmeg),
pepper, and lemon peel. Eighty-five years later the first
tomato ketchup recipe was published in Nova Scotia by
American ex-pat James Mease, which he often referred to
as “love apple” ketchup. Mease attempted to give it more
cachet by stating that his variation was influenced by the

Ketchup was sold nationwide
in the US by 1837 thanks to the
hard work of Jonas Yerkes, who
sold the product in quart and pint
bottles. Yerkes used the refuse
of tomato canning: skins, cores,
green tomatoes, and lots of sugar
and vinegar. Lots of other small
companies followed suit; by 1900
there were 100 manufacturers of
ketchup in the United States. The
big success came in 1876 when H.J.
Heinz added catsup to his line of
pickled products and introduced it
at the Centennial International Exhibition in Philadelphia.
The Heinz formula has not changed since, and has become
the standard by which other ketchups are rated.
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In 1848 some ketchup manufacturers in the US
came under fire for their unsanitary practices; coal
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Los Angeles Cookery (which hit the streets in 1881, making
it the first cookbook published in Los Angeles), there are
half-a-dozen variations on catsup, and three of them call
for tomatoes. Two other recipes from that same book
utilize grapes and plums. The realm of possibility with
catsup is far from being only tomato-based.

tar was frequently used to heighten the red color of the
product. Others made the condiment from concentrated
tomato pulp in the off-season, which they stored under
questionable conditions. This debate continued until the
1900s, when the Pure Food Act put strict limits on food
manufacturers. Today’s US Food and Drug Administration
has very strict guidelines on what even constitutes
ketchup, specifying the spices that must be used, as well
as the thickness of the end result.

NAMES OF CATSUP IN VARIOUS LANGUAGES

English: Catsup, Ketchup.

So, what’s in a name? Variations such as catsup, catchup,
katsup, and others abounded alongside “ketchup.”
However, in 1981,when the Reagan administration briefly
decided to count ketchup as a vegetable, Del Monte Catsup
found itself out of the loop due to their spelling; they
permanently changed to “ketchup,” but by then public
outcry had forced a reversal of administration policy. Ever
since, though, you’ll be hard-pressed to find a bottle from
any manufacturer labeled anything other than “ketchup.”

French: Sauce anglaise preparee de champignons, ou
tomates, etc.

German: Pikante Sauce von Schwammen oder Tomaten,
etc.
Italian: Conserva liquida di funghi o pomid’oro, etc, per
condire vivande.
Swedish: Pikant sas af champinjoner, eller tomater, etc.

—From The Encyclopedia for Groceries by Artimus Ward,
Copyright 1911.

Although it frequently graces such foods as french fries
and greasy burgers, ketchup itself comes with a moderate
health benefit, as it contains lycopene, an antioxidant
associated with decreased cancer risk. It is unlikely,
however, that this is enough to cancel out the negative
effects of fries.



DANIEL HOOBERRY is a food historian
and chef. Writing as Daniel Dark he
is the author of VICTORIAN CATSUP:
RECEIPTS OF THE PAST. The book is
available on Amazon in paperback and
Kindle formats, and 90% of all sales
are being donated to the Blood Bank of
Tennessee. Daniel is also author of the
Ripper fiction book KNIFE’S TELL.

Catsup without tomatoes is almost unimaginable these
days, but that was not always the case. While catsup cooks
were dabbling with tomato-based recipes a century ago,
the tomato was only one of a surprising array of vegetables
and fruits that were being turned into the condiment. In

VICTORIAN CATSUP is nothing new, forgotten by most. It is, however, how Chef
Daniel, the Victorian Chef, recovered many missing segments of his knowledge
after having a stroke in 2012. At that time, he had a forty-seat restaurant where
he was recreating dishes from the Victorian Era. He was also developing his
signature catsups to serve with each receipt that he placed on the menu.
After the stroke, he was forced to give up on his dream for the time being and
start the long journey of rehabilitation of both body and mind. When Chef Daniel
was able to stand in front of a stove again, he went back to what he knew best,
making small batch catsup that he took to local fairs and sold so that he could
make more.
This book is a big part of what kept Chef Daniel going each day. Now he wants
to share that with others by contributing ninety percent of his proceeds to the
Blood Banks that kept him alive by furnishing over twenty units to him when he
was in need.
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Batman:
Gotham by Gaslight
Or: Have You ever Danced with Boredom
in the Victorian Steampunk?
By DAVE M GRAY
While you can’t argue against Marvel and Disney
reigning supreme in live action theatrical films,
no one comes close to Warner Bros. Animation’s
domination of the direct-to-video market. There have
been yearly Scooby Doo movies since 1998, multiple
releases every year in the DC Universe Animated
Original Movies (DCUA for short) series since 2007,
and stops at almost every other franchise Warner
Bros have even so much as glanced at in between.
This tale of Batman solving the Ripper murders in
1888 Gotham City, the thirtieth entry in the DCUA
series, is one of the longest-awaited and most craved
adaptations since the depressing fumbling of The
Killing Joke in 2016. Directed by Sam Liu, written by
James Krieg, and based on Brian Augustyn and Mike
Mignola’s 50-page one-shot that launched the long
running Elseworlds series, Gotham by Gaslight comes
to screens everywhere.

to highlight specific movements. It allows animations and
backgrounds to be endlessly recycled. This makes for a
faster production time, shifts a sharper focus to the writing
and voice acting, and allows for more abstract characters
to better integrate into the world being presented.
When in the hands of masters of the craft, this method
has brought to life some of pop culture’s most enduring
and beloved characters. When used as a method to just be
cheap, it can bring down a production and firmly put the
audience’s focus on bad writing and lazy characterization.

There are two ways to discuss this film for this
publication and we will do both. First, and for the bulk of
it, we will talk about the feature itself on its own terms.
Then, much more briefly, we will take a look at how the
film incorporates the facts of the case and brings them
into the story. This should be analyzed separately because
while I think being respectful to the actual events is
important, being strictly devoted to them should not be
held against a fictional work and deviations will not effect
the enjoyment that most viewers get from it.

Since this is an animated feature, let us start by
discussing that. Once upon a time, way back in the 1960s,
an animation studio you might have heard of called
Hanna-Barbera revitalized a specific style of animation
and began using it for all their series. This method is called
“limited animation.” Instead of fully drawing each cell,
animators utilize a mix-and-match method of traditional
full cell animation, with a more spot-focused animation
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While Hanna-Barbera’s staff were masters, Sam Liu
is not. As a result, most of the visuals on display in this
feature are boring to look at. The characters’ movements
are, for the most part, distractedly stiff when they should
be more flowing and lively. It often gives the impression
of human figures in establishing and other wide shots as
being cutouts dragged in front of a rolling camera by an
invisible string rather than frame-by-frame animation.
Closer animations are worse. Whenever we take a closer
view of characters, be they just walking along or giving
a speech, it looks like the animators simply forgot to
animate the moving parts, giving arms being raised or
mouth movements a noticeable, and distracting, quality.
In an early scene we are shown a character... *cough*
stripping *cough*… Excuse me, we see a character
“dancing”. In this lazy approach to limited animation it
makes it all look very strange and jerky. Instead of what,
I assume at any rate, should be easy natural movements,
it looks more like an old flip-animation made by someone
confined their whole life to a hospital bed because they
were born without hips, dreaming of what playing with
a hula hoop looks like. During the first attack we see by
Jack the Ripper this approach is more hilarious than
frightening or tense, as we see a stiff arm animated in
a two-frame up and down motion, eventually bringing
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along with it a blood effect that would make any Italian
giallo director blush at it’s goofiness. It’s not a good look,
and undermines any attempts to establish a sinister tone.

Bros Animation for a long time. He’s been a member
of their writer’s room for over a decade and has more
than earned his place with contributions to all of their
superhero TV series, and has written more than a few
Scooby Doo episodes and direct-to-disc movies. Krieg
knows these characters. He has shown he knows how to
approach a mystery that can fill the short one hour and ten
minute run time.
So why does his script fall so flat? Is it over familiarity
with the characters? Is it being too enamored with his
twist, admittedly a clever idea, to bother building around
it properly? One of the reasons Elseworlds stories work,
both in comics and animation, is how they play with
established characters, taking those the audience are
familiar with and showing how they might be different in
a new country or time period.

This doesn’t happen here. Almost every character is
placed in their standard roles. Jim Gordon is the police
commissioner, Harvey Dent is the County Attorney, Victor
Strange is still a psychologist. Three Robins go full Oliver
Twist. Almost every character inhabits the exact roles
they always do. Only three characters, all female by the
way, have any variation from the norm at all and only one
has anything that might be described as an actual change
in personality due to time period and situation. Selina
Kyle becomes the daughter of an abusive lion tamer, a
suffragette, and a music hall singer (which is a fitting
change of pace from Frank Miller’s now accepted canon
former dominatrix prostitute but, honestly, a step down
from the classic international jewel thief). So she still gets
to be handy with a whip and loves cats. Pamela Isley, better
known as long-time rogues gallery staple Poison Ivy, loses
her powers and her personality, but keeps her affinity for
plant-inspired costuming and is quickly dispatched by
Jack. Leslie Thompkins trades her medical practice for a
nun’s habit, which makes perfect sense given the period,
but this brings absolutely no change to the character as
we know her. Not that it even matters as she’s also quickly
dispatched by Jack, because who needs multiple female
characters?

Before I go too far off on the critical train, I do have to stop
and say that is only applicable to most of the animation.
There are moments when the character animation almost
sings. Every one of these moments are exclusively in the
fight scenes. Suddenly, and fairly jarringly, Batman and
his opponents become these graceful figures in a violent
tango. When fists are flying, Gotham by Gaslight becomes
a whole new beast. The fight scenes are so well done, so
smooth and with impacts carrying a weight that is missing
in every other frame, that I have to question if they were
animated and directed by the same people as the rest of
the film. Since no one else is credited, I have to accept that
to be the case… but I don’t actually believe it.
Of course, these issues could be easily overlooked if the
story and writing were strong. That’s the whole point of
limited animation, after all.

First, let’s review the original comic. It’s a very slim
volume, clocking in at only 50 pages with original ad space,
and just under 100 pages in the collected edition that
includes the sequel story, Master of the Future. It’s a pretty
light tale. While the Caped Crusader eventually solves the
Ripper case and gets to run around on the cobblestones,
there is really only one suspect and it’s all tied up neatly in
just a couple pages. Sure, he’s supposed to be the world’s
greatest detective but solving the Ripper case with some
news clippings and a single police file is likely to break the
suspension of disbelief for anyone reading Ripperologist.

Most disappointing is forcing Selina Kyle to wallow
in the Smurfette Principle, which is the practice of
establishing a male-dominated narrative with a single
exception who only exists to be in service to the story
of the men. It is by no means anything new to modern
media, but for a work that covers both Batman, a series
with many well established strong female characters who
stand in their own rights (though many started out as only
female reflections of male characters), and Jack the Ripper,
with the field’s recently increasing focus on the lives of the
canonical five, and indeed of all women in the East End
during the 1880s, makes it all feel a bit more regressive to

The one-shot is more a checking the audience appetite
for alternate history than a full exploration of how Batman
would operate in the Victorian age. For an evening reading,
that’s enough. For a feature length movie, it leaves a lot of
ground to be filled in.

Like Sam Liu, James Krieg has been a part of Warner
31
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this reviewer.

PG-13s. Though it tries hard to pander to getting a more
adult rating, it doesn’t give content that justifies it. It does
make me wonder if the MPAA has the Ripper on their list
of topics that automatically gives a certain rating.

The film opens on a strip show. We are quickly introduced
to Pamela Isley, still using the nom de guerre Poison Ivy,
complete with catcalling customers and disgusted asides
by Pam. It’s a depressing sequence meant to set up the
inherent misogyny of the time which fails because it feels
far too forced. Immediately we jump to Pamela leaving the
theater, being startled by a sound and running headlong
into Jack. It’s not a surprise it’s Jack. We all know it is. The
movie knows we know, so it wastes no time in displaying a
knife and starting the offscreen murder. Why describe this
scene? It’s the opening and is emblematic of the movie’s
biggest problem. It’s completely unnecessary at this
point. This isn’t the only time it happens either. There are
many scenes that feel out of place, being put in the wrong
order and undermining any tension. Not even two scenes
later, we get a much better view of how the murders are
affecting the general public, how the cultural misogyny
and lack of societal care about the poor allows them to
continue.

While the source only had the single suspect, they do
try to widen the field a little bit here. The inclusion of a
few long-time members of the rogue’s gallery is a fine
idea. Unfortunately, at no point do any of them seem like
actually viable candidates. They are all even given lines of
dialog that scream “I AM A RED HERRING!”

Since we follow the grand tradition of Batman movies
of not making him actually do even a small amount of
investigation, instead, he just keeps stumbling on the killer.
He eventually accidentally finds the answer, and it doesn’t
help that the solution is almost immediately obvious. The
dialog thinks it is being coy and subtle, believing us to be
too thick to pick it up on the first viewing. Sometimes just
covering a face isn’t enough to hide someone’s identity,
which makes discussing what actually happens on screen
difficult. Many lines and the limited confrontations
between our opposing forces, instead of being hints and
teases, come off like bright neon signs pointing directly to
the head of… well, that would be telling.

We are quickly introduced to each and every character,
who are all given a bit of dialog to quickly enforce who they
are. We are even given a reason as to why the audience
and the characters would be interested in the fate of the
victim.

The solution actually is a decent idea, one that could
have really worked given a little more time and a little
less confidence in its own cleverness. I really would
hate to spoil it for anyone more than the filmmakers do
themselves.

The opening feels like filler of the worst kind. It’s filler
designed to cheaply thrill the audience, otherwise why
even bother naming the first victim since she doesn’t
get a personality and we are given no reason to care
about her fate at that moment? When we are given one
it is a painfully superficial connection that doesn’t lead to
anything or pay off in any way.
Other than helping secure an R rating so they can
market it as “dark” and “adult”, which are really not terms
that apply, opening here is an odd choice to me. Granted,
it is how most movies that involve Jack the Ripper tend to
open, but that doesn’t mean the trope works.

Also of note, though Gotham by Gaslight does carry an R
rating, it is less violent and the deaths are far less graphic
than several of the earlier DCAU films that were rated
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The voice cast goes a long way to salvaging the script’s
weaknesses. Bruce Greenwood takes his third turn as
Bruce Wayne, previously voicing the character back in
2010’s Behind the Red Hood and on the series Young
Justice. While he doesn’t rank with the best to voice
the character (that title still belongs to Kevin Conroy),
Greenwood does bring his own approach to the character.
He delivers the most sedate and quiet takes on the
character, which occasionally feels like an introspective
angle that he is trying to put in but isn’t given enough time
to develop or explore.

Ripperologist 161 April / May 2018
Jennifer Carpenter’s Selina Kyle is perfectly passable,
though a little bland. Stewart Head as Alfred is greatly under
utilized. This is also something that can be said for the rest
of the voice cast, which includes heavy vocal hitters John
DiMaggio, Grey Griffin, Yuri Lowenthal and Tara Strong. All
are uniformly fine in their parts but not given very much
to do.

the fact that it took Warner Bros 30 films to finally adapt it.
Not by the fact that they are still giving Sam Liu the director’s
chair for so many of these very profitable releases after
the incompetence he repeatedly demonstrates. Looking
at the complete DC Animated Universe there have been a
few wasted opportunities, a dozen valiant efforts that miss
the mark, a handful of absolutely brilliant films that treat
these characters far better than any of their live action
counterparts have, and far too many cheap cash-ins that
think they are better than they are that don’t even have a
mark to aim at because they know their audience will buy
whatever they release and thank them for it. Gotham by
Gaslight fits into this last category.

Finally it’s time to look at the other part of this review.
Exactly how does Gotham by Gaslight handle the actual
Ripper facts? About as well as From Hell, taking a mishmash approach with details inspired by the actual case.
There is a killer murdering lower class women. Of the
two murders we see, one of them is trying to engage in a
little casual prostitution. The killer is being widely referred
to and signs off the single letter we hear the contents of
as Jack the Ripper. There are letters being mailed to the
newspapers. We hear a decent reworking of the Dear Boss
Letter, which also appeared in the original one-shot and
was written by horror novelist Robert Bloch. The film’s
reworked letter was delivered to a newspaper by hand with
a piece of kidney included in a reference to the From Hell
letter.

There is no good conscious that allows me to give this
a pass or to recommend it to anybody. Not even the most
hardcore Batfan or the most diligent viewer of Ripper
media. I can’t recommend it to kids as something to pass
an hour and ten minutes. I can’t recommend it to adults,
it is too simplistic and can’t support the slightest whiff of
thought. The best I can say is it is not the worst in the series.
While an improvement over their last major adaption, it is
not an improvement over the source. The few elements
that work are not given enough time. Too many flaws are
constantly on display. The only way I could possibly say
“Yes, you should give it a chance” is if we are locked in a
room together with just a TV and Blu ray player and it is the
only thing that could possibly distract you from caving in
my thick skull while I rant about bad movies and why they
hurt so good. Skip it.


Note: This might not be the last time Warner Bros
and DC comics go to this particular well. Long time WB
animation producer Bruce Timm has mentioned that
Gotham by Gaslight is currently being developed as a liveaction feature as well. He believes that there is no chance
for it to improve on this. He is wrong.

This animated Jack doesn’t pose his victims. There is only
a single passing reference to any mutilation of the bodies.
There is no mention of strangulation or throat cutting.
The little that is detailed on screen is more definitely of a
stabbing in nature, we are led to assume fairly wildly from
the visual cues. This version is definitely left-handed.



