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      “The detective officer can only make his mark by closely studying the various forms of wrong-doing, and endeavouring to unravel each case of guilt brought to his knowledge in the light of the fresh experience he is constantly gaining.”

      

      Jerome Caminada, Twenty-Five Years of Detective Life, 1901
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            PREFACE

          

        

      

    

    
      Since I first studied and wrote about Detective Jerome Caminada, about a decade ago, I’ve researched many other Victorian police detectives, but he remains my firm favourite, especially as he was so innovative, determined and resourceful. I still dip into his memoirs on a regular basis and I keep finding new cases in the contemporary press to investigate.

      Caminada published the first volume of his memoirs in 1895, while he was a serving officer, a selection of which I presented in Detective Caminada’s Casebook. Four years later, he resigned as detective superintendent of the Manchester City police and became a private investigator, just like his fictional counterpart, Sherlock Holmes. In 1901, he published his second volume of recollections, in which he recalled more fascinating cases; ruthless burglars, sophisticated swindlers, insidious quack doctors and cold-blooded murderers. He also recounted his skirmishes with the street gangs known as ‘scuttlers’, and his signature case, ‘The Mystery of a Four-Wheeled Cab’, which was the highlight of his dazzling career, and led to his nickname, ‘Manchester’s Sherlock Holmes’.

      In this second anthology of Detective Caminada’s memoirs, I have selected twenty of his most interesting and exciting cases. As in the first collection, I have removed some of the extraneous matter but his words remain unchanged. I’ve also included notes.

      In the conclusion of the this second volume, Jerome states that this is the end of his task to narrate ‘some of my own personal experiences as a detective officer during the most eventful period of my life.’ He claims that this record is based on fact ‘faithfully and impartially chronicled’ without exaggeration nor prejudice, in contrast to the ‘fanciful’ fictional detective novels, which had become so popular at the time.

      Jerome Caminada’s memoirs are compelling examples of the everyday life and work of a late-Victorian police detective, with all the painstaking searches for evidence, the tracking of suspicious characters, violent encounters on the streets and the thrill of the chase of a wanted felon.

      After his death in 1914, Caminada’s long-time colleague in the law, Judge Edward Parry gave the eulogy at his funeral, praising him as ‘a man of resource, energy, and initiative.’ At the end of his speech, the judge commented wryly: ‘he was a human being with a kind heart. He never lost his faith in human nature, though he knew more about moral diseases than most bishops.’ These sentiments were echoed in the press, with newspapers, such as the Daily Despatch emphasising  his deep sense of charity, faith and loyalty. The Daily Mail described Caminada as being ‘widely known throughout the country for his clever and daring detective work.’

      Jerome Caminada was a true Victorian super sleuth and a real-life Sherlock Holmes. I hope you enjoy this second anthology of his adventures.

      
        
        Angela Buckley

        2025
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            A SATURDAY NIGHT IN DEANSGATE

          

        

      

    

    
      A policeman seldom forgets his first nights on duty. If he be an intelligent officer he feels that he is a person of some importance, that a large responsibility is placed upon his shoulders in looking after the safety of the lives and property of the Queen’s subject on his beat, and in vindicating the laws of his country. He has visions of future promotion, and being anxious to distinguish himself, his eyes and ears are on the alert to everything that passes around, for he is in search of his first case. Thus his novitiate is full of excitement, especially if he be on a “lively” beat, and it is some time before he begins to know the people with whom he has to deal, and settle down into that seemingly careless mien (whilst keeping his eye on all that passes) and steady tramp so monotonous in the life of a policeman.

      My first Saturday night on duty is vividly impressed on my memory. It was a bitter cold night, the snow was ankle deep, and the white flakes continued to descend. I was on what at the time was known as No. 7 Beat of the A Division, a rough neighbourhood comprising Quay Street, Byrom Street, Cupid’s Alley, Hardman Street, and a number of other streets, courts, and alleys containing dilapidated property swarming with fallen specimens of humanity deeply versed in vice of the lowest kind. Unlike the antiquated “Charlies” (watchmen), the modern policeman has no box in which to shelter from the weather or to eat his food, and as I stood in the steady downfall, with the cold about zero, eating my supper, the outlook on that bitter Saturday night was not particularly cheering.