Dave M Gray lives with two out of three loves of his life, a flat-coat
retriever named Phineas and an American Shorthair named Elvira
Grace. He can be heard every week on Raiders of the Podcast
discussing a wide spectrum of movies with a multinational group of
miscreants and snobs. They recently took a long look at every NonBurton/Non-Nolan theatrical Batman film ever released. They can
be heard on Stitcher, iTunes, GooglePlay, and YouTube. His writings
on different media topics ranging from Victorian Gothic novels to
silent film special effects to obscure Eastern European horror to
virtual reality tech can be found in a wide variety of places under
a number of pseudonyms. Once a week he still finds unsolicited
pictures of strange men’s private areas in the email he used when
editor of a video game culture site. Dave can usually be physically
located in Maryland areas not nearly close enough to the Bay for his
taste. He wrote this review under his real name and refrained from
outrageous lies in order to win a bet.

Completely missing from this version are all references to
any suspects that have been dragged out over the decades.

Where Augustyn and Mignola made playful nods with
not-quite-up-on-your-haute Ripperology “blink and you’ll
miss it” cameos of Prince Eddy taking the air with Dr Gull,
signs bearing the name Sickert, and slyly winking dialog
designed to inspire the impressionable target audience
into delving deeper in the case. Liu and Krieg do none of
that. So if you are looking for an introduction to get the little
Batman in Timmy’s Belfry on board with your macabre
historical obsession, don’t look for it here.
Ultimately, I am surprised by Gotham by Gaslight. Not by
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Victorian Fiction

The Man of Many Crimes
By GUY BOOTHBY
Edited with an introduction by Eduardo Zinna
INTRODUCTION

admiration. Indeed, it was believed for many years that
Holmes had been able to destroy the diabolical Professor
only at the cost of his own life. But although Holmes
turned out to be in excellent health after all, Moriarty did
not return from the depths of the Reichenbach falls. Doyle
would never make a hero out of him. The Professor had
to wait many years to become the protagonist of his own
adventures in three novels by John Gardner: The Return
of Moriarty, The Revenge of Moriarty and Moriarty, in the
course of which he orders the disposal of one Montague
John Druitt, whose crimes have raised alarmingly the
level of police activity. In Kim Newman’s Anno Dracula,
Moriarty is a member of a cabal that rules the London
underworld. The spirited narrator of Newman’s Professor
Moriarty: The Hound of the D’Urbervilles, was Moriarty’s
favourite henchman, Colonel Sebastian Moran.

It is generally accepted that the detective was born
fully grown and fully armed from the brow of Edgar
Allan Poe. In April 1841, Graham’s Magazine published
Poe’s The Murders in the Rue Morgue, a short story
whose protagonist was Monsieur C Auguste Dupin, an
idealized vision of his creator.
Dupin was a young, impecunious gentleman of
nocturnal habits, superior intellect and melancholy
disposition who amused himself by solving mysteries
that stumped the French police through the exercise
of his powers of ratiocination. He featured in only two
more stories as Poe continued to explore new horizons in
poetry, science fiction and horror. But half a century later
he was reborn in the person of Sherlock Holmes, the brain
child of Dr Arthur Doyle, a physician possessed of a vast
imagination and a slight clientele.

In the wake of Holmes’s runaway success and untimely
demise, a myriad detectives vied for his place in the
pages of the Victorian periodicals. Some of them closely
resembled the Great Detective; some were at pains to be
as different from him as possible. Several authors felt that
enough detectives were already plying their trade and it
was only fair to give a chance to those who carried out
their business on the dark side of the law. Quite a few
master criminals out of the Moriarty mould made their
appearance at that time and their descendants – and
sometimes the old miscreants themselves - continue to
pursue world dominance in our time.

Holmes shared with Dupin several traits, including
a disdainful temperament, a devoted amanuensis and
an unfashionable address, but in the course of many
more adventures than his predecessor he displayed a
proportionally wider range of vices and virtues. For every
cocaine habit, Holmes had a mastery of disguise; for every
bout of depression, a skilled turn at his violin; for every
show of impatience, a gesture of genuine warmth and
loyal friendship. Perhaps most important of all, Holmes
had adversaries who could match him in wit, strength and
determination. Some were gifted, ingenious or ruthless,
like John Clay, Dr Grimesby Roylott and Charles Augustus
Milverton. Some were fascinating, like Irene Adler, who
to him was always the Woman. Only one of his enemies,
however, was in every way Holmes’s equal, a force of evil
as irresistible as Holmes was a force for good: Professor
Moriarty, the Napoleon of Crime.

But a small number of upscale felons, unfailingly
clever, witty and courageous, and often possessed of
social standing and impeccable manners, spurned the
trappings of power for the pleasures of outsmarting the
underserving rich and appropriating as much as possible
of their ill-acquired fortune and, in the process, making
fools of the police. The best known of the gentlemen
thieves, as they became known, were the Englishman E
W Hornung’s Raffles, the Frenchman Maurice Leblanc’s

Moriarty appeared only twice in the Holmes saga but
left an indelible impression. Holmes himself mentioned
Moriarty on a number of occasions, always with reluctant
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memorable character, the master criminal Dr Nikola, in A
Bid for Fortune – and his own fortune was made. Dr Nikola
was a tall, slim, muscular and extremely handsome man.
‘His skin,’ wrote Boothby of his character, ‘was of a dark
olive hue, a colour which harmonized well with his piercing
black eyes and pearly teeth. His hands and feet were small,
and the greatest dandy must have admitted that he was
irreproachably dressed, with a neatness that bordered on
the puritanical. In age he might have been anything from
eight-and-twenty to forty; in reality he was thirty-three.’
Despite his obvious charm and seductive appearance, Dr
Nikola was a sinister figure in search of immortality and
world domination. His constant companion was Apollyon,
a large black cat that was usually perched on its master’s
shoulder. Four more Nikola novels followed the first, and
all went through many printings.

Arsène Lupin, the Canadian Grant Allen’s Colonel Clay,
the American Frederick Irving Anderson’s the Infallible
Godahl, and the protagonist of our Victorian Fiction
offering for this month, Simon Carne, created by the
Australian Guy Boothby. Raffles has already graced
Ripperologist’s pages; Colonel Clay will certainly follow at
a later date. So might the others. But let us now look at
Simon Carne and his creator.

Guy Newell Boothby was born on 13 October 1867 at
Glen Osmond, South Australia. He was the eldest of the
three sons of well-to-do parents, Thomas Wilde Boothby,
stock and station agent and member of Parliament for
Victoria, and his English wife Mary Agnes. His grandfather
was Benjamin Boothby, judge of the Supreme Court of
South Australia from 1853 to 1867. In 1874 Guy’s mother
took her children to Britain where Guy received a solid
education. In 1890 he returned to Australia, where he
became private secretary to the mayor of Adelaide,
Lewis Cohen. Boothby seemed destined to spend his life
in Australia, either in politics or the civil service; he felt,
however, fit for other things.
From an early age Boothby had an active interest in
literature. In 1890 he wrote the libretto for a comic opera,
Sylvia, and in 1891 The Jonquil: an Opera, which had a
French Revolution setting. Both of them were performed,
but none with spectacular success. In 1891 Boothby met
Rudyard Kipling, who spent just three days in Adelaide on
his way to India. The younger man later asserted that his
friend Kipling had encouraged him to pursue his writing
despite the many rejections he received from publishers.
Determined to find success in Britain, Boothby sailed
steerage in the company of a friend. The intrepid travellers
got only as far as Colombo, in then Ceylon, before running
out of funds. They made their way back to Australia
through South East Asia, taking any work they could find,
never mind how humble or hard. They travelled through
Singapore, Borneo and Java, stayed on Thursday Island,
drifted down the Queensland coast, and finally travelled
by buggy across Australia from Cooktown to Adelaide.

Boothby did not reach his destination that time, but
he wrote a book about his experience which helped
him to get where he wanted to be. In an introductory
paragraph to On the Wallaby, or, Through the East and
Across Australia, he explained that ‘on the wallaby’ was a
slang Australianism for ‘on the march’, generally applied to
persons tramping the bush in search of employment. The
book was published in Britain in 1894 with considerable
success and its author’s literary career was launched. In
the same year his first novel, In Strange Company: A Story
of Chili and the Southern Seas, appeared.

Dr Nikola’s literary offspring has included a long list
of foreign villains, including Dr Fu Manchu and many of
James Bond’s enemies. Another of Boothby’s antiheroes,
Pharos the Egyptian, was a malevolent old man, ‘with a
wrinkled face of old ivory’, who may have been himself
a mummy kept alive for centuries through necromancy.
Pharos’s children comprise most manifestations of living
mummies in film and television, beginning with the
wizened Imhotep, played by Boris Karloff in the 1932 film
The Mummy.

Just one year later Boothby introduced his most

Over the next ten years Boothby produced a total of
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over 53 novels, in addition to dozens of short stories and
plays, some with an Australian background, some with
more exotic settings and themes. In 1905, he described his
work routine for an interviewer from the London Weekly
Sun. He retired at nine o’clock, rose before dawn and
dictated his novels into a wax-cylinder phonograph. His
two secretaries began work at 5.30, transcribing his work
into typescript. His average daily output was six thousand
words and every year he published six novels.

was eventually admitted into a house furnished with
considerable taste and opulence. Its owner was the
celebrated Eurasian adventuress Trincomalee Liz, whose
beauty is such as no man who has ever seen it will ever
forget. Carne’s proposal was quite simple. If she would
lend him fifty thousand pounds to finance his endeavours,
she may have, as interest, the Duchess of Wiltshire’s
necklace - the finest thing of its kind in Europe, if not in
the world, itself worth fifty thousand pounds. As could be
expected, Trincomalee Liz eagerly agreed.

Boothby unabashedly admitted his only aim was to
entertain his audience: ‘I give the reading public what
they want’ he stated. ‘In return my readers give me what
I want.’ What he wanted, in the occurrence, was money
and the best things in life. His income rose to as much as
£20,000 a year. He lived a life of luxury at his mansion,
Winsley Lodge, at Boscombe near
Bournemouth,
collecting
first
editions, breeding horses, cattle
and prize dogs, and keeping an
aquarium where exotic fish from all
parts of the world thrived.

The most often anthologised story, The Duchess of
Wiltshire’s Diamonds, sees Carne settle in London together
with his group of assistants. He takes residence next to the
house occupied by Klimo - the famous private detective,
who has won for himself the right to be considered as
great as Lecocq, or even the late
lamented Sherlock Holmes. It
will come as no surprise to our
readers that Carne is a master of
disguise. Nor that he is not really
a hunchback and his large hump is
just part of another disguise. Nor
that he is also the detective Klimo
in yet another elaborate disguise.
When Carne commits his fabulous
robberies – including, of course,
the audacious theft of the Wiltshire
diamonds - Klimo is hired to
investigate them and charges high
fees for his work. Carne’s profits are
thus substantially increased.

On 26 February 1905 Boothby
died of complications arising from
influenza, aged 37. He was buried
at Bournemouth.

Simon Carne first saw the light
of day in a series of short stories
published in Pearson’s Magazine
in 1897. The readers were never
in doubt as to Carne’s true nature;
indeed, the narrative starts with
a statement from the Earl of
Amberley, the former viceroy
of India, explaining how he met
Carne and unwittingly helped
him to prey upon British society.
Amberley recalls how, out riding one morning in India,
he lost his way and wandered through the jungle until he
came across a lake of blue water, on whose centre was an
island, and on the island a house built of white marble. The
house was inhabited by Simon Carne, a reclusive, wealthy
Englishman whose manly beauty was marred only by a
large hump between his shoulders. Amberley was quite
taken with the scholarly Carne, who had devoted his life
to collecting china and the native art of India. When he
announced his intention to visit London during Queen
Victoria’s jubilee, the former Viceroy was ready to provide
him with the necessary introductions.

The present story, which is also
known as A Case of Philanthropy,
was the next to last Carne
adventure, originally published in
the May 1897 issue of Pearson’s Magazine. The gentleman
thief has performed great feats of villainy and begins to
long for new adventures far from his present abode. But
he still has two more pieces of business, as he calls them,
to complete. In the last story – or chapter in the book
which collected them – An Imperial Finale, Carne receives
a cablegram from Trincomalee Liz warning him that the
only man who can catch him, Bradfield – a policeman,
or perhaps a private detective - is hot on his trail. Before
leaving Britain for ever, Carne despoils the Emperor of
Westphalia of his magnificent gold plate. He is never
heard from again. One can only hope that he went on to
enjoy a rewarding life in new surroundings, perhaps in the
company of the enthralling Liz.

Carne was next seen walking through the unsavoury
streets of the native quarter of Calcutta, where he
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The Man of
Many Crimes
By GUY BOOTHBY
If one consults a dictionary one finds that the word
dipsomaniac means a man who spends his life continually
desiring alcoholic liquor; a name that properly classifies it
has not yet been invented for the individual who exhibits
a perpetual craving for notoriety, and yet one is, perhaps,
as much a nuisance to society as the other. After his run
of success there came a time when Simon Carne, like
Alexander the Great, could have sat down and wept, for
the reason that he had no more worlds to conquer. For the
moment it seemed as if he had exhausted, to put it plainly,
every species of artistic villainy.

the Earl of Amberley had called, and would like to see him.
Tossing his cigar into the grate, he passed through the
door Ram Gafur held open for him, and, having crossed
the hall, entered the drawing-room.

As he went he wondered what it was that had brought
them to see him at such an early hour. Both were among
his more intimate acquaintances and both occupied
distinguished positions in the social life of the world’s
great metropolis. While her friends and relations spent
their time in search of amusement, and a seemingly
eternal round of gaieties, which involved a waste of
both health and money, Lady Caroline, who was the ugly
duckling of an otherwise singularly handsome family, put
her life to a different use.

He had won the Derby, under peculiar circumstances,
as narrated elsewhere; he had rendered a signal though
an unostentatious service to the State; he had stolen,
under enormous difficulty, the most famous family jewels
in Europe; and he had relieved the most fashionable bride
and bridegroom of the season of the valuable presents
that their friends and relations had lavished on them.

Philanthropy was her hobby, and scarcely a day passed
in which she did not speak at some meeting, preside
over some committee, or endeavour in some way, as she
somewhat grandiloquently put it: ‘To better the lives and
ameliorate the conditions of our less fortunate fellowcreatures.’ In appearance she was a short, fair woman, of
about forty-five years of age, with a not unhandsome face,
the effect of which, however, was completely spoilt by two
large and protruding teeth.

On a morning following a banquet at the Mansion
House, at which he had been a welcome, as well as a
conspicuous guest, he was sitting alone in his study
smoking a meditative cigar. Though the world would
scarcely have thought it, a fashionable life did not suit
him, and he was beginning to wonder whether he was not,
after all, a little tired of England. He was hungering for the
warmth and colour of the East, and, perhaps, if the truth
must be told, for something of the rest he had known in
the Maharajah of Kadir’s lake palace, where he had been
domiciled when he had first made the acquaintance of the
man who had been his sponsor in English society, the Earl
of Amberley.

‘My dear Lady Caroline, this is indeed kind of you,’ said
Carne, as he shook hands with her, ‘and also of you, Lord
Amberley. To what happy circumstance may I attribute
the pleasure of this visit?’

‘I fear it is dreadfully early for us to come to see you,’
replied her ladyship, ‘but Lord Amberley assured me that
as our business is so pressing you would forgive us.’
‘Pray do not apologize,’ returned Carne. ‘It gives me the
greatest possible pleasure to see you. As for the hour, I am
ashamed to confess that, while the morning is no longer
young, I have only just finished breakfast. But won’t you
sit down?’

It was a strange coincidence that, while he was thinking
of that nobleman, and of the events which had followed the
introduction just referred to, his quick ears should have
caught the sound of a bell that was destined eventually
to lead him up to one of the most sensational adventures
of all his sensational career. A moment later his butler
entered to inform him that Lady Caroline Weltershall and

They seated themselves once more, and when they had
done so, Lady Caroline unfolded her tale.
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‘As you are perhaps aware, my friends say that I never
come to see them unless it is to attempt to extort money
from them for some charitable purpose,’ she said. ‘No, you
need not prepare to button up your pockets, Mr Carne. I
am not going to ask you for anything today. What I do want,
however, is to endeavour to persuade you to help us in a
movement we are inaugurating to raise money with which
to relieve the great distress in the Canary Islands, brought
about by the late disastrous earthquake. My cousin, the
Marquis of Laverstock, has kindly promised to act as
president, and, although we started it but yesterday, ten
thousand pounds have already been subscribed. As you
are aware, however, if we are to attract public attention
and support, the funds raised must be representative of
all classes. Our intention, therefore, is to hold a drawingroom meeting at my house tomorrow afternoon, when a
number of the most prominent people of the day will be
invited to give us their views upon the subject.

‘Then let me have the pleasure of booking both amounts
at once,’ cried her ladyship, at the same time whipping out
her note-book and pencil with flattering alacrity.
‘I shall be delighted,’ said Carne, with a smile of
eagerness.

‘I also,’ replied Amberley, and in a trice both amounts
were written down. Having gained her point, her ladyship
rose to say good-bye. Lord Amberley immediately imitated
her example.
‘You will not forget, will you, Mr Carne?’ she said. ‘I am
to have the pleasure of seeing you at my house tomorrow
afternoon at three o’clock. We shall look forward to hearing
your speech, and I need not remind you that every word
you utter will be listened to with the closest attention.’

‘At three tomorrow afternoon,’ said Carne, ‘I shall be at
your house. You need have no fear that I shall forget. And
now, since you think you must be going, good-bye, and
many thanks to you for asking me.’

‘I feel sure, if you will only consent to throw in your lot
with us, and to assist in carrying out what we have in view,
we shall be able to raise a sum of at least one hundred
thousand pounds for the benefit of the sufferers. Our
kind friend here, Lord Amberley, has promised to act as
secretary, and his efforts will be invaluable to us. Royalty
has signified its gracious approval, and it is expected
will head the list with a handsome donation. Every class
will be appealed to. Ministers of religion, of all known
denominations, will be invited to co-operate, and if you
will only consent to allow your name to appear upon the
personnel of the committee, and will allow us to advertise
your name as a speaker at tomorrow’s meeting, I feel sure
there is nothing we shall not be able to achieve.’

He escorted them to the carriage which was waiting
outside, and when he had watched it drive away, returned
to his study to write the cheque he had promised her.
Having done so, he did not rise from his chair, but
continued to sit at his writing-table biting the feather of
his quill pen and staring at the blotting pad before him.
A great and glorious notion had suddenly come into his
head, and the majesty of it was for the moment holding
him spellbound.
‘If only it could be worked,’ he said to himself, ‘what
a glorious coup it would be. The question for my
consideration is, can it be done? To invite the people of
England to subscribe its pounds, shillings, and pence for
my benefit, would be a glorious notion, and just the sort of
thing I should enjoy. Besides which I have to remember that
I am a thousand pounds to the bad already, and that must
come back from somewhere. For the present, however I’ll
put the matter aside. After the meeting tomorrow I shall
have something tangible to go upon, and then, if I still feel
in the same mind, it will be strange if I can’t find some way
of doing what I want. In the meantime I shall have to think
out my speech; upon that will depend a good deal of my
success. It is a strange world in which it is ordained that
so much should depend upon so little!’

‘I shall be delighted to help you in any way I can,’ Carne
replied. ‘If my name is likely to be of any assistance to you,
I beg you will make use of it. In the meantime, if you will
permit me, I will forward you a cheque for one thousand
pounds, being my contribution to the fund you have so
charitably started.’
Her ladyship beamed with delight, and even Lord
Amberley smiled gracious approval.

‘You are generous, indeed,’ said Lady Caroline. ‘I only
wish others would imitate your example.’
She did not say that, wealthy though she herself was,
she had only contributed ten pounds to the fund. It is well
known that while she inaugurated large works of charity,
she seldom contributed very largely to them. As a wit once
remarked: ‘Philanthropy was her virtue, and meanness
was her vice.’

At five minutes to three o’clock on the following
afternoon Simon Carne might have been observed - that,
I believe, is the correct expression - strolling across
from Apsley House to Gloucester Place. Reaching Lord
Weltershall’s residence, he discovered a long row of
carriages lining the pavement, and setting down their
occupants at his lordship’s door. Carne followed the
stream into the house, and was carried by it up the stairs
towards the large drawing-room where the meeting was

‘Egad,’ said Amberley, ‘if you’re going to open your
purse-strings like that, Carne, I shall feel called upon to
do the same.’
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to be held. Already about a hundred persons were present,
and it was evident that, if they continued to arrive at the
same rate, it would not be long before the room would be
filled to overflowing. Seeing Lady Caroline bidding her
friends welcome near the door, Carne hastened to shake
hands with her.

He had set himself a puzzle which would have taxed the
brain of that arch schemer Machiavelli himself. He was
not, however, going to be beaten by it. There must be some
way, he told himself, in which the fraud could be worked,
and if there was he was going to find it. Numberless were
the plans he formed, only to discover a few moments later
that some little difficulty rendered each impracticable.

‘It is so very good of you to come,’ she said, as she took
his hand. ‘Remember, we are looking to you for a rousing
speech this afternoon. We want one that will inflame all
England, and touch the heartstrings of every man and
woman in the land.’

Suddenly, throwing down the pencil with which he had
been writing, he sprang to his feet and began eagerly to
pace the room. It was evident, from the expression upon his
face, that he had touched upon a train of thought that was
at last likely to prove productive. Reaching the fireplace
for about the thirtieth time, he paused and gazed into the
fireless grate. After standing there for a few moments he
turned, and, with his hands in his pockets, said solemnly to
himself: ‘Yes, I think it can be done!’

‘To touch their purse-strings would, perhaps, be more
to the point,’ said Carne, with one of his quiet smiles.

‘Let us hope we shall touch them, too,’ she replied. ‘Now
would you mind going to the dais at the other end of the
room? You will find Lord Laverstock there, talking to my
husband, I think.’

Whatever the train of thought may have been that led
him to make this declaration, it was plain that it afforded
him no small amount of satisfaction. He did not, however,
commit himself at once to a decision, but continued
to think over the scheme he had hit upon until he had
completely mastered it. It was nearly midnight before he
was thoroughly satisfied. Then he followed his invariable
practice on such occasions, and rang for the inimitable
Belton. When he had admitted him to the room, he bade
him close and lock the door behind him.

Carne bowed, and went forward as he had been directed.

So soon as it was known that the celebrities had
arrived, the meeting was declared open and the speechmaking commenced. Clever as some of them were it could
not be doubted that Carne’s address was the event of the
afternoon. He was a born speaker, and what was more,
despite the short notice he had received, had made himself
thoroughly conversant with his subject. His handsome face
was on fire with excitement, and his sonorous voice rang
through the large room like a trumpet call. When he sat
down it was amidst a burst of applause. Lord Laverstock
leant forward and shook hands with him.

By the time this had been done he had lit a fresh cigar,
and had once more taken up his position on the hearthrug.
‘I sent for you to say that I have just made up my mind
to try a little scheme, compared with which all I have done
so far will sink into insignificance.’

‘Your speech will be read all over England tomorrow
morning,’ he said. ‘It should make a difference of thousands
of pounds to the fund. I congratulate you most heartily
upon it.’

Simon Carne felt that if it was really going to make that
difference he might, in the light of future events, heartily
congratulate himself. He, however, accepted the praise
showered upon him with becoming modesty, and, during
the next speaker’s exhibition of halting elocution, amused
himself watching the faces before him, and speculating as
to what they would say when the surprise he was going
to spring upon them became known. Half-an-hour later,
when the committee had been elected and the meeting
had broken up, he bade his friends good-bye and set off
on his return home. That evening he was dining at home,
intending to call at his club afterwards, and to drop in at
a reception and two dances between ten and midnight.
After dinner, however, he changed his mind, and having
instructed Ram Gafur to deny him to all callers, and
countermanding his order for his carriage, went to his
study, where he locked himself in and sat down to smoke
and think.

‘What is it, sir?’ asked Belton.

‘I will tell you, but you must not look so terrified. Put in
a few words, it is neither more nor less than to attempt to
divert the enormous sums of money which the prodigal
English public is taking out of its pocket in order to assist
the people of the Canary Islands, who have lost so severely
by the recent terrible earthquake, into my own.’
Belton’s face expressed his astonishment.

‘But, my dear sir,’ he said, ‘that’s a fund of which
the Marquis of Laverstock is president, and of whose
committee you are one of the principal members.’

39

‘Exactly,’ answered Carne. ‘It is to those two happy
circumstances I shall later on attribute the success I now
mean to attain. Lord Laverstock is merely a pompous
old nobleman, whose hobby is philanthropy. This lesson
will do him good. It will be strange if, before I am a
week older, I cannot twist him round my finger. Now for
my instructions. In the first place, you must find me a
moderate-sized house, fit for an elderly lady, and situated
in a fairly fashionable quarter, say South Kensington.
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Furnish it on the hire system from one of the big firms,
and engage three servants who can be relied upon to do
their work and, what is more important, who can hold
their tongues.

England had subscribed no less a sum than one hundred
thousand pounds for the relief of the sufferers by the late
earthquake. The same day Carne attended a committee
meeting in Gloucester Place. A proposition advanced by
Lady Weltershall and seconded by Simon Carne was carried
unanimously. It was to the effect that in a week’s time such
members of the Relief Committee as could get away should
start for the scene of the calamity in the chairman’s yacht,
which had been placed at their disposal, taking with them,
for distribution among the impoverished inhabitants
of the Islands, the sum already subscribed, namely, one
hundred thousand pounds in English gold. They would
then be able, with the assistance of the English Consul, to
personally superintend the distribution of their money,
and also be in a position to report to the subscribers, when
they returned to England, the manner in which the money
had been utilized.

‘Next find me an old lady to impersonate the mistress
of the house. She must be very frail and delicate-looking,
and you will arrange with some livery stable people in the
neighbourhood to supply her with a carriage, in which
she will go for an airing every afternoon in order that the
neighbourhood may become familiar with her personality.
Both she and the servants must be made to thoroughly
understand that their only chance of obtaining anything
from me depends upon their carrying out my instructions
to the letter. Also, while they are in the house, they must
keep themselves to themselves. My identity, of course,
must not transpire.

‘As soon as I give the signal, the old lady must keep to
the house, and the neighbourhood must be allowed to
understand that she is seriously ill. The day following she
will be worse, and the next she will be dead. You will then
make arrangements for the funeral, order a coffin, and
arrange for the conveyance of the body to Southampton,
en route for the Channel Islands, where she is to be buried.
At Southampton a yacht, which I will arrange for myself,
will be in readiness to carry us out to sea. Do you think you
understand?’

‘In that case,’ said Carne, who had not only seconded
the motion, but had put the notion into Lady Weltershall’s
head, ‘it might be as well if our chairman would interview
the authorities of the bank, and arrange that the amount
in question shall be packed, ready for delivery to the
messengers he may select to call for it before the date in
question.’
‘I will make it my business to call at the bank tomorrow
morning,’ replied the chairman, ‘and perhaps you, Mr
Carne, would have no objection to accompany me.’

‘Perfectly, sir,’ Belton replied, ‘but I wish I could persuade
you to give up the attempt. You will excuse my saying so,
sir, I hope, but it does seem to me a pity, when you have
done so much, to risk losing it all over such a dangerous bit
of business as this. It surely can’t succeed, sir?’

‘If it will facilitate the business of this committee I shall
be only too pleased to do so,’ said Carne, and so it was
settled.

On a Tuesday afternoon, six days later, and two days
before the date upon which it had been arranged that the
committee should sail, the Marquis of Laverstock received
a letter. Lady Caroline Weltershall, the Earl of Amberley,
and Simon Carne were with him when he opened it. He
read it through, and then read it again, after which he
turned to his guests.

‘Belton,’ said Carne very seriously, ‘you strike me as
being in a strange humour to-night, and I cannot say that I
like it. Were it not that I have the most implicit confidence
in you, I should begin to think you were turning honest.
In that case our connection would be likely to be a very
short one.’
‘I hope, sir,’ Belton answered in alarm, ‘that you still
believe I am as devoted as ever to your interests.’

‘This is really a very extraordinary communication,’
he said, ‘and it affects the matter we have most at heart,
perhaps I had better read it to you:

‘I do believe it,’ Carne replied. ‘Let the manner in which
you carry out the various instructions I have just given you,
confirm me in that belief. This is Wednesday. I shall expect
you to come to me on Saturday with a report that the
house has been taken and furnished, and that the servants
are installed and the delicate old lady in residence.’

154, Great Chesterton Street,
Tuesday Evening.

To the Most Noble the Marquis of Laverstock, K. G.,
Berkeley Square

MY LORD--As one who has been permitted to enjoy
a long and peaceful life in a country where such
visitations are happily unknown, I take the liberty of
writing to your Lordship to say how very much I should
like to subscribe to the fund so nobly started by you
and your friends to assist the poor people who have
lost so much by the earthquake in the Canary Islands.

‘You may rely upon my doing my best, sir.’

‘I feel sure of that,’ said Carne, ‘and now that all is
arranged I think I will go to bed.’

A week later a committee of the Canary Island Relief
Fund was able to announce to the world, through the
columns of the Daily Press, that the generous public of
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also arranged that the money shall not be handed over
except to a person who shall present my cheque, and at the
same time show this signet ring which I now wear upon
my finger.’

Being a lonely old woman, blessed by Providence with
some small share of worldly wealth, I feel it my duty to
make some small sacrifice to help others who have not
been so blessed.

Unfortunately, I do not enjoy very good health, but if
your Lordship could spare a moment to call upon me,
I would like to thank you in the name of Womanhood,
for all you have done, and, in proof of my gratitude,
would willingly give you my cheque for the sum of
ten thousand pounds to add to the amount already
subscribed. I am permitted by my doctors to see
visitors between the hours of eleven and twelve
in the morning, and five and six in the afternoon. I
should then be both honoured and pleased to see your
Lordship.

The other members of the committee expressed
themselves as perfectly satisfied with this arrangement,
and when certain other business had been transacted the
meeting broke up.
As soon as he left Berkeley Square Carne returned
with all haste to Porchester House. Reaching his study he
ordered that Belton should be at once sent to him.

‘Now, Belton,’ he said, when the latter stood before
him, ‘there is not a moment to lose. Lord Laverstock will
be at Great Chesterton Street in about two hours. Send a
messenger to Waterloo to inquire if they can let us have
a special train at seven o’clock to take a funeral party to
Southampton. Use the name of Merryburn, and you may
say that the amount of the charge, whatever it may be,
will be paid before the train starts. As soon as you obtain
a reply, bring it to 154, Great Chesterton Street. In the
meantime I shall disguise myself and go on to await you
there. On the way I shall wire to the captain of the yacht
at Southampton to be prepared for us. Do you understand
what you have to do?’

Trusting you will concede me this small favour, I have
the honour to be,
Yours very sincerely,
‘JANET O’HALLORAN.’

There was a momentary pause after his lordship had
finished reading the letter.
What will you do?’ inquired Lady Caroline.
‘It is a noble offering,’ put in Simon Carne.

‘I think there cannot be two opinions as to what is my
duty,’ replied the chairman. ‘I shall accede to her request,
though why she wants to see me is more than I can tell.’

‘Perfectly, sir,’ Belton replied. ‘But I must confess that I
am very nervous.’

‘As she hints in the letter, she wishes to congratulate
you personally on what you have done,’ continued the
Earl of Amberley; ‘and as it will be
the handsomest donation we have yet
received, it will, perhaps, be as well to
humour her.’

‘There is no need to be. Mark my words, everything will
go like clockwork. Now I am going to change my things
and prepare for the excursion.’

He would have been a sharp man who
would have recognized in the dignifiedlooking clergyman who drove up in a
hansom to 154, Great Chesterton Street,
half an hour later, Simon Carne, who
had attended the committee meeting
of the Canary Island Relief Fund that
afternoon. As he alighted he looked up,
and saw that all the blinds were drawn
down, and that there were evident
signs that Death had laid his finger on
the house. Having dismissed his cab he
rang the bell, and when the door was
opened entered the house. The butler who admitted him
had been prepared for coming. He bowed respectfully, and
conducted him into the drawing-room. There he found
an intensely respectable lady, attired in black silk, seated
beside the window.

‘In that case I will do as I say, and
make it my business to call there this
afternoon between five and six. And
now it is my duty to report to you that
Mr Simon Carne and I waited upon the
authorities at the bank this morning,
and have arranged that the sum of one
hundred thousand pounds in gold shall
be ready for our messengers when they
call for it, either tomorrow morning or
tomorrow afternoon at latest.’

‘It is a large sum to take with us,’ said Lady Caroline. ‘I
trust it will not prove a temptation to thieves!’

‘You need have no fear on that score,’ replied his
lordship. ‘As I have explained to the manager, my own
trusted servants will effect the removal of the money,
accompanied by two private detectives, who will remain
on board my yacht until we weigh anchor. We have left
nothing to chance. To make the matter doubly sure, I have

‘Go upstairs,’ he said peremptorily, ‘and remain in the
room above this until you are told to come down. Be
careful not to let yourself be seen. As soon as it gets dark
tonight you can leave the house, but not till then. Before
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you go the money promised you will be paid. Now be off
upstairs, and make sure that none of the neighbours catch
sight of you.’

His lordship did as he was requested, and while doing
so commented on the weather, and allowed his eyes to
wander round the room. He took in the grand piano, the
easy chairs on either side of the bookcase, and the flowerstand in the window. He could see that there was plain
evidence of wealth in these things. What his next thought
would have been can only be conjectured, for he was
suddenly roused from his reverie by hearing the man say
in a gruff voice: ‘It’s all up, my lord. If you move or attempt
to cry out, you’re a dead man!’

Ten minutes later a man, who might have been a retired
military officer, and who was dressed in the deepest black,
drove up, and was admitted to the house. Though no one
would have recognized him, Carne addressed him at once
as ‘Belton.’
‘What have you arranged about the train?’ he asked, as
soon as they were in the drawing-room together.

Swinging round he discovered a revolver barrel pointed
at his head. He uttered an involuntary cry of alarm, and
made as if he would rise.

‘I have settled that it shall be ready to start for
Southampton punctually at seven
o’clock,’ the other answered.

‘Sit down, sir,’ said the clergyman
authoritatively. ‘Are you mad that
you disobey me? You do not know
with whom you are trifling.’

‘And what about the hearse?’

‘It will be here at a quarter to
seven, without fail.’

‘Very good; we will have the
corpse ready meanwhile. Now,
before you do anything else, have
the two lower blinds in the front
room drawn up. If he thinks there
is trouble in the house he may take
fright, and we must not scare our
bird away after all the bother we
have had to lure him here.’