      Anxious, however, to distinguish myself, I had no time to moralise, so “bolting” my supper in the best way possible under such circumstances, I again commenced to patrol my beat with all the importance of a newly-made policeman.

      Passing the end of Thompson Street, a dirty narrow gullet of Hardman Street, the sound of a “row” reached my ears. I soon discovered that the noise proceeded from a common lodging-house tenanted by a person who bore, as I afterwards learnt, the cognomen of “Jimmy Good-lodgings,” alias James Woodcock. The family consisted of father, mother, and three sons. After listening a short time, as the noise did not abate, I lifted the latch, and walked into the house. Though everything was as clean as hands could make it, it was evident that the family had been holding high carnival during the evening. Jimmy was seated at one side of the fire, and his wife on the other, singing, dancing, and blessing and cursing each other alternately, whilst the younger son, also in a state of intoxication, sat on a chair, muttering to himself, and defying some imaginary antagonist.

      They were a Cheshire people, and on one side of the room there stood one of those old-fashioned sofas, which we sometimes still see in a Lancashire village, draped with check calico, leaving a curtain or valance hanging in the front, to conceal the shoes of the family, or any other unclean articles that might have been placed under the sofa, and thus give the place a tidy appearance. From underneath this sofa proceeded a noise resembling a dog-fight, and on lifting the valance, I discovered the two eldest sons locked in each other’s arms, infuriated with drink, and worrying each other like a pair of bulldogs. They had evidently fought till they were exhausted, and then, falling upon the floor, had rolled beneath the sofa, where, not having room to use their hands, they had commenced to worry each other with their teeth, whilst the rest of the family remained quite unconcerned at the exhibition. Dragging them from beneath the sofa, they got upon their feet, and I shall never forget the appearance they presented. Their hands and faces were so bruised and bitten, that there was scarcely a spot as large as a sixpence which did not bear marks of savage brutality.

      Now was the time to show my authority, and I at once gave them to understand, in no uncertain terms, that if there was any more disturbance, I should lock them up.  But I very soon found that whatever opinion I had of my own importance, neither the uniform nor the “little brief authority” of the newly-made policeman had any terror for these fiends. I was soon besieged with questions – “Who sent for thee?” “What art tha doin’ here?” “Canner we have a row in ar’ own house, wi’out thee interfering?” and so on. But as in the policeman’s uniform they evidently thought they saw a common enemy, the two brothers made up their quarrel, and were joined by the rest of the family, and as the five allies made common cause not only in resenting my interference and setting my authority at defiance, but were inclined “to go for the bobby,” I began to see that there was a likelihood of being put under the sofa myself; so thinking, under the circumstances, that discretion was the better part of valour, I backed out into the street, threatening at the same time what would be the consequences if I heard any more noise. I might have saved my breath, for the door was immediately slammed in my face, and having got rid of the common enemy, the alliance was at once broken up, the allies turned upon each other again, and the fight and the disturbance was carried on until the early hours of the morning. Then followed a silence which told that they had fallen asleep from sheer exhaustion.

      This desirable state of things had scarcely come about when I was attracted by cries of “Murder” to Spinningfield. On hastening thither, I found lying, partly on the footpath and partly in the roadway in front of a small house a few doors from Deansgate, a woman who went by the name of “Martha.” A crowd of about twenty people had collected round her, one of whom held a candle, which threw a dim light on the scene, and by its flickerings gave the half-dressed women, of whom the crowd was chiefly composed, a very weird appearance. The snow, which was still falling, was crimson with blood where she lay, and did not require a very close inspection to see that she had been stabbed, and that her clothes were saturated with the red fluid, which was still flowing.