‘What do you mean?’ cried the
astonished peer, his eyes almost
starting from his head. ‘I demand to
be told what this behaviour means.
Are you aware who I am?’
‘Perfectly,’ the other replied. ‘As to
your other question, you will know
nothing more than I choose to tell
you. What’s more, I should advise
you to hold your tongue, unless you
desire to be gagged. That would be
unpleasant for all parties.’

For the next hour they were
busily engaged perfecting their
arrangements. These were scarcely
completed before a gorgeous landau
drove up to the house, and Belton
reported that the footman had alighted and was ascending
the steps.

cried: ‘Come in, Dick!’

A moment later the military individual, who had been
to Waterloo to arrange about the train, entered the room
to find the Most Noble the Marquis of Laverstock seated in
an easy chair, almost beside himself with terror, with the
venerable clergyman standing over him revolver in hand.

‘Let his lordship be shown into the drawing-room,’ said
Simon Carne, ‘and as soon as he is there do you, Belton,
wait at the door. I’ll call you when I want you.’

Carne went into the drawing-room and set the door
ajar. As he did so he heard the footman inquire whether
Mrs O’Halloran was at home, and whether she would see
his master. The butler answered in the affirmative, and a
few moments later the Marquis ascended the steps.

‘Dick, my lad,’ said the latter quietly, ‘his lordship has
been wise enough to hear reason. No, sir, thank you, your
hands behind your back, as arranged, if you please. If you
don’t obey me I shall blow your brains out, and it would be
a thousand pities to spoil this nice Turkey carpet. That’s
right. Now, Dick, my lad, I want his lordship’s pocket book
from his coat and those sheets of note paper and envelopes
we brought with us. I carry a stylographic pen myself, so
there is no need of ink.’

‘Will you be pleased to step this way my lord,’ said the
servant. ‘My mistress is expecting you, and will see you at
once.’

When he entered the drawing-room he discovered the
same portly, dignified clergyman whom the neighbours
had seen enter the house an hour or so before, standing
before the fireplace.
‘Good afternoon, my lord,’ said this individual as the
door closed behind the butler. ‘If you will be good enough
to take a seat, Mrs O’Halloran will be down in a few
moments.’

Then, turning to the door, he

These articles having been obtained, they were placed
on a table beside him, and Carne took possession of the
pocket book. He leisurely opened it, and from it took the
cheque for one hundred thousand pounds, signed by the
chairman and committee of the Canary Island Relief Fund,
which had been drawn that afternoon.
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‘Now take the pen,’ he said, ‘and begin to write.
Endeavour to remember that I am in a hurry, and have no
time to waste. Let the first letter be to the bank authorities.
Request them, in your capacity of Chairman of the Relief
Fund, to hand to the bearers the amount of the cheque in
gold.’

few moments since.’

‘You wish to kill me,’ cried the other. ‘I will not drink it.
I will not be murdered. You are a fiend to attempt such a
thing.’

‘I regret to say you are wasting time,’ replied his
companion. ‘I assure you if you drink it you will not be hurt.
It is merely an opiate intended to put you to sleep until we
have time to get away in safety. Come, that delightful poker
is getting hot again, and if you do not do what I tell you,
trouble will ensue. Think well before you refuse.’

‘I will do no such thing,’ cried the old fellow sturdily.
‘Nothing shall induce me to assist you in perpetrating such
a fraud.’
‘I am sorry to hear that,’ said Carne sweetly, ‘for I am
afraid in that case we shall be compelled to make you
submit to a rather unpleasant alternative. Come, sir, I will
give you three minutes in which to write that letter. If at
the end of that time you have not done so, I shall proceed
to drastic measures.’

There was another pause, during which the unfortunate
nobleman gazed first at the poker, which had been thrust
between the bars of the grate and then at the relentless
being who stood before him, revolver in hand. Never had
a member of the House of Lords been placed in a more
awkward and unenviable position.

So saying, he thrust the poker into the fire in a highly
suggestive manner. Needless to say, within the time
specified the letter had been written, placed in its
envelope, and directed.

‘One minute,’ said Carne quietly.

There was another pause, during which the Marquis
groaned in a heart-rending manner. Carne remembered
with a smile that the family title had been bestowed upon
one of the Marquis’ ancestors for bravery on the field of
battle.

‘Now I shall have to trouble you to fill in this telegraph
form to your wife, to tell her that you have been called
out of town, and do not expect to be able to return until
tomorrow.’

‘Two minutes!’

The other wrote as directed, and when he had done so
Carne placed this paper also in his pocket.

As he spoke he stooped and gave the poker a little twist.
‘Three minutes!’

‘Now I want that signet ring upon your finger, if you
please.’

The words were scarce out of his mouth before Lord
Laverstock threw up his hands.

The old gentleman handed it over to his persecutor with
a heavy sigh. He had realized that it was useless to refuse.

‘You are a heartless being to make me, but I will drink,’ he
cried, and with an ashened face he immediately swallowed
the contents of the glass.

‘Now that wine glass on the sideboard, Dick,’ said the
clergyman, ‘also that carafe of water. When you have given
them to me, go and see that the others things I spoke to
you about are ready.’

‘Thank you,’ said Carne politely.

The effect produced by the drug was almost
instantaneous. A man could scarcely have counted a
hundred before the old gentleman, who had evidently
resigned himself to his fate, laid himself back in his chair
and was fast asleep.

Having placed the articles in question upon the table
Belton left the room. Carne immediately filled the glass,
into which he poured about a tablespoonful of some dark
liquid from a bottle which he took from his pocket, and
which he had brought with him for that purpose.

‘He has succumbed even quicker than I expected,’ said
Carne to himself as he bent over the prostrate figure and
listened to his even breathing. ‘It is, perhaps, just as well
that this drug is not known in England. At any rate, on this
occasion it has answered my purpose most admirably.’

‘I’ll have to trouble you to drink this, my lord,’ he said,
as he stirred the contents of the glass with an ivory paper
knife taken from the table. ‘You need have no fear. It is
perfectly harmless, and will not hurt you.’

At five minutes before seven o’clock a hearse containing
the mortal remains of Mrs O’Halloran, of Great Chesterton
Street, South Kensington, entered the yard of Waterloo
Station, accompanied by a hansom cab. A special train
was in waiting to convey the party, which consisted of the
deceased’s brother, a retired Indian officer, and her cousin,
the vicar of a Somersetshire parish, to Southampton,
where a steam yacht would transport them to Guernsey, in
which place the remains were to be interred beside those

‘I will not touch it,’ replied the other. ‘Nothing you can
do or say will induce me to drink a drop of it.’
Carne examined his watch ostentatiously.

‘Time flies, I regret to say,’ he answered impressively,
‘and I cannot stay to argue the question with you. I will
give you three minutes to do as I have ordered you. If you
have not drunk it by that time we shall be compelled to
repeat the little persuasion we tried with such success a
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of her late husband.

readiness.

Carne and Belton
leant over the bulwarks
to watch him depart.

‘I think we may
congratulate ourselves,
Belton,
on
having
carried it out most
successfully,’ said Carne
when the coffin had
been carried on board
the yacht and placed
in the saloon. ‘As soon
as we are under weigh
we’ll have this lid off
and get the poor old
gentleman out. He has
had a good spell of it in there, but he may congratulate
himself that the ventilating arrangements of his temporary
home were so perfectly attended to. Otherwise I should
have trembled for the result.’

‘Good-bye, my lord,’
cried the former, as the
boat moved away. ‘It has
been a sincere pleasure
to me to entertain you,
and I only hope that, in
return, you have enjoyed
your little excursion. You
might give my respectful
compliments to the
members of the Canary Island Relief Fund, and tell them
that there is at least one person on board this yacht who
appreciates their kindly efforts.’
Then his lordship stood up, and shook his fist at the
yacht until it had faded away, and could no longer be seen
owing to the darkness. Presently Carne turned to Belton.

A few hours later, having helped his guest to recover
consciousness, and having seen him safely locked up in a
cabin on board, the yacht put in at a little seaport town
some thirty or forty miles from Southampton Water, and
landed two men in time to catch the midnight express to
London. The following afternoon they rejoined the yacht
a hundred miles or so further down the coast. When they
were once more out at sea Carne called the skipper to his
cabin.

‘So much for the Most Noble the Marquis of Laverstock,’
he said, ‘and the Canary Island Relief Fund. Now, let us be
off to town. Tomorrow I must be Simon Carne once more.’

Next morning Simon Carne arose from his couch, in his
luxurious bedroom, a little later than usual. He knew he
should be tired, and had instructed Belton not to come
in until he rang his bell. When the latter appeared he
bade him bring in the morning papers. He found what he
wanted in the first he opened, on the middle page, headed
with three lines of large type:

‘How has your prisoner conducted himself during our
absence?’ he asked. ‘Has he given any trouble?
‘Not a bit,’ replied the man. ‘The poor old buffer’s been
too sick to make a row. He sent away his breakfast and his
lunch untouched. The only thing he seems to care about is
champagne, and that he drinks by the bottle-full. I never
saw a better man at his bottle in all my life.’

GIGANTIC SWINDLE.
THE MARQUIS OF LAVERSTOCK ABDUCTED.
THE CANARY ISLAND FUND STOLEN.

It was well after ten o’clock that evening when Simon
Carne, still attired as a respectable Church of England
clergyman, unlocked the door and entered his prisoner’s
cabin.

‘This looks quite interesting,’ said Carne, as he folded
the paper in order to be able the better to read the account.
‘As I know something of the case I shall be interested to see
what they have to say about it. Let me see.’

The unfortunate gentleman needed no second bidding.
Ill as he had hitherto been, he seemed to derive new life
from the other’s words. At any rate, he sprang out of his
bunk, and set to work to dress with feverish energy. All
the time Carne sat and watched him with an amused smile
upon his face. So soon as he was ready, and the captain
had knocked at the door, he was conducted to the deck
and ordered to descend into a shore boat, which had come
off in answer to a signal and was now lying alongside in

Of all the series of extraordinary crimes which it
has been our unfortunate duty to chronicle during
this year of great rejoicing, it is doubtful whether a
more impudent robbery has been perpetrated than
that which we have to place before our readers this
morning. As everyone is well aware, a large fund has
been collected from all classes for the relief of the
sufferers by the recent Canary Island earthquake.
On the day before the robbery took place this
fund amounted to no less a sum than one hundred
thousand pounds, and tomorrow it was the intention
of the committee under the presidency of the Most

‘You will be glad to hear, my lord,’ he said, ‘that your
term of imprisonment has at last come to an end. You had
better get up and dress, for a boat will be alongside in
twenty minutes to take you ashore.’

The newspaper version ran as follows:
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Noble the Marquis of Laverstock to proceed to the seat
of the disaster, taking with them the entire amount of
the sum raised in English gold. Unfortunately for the
success of this scheme, his lordship was the recipient,
two days ago, of a letter from a person purporting to
reside in Great Chesterton Street, South Kensington.
She signed herself Janet O’Halloran, and offered to add
a sum of ten thousand pounds to the amount already
collected, provided the Marquis would call and
collect her cheque personally. The excuse given for
this extraordinary stipulation was that she wished to
convey to him her thanks for the trouble he had taken.

omnibus which was waiting outside. It was not until
late last night, when a telegram was received from the
Marquis of Laverstock from Plymouth, that the nature
of the gigantic fraud which had been perpetrated was
discovered. The police authorities were immediately
communicated with and the matter placed in their
hands. Unfortunately, however, so many hours had
been allowed to elapse that it was extremely difficult
to obtain any clue that might ultimately lead to the
identification of the parties concerned in the fraud.
So far the case bids fair to rank with those other
mysterious robberies which, during the last few
months, have shocked and puzzled all England.

Accordingly, feeling that he had no right to allow such
a chance to slip, his lordship visited the house. He was
received in the drawing-room by a man dressed in
the garb of a clergyman, who, assisted by a military
looking individual, presently clapped a revolver to his
head and demanded, under the threat of all sorts of
penalties, that he should give up to him the cheque
drawn upon the bank, and which it was the Marquis’s
intention to have cashed the following morning. Not
satisfied with this assurance, he was also made to
write an order to the banking authorities authorizing
them to pay over the money to the bearer, who was a
trusted agent, while at the same time he was to supply
them with his signet ring, which, as had already been
arranged, would prove that the messengers were
genuine and what they pretended to be. Next he was
ordered to drink a powerful opiate, and after that his
lordship remembers nothing more until he awoke to
find himself on board a small yacht in mid-channel.
Despite the agony he was suffering, he was detained
on board this piratical craft until late last night, when
he was set ashore at a small village within a few miles
of Plymouth. Such is his lordship’s story. The sequel to
the picture is as follows:

‘I regard that as a remarkably able exposition of the
case,’ said Carne to himself with a smile as he laid the
paper down, ‘but what an account the man would be able
to write if only he could know what is in my safe upstairs!’

That afternoon he attended a committee meeting of
the fund at Weltershall House. The unfortunate nobleman
whose unpleasant experience had founded the subject of
this story was present. Carne was among the first to offer
him an expression of sympathy.
‘I don’t know that I ever heard of a more outrageous
case,’ he said. ‘I only hope that the scoundrels may be soon
brought to justice.’
‘In the meantime what about the poor people we
intended to help?’ asked Lady Weltershall.
‘They shall not lose,’ replied Lord Laverstock. ‘I shall
refund the entire amount myself.’

‘No, no, my lord; that would be manifestly unfair,’ said
Simon Carne. ‘We are all trustees of the fund and what
happened is as much our faults as yours. If nine other
people will do the same I am prepared to contribute a sum
of ten thousand pounds towards the fund.’

Soon after the bank was opened yesterday, a
respectable-looking individual, accompanied by
three others, who were introduced to the manager
as private detectives, put in an appearance and
presented the Relief Fund’s cheque at the counter. In
reply to inquiries the letter written by the Marquis
was produced, and the signet ring shown. Never for
a moment doubting that these were the messengers
the bank had all along been told to expect, the money
was handed over and placed in a handsome private

‘I will follow your example,’ said the Marquis.
‘I also,’ continued Lord Amberley.

By nightfall seven other gentlemen had done the same,
and, as Simon Carne said as he totalled the amounts: ‘By
this means the Canary Islanders will not be losers after all.’

WRITE FOR RIPPEROLOGIST!

We welcome well-researched articles on any aspect of
the Jack the Ripper case, London’s East End or associated subjects.
Please send your submissions to contact@mangobooks.co.uk
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JACK THE RIPPER

and female sexual organs, which I assume would have
contributed greatly to his psychological make-up and
might explain his hatred of women.

JACK THE RIPPER SUSPECT
DR FRANCIS TUMBLETY

How likely is it that Francis Tumblety was Jack the
Ripper? Well, for me, it doesn’t matter whether he
was or wasn’t. What matters is that he was someone
the police suspected in 1888 and apparently took
seriously as a suspect. He is one of the most interesting
characters that study of the Ripper has rescued from
obscurity: a peripatetic peddler of pills and potions
who amassed a considerable fortune, he was a possible
Fenian sympathiser and maybe even a Fenian agent. He
was a notorious homosexual predator known on both
sides of the Atlantic for his extreme hatred of women.
He was arrested on suspicion of being involved in the
assassination of President Lincoln. He was a genuine Jack
the Ripper suspect... Really, what more could you ask for
in a subject for a biography?

MICHAEL L. HAWLEY
Mechanicsburg, Pennsylvania: Sunbury Press, Inc., 2018
www.sunburypress.com
softcover & ebook
280pp; biblio, index
ISBN:9781620068199
softcover £14.50 & ebook £5.07

Some time ago I began to
hear rumours that a cache
of
documents
throwing
important new light on
Francis Tumblety had been
unearthed and was being
examined by Michael Hawley,
author of The Ripper’s Haunts.
I contacted Michael and he
very generously let me see
the documents in question, all
700 of them! Going through
those documents was an exciting but Herculean task and
I did my very best to read through every single one, but
limited time and other commitments meant that I didn’t
complete the task. It was obvious that this discovery was
an important one and needed a full and proper analysis
and assessment, so I really wanted to see what Michael
would make of this mass of documentation. A book was
promised. Frustrated, I waited. I fired off an email now
and then asking when the book would appear. Then it
landed on my doormat!
It was worth the wait. This has got to be the definitive
book about Dr Tumblety. I don’t want to go into the new
information too much because it has been integrated
throughout this narrative history of Tumblety’s life
and career, but it suggests among lots of other things
that Tumblety carried surgical knives around with him,
which would certainly add to the reasons why the police
had suspicions about him, and that he had both male

Hawley takes you through everything that is known or
can be pieced together about Tumblety’s origins and his
family from birth to death: his early years, his beginnings
as a ‘quack’ doctor, his rather dubious history and sales
practices through to the 1880s, the suspicions that he was
Jack the Ripper, and his subsequent decline and death.
The book kicks off with an account of the murders,
Hawley lingering to cite newspaper reports of possible
relevance to Tumblety, such as the story of the Philadelphia
doctor whose alleged efforts to obtain uteri was given
publicity by Wynne Baxter, and the interest the police
showed in people, usually Americans, wearing slouchhats. Then we come to the ‘Littlechild letter’, which is
what brought Tumblety out of the shadows and for many
is the reason for believing he was Scotland Yard’s prime
suspect.
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The ‘Littlechild letter’ has its problems though, and
Hawley does his best to work around them, but I don’t
think he succeeded. The letter was written by Chief
Inspector John Littlechild to the journalist and playwright
George R Sims on 23 September 1913, and in it Littlechild
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INSPECTOR REID:
THE REAL RIPPER STREET

wrote, ‘I never heard of a Dr D. in connection with the
Whitechapel murders but amongst the suspects, and
to my mind a very likely one, was a Dr T. (which sounds
much like D).’

AMANDA HARVEY PURSE
FeedaRead.com, 2018
www.feedaread.com
softcover
166pp; illus, notes & sources
ISBN:9781788763004
£6.99

To some, Mike Hawley included, ‘amongst the suspects,
and to my mind a very likely one’, means that Tumblety was
Jack the Ripper, and Hawley actually says that Littlechild
‘claimed Tumblety was very likely Jack the Ripper’. But
that is not what Littlechild wrote. He wrote that Tumblety
was a very likely suspect, and a few words later he wrote
that he ‘was not known as a ‘Sadist’ (which the murderer
unquestionably was)’, so if Littlechild believed that Jack
the Ripper was a sadist, and if Tumblety wasn’t one, it
follows that Littlechild wouldn’t have thought Tumblety
was the Ripper.

When someone charges
money for a book they should do
the very best they can to produce
a professional product. Amanda
Harvey Purse clearly loves
researching and writing, she
gets emotionally involved with
the subject she’s writing about,
and she conveys her enthusiasm
to the reader, which is a gift
not every writer possesses. But
barely a page of this biography
of Inspector Reid is free from error; the writing is bad,
there are punctuation and spelling mistakes, literals by
the score, and a few factual errors too. Worse, lots of them
are small and should have been picked up when she read
(or got somebody to read) through the manuscript, and
the fact that nobody did so before the manuscript went
to the printer. I can’t stress enough that I like Amanda’s
enthusiasm and I like the genealogical data she produces,
but this is a shoddy piece of work for which she shouldn’t
expect anyone to pay. And it genuinely pains me to have
to say that.

Hawley challenges this objection, writing: ‘Why did
Littlechild state Tumblety was ‘a very likely’ suspect if he
did not mean it? Modifying the term suspect with ‘very
likely,’ logically means Littlechild believed the suspect
was very likely the killer. This creates a contradiction,
especially considering the fact that Littlechild brought up
Tumblety as a suspect as a better alternative to ‘Dr D’ and
Assistant Commissioner Anderson’s favourite suspect?’
But Littlechild did mean it when he said that Tumblety
was a ‘very likely’ suspect. There is no contradiction.
Littlechild’s meaning is clear. In every investigation
there are good suspects and poor suspects, or likely and
unlikely ones. Tumblety, a knife-carrying woman hater
with a special antipathy for prostitutes, would obviously
have made a very likely suspect. Furthermore, Littlechild
mentioned Tumblety because he’d never heard of ‘Dr D’,
not because he thought his Dr T was a better alternative.

Purse’s research generally doesn’t extend beyond
genealogical and she appears to be an adept user of
Ancestry and/or Find My Past, but this means that she can
miss or disregard other important lines of inquiry, such
as delving into Reid’s ballooning activities or his fictional
alter-ego detective Dier. She also likes to tell you of the
various solutions she considers when trying to resolve
knotty research problems. This can be informative and
interesting if you are interested in such things, but mainly
it should be restricted to when the speculation achieves
something. In the first few pages she explains that she was
unable to find a record of Reid’s mother’s marriage and
she speculates that maybe Reid’s mother used a middle
name to hide the fact that she was pregnant. I’m not sure
how this would have helped her hide her pregnancy, but
it turned out that a simple transcription error was the

The Littlechild letter is the key to understanding how
important Francis Tumblety was as a Ripper suspect and
if Littlechild discounted him because he wasn’t the ‘sadist’
which he believed Jack the Ripper had to be, then the key
source for believing that Tumblety was a leading Jack the
Ripper suspect is dashed. But, of course, we don’t know
the whole story and it is a fact that Francis Tumblety was
arrested on suspicion of having committed the murders.
It’s therefore important to know as much about Tumblety
as possible, and this densely-researched volume is the
definitive source, the go-to book for information about
a genuine Jack the Ripper suspect. It lays out his life,
documented through fully-sourced newspaper reports
and legal documents, and has a full bibliography and
acceptable index. A must have.

WANT US TO REVIEW YOUR BOOK?
GET IN TOUCH AT CONTACT@MANGOBOOKS.CO.UK
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reason why Purse couldn’t find the marriage record, so
Purse’s possibly unsavoury speculation was a waste of
time. I wondered why she’d bothered to mention it. She
also speculated that Reid was a twin and that his father
moved to London because he’d lost his home in Canterbury.
Now, there already exists a biography of Reid written by
Nicholas Connell and Stewart Evans, neither of whom is a
slouch when it comes to research, and they state that Reid
wasn’t a twin. I don’t know how they know this, but Purse
might have explained why she thinks they’re wrong. They
also say that Reid’s father moved to and lived above one of
his employer’s London offices in Hunter Street.

of the mill affairs that barely merit a paragraph in the
newspaper and tell us little or nothing about the skills
and abilities of the detective concerned. Purse thankfully
resisted the temptation to catalogue as many of the crimes
investigated by Reid as she could find, but she didn’t
investigate some of those that potentially told us something
about Reid. For example, in October 1877 Reid received
a huge reward of £20 (the equivalent of over £2,000 in
today’s money) following the conviction of two women
who at trial received stiff sentences, and Purse speculates
that the women must have been important criminals
and their arrest a significant one. Curious, I wondered
what this incident revealed about Reid’s detective skills
and whether it was pivotal in his career advancement,
so I took a quick look at the newspaper story Purse had
cited. It turned out that 28-year-old Elizabeth Roberts
and 24-year-old Annie Tracey were seen carrying a large
bundle and had run away as soon as Reid stopped and
began questioning them. They were quickly caught and the
bundle was found to contain stolen property. According to
Purse, they were sent to prison and on completion of their
sentences had to serve five years of police supervision,
and Reid and a colleague each received a reward of £12.
Purse suggests that five years’ supervision and the size of
the reward means these women were important. In fact,
Roberts, a hardened criminal who already had several
convictions and seven years’ gaol sentence to her credit,
went to prison for ten years and had to serve seven years’
police supervision. Tracey had one previous conviction
and the lenient magistrate sentenced her to one year in
prison and five years’ police supervision. Therefore, both
women did not receive five years’ police supervision as
Purse says. More importantly, the policemen received
£2 apiece, not £12, which was a very welcome £200 in
today’s money but not the £2,000 given by Purse. There is
therefore not a lot of significance about this arrest. What
worried me most, though, was that Purse said the story
of the arrest appeared in the Morning Post of 18 October
1877. I couldn’t find it there but found it in the Morning
Post of 20 October 1877. The Daily Telegraph and Courier
also carried the story on that date.

I might mention here that with a biography of Reid
written by two very able and knowledgeable authors
already in existence, Purse needed to have oodles of new
information and new insights, but sadly she didn’t. The
new information she had mainly concerned Reid’s grave,
apparently unmarked. Purse is hoping to rectify this, for
which she deserves the support of the Ripper community
– similar efforts secured a headstone for Abberline a few
years ago, and Reid is no less deserving. I wonder if Purse
has approached the makers of Ripper Street for a financial
contribution?

One claim often made about Reid, repeated in passing
by Purse, is that he was the model for Detective Sergeant
Dier, who appeared in ten novels by Charles Gibbon, a
very popular author in his day and a friend of Reid. This
friendship is itself interesting - how did it come about?
How long did it last? Is there any surviving correspondence
between Reid and Gibbon? – and Dier being based on Reid
(Dier is Reid in reverse) could tell us a lot about Reid
the man, Purse’s stated raison d’être, if Gibbon imbued
Dier with the character, personality and mannerisms of
Reid. The claim is also hugely important in the history of
detective fiction. The Detective Department at Scotland
Yard was created in 1842 and the first fictional Scotland
Yard detective, Inspector Bucket, appeared ten years
later in Charles Dickens’s Bleak House. He was followed
by Joseph Grimstone in Mary Elizabeth Braddon’s Aurora
Floyd in 1863, and Sergeant Cuff in Wilkie Collins’ The
Moonstone in 1868, but none of these were specifically
detective stories, none of the detectives were principal
characters, and none of them appeared in any other
books, so the appearance of Sergeant Dier in ten novels is
enormously important. Unfortunately, Purse didn’t follow
up this golden opportunity. Now, had she done she might
have discovered that Dier did not appear in ten novels, but
as far as I know was a peripheral character in Gibbon’s
most popular and best-remembered novel, By Mead and
Stream, published in 1886.
A detective’s lot can be a dull one, to paraphrase W.S.
Gilbert. Most of the crimes that come his way are run

I could say more. I won’t, because this book isn’t
representative of Amanda Harvey Purse’s work. Her
previous offering, Jack and Old Jewry, shows her potential,
but she needs the services of a good editor and proof
reader to knock her writing into shape. But to avoid
the literals and other minor errors she really must read
through her manuscript or find someone competent to do
it for her.
FALSE FLAG JACK THE RIPPER

STEPHEN SENISE
London: Acorn Independent Press, 2018
48
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motivated serial killer but were coolly and coldly planned
crimes intended to make it look like Jews were engaging
in blood libel. This is not the first time that it has been
suggested that the murderer had an ulterior motive. We
have had Sir William Gull tootling around the East End in
a horse-drawn carriage after the blackmailing friends of
Mary Kelly, and a Tsarist secret agent trying to show up
the failings of the British Police, to cite just two, and they
have never proved very persuasive, but in Senise’s morethan capable hands, backed up by detailed research, the
theory seems more than reasonable.

www.acornselfpublishing.com
[My security software repeatedly prevented access to this site,
having detected that it attempted to use my browser as a cryptocurrency miner.]
First Published: Jewbaiter Jack the Ripper: New Evidence and Theory:
London: Acorn Publishing 2017
softcover
286pp; illus; endnotes
ISBN:9781912145850
Hardcover £24.99, Softcover £12.99, ebook £7.99

In 1144 a lad named William
was murdered in Norwich.
His uncle claimed the local
Jews were responsible. When
a monk named Thomas of
Monmouth settled in Norwich
a few years later he was told
about the murder and a former
Jew, Theobold of Cambridge,
informed that every year at
Passover the Jews murdered
a Christian child in the belief that this would secure the
restoration of the Jews to the Holy Land. A council of
Jews chose the country in which the murder would be
committed, and the local Jewish community selected the
victim. In 1144 the victim was William. Many miracles
were associated with William, who was quickly canonised,
and Thomas of Monmouth wrote about these in a book,
The Life and Miracles of St William of Norwich, in which
he also related the nonsense told him by Theobold of
Cambridge. Intentionally or otherwise, he gave birth to
the disgusting myth of blood libel which in the Middle
Ages was used to justify violence against Jews. Blood libel
surfaced and re-surfaced down the generations and can
be seen in the Victorian period during the Jack the Ripper
murders.

The idea that the murders were committed to foster
anti-Jewish feeling by awakening the blood libel nonsense
takes up a good proportion of Senise’s intelligently-crafted
book and accounts for the former title, Jewbaiter, and less
obviously for the current one, which fortunately Senise
explains: a false flag is ‘A ruse. Designed to deceive in such
a way as to make certain activities appear as though they
are being carried out by other entities, groups. or nations.’
I didn’t like the title Jewbaiter, which seemed to me to
imply that the Jews were being provoked into taking an
action, whereas False Flag, if one knows what it means,
is that the Jews were being made to look as if they were
responsible for what was being done.

Senise then focuses on George Hutchinson, whose story
he dismisses as utterly bogus but sees in Hutchinson’s
description of the man an attempt to point a finger firmly
at the Jews. For example, the man was described as a wellto-do foreigner, ‘foreigner’ being a common euphemism
for Jew, and he lived locally, having previously been seen
by Hutchinson in the predominantly Jewish Petticoat
Lane market, and so on. Interestingly, Senise argues that
the finger-pointing at Jew had died down a bit during the
murder-free month of October, attention having moved
elsewhere, such as to slouch-hat wearing or uterusseeking Americans, and that in particular the three days
following Mary Kelly’s murder and Hutchinson giving his
story to the police, precious little mention had been made
of Jews. He argues that Hutchinson was the murderer and
that he came forward specifically to re-focus suspicion on
the Jews.

We all know that anti-Semitism was commonplace
in Victorian Britain and that a lot of utter nonsense was
believed, and you may recall that the blood libel story
of Moses Ritter burned brightly in the British press
for a short while, but it is seldom appreciated just how
close it came to provoking violence. Superintendent
Thomas Arnold genuinely feared that the writing on the
wall in Goulston Street could cause a riot and took it so
seriously that he recommended that the police take the
extraordinary step of destroying potential evidence by
erasing the message. This was an action of such magnitude
that the Metropolitan Police Commissioner went to
Goulston Street to take responsibility for giving the order
for Arnold’s recommendations to be carried out.
False Flag is an expanded edition of Stephen Senise’s
book Jewbaiter and to (I hope forgivably) oversimplify
the argument he advances, he does not believe the Jack
the Ripper murders were committed by some sexually-

Senise goes on to identify George Hutchinson with
a man of the same name who took passage on a ship to
Australia, where in due course he served time in prison
for having molested two boys. Whether or not you think
Aussie George was Pommy George is up to you. I must say
that I liked Senise’s idea that Jack the Ripper could have
taken advantage of the crew shortages caused by the 1889
Dock Strike to obtain a no-questions-asked passage on a
ship to Australia.
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Senise writes very well, which is a real bonus, and his
book is very well researched. The downside is the absence
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of an index and a slightly high cover price for a softcover. At
the time of writing, Amazon incorrectly has the softcover
almost eye-wateringly expensive, which Senise is trying
to correct. Also, the publisher’s website has maybe been
hacked to a crypto-currency mine! Whether or not you
agree with Senise’s theory, his book is one you should
read for the portrait he paints of the beneath-the-surface
anti-Jew or anti-immigrant East End. Recommended.

changed!

Underwood returns to home turf with a chapter about
haunted places and sightings associated with the Ripper.
In some respects, it is the best chapter in the book, not
because ghosts and hauntings are to be taken seriously,
but, as Underwood says, ‘The subject of ghosts connected
with the Ripper murders is one of the few aspects of the
crimes that has, as yet, never been examined in any depth.’
As far as I am concerned, that is something for which
we should be grateful, but if it is a subject that holds an
interest for you, Underwood’s chapter is pretty much all
there is.

JACK THE RIPPER:
ONE HUNDRED YEARS OF MYSTERY

PETER UNDERWOOD
Underwood Press, 2018
First Published: London: Blandford Press, 1987
ebook
181pp; biblio;
ISBN:B07CMF4QLX
£2.99

Although a slender book, Underwood early ran out of
steam and devoted a long chapter to ‘Thoughts on the
Ripper’, which consists of short essays written by Jim
Tully, Peter Rowe and Sean P Day, before concluding with
a look at ‘The Ripper as Entertainment.’

In 1987 several books were
published in anticipation of the
centenary of the murders the
following year. A couple offered
or sought to offer something new
or different, others provided
overviews, and a couple were
little more than bandwagonjumpers trying to make a fast
buck. Sadly, the offering from
the late Peter Underwood, who
was a distinguished author of
books about ghosts and hauntings, was one of the latter.

Peter Underwood was an experienced writer who could
make pretty much anything readable, and he pulled out all
the stops to put this book together. He was ‘old school’,
more concerned with telling a good tale well than he was
with its factual accuracy. His book is very much a product
of the McCormick school of Ripperology, and it’s now more
or less of interest for its curiosity value, for showing how
Ripperology used to be. And for that it’s worth a few quid.
JACK THE RIPPER
MYSTERIOUS MURDERS
SUNNY KUMAR
2018
ebook
19pp;
ISBN: B07CLYW963
£2.14

Underwood gives a basic account of the murders
and assorted suspects, spending rather more time with
Stephen Knight’s Jack the Ripper: The Final Solution than
we would do today, before proceeding to a chapter, ‘Jack
the Ripper: A Psychic Solution’ which was home territory
to him and dealt with the old Robert James Lees story.

I don’t normally buy 19-page
‘books’ about Jack the Ripper.
I bought and downloaded
this one before I realized how
long it was. All I can say is,
thank goodness it wasn’t any
longer. It’s badly written to the
point of being unintelligible in
places, the punctuation almost
doesn’t exist, the grammar is
bad, and the spelling leaves a
lot to be desired, particularly
street names (‘Burner Street’). I began to suspect that
English is not Sunny Kumar’s first language and that this
is a computer translation. That would almost make it
forgivable. Almost. But not when some poor sap like me
is paying hard-earned cash for it. Anyway, Kumar tries to
tell the story of Tumblety from the purchase of the letter
written by Littlechild (or ‘Little child’ as he writes it), but

He moves on to discuss the Ripper correspondence,
but his poor knowledge of the case, or perhaps simply
the ignorance of the time when he was writing, leads
him to do things such as uncritically accept that Dr
Dutton was a close friend of Abberline and that he took
‘microphotographs’ of 128 Ripper letters and notes
received by the Met. Dr Dutton existed, lived in the East
End at the time of the murders and apparently had an
interest in Jack the Ripper, but a good deal written about
him was probably invented by Donald McCormick.
In the following chapter, a review of the Ripper literature
as it was in 1987, Underwood wrote, ‘Donald McCormick’s
Identity of Jack the Ripper is generally regarded as one of
the best, if not the best, published works on the Ripper,
as a source of factual information, up to the present time.’
It is now regarded as one of the worst. How times have
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it’s a complete waste of time and money.