      “Who has done this?” I asked, but no one was inclined to give any information. At this period whistles were unknown to the force, every policeman being supplied with a clumsy rattle or “rick-rack,” as the youngsters called them, which gave out no uncertain sound, and generally had the effect of not only summoning assistance but bringing all the loose characters of the neighbourhood on the scene. Taking this antiquated instrument from my coat pocket, I immediately sprung it, “making night hideous.” Bedroom windows flew open, heads popped out – some belonging to men, others to women, with their dishevelled hair hanging over their shoulders – and a Babel of inquiries as to what was the matter, curses for disturbing them out of their sleep, and drunken maledictions showered on the head of the “bobby” immediately commenced. After satisfying themselves that “it was only ‘Martha’ who had been stabbed,” most of them shut their windows, and betook themselves once again to their uneasy slumbers (from which they would awaken with aching heads and parched throats) when three brother officers came from the adjoining beats to my assistance.

      As the result of a conference between us, I was dispatched to the Albert Street Police Station for the accident litter. This was a very different arrangement from the present ambulance. The litter consisted of a piece of canvas stretched between two poles, the ends of which were hollowed out to fit the shoulders of four men, by whom it was carried. Now, Martha was a woman of about seventeen stone weight, and having secured the litter, the difficulty was to get her into it, as she was so helpless that we could not expect any assistance from her. Turning her on one side we placed the litter on the ground against her, and then rolled her on to it, and as we raised it from the ground on to our shoulders she settled in the middle. Now, the merit of this mode of conveyance was seen when the carriers were of unequal height, because some were bound to have more and others less than their proper share of the burden. In this case an equal distribution of the weight would have given us about half-a-hundredweight each; but as one of my comrades had been a cavalry soldier, and stood over six feet high, another had belonged to the Royal Irish Constabulary, and was almost as tall, whilst the other was some inches less, the result may be well imagined.

      We started, however, for the Infirmary, not at too great a pace (for the weight and its unequal distribution told), followed by a sorrowing crowd of Martha’s female acquaintances, the loudest of whom was “Mother Puffer,” of the Old Ship beerhouse, and as the mournful possession wended its way we discovered from the conversation that the perpetrator of the deed was “Mangle” Martin.

      As we passed through the gates into the Infirmary grounds, Martha was admonished “to keep her heart up,” and amid assurances that her house should be looked after during her absence, and other encouraging cries, we entered the accident ward, and with some difficulty placed Martha on the couch provided for such cases. The surgeon, after carefully examining her, inquired what business she followed, and on being told that she was a loose character, and seeing that she was not very dangerously wounded, though she had lost a quantity of blood, advised us to take her to the workhouse.

      The prospect for the carriers was not a pleasant one. However, there was no help for it, so Martha was once more placed in the litter, and the procession started for New Bridge Street at a pace which would have well suited the Dead March in “Saul.” Everything, however, has an end, and the door of the workhouse was at length reached. The bell was rung, and a halt was made whilst the porter gave us admittance. At this moment a voice was heard proceeding from the litter as one crying from the tomb. There could be no mistake about it. It was Martha’s voice.

      “Where am I?” she cried.

      “At the workhouse,” I replied.

      “What are you doing with me here? Put me down, you scoundrels. I am not going to the workhouse.”

      It was evident that Martha had awakened from her drunken slumber, and the wound not being serious, the “letting of blood” had somewhat sobered her. As she began to struggle in the litter there was nothing for it but to put her on the ground, upon which she scrambled to her feet with the remark, “I think I will go home.”

      As we had carried Martha two miles amid the snow, the feelings of the carriers, especially those who had borne the greatest portion of the weight, at this announcement can be better imagined than described, and as she walked back along with us she was the recipient of some rather warm language, all of which she took in good part, and returned with interest. Thus ended our fruitless labour with that cumbrous heap of debased humanity.

      The incident was a common Deansgate one.

      “Mangle” Martin and his sister, “Mangle” Mary, so called from being the possessors of one of those old “parish mangles” which are now seldom seen, were two well-known characters. Martin, who was also a day waiter, had a peculiar feminine voice, whilst his sister was blessed with a very masculine one. On the Sunday previous to this incident Martin had visited the Old Red Lion in Deansgate, during the dinner hour, for the purpose of partaking of his usual quantum of beer, whilst Mary slipped across the street for her “two-penn’orth.” One of the thieves of the neighbourhood, noticing her absence, took advantage of it to abstract from the oven the joint of beef that was cooking for Martin’s dinner.