Kelly to Carmarthen, so I thought
a researcher trawling through
some dusty local archives had
discovered something nobody
else had found and maybe
hadn’t fully appreciated its
significance. This slim tourist
pocketbook duly landed on my
doormat, but disappointingly
it only gave a retelling of an
interesting story I investigated
over thirty years ago that erroneously connected Mary
Kelly with an Abigail Kelly. Otherwise, Creepy Carmarthen
is a fun little volume, but if the Mary Kelly stuff is anything
to judge by, the regard for historical accuracy might play
second fiddle to a good story.

JACK THE RIPPER:
THE HAND OF THE CHURCH

ANDREW G FREW
CreateSpace Independent Publishing Platform, 2017
softcover
130pp; illus;
ISBN:198147966X
£5.19

The bulk of this waste
of paper is a simple and
unremarkable retelling of the
murders. Then Frew gets to his
favoured candidate for Jack the
Ripper, Rev Henry Frederick
Mercer (which in one place autocorrect changed to Mercenary).
He begins by reprinting ‘An
East End Vicar and His Work’,
an article written c.1895 and
one of many to be found on
the Tower Hamlets’ Local History Library and Archives
website (www.mernick.org.uk/thhol/main.html). It’s an
interview conducted by ‘H.C.W.’ with the Rev. G.C. Daw,
the vicar of St Mary’s. Daw refers to his curate, Rev. Henry
Frederick Mercer, who had recently succumbed to ill
health.

WALK THROUGH HISTORY:
DISCOVER VICTORIAN LONDON

CHRISTOPHER WINN
London: Ebury Press, 2018
www.penguin.co.uk
hardcover & ebook
300pp; illus; index of people & index of places
ISBN:9781785036897
hardcover £10 & ebook £4.99

Chapter Four of this book
is ‘Walking in the Victorian
East End’ and as far as I recall
there is one mention of Jack
the Ripper, though he is not
indexed. There is a short entry
for the Ten Bells, which the
book tells us was built in the
1850s (I thought the current
building dated from the 1840s
and that a pub had occupied
the site back to the mid-1700s
or earlier), which focuses on the original Victorian tiling
inside and, of course, on the large mural, Spitalfields
in Ye Older Times. Passing mention is made to Annie
Chapman and Mary Kelly being ‘regular drinkers’ there
(it is possible that Mary Kelly was, but I’m not sure about
Chapman). Mention is also made of the Commercial Street
Police Station and the Commercial Tavern almost directly
opposite, and overall it’s a quite a nice chapter taking in
the Tower Subway and Tower Bridge, Oliver’s wharf, the
Wapping Hydraulic Power Station, Wilton’s Music Hall,
Whitechapel Art Gallery, Columbia Road, and so on.

Mercer was born in 1872, so he was 16-year-old in 1888
and in grammar school, but Frew believes on no evidence
that I could discern that between leaving grammar school
in 1888 and going to Cambridge in 1890, Mercer took a
break and went to London. Mercer, suggests Frew, was the
young gang member who attacked Emma Smith.
Further evidence includes Mercer’s astrological birth
chart and some nonsense based on an analysis of the cuts
on Eddowes’ face, and… Oh, why bother. The fact is that
Mercer was 16-years-old in 1888, there’s no evidence
that he was in London in 1888, no reason to think that he
was ever homicidal in his life, and no reason to think he
was Jack the Ripper. And the book has lots of those bogus
photographs supposedly of Jack the Ripper’s victims that
you can find on the internet and elsewhere.
CREEPY CARMARTHEN

NICK BRUNGER
Carmarthen, Carmarthenshire: Gomer Press, 2018
www.gomer.co.uk
www.facebook.com/nick.brunger
softcover
92pp; illus; further reading
ISBN:9781785622106
£4.99

Creepy Carmarthen received some press coverage
because the author connected Jack the Ripper via Mary
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Obviously, the focus of this book is on Victorian London
and it is a collection of walks - which seemed to me to be
original - designed by Christopher Winn, the author of the
I Never Knew That About… series of books, topics of which
included London, the Lake District, Scotland, Ireland, and
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even New York.

(along with a map, of course), a rough idea of the time the
walk will take and the distance covered, and even some
suggested places to stop for refreshment.

Much of London is Victorian, and some might argue
that too much of it is; Victorian redevelopers were fairly
ruthless, busy turning London into a modern city befitting
its status as the centre of the British empire. In fact, so
much of London is Victorian that many of its Victorian
buildings are overlooked and unappreciated. Christopher
Winn sets out to put many of this gems, hidden by the
everyday and familiar, into the spotlight. And he succeeds
remarkably well so that this book could quickly become
your handy, go-to companion when strolling the streets.

What is remarkable is the sheer quantity of information
the authors manage to pack in. Obviously, the subject is
huge and Kolsky and Rawson embrace things like the
Jewish Museum, Holocaust memorials, arts and artists,
the homes of Jewish Londoners. Modern London isn’t
neglected either, and this will be a particular value to the
visitor as it lists places to eat, places to stay and places to
worship, for example.
Frankly, if you are interested in the Jewish East End,
or Jewish London in general, this book should be on your
bookshelf. In fact, I’d warmly recommend taking it with
you the next time you visit London. And if you look on
Amazon you might be able to pick up a copy for a little
over a fiver. A bargain.

JEWISH LONDON:
A COMPREHENSIVE GUIDEBOOK
FOR VISITORS AND LONDONERS

RACHEL KOLSKY, & ROSLYN RAWSON
3rd Edition
Grantham, Lincolnshire: IMM Lifestyle, 2018
www.IMMLiestyleBooks.com
www.golondontours.com
softcover & ebook
224pp; illus in colour; glossary; index
ISBN:9781504800990
softcover £11.99 & ebook £7.85

WHITECHAPEL NOISE:
JEWISH IMMIGRANT LIFE IN YIDDISH SONG
AND VERSE, LONDON 1884-1914
VIVI LACHS
Detroit, Michigan: Wayne State University Press, 2018
www.wsupress.wayne.edu
www.klezmerklub.co.uk
hardcover, softcover & ebook
331pp; illus; appendices; notes; biblio; index
ISBN:9780814343555
hardcover £83.50, softcover £31.95,& ebook £21.35

We’re all familiar with the
Jewish East End as it was back
in 1888, but it’s gone now, apart
from a few remaining ghostly
shadows. Or so you would think.
In fact, an awful lot remains, if
you know where to look for it.
And Rachel Kolsky and Roslyn
Rawson have produced this
fabulous guide that does just
that.

I can’t claim to be a huge
fan of Klezmer, the traditional
music of East European Jews,
but now and again it suits my
mood, particularly the American
mixture with jazz, and a few
years ago I stumbled across an
album by a group called Klezmer
Klub called Whitechapel, mayn
Vaytchepl (‘Whitechapel, My
Whitechapel’).
The
title
obviously caught my attention
and I rather liked it. If you have Spotify you can easily
search it out and have a listen. If not, some extracts are
available on Klezmer Klub’s website (given above). Anyway,
Klezmer Klub is mentioned in the acknowledgements of
this book because Vivi Lachs is its vocalist!

Let me first admit my ignorance: Jewish London has
reached its third edition and until recently I didn’t
even know the book existed. The Jewish East End has
fascinated me for decades, yet somehow this book
completely escaped my attention. Of course, I can’t be
expected to know about every book that comes along, but
I can be considered a fathead for not knowing about this
one, which can justifiably lay claim to being the definitive
guidebook to Jewish London.
The main audience is foreign tourists visiting London,
but if you are visiting London from elsewhere in Britain,
or even a Londoner yourself, you’ll find this volume of
considerable interest.

From about the mid-1880s Yiddish cultural institutions
began to multiply in Whitechapel. Lachs dates their growth
to the publication of the newspaper Der Poylischer yidl,
which led to the creation of a small but thriving Yiddish
press and with it Yiddish theatre, music and music halls, in
which the immigrants harkened back to the villages they
had left, but also how they responded to the demands of

It kicks off with four walks around the Jewish East End,
jam-packed with facts and information. The first is an Old
Jewish East End Walk, then an Angels and Radicals Walk,
a Jewish Whitechapel Walk, and An East End Village Walk.
The starting and finishing places of each walk are given
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the new and often scary country in which they’d arrived.

the ground. Husband claimed that he shouted “Murder!”
at the top of his voice and that the assailant ran away.
Husband then said he went for help and met a man named
John Platt, to whom he said there was a man murdering
a boy. Platt went with the boy to the scene of the attack
and found Percy Searle bleeding from a wound in his
throat. The boy was alive but died as Platt cradled him in
his arms. Husband’s behaviour at the scene was decidedly
odd and unnerved Platt, who told the boy to run and fetch
the authorities. Instead, Husband went home for his tea.

Over 400 pieces of writing from the period between
1884 and 1914 have been identified, ranging from songs
to poems published in newspapers, and in many ways they
document the Jewish experience of the time. Everything
crime, worrying about paying the rent in Berner Street,
child prostitution, and match selling, as well as work,
religion, gambling, and life in general.

Whitechapel Noise is in two parts, part one is ‘The
London of the Lyrics’ and part two is ‘The Lyrics of London’.
The former is a history of politics and art, essentially a
history of the place that gave rise to the poems and songs,
whilst the second part is a detailed analysis of the content,
revealing what they have to say, sometimes quite hidden.
The book breaks new ground and, as Lachs says, reveals
‘a lively, vibrant, and noisy community facing immigration
problems head-on, sometimes with anxiety, sometimes
with anger, sometimes with humour.’

Robert Husband was in due course arrested and tried
for the murder of Percy Knight Searle, but the case against
him collapsed and he was released. There were several
other suspects, mostly strange men who had attracted
attention for one reason or another, but no one else was
ever arrested for the murder. In fact, the disinterest of the
police following the acquittal of Robert Husband suggests
they were convinced of his guilt and did not wish to devote
manpower and resources into investigating a crime they
believed they’d already solved.

Whitechapel Noise is clearly written, but not necessarily
an easy read. It’s an academic title, priced accordingly, the
hardback eye-wateringly so, but if the subject grabs you,
I doubt that you’ll find another book that deals with it so
effectively.

As David Green says in this first full-length study of the
Percy Searle case, the Ripper scare had spread across the
country, as the Portsmouth Evening News reported: ‘The
note of alarm sounded throughout the country by the
repeated Whitechapel murders has found its way in this
direction…’ and it went on to describe how people living
in the nearby rural areas had been in the habit of locking
their houses and not going out at night. About two weeks
earlier a letter signed ‘Jack the Whitechapel Ripper’ had
been found and the writer had threatened to murder ‘2
girls and a boy about 7 years old’, and on the same day
as little Percy had been killed, The Times reported that
the Thames Police Court magistrate had received a letter
signed ‘Yours, Jack the Ripper’, that bore a Portsmouth
postmark. Portsmouth being quite close to Havant, it gave
an added frisson to the child’s murder.

THE HAVANT BOY RIPPER:
THE MURDER OF PERCY KNIGHT SEARLE
DAVID GREEN
London: Mango Books,
www.MangoBooks.co.uk
hardcover & ebook
248pp; illus; select biblio; index
ISBN:9781911273400
£20 hardcover / £7.99 ebook

On 26 November 1888 eightyear-old Percy Knight Searle
was sent on an errand by his
mother. He was seen by several
people as he made his way to
Mr Randall’s drapery shop some
three hundred yards from his
home in Havant, a town in southeast Hampshire. He reached the
shop, collected a package for
his mother, and began the short
walk back home. He didn’t get far. In an area of darkness,
he was attacked.

Suspicions about Jack the Ripper have never really
moved far away from the murder of Percy Searle, it even
being suggested by Patricia Cornwell that he was possibly
a victim, killed by Walter Sickert. And some children in
Havant at the time of the murder claimed that Robert
Husband had a knife and was playing at being Jack the
Ripper, so if the police were right and he murdered Searle,
maybe it was a game that went terribly, horribly wrong.

The murder of Percy Knight Searle was a tragedy but
is also a tantalizing puzzle, and the Ripper link, though
tenuous, adds additional interest to the story. I recently

The only witness was eleven-year-old Robert Husband,
who saw a man “doing something” to a boy who was on

WANT US TO REVIEW YOUR BOOK?
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went to Havant and heard an excellent talk about the
murder by David Green. Being there, only a very short
distance from where the murder happened, made the
story seem very close in time as well as geography.
Reading the book afterwards made the whole experience
seem very real indeed.

examination, Monson was charged with murder. His trial
at Edinburgh would be one of the most controversial in
Scottish legal history.

Chief among the prosecution witnesses was forensic
expert Dr Joseph Bell, a doctor noted for his deductive
skills and generally identified as the model for Sherlock
Holmes. Holmes’s creator, Arthur Conan Doyle, had been a
student of Bell’s at the University of Edinburgh’s medical
school. In a letter from Doyle to Bell written in 1895 and
preserved in the archives of the Royal College of Surgeons,
Doyle wrote, ‘It is most certainly to you that I owe Sherlock
Holmes.’ Bell was convinced that Monson was guilty of the
murder of Hambrough,

A lot of work has gone into this book and David has an
eye for detail, so nothing, no angle, no possibility, seems to
have been missed. Insofar as a book about a child murder,
even a child murder 130 years ago, can be described as
enjoyable, that is what this excellently written book is.
THE ARDLAMONT MYSTERY:
THE REAL-LIFE STORY BEHIND
THE CREATION OF SHERLOCK HOLMES

Daniel Smith, who has written a most informative
and entertaining account of the Hambrough case, The
Ardlemont Mystery: The Real Life Story Behind the Creation
of Sherlock Holmes, persuasively argues that another
model for Holmes was the surgeon, Henry Littlejohn. He,
too, was convinced of Monson’s guilt.

DANIEL SMITH
London: Michael O’Mara, 2018
www.mombooks.com
@OMaraBooks
danielmsmith.wordpress.com
@DanSmith_Writer
hardcover & ebook
254pp; illus; biblio; index
ISBN:hardcover 978-178243-845 8, ebook 978-178243-847-2
hardcover £18.99, ebook £5.63

Monson had a very able counsel and against the
testimony of these experts and against all the odds, he
raised doubts sufficient doubt in the minds of the jury that
they passed the singular Scottish verdict of “not proven.”

Three men went out. Two
men came back. The third
man lay dead in a wood. He’d
accidentally shot himself in the
back of the head while climbing
a fence. At least that’s what the
two men said.

Jack the Ripper is mentioned. Smith briefly refers
to the murders – making one mistake; he says Jack
‘murdered and dismembered’ his victims, whereas he in
fact murdered and disembowelled them, which isn’t any
better but for is worth observing for the sake of complete
accuracy. Anyway, Smith goes on, ‘Although the case
remains officially unsolved, years later Bell would allude
to the fact that he and a colleague… had undertaken a
review of the evidence for Scotland Yard.’

It was 10 August 1893.
The three men who went out
shooting on the Ardlamont
Estate in Argyllshire, Scotland,
were Alfred Monson and
Edward Scott (which was an alias, one of many used by a
man whose real name was Edward Sweeney and who was
a bookie of dubious character). The third man, the one
who managed to shoot himself behind his right ear, was
20-year-old Cecil Hambrough.

The story is an old one: Bell and his colleague named
the same man, informed Scotland Yard, and the murders
ceased soon after. Smith suggests that Bell’s colleague
was Henry Littlejohn and he says that Bell and Littlejohn
looked at the files for the police – unfortunately, Smith
doesn’t give a source for where Bell alluded to reviewing
the evidence for Scotland Yard.
Littlejohn was suggested as Bell’s colleague by Diane
Madsen in an afterword to her novel The Conan Doyle
Notes: The Secret of Jack the Ripper and said it was
Littlejohn who gave Bell access to the files. Christopher
Sandford, in The Man Who Would be Sherlock: The Real
Life Adventures of Arthur Conan Doyle (2017), argued that
Bell’s colleague was Conan Doyle and the man both men
named was James Kenneth Stephen.

Remarkably, everyone accepted that Hambrough’s
death was an accident, but doubts surfaced when it was
learned that six days before the “accident” the young man
had taken out two life insurance policies to the value of
£20,000, the beneficiary of which was Alfred Monson’s
wife. Inquiries revealed that Monson also turned out to be
a rather disreputable character who’d been tried for fraud
and been lucky to be acquitted. He also acquired debts
like teenagers acquire spots, and had even collected the
insurance money on a school he owned had burned down
in somewhat suspicious circumstances.

It’s doubtful, however, that the story has an iota of truth
in it.

Setting Jack the Ripper aside, The Ardlamont Mystery
is a very good and easy read account of a once-notorious

Following the exhumation of Hambrough’s body and an
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case and a man who was probably a murderer who almost
miraculously beat the gallows despite all the odds being
stacked against him.

- and the mention of Whitechapel is possibly intended
to raise the spectre of Jack the Ripper, another selling
aide. But Stickler’s book has nothing to do with Holmes,
Whitechapel, or Jack, and it is even questionable that
the murder of Mrs Ridgley actually defeated Wensley
(although he seems to have thought that it did so).
Personally, I would have preferred the main title to have
been the present subtitle, ‘At Mrs Ridgley’s Corner’, which
piques the curiosity.

THE MURDER THAT DEFEATED
WHITECHAPEL’S SHERLOCK HOLMES:
AT MRS RIDGLEY’S CORNER

PAUL STICKLER
Barnsley, South Yorkshire: Pen & Sword History, 2018
www.pen-and-sworrd.co.uk
www.historicmurders.com
@paul_stickler
softcover
187pp; illus; biblio; notes; index
ISBN:1526733854
£14.99

Anyway, Wensley came to the conclusion that the
murderer was a near neighbour named John Healey. He
was tried for the murder and was acquitted! Now, I fully
understand why it was thought that the evidence was
considered insufficient to convict, it seems clear that he
was guilty. You’ll have to read the book to see if you agree.

Fifty-four-year-old Elizabeth
Ridgley lived with her Irish
setter above the small corner
shop she ran in the charminglynamed Nightingale Road, a
disappointingly ordinary row of
terraced properties in Hitchin,
Hertfordshire. It was an oldfashioned shop, common in
Britain into the 1950s, that
serviced the local community
and often stayed open late.

Paul Stickler has found some new surviving
documentation, which always adds to a book, and he
was a CID detective with the Hampshire Constabulary,
spending some time seconded to Quantico in Virginia. His
professional experience adds considerably to his analysis
of the surviving paperwork on this case. The writing could
have been a bit clearer, as it’s sometimes necessary to reread a section to fully understand what he’s talking about.
Overall, this was one of the best true crime
reconstructions I’ve read in a long while, Paul Stickler
having really got under the skin of the story. If I have
one serious complaint, it’s the index, which was very
poor. I know an index can’t list everything, but given the
title of this book, one might expect Sherlock Holmes and
Whitechapel to be listed, and not unreasonably Jack the
Ripper too. But they’re not. But they are mentioned in the
book itself.

On 27 January 1919, Mrs Ridgley was found dead
in her kitchen, beside her was her dog, also dead. The
Hitchen copper entrusted with the investigation, George
Reed, noted that blood was all over the place, as if Mrs
Ridgley had been brutally assaulted, but almost incredibly
concluded that she had been attacked by her dog, killed
or fatally wounded it, and then died from injuries she
had sustained fighting with the animal. The death was
dismissed as accidental and Mrs Ridgley was buried.

THE DENHAM MASSACRE

NEIL WATSON
London: Mango Books, 2018
www.MangoBooks.co.uk
www.facebook.com/neil.watson.5667
@neilhistory
hardcover, softcover & ebook
283pp; illus; notes; appendices; biblio; index
ISBN:1911273345
hardcover £15.00, softcover £10.00 & ebook £7.99

Unsurprisingly, doubts were raised and Mrs Ridgley’s
body was exhumed and examined by the renowned
pathologist Bernard Spilsbury, who concluded that this
was a case of murder, death having been caused by the
proverbial blunt instrument. The local coppers had signally
failed and needed more experienced help, so Scotland
Yard was called in and Detective Chief Inspector Frederick
Porter Wensley was sent to Hitchen to investigate.

Denham is a village in Buckinghamshire, about twenty
miles from London, and from time to time more celebrities
lived here than you’d want to shake a stick at. There was
also the location of a terrible and now largely-forgotten
multiple killing on 22 May 1870.

Wensley is the Sherlock Holmes of the title, of course,
having had this moniker bestowed on him by Dick Kirby
in his book Whitechapel’s Sherlock Holmes, published by
Pen and Sword in 2014. The title of Paul Stickler’s book
is misleading though. Putting Sherlock Holmes or Conan
Doyle in the title of a book taps into Holmes’ enduring
and increasing popularity and is a selling aide adopted by
quite a few publishers – witness The Ardlamont Mystery

Seven people, three of them small children, were
bludgeoned to death in their home, a sledgehammer being
among the weapons used. The crime scene was a bloody
nightmare. As the book says, the Denham Massacre, in
which Emanuel Marshall, his wife, sister, mother and
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three children were killed, is
one of the most shocking and
disturbing cases of mass murder
in British criminal history.

from what is a terrific book about a shamefully forgotten
murder case.

This really is a book to add to your reading pile. You’ll
regret it if you don’t.

Retired Metropolitan police
officer Neil Watson provides
the first full-length study of
this sensational but largely
forgotten Victorian murder
case. He carefully reconstructs
the events leading up to the
crimes and their aftermath and describes in detail the
police investigation and the eventual arrest of the suspect
John Owen, an armed and dangerous criminal with a
long record of petty offending. Following a day-long trial,
Owen was convicted of the capital crimes and executed
at Aylesbury Gaol by the notorious hangman William
Calcraft.

THE BATTERED BODY BENEATH THE FLAGSTONES,
AND OTHER VICTORIAN SCANDALS
MICHELLE MORGAN
London: Robinson, 2018
www.littlebrown.co.uk
hardcover & softcover
336pp;
ISBN: 9781472139476
hardcover £18.99 & ebook £9.99

As you will have guessed,
this is a collection of stories
about murder and mayhem in
Victorian times. Most of them
aren’t scandals – not in my
opinion – so the title is a bit
of a misnomer. Obviously, the
first thing I looked for was Jack
the Ripper, and he’s there, but
Michelle Morgan doesn’t trot
out the usual details. Instead she
gives the account of Emily Edith Smith, a name which rang
very faint bells and they became louder as I read more,
and then I recalled a long statement of hers reported in
Cardiff’s Western Mail and in which she swore to the truth
of the story she had told the police, which she knew they
disbelieved.

The first policeman to reach the scene was PC Charles
Trevener. Some clothes marked with blood were found
when the house was searched, and Trevener recalled
seeing a similarly-dressed man the previous morning.
Later that day Superintendent Thomas Dunham
travelled to Denham from Slough and took charge of the
investigation. Eventually, a man named Charles Coombes
reported a suspicious man known as Jack with whom he’d
shared lodgings.
Jack was eventually tracked down to Reading, where he
was arrested and identified as John Owen. Owen denied
having murdered anyone, but added, ‘ I know who did.’
He never said and the jury at his trial didn’t take long to
conclude that he was guilty. On 8 August 1870, John Owen
was executed by Calcraft.

The story dates from November 1892. 18-year-old Miss
Smith, alias Norton, and described as of good education,
respectably connected, quietly dressed, and who denied
that she was an ‘unfortunate’, met a man who took her to
a coffee shop and a pub and eventually pushed her into a
dark alley, where he tried to cut her throat. She managed
to knee him with considerable force and make her escape
whilst he was bent double and preoccupied with making
some noises in a high-pitched voice.

Neil Watson, a retired Metropolitan Policeman, has
done a cracking job dissecting the intricacies of this
ghastly crime. I was very impressed with the research,
Neil Watson having clearly brought his policeman’s eye
for order and detail to bear.

My only real criticism is that Neil Watson concludes
with a ten-page postscript lambasting a book called
Buckinghamshire in Crisis – A County Rotten to the Core.
Self-published by Martin Taylor in 2012, and severely
and apparently unfairly critical of the policemen who
investigated the Denham murders. Watson thinks it is
biased, sarcastic, rude and childish, but as far as I can
tell the book hasn’t been taken seriously by anyone and
therefore I don’t understand why it merited a lengthy
rebuttal. I think Watson should have ignored it altogether,
or, if he felt that he had to mention it, just dismissed it as
unworthy of discussion. However, this is just a personal
observation on a very minor issue and doesn’t detract

She duly told her story to Inspector Frank Froest and
gave a description of her assailant that matched that given
by Matthew Packer of the man to whom he sold grapes
and was accompanying a woman Packer identified as
Elizabeth Stride. Chief Inspector Swanson was reportedly
investigating the story, but when the press made further
enquiries they were told that no credence was being
given to the tale. And that’s when she made a long, sworn
statement to a solicitor, which is what I’d read in the
Western Mail.
That’s the story Morgan tells in this fascinating book,
but she doesn’t expand on it. And sadly, neither can I. The
mystery within the mystery is why Scotland Yard attached
56
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no credence to Smith’s story.

London: Hodder & Stoughton, 2018
www.hodder.co.uk
www.fernriddell.com
@FernRiddell
hardcover & ebook
352pp; illus; notes; index
ISBN:9781473666184
hardcover £25 & ebook £9.99

This is just one of many tales told by Ms Morgan and
the book is great reading with that late-night cup of tea, or
with which to pass the time in the smallest room.
CRIMES AND CRIMINALS OF
17TH CENTURY BRITAIN

Katherine Marie Schäfer was
born in Germany in 1871. Her
father mentally and physically
abused her, and her uncle,
who presumably foresaw the
direction in which things were
heading, managed to send the
teenager to live with her aunt
in England. Kitty began a career
on the music hall stage and very
quickly met the ‘casting couch’
used by theatrical booking agents and tried without
success to expose their Weinstein-like activities. She then
joined the suffragette movement and became a very active
and successful terrorist.

DANIEL J CODD
Barnsley, South Yorkshire: Pen & Sword History, 2018
www.pen-and-sword.co.uk
softcover & ebook
264pp; illus; index
ISBN:1526706083
softcover £14.99 & ebook £10.79

In the first line of the first
chapter of this readable book,
Daniel J Codd succinctly
points out: ‘Anyone wishing to
understand what life was like
during a particular era would
benefit from studying the great
criminal cases of the age, for
these are the best indicators as
to the social, religious, political,
and economic doctrines that
many people of the time lived their lives by, day in and
day out.”

The first decade and a half of the 20th century was
a difficult and very alarming time. The world was
changing and changing fast, upsetting the status quo, and
‘subversives’ of every description were pouring from the
woodwork. The rather unlikeable Basil Thomson, who
in 1913 replaced Sir Melville Macnaghten as head of the
C.I.D. at Scotland Yard, recalled that by 1913 he was so
pessimistic about the state of the country, particularly
labour unrest, that he remarked to a friend, ‘that unless
there were a European war to divert the current, we were
heading for something very like revolution.’ His pessimism
wasn’t altogether unjustified. There had been a series of
high profile events like the Tottenham Outrage in 1909
when Russian/Latvian anarchists engaged in a running
gun battle with the police, and the famous Siege of Sidney
Street in 1911, in which a small group of anarchists holed
up in an East End house and engaged in another gunfight.
Activities of Indian revolutionaries had culminated in
the 1909 assassination of Sir William Curzon Wyllie by
an Indian student at the University of London, Madan
Lal Dhingra (who was hanged at Pentonville Prison that
year). Then there were communists, socialists, trade
unionists, spies, foreign agents, and in some respects the
worst of all, women.

Sometimes, maybe even most of the time, true crime
books are about the crimes and criminals from the 19th
century onwards, which is understandable given that a
lot of information available, but if we are to take Codd’s
observation to heart, it would be particularly interesting
to learn about the crimes and criminals of earlier
centuries. Some criminals of these times are quite wellknown of course, such as Spitalfields-born Jack Sheppard
(1702-1724), Thief-taker General Jonathan Wilde (16831725), highwayman Dick Turpin (1705-1739), and
several others, and there are some books about crimes
and criminals in earlier centuries, but good reading is
sparse, which is why Daniel Codd’s book jumped out at
me.
The crimes and criminals are discussed in ten varied
chapters: Murder and Crime in London; Lawless Noblemen
and Duelling Gentlemen; Town and Countrymen; Robbers,
Bandits and Highwaymen; Britain’s Earliest Serial Killers;
Coastal Crimes; Riots Disorder and Insurrection; Clan
Warfare; War Crimes; and finally, Judicial Murder.
The book is
Recommended.

easy

reading

and

Wrote Basil Thomson, ‘I am not sure that these ladies
[suffragettes] were not a more troublesome problem than
all the rest put together. They steered clear of assassination,
but they burned down churches, blew up the Coronation
Chair in Westminster Abbey, damaged priceless pictures,
set valuable property on fire, smashed half the plate-glass

informative.

DEATH IN TEN MINUTES:
KITTY MARION: ACTIVIST. ARSONIST. SUFFRAGETTE
FERN RIDDELL
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windows in Regent Street, and attempted to throw the
King’s horse at the Derby. Most of them had quite forgotten
the vote and were intent only upon the excitement.
Many of them lived in studios where they could plot and
contrive street pageants uninterrupted by their elders to
their hearts’ content. When they were caught they used to
scream down the witnesses or the magistrate, and when
they were committed to prison they went on hungerstrike. The so-called ‘Cat and Mouse’ Act was devised to
meet this contingency, but many of them eluded re-arrest
by a large expenditure of money on motor-cars, and by an
ingenuity that might have been employed upon a better
cause.’

pavilions, churches, glasshouses, even Edinburgh’s Royal
Observatory. Chemical attacks on postmen, postboxes,
golfing greens and even the prime minister… left victims
with terrible burns and sorely irritated eyes and throats,
and destroyed precious correspondence.’ But she hardly
ever got down to the nitty-gritty specifics of what Kitty
Marion personally did, the innocent lives she endangered,
the people she hurt, and the property she destroyed. This
broad generalising robbed the story of a lot of context.
A very minor example is that on the outbreak of war the
German-born Kitty faced deportation as a potential spy.
She naively surrendered herself to the mercy of the police
and was interviewed by Superintendent Quinn. Riddell
doesn’t tell her readers who this policeman was, but it
is perhaps revealing to know that he was the head of the
Special Branch and soon to be Sir Patrick Quinn. I think
the fact that Kitty Marion was interviewed by the top cop
of the national security arm of the police says a lot about
her importance to those who viewed her as a dangerous
criminal.

The violence in which the suffragettes engaged is
largely forgotten today, deliberately sanitised in Riddell’s
view, so that the movement seems like an offshoot of
the WI, with women marching and carrying banners
and making speeches, some eccentrics breaking a few
windows here and there, or chaining themselves to fences,
or going on hunger strike when arrested and in prison,
but basically doing little more than making a lot of noise
in a just and righteous cause, their cries eventually heard.
But the reality wasn’t quite like that, as Basil Thomson’s
comments succinctly make clear, and a chief protagonist
was the music hall performer Kitty Marion, a terrorist
sent by Emmaline and Christabel Pankhurst to undertake
bombings and arson attacks around the country. Death
in Ten Minutes tells the story of Kitty Marion, drawing
liberally on her unpublished and recently re-discovered
autobiography.

I was surprised by some clumsy writing that hampered
the flow, but overall Death in Ten Minutes was a very
enjoyable and in some respects informative read, but
it would have been better if Fern Riddell had told Kitty
Marion’s story as a straightforward history of who did
what, where, when and why. It misses doing that, possibly
because Riddell seems uncertain of where she wanted to
take her story. Nevertheless, a recommended read.
I’LL BE GONE IN THE DARK: ONE WOMAN’S
OBSESSIVE SEARCH FOR THE GOLDEN STATE KILLER

Riddell has a good story to tell but doesn’t tell it
particularly well. 2018 is the centenary of the passing of
the Representation of the People’s Act, which gave some
women the vote, and the bookshop shelves are full of
books rightly lauding the suffragettes, but the movement
had its dark side which is exposed by the story of Kitty
Marion, but that’s not a tale Riddell seemed comfortable
telling. Instead she used Marion’s vocal campaign
against the Weinstein-like activities of theatrical booking
agents and her equally untiring support for the birth
control movement to present Marion as a champion
of sex-positivism and traced her ideas back to Mary
Wollstonecraft.
This is not to say that Riddell pulls punches when
describing what the Suffragette terrorists did. She
observes that ‘From 1912 to 1914 Christabel Pankhurst
orchestrated a nationwide bombing and arson campaign
the likes of which Britain had never seen before and
hasn’t experienced since. Hundreds of attacks by either
bombs or fire, carried out by women using codenames
and aliases, destroyed timber yards, cotton mills, railway
stations, MP’s homes, mansions, racecourses, sporting

MICHELLE MCNAMARA
Harper, 2018
Hardcover, paperback & ebook
352pp; illus
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Before the arrest last April
of Joseph James DeAngelo for
the crimes attributed to the
‘Golden State Killer’ (also and
formerly known as the ‘Original
Night Stalker’ and the ‘East
Area Rapist’), I had read two
books on the case- Case Files
of the East Area Rapist/Golden
State Killer by Kat Winters
and Keith Komos and Hunting
a Psychopath by Richard Shelby. Case Files, written by
the founders of a website dedicated to the case, does
exactly what is described on the cover, chronicling in
minute and increasingly violent detail each and every
incident of prank phone calls, prowling, burglary, rape
and murder believed to have been committed by the thenunknown serial killer for over a decade across the state of
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California. A grim read, indeed. Hunting a Psychopath was
self-published by the retired Sacramento County Sheriff’s
detective who had been investigating the case since 1976
and was one of the first to link a series of rapes in the
East County cities of Citrus Heights, Rancho Cordova and
Carmichael to the same perpetrator, thereafter dubbed
the ‘East Area Rapist’. I had yet to get around to reading
Michelle McNamara’s book on the man she was the first to
call the Golden State Killer when, suddenly and with much
media attention, he was captured. It was over.

the investigators she interviewed believed it was only a
matter of time. Gary Ridgway, the Green River Killer, had
been arrested and convicted in 2001 not by dogged police
work, but rather in spite of bad police work. It was, as
he himself said, technology that captured him. The same
is true for the Golden State Killer. McNamara shows us
repeatedly that in the last years of the investigation the
primary focus was on matching the killer’s DNA with
hundreds upon hundreds of suspects until they hit on a
match. When they finally did, sadly, she was no longer
alive to see the day.

So to now go back and read a book about an unsolved
series of crimes published two months prior to those
crimes being solved is an unusual experience to say the
least. The mysterious serial killer McNamara chronicles
that commits the most heinous of crimes and then
vanishes into the night is a mystery no longer. The sick and
terrifying individual can now be seen as a rather pathetic
bald old man, staring helplessly out as us from his mug
shot, and, a few days later, pushed into his arraignment in
a wheelchair looking bewildered and confused.