      At closing time Martin returned home, and not relishing the idea of doing without his Sunday’s dinner he upbraided Mary for her absence. This led to a quarrel and then to blows, with the consequence that they were both locked up, and taken before the magistrates, and each fined five shillings and costs. Martha had attended them at Court, and, as was usual in such cases, they had to adjourn after the hearing to the nearest public-house to “drown their sorrow” or “keep up their spirits,” or, in other words, to finish the day with a spree. After keeping up the carnival to closing time, they adjourned to Martin’s with a bottle of whisky, and as the spirits decreased in the bottle a quarrelsome spirit arose amongst them, which ended in Martha being stabbed and flung into the street, followed by the employment of four policemen in the dignified task of carrying a drunken woman about the town until she became sober.

      Early one morning about the same time I was patrolling Wood Street, Deansgate, euphoniously called by the “crooks” Timber Grove, when I heard someone shouting. Nos. 52 and 54 were two large houses, the latter of which had been used by some cane splitters, who, when they went away, left a quantity of refuse cane behind them. At night time the houses were generally occupied by a number of young thieves, male and female, who had not been able to pick up enough to pay their lodgings in some “padding ken,”⁠1 where the rule “payment in advance” is strictly enforced.

      Walking down the street in the direction of the noise, I found a man with his head out of one of the top windows of No. 54. As soon as he saw me, he cried, “Where am I?”

      “Somewhere between earth and heaven, “ I replied. “What are you doing there?”

      “I don’t know; where are my clothes?” he asked.

      “Your clothes? You don’t mean to say that you’ve found your way into the top garret of an empty house without your clothes. Are you a somnambulist?”

      “I don’t know; what’s that?”

      “A sleep walker.”

      “There’s been some ‘walkers’ busy while I’ve been asleep, for they’ve walked off with my clothes.”

      “Perhaps there’ve been ghosts about.”

      “Ay, two-legged’uns. Get me some clothes.”

      “Well, I never heard tell of a ghost with more than two legs. But what are you doing here without clothes?”

      “I don’t know. They’re gone.”

      I thought it now time to have a look at this gentleman, and to know the meaning of this strange story. Accordingly I entered the house, and as I advanced the fellow rushed from one room to another in such a way that I began to think that I had a lunatic to deal with. At length I got him into a room from which he could not escape, and discovered him huddled up in a corner, quite naked.

      “What are you doing here in this condition?” I asked, and keeping my eye upon him, for I had little doubt at that time that he was some madman. I soon, however, found he was sane enough, and could scarcely control my risible faculties while he was unfolding his tale.

      It appeared that the night before he had taken more drink than was good for him, and having met sympathetic friends who had introduced him to some more of the same sort, with whom he had become much enamoured, and closing time coming upon them before they were ready for it, they suggested another bottle, which was carried to No. 54, where they all sat down on the cane refuse to finish the night. The drink and the endearments of the lovely creatures around him were too much for our hero, and he fell asleep. He awakened to find himself naked, his boon companions had too much respect for him to allow him to go to bed with his clothes on, and consequently they had confiscated them. But as the gentleman began to snore it occurred to some of his new companions that it was not right to remain in the same room. They, therefore, decided to retire, and as they did not know who might visit the place during the night they would carry his clothes with them for safety; but for some reason or other they forgot to return them.

      Cold, thirsty, with swollen tongue and aching head, the gallant toper⁠2 awakened. He looked round to see where he was, and could not make out. Then he realised that he was naked. This puzzled him, but gradually the proceedings of the previous night came to his memory, and he looked round for his charmers and a drink. But neither were to be seen. Well, he would get up and dress himself. But where had he put his clothes? It was very strange they could not be found. Ah, his companions would be somewhere about, and they would soon set matters right.

      “Where are you?” he cried.

      “Where?” answered the echo.

      Ah, they were only having a bit of fun and plaguing him – they would soon be there, but he would have some fun, too, and go in search of them. From room to room he went. Strange where they had got to! But it at last dawned upon him that his entertainers had deserted him, and left him all forlorn. Such, however, was the respect they had for him, that in their flight they carried away his clothes and money, which would no doubt be disposed of for the purpose of drinking to his memory. But how was he to get home? It was early in the morning, no one was stirring – he would make a run for it, and tell his wife that, like the Good Samaritan, he had fallen among thieves. He opened the window, like a wise man, to take a survey before putting his resolve into practice, spied me coming down the street, and hailed me.