There will be many more books to come about the
crimes of Joseph James DeAngelo but each and every one
will undoubtedly be judged against I’ll Be Gone In The
Dark, and Michelle McNamara has set the bar exceedingly
high. I thoroughly recommend it.
Review by Jonathan Menges

EDMUND: IN SEARCH OF
ENGLAND’S LOST KING
FRANCIS YOUNG
London: I.B.Tauris, 2018
www.ibtaurus.com
drfrancisyoung.com
@DrFrancisYoung
hardcover
204pp; illus in colour; notes; biblio; index
ISBN: 9781788311793
£20

Michelle McNamara was a true crime writer who
published articles about the Golden State Killer and other
unsolved murders in both magazines and via her website
blog ‘TrueCrimeDiary’. She was nearly finished writing I’ll
Be Gone in the Dark when she died suddenly in her sleep
in 2016 at the age of 42. Her widowed husband, Patton
Oswalt, enlisted the help of her friend and fellow crime
writer Paul Haynes to help complete the project and bring
it to publication.

The remains of King Richard
III were found buried beneath
a car park in Leicester and the
discovery was as extraordinary
as it was thrilling. For me,
though, a more exciting
discovery (because it’s really
my period of history) would
be if the remains of a king
named Edmund are really at
rest beneath a tennis court
in the Abbey Gardens, Bury
St Edmunds. Dr Francis Young, the author of this slim
volume, believes it likely that they might be, and he argues
the case quite persuasively.

The book is written in the first person and is as much
about Michelle McNamara’s own journey to catch the killer
as it is about the crimes themselves. She travels to many
locations where the rapes and murders were committed
meeting with investigators, crime technicians and web
sleuths, each time picking their brains as to how the killer
operated, why, and who he might be. She takes the reader
back to California of the 1970s where a population boom
led to a massive growth in new suburban developments
where many of the neighborhoods, still partially under
construction, became the hunting ground for the
murderer. And we’re with her in more recent years as
she tries to balance her family life along with Hollywood
society (her husband is a famous actor and comedian) all
the while, almost in secret, being fixated on the crimes of
the Golden State Killer.

But that’s not the primary thrust of this book (though it
is probably Dr Young’s fervent hope that his book will lead
to excavations taking place) which is that Edmund could
and probably should be England’s patron saint. He is
probably a far better person to be England’s patron saint
than the Cappadocian George. Indeed, for a very long time
he was quite possibly considered in that capacity. I’d never
really given much thought to England’s patron saint, who
isn’t celebrated like St David and especially St Patrick, and

After DeAngelo’s arrest, many cited this book as
reinvigorating the case and even went so far as to say
that Michelle McNamara should receive some credit
for solving it. But reading the book gives you the clear
sense that during her investigation in the last decade of
her life the momentum was going their way and many of
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I’m not sure a St Edmund’s Day would be either. On the
other hand, I rather liked the idea that England’s patron
saint should be somebody identifiably ‘English’, who was
born, who lived, who died, and who was martyred in the
country.

celebrates or celebrated the
1100th anniversary of the death
of Æfhelflæd, who was buried
there. A statue representing
Æthelflæd
was
recently
unveiled outside the railway
station in Tamworth, a large
market town fourteen miles
from Birmingham. Tamworth
was the capital of the ancient
Anglo-Saxon kingdom of Mercia
and Æthelflæd died there on 12 June 918.

And in case you haven’t heard of this fellow Edmund,
he was a king of the East Angles, a tribe of people from
Angeln in northern Germany who settled in and gave
their name to modern Norfolk and Suffolk, and from
whom East Anglia takes its name. We know little more
about most of their kings than their names, but its most
powerful king was Raedwald, who Bede describes as
one of a select group called a bretwalda, a word whose
precise meaning is uncertain but denotes an over-king or
over-lord; probably a king who held authority over all or
a substantial number of the Anglo-Saxon kingdoms. It is
probably Raedwald who was buried at Sutton Hoo (see
www.nationaltrust.org.uk/sutton-hoo).

Æthelflæd – pronounced Ethel fled - was an
extraordinary woman. She was the daughter of Alfred
the Great, married to the king of Mercia, and on his death
she ruled as queen, planning ‘one of the most brilliant
campaigns in the in the whole of the Dark Ages’ (as
Michael Wood put it)

Edmund is pretty obscure too. He was a Christian King
in the 850s and a contemporary ally of Alfred the Great,
similarly resisting the advances of the Vikings, but, unlike
Alfred, he didn’t evade capture. The heathen enemy tried
to force Edmund to renounce his faith, but he refused, so
the Vikings tied him to a tree and shot him full of arrows,
then cut off his head. Or so the story goes.

Not a lot is known about Æthelflæd, but thankfully the
Mercian Register has saved her from vanishing into almost
total obscurity. This is an account of happenings in Mercia
between 904 and 924 and is incorporated in just three of
the surviving manuscripts of the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle.
But even this doesn’t tell us the whole story.

This was a very enjoyable book, clearly written, and
full of detail (insofar as there is much detail surrounding
such an obscure figure). The index is really good, the
bibliography very long, and there are lots of notes and
sources, all of which combine to make this the definitive
book on St Edmund.

I was really pleased to see this book because I’ve been
intrigued to find out more about Æthelflæd since Michael
Wood featured her prominently in a documentary series
about Alfred. I found the book an informative, interesting
and easy read, but over the last few years I’ve noticed
several books are based on the author’s research for an
academic qualification, and Joanna Arman researched
Æthelflæd as part of her MA. I sensed, perhaps wrongly,
that she was sharing her discoveries rather having
decades of study behind her. But this is a minor point. I
still thoroughly enjoyed her book.

THE WARRIOR QUEEN:
THE LIFE AND LEGEND OF AETHELFLAED,
DAUGHTER OF ALFRED THE GREAT

JOANNA ARMAN
Stroud, Gloucestershire: Amberley Publishing, 2018
www.amberley-books.com
First Published: in hardback, Stroud, Gloucestershire, Amberley, 2017
hardcover, softcover & ebook
285pp; illus; glossary; notes; biblio; index
ISBN:1445682796
hardcover £20, softcover £10, ebook £7

You will see several books about Æthelflæd this year.
Tim Clarkson’s Æthelflæd: Lady of the Mercians is due
round about now and should be very good, and Margaret
Jones’ Founder, Fighter, Saxon Queen: Aethelflaed, Lady of
the Mercians is coming in August.

Still in the future, as I write this, but possibly long
gone by the time you read it, is/was the Warrior Queen
Festival in Gloucester. Held between 8-12 June, it

All reviews by Paul Begg unless stated
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BLOOD SIPPER

fingers, revealing a crushed gruesome thing, red against
the white of my palm like the face of a warbler’. It is Mary
Kelly’s heart.

ILSE V. RENSBURG
Sera Blue, 2018

Kindle Edition, 33pp.
£3.56

BLADE OF THE RIPPER
K.T. TOMB

Ilse V. Rensburg is a South
African author of fantasy
stories for teenagers. With
Blood Sipper she has branched
out into horror fiction for
adults. This small book ‒ a
novelette, really ‒ presents
a chilling portrait of Jack the
Ripper as a vampire. You will
finish it in under half an hour,
but the aftertaste of blood and
ash will linger a lot longer.

Rain Press, 2018

ISBN 978-138778583

Kindle Edition, 107pp.
£2.12

The story takes place mostly in the Ten Bells, where
our unnamed narrator is making himself known to Mary
Jane Kelly, or she to him. She is ‘as rich as the first bite
of summer fruit’; he is a former abattoir worker with a
history of hysteria and convulsions. So severe are the
symptoms, his father used to chain him to a meat hook in
the family’s butcher shop until the seizures passed. Then
one night a ‘long-toothed stranger’ came a-calling … Now,
vampires are on the loose in Whitechapel, and SpringHeeled Jack leaps off buildings like a trapeze artist.
In truth, there is little about her story that we haven’t
seen before, and the author doesn’t always avoid the
crudities of genre horror. But Blood Sipper is unmistakably
the work of a poet. By turns horrifying and sensuously
beautiful, it is a study of one man’s slow and inevitable
decline into madness. She captures Jack the Ripper’s
world in bright and garish splashes of colour. “I unfold my
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Blade of the Ripper is book
eleven in the Nick Caine
adventure series franchise.
Caine is an archaeologist and
an antiquities thief; together
with his sidekick Ishimi
Cayumel he travels to exotic
and far-flung corners of the
world in search of treasure
trove and priceless amulets
buried in the crumbling
catacombs of fabled lost cities.

On the face of it, his latest assignment seems a lot less
glamorous ‒ a trip to Whitechapel to locate the knife used
by Jack the Ripper. At Heathrow, Nick and Ishi are met by
Kimberley Ashton (a member of the Whitechapel Society,
we are told), who acts as their factotum and tour guide
to all thing Ripperish. Soon the intrepid adventurers are
neck-deep in trouble, trapped in a vault beneath St Mary’s
Church in Rotherhithe. But when they break through the
masonry into a tunnel beyond, they find a cache of old
books belonging to a mysterious cult called the White
Rose Guild, and in one of these books is a list of Jack the
Ripper’s victims...
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And we’re off: ritual killings, the Freemasons, a
centuries-old secret society of women called the Kharites,
sexual magic, Peter Sutcliffe, and a labyrinth on a Swedish
island. And somewhere, among all of this, glints the blade
of Jack the Ripper.

fetch boy’, Master Brody, who regularly vomits at crime
scenes. Their relationship is beautifully handled, and a
highlight of this clever and shocking book.

This is a harrowing tale in many ways, but it gleams
like a macabre fairytale and the writing is scintillating.
And you get an unstintingly gripping thriller and murder
mystery romance as well. Recommended.

K.T. Tomb lives in Portland, Oregon. She may be an
archaeologist; that may not be her real name. One thing’s
for sure: she writes fast-paced, action-packed, adrenalinfuelled adventure stories with plenty of twists and turns,
and it is testimony to her skill that this short novel remains
engrossing even when the plot wanders off into daft and
outlandish territory.

THE ALBURY STREET MASQUERADE:
THE RIPPER’S STORY
AMANDA TAMS AND HARRY HORSMAN
Independently published, 2018
ISBN 978-1976822643

PAINTED TRUST

Kindle Edition, 276pp.

ELSA HOLLAND

£3.00

Elsa Holland Books, 2018

This novel begins with the
murder of Alice McKenzie
and the near-death of Jack
the Ripper in a road accident.
He recuperates in the home
of Emily, a recovering
hebephrenic who eventually
bears his child. Meanwhile,
in a parallel storyline set in
the present day, Larry and
his partner of five years,
Glenda, go exploring an old
house on Albury Street in Deptford. As the dual narratives
interweave and subtly bleed into one another, we learn
that the house is haunted by Larry’s dead ancestors and
that Emily is Larry’s great-great-grandmother.

Kindle Edition, 441pp.
£3.29

Elsa Holland is a new author
to me, but on the strength of
this novel I will definitely be
seeking out her earlier (and
future) work. Painted Trust is
a dark and wonderfully creepy
Gothic erotic thriller set in
London and Edinburgh just
a few years after the Jack the
Ripper murders. It concerns
the Painted Sisters, a group
of women who have been
beautifully and extensively tattooed and sold as living
works of art to rich and powerful Collectors. When a serial
killer ‒ The Skinner ‒ starts hunting the women down in
order to deflesh them, Edith Appleby (one of the Sisters)
flees to Edinburgh where she finds employment alongside
forensic surgeon Anthony Vaughn, known as The Butcher.
But the Skinner has been honing his craft: he’s already
dumped a series of flayed corpses in the Thames and
murdered one of the Painted Sisters in Manchester. Now,
he’s heading to Scotland…

The Albury Street Masquerade is therefore a ghost story
of sorts, a biography of a haunted house that explores
the history of the people who have resided there over
several generations. Equally, the novel’s concern with
degeneration and accursedness identifies it as a work
of fiction very much in the late Victorian Gothic mode.
Although the narrative is a little forced in places, this is
an absorbing tale about the ways in which past lives
and old crimes can influence the present. It’s cleverly
written, conjuring up chills and an eerie atmosphere with
effortless ease. The threat of atrocity, echoing the violence
of the past, is never far away.

Painted Trust is a fantastic piece of work, morbid and
depraved from start to finish, and seriously unnerving.
Medical/autopsy images recur throughout the novel
as surgeons and theatre nurses shuttle back and forth
between the mortuary and the bedroom without washing
their hands. There’s a kinky scene in a hospital store
cupboard involving rubber tubing, a metal surgical clamp,
and a boxful of electro-mechanical hysteria massagers
shaped like egg whisks.

MURDER AT THE BAYSWATER BICYCLE CLUB
LINDA STRATMANN

The Mystery Press, 2018
ISBN 978-0750984409
Paperback, 320pp.

Inspector Morrison from Scotland Yard (who worked
on the Ripper investigation) is assigned to the Skinner
case, partnered with a newly acquired and unwanted ‘go

£9.99

This is the eighth and final novel in Linda Stratmann’s

62

Ripperologist 161 April / May 2018
Frances Doughty series of
murder mysteries set in the
Bayswater district of West
London in the early 1880s.
Miss Doughty is London’s
finest lady detective; in this
new adventure she goes
undercover at the summer
race meeting of her local
cycling club. To begin with, the
purpose of her surveillance
mission is withheld from
the reader (as it is from Miss
Doughty), although we suspect it may have something
to do with the recent murder of the Club’s secretary by a
pig farmer with a grudge against the new craze for high
wheeling. The action takes places mostly over a few tense,
unnerving hours, and events quickly turn sordid and
unpleasant.

farce…

The blurb promises ‘bad
writing, poor jokes, and
cringe-worthy sex’, but don’t
be put off by this ‒ it’s all part
of the story’s shtick: halfway
through there is an unexpected
twist that more than warrants
the story’s ‘ridiculous erotic
parody’ subtitle. Jack the
Stripper is basically just a sick
joke stretched to short story
length. On a good day it might elicit an unsavoury chuckle
or two.
THE NIGHT CALLER
DAVID FIELD

Sapere Books, 2018

ISBN 978-1912546558

Linda Stratmann has produced a sure-footed,
supremely professional thriller that also works well as a
historical novel. The plot is exciting, the characters are
lovingly drawn (even the villains), and the background
research into the mechanics of early bicycles and the social
dynamics of cycling as a leisure pursuit in late Victorian
society makes for a story that is constantly fascinating.

Paperback, 209pp.
£6.50

I’ve come rather late to Linda Stratmann’s fiction. While
Murder at the Bayswater Bicycle Club is a self-contained
work, I feel I might have enjoyed it even more if I had read
the earlier books first. Throughout the novel there are
intriguing hints and references to past cases, such as the
Bayswater Face-Slasher case of 1881.
Victorian bicycling may conjure up images of genteel
summer adventure, but this beautiful tale has plenty
of dark and shocking material waiting to unseat you.
Recommended.

Here’s the second book
in David Field’s ‘Esther and
Jack Enright’ series, following
on from The Gaslight Stalker
which we reviewed last
issue. The first volume
revolved around the Jack the
Ripper murders; this sequel
is set three years later and
immerses itself in the world of
New Unionism and women’s
rights activism.

Jack Enright is now a detective constable at Scotland
Yard, while Esther has found a job as an accounts
manager/clerk working alongside Helen Trenchard in her
fledging National Women’s Labour Alliance. The intrigue
in this novel, and the source of much of the book’s menace
and excitement, comes from the activities of a creepy
burglar who breaks into the homes of women living alone
in order to steal items of their underwear, sometimes
leaving threatening notes and obscene messages at the
scene. The fear, of course, is that the offender may become
emboldened into committing far worse crimes. Jack
Enright, his uncle Sergeant Percy Enright, and Esther,
join forces to track down the intruder and uncover the
nefarious motives behind these apparently random
attacks.

JACK THE STRIPPER
E.R. GREEN

Independently published, 2018
Kindle Edition, 17pp.
£1.99

Here’s a nasty little story about a wannabe serial killer.
Emma Green is a prolific author of erotic short fiction.
Usually she writes about porn stars, cuckolded ghost
pirates, and pregnant lesbians, but on this occasion she’s
had a go at historical crime fiction (sort of).
Jack the Ripper is a young man sexually aroused by
crime scene photographs of his murdered mother. To
obtain the same level of stimulation in real life, he plans
on killing prostitutes and abusing their corpses. However,
attempted murder in Hanbury Street soon descends into
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Without the ready-made suspense of the Ripper
mystery, the author has worked hard to inject terror and
unease into the narrative from other sources. The Night
Caller is a well-constructed tale that achieves its insidious
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effects partly by contrasting the homely with the depraved:
the sinister behaviour of a sex pervert operating on the
fringes of the labour movement is cleverly insinuated
into the far cosier story of Jack and Esther’s plans for
their forthcoming wedding and life together. The result
is a satisfying psychological thriller that moves easily
between crime story and family drama.



IN THE NEXT ISSUE we review The Prostitute’s Price
by Alan M. Clark, the final volume in his Jack the Ripper
Victims series; and The Return of the Ripper: A Sherlock
Holmes and Lucy James Mystery by Anna Elliott and
Charles Veley. Plus all the latest Ripper fiction.
David Green lives in Hampshire, England, where he works as a
freelance book indexer. He is the author of The Havant Boy Ripper
(Mango Books, 2018), an account of the Percy Searle murder case
of 1888.

Even if the plot lacks a little complication here and
there, this is a splendid continuation of a series that is fast
becoming one of my favourites.
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