      “What was to be done? Could I not borrow him a suit of clothes?”

      “Well, my man,” I said, “it is early in the morning; most people are not yet astir, and will not thank me to waken them; and, if I did, it would only be to make you a laughing-stock and gather a crowd, and then it is probable you would not get the clothes. People around here have nothing to lend. I cannot allow you to go through the streets naked. The only thing I can see for it is a paper suit.”

      “A paper suit?” he cried, in amazement.

      “Yes, a paper suit.”

      “Well, I never heard of one before; but get me any sort of suit, so as you help me out of this.”

      “Stay, then, till I return, I will be back in a few minutes.”

      Proceeding to the house of an old man who rose early for the purpose of obtaining his living by selling coffee, I entrusted him with the secret, and we returned with several old newspapers. As I proceeded to open the newspapers, our hero asked what they were for.

      “These,” I replied, “are your paper suit.”

      “Why, how can I get them on?”

      “Stop a bit; I’ll show you.”

      Cutting two holes in one of the papers, we put his arms through, and pulling the paper round him pinned the sides together up the front, the upper part of his body being therefore enshrouded in paper. To the bottom of this we pinned papers all round, fastening the sides together, and the lower part of his body and legs were thus covered with a paper skirt.

      “Now,” I said, “get off to your wife as quickly as you can, and you’ll get some clothes.”

      But he stood looking at himself, and said, “This is a guy. I can’t go like this.”

      By this time the affair had got wind, and a few early risers, who visited the coffee shop, began to appear on the scene.

      “Well,” I said, “please yourself, people are beginning to get up, and the longer you delay it the worse it will be. If you get off now, and take the back ways, you will probably meet no one till you get home.”

      The people present now began to chaff him, one suggesting that his portrait be taken, another asking for his address, that he might go and fetch his wife, another saying that he would bring his Mary Ann “to look at the latest fashion,” and so on,

      Seeing that affairs were not likely to improve, the gallant toper took a sudden run. Away he went down the street at full speed, the paper streaming behind him, and as he disappeared round the corner, the little crowd was splitting with laughter.
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            THE MYSTERY OF A FOUR-WHEELED CAB

          

        

      

    

    
      On the 27th of February, 1889, the inhabitants of the good city of Manchester on opening their morning papers were startled by an announcement that on the previous evening a gentleman had been found dead in a cab in the centre of the city under mysterious and suspicious circumstances, which bore a strong resemblance to those with which the public had just then become familiar in the popular Australian novel, “The Mystery of a Hansom Cab”.⁠1

      Here was a case in which the old proverb, ‘Truth is stranger than fiction,’ received curious confirmation, and people began to ask themselves whether it was possible for outrages of this kind to occur in the midst of a well-governed and populous city without the perpetrator or perpetrators being brought to justice. The public excitement was intense, especially as there had been several serious crimes in various parts of the country for which there had been no arrests, and the usual cry went forth – “Where are the police?”

      The police, meantime, were doing their duty, and lost no time in fully inquiring into the matter. The case might be surrounded by suspicious circumstances, but it did not follow that a crime had been committed. This was the question to solve in the first place; and if it were answered in the affirmative, the second was, “Who was the criminal?” All that was then known of the case was that an unknown gentleman entered the cab in the company of a young man, also unknown, near the Manchester Cathedral early the previous evening; that they had stopped some time at a public house in Deansgate, and that, later in the evening, whilst driving along one of the busiest thoroughfares of the city the driver of the cab, observing one of the doors of the vehicle open, alighted to close it, when he found that the young man had disappeared, and that his companion was insensible. The cabman, on the advice of a constable, drove the unfortunate man to the Infirmary, but, on reaching that institution, he was found to be dead.

      The matter having been placed in my hands, inquiries soon elicited the fact that the deceased was a gentleman well known on ‘Change,⁠2 the senior partner in a firm of paper manufacturers who had offices in the city, a justice of the peace, and a member of the Lancashire County Council. He was a widower, and had left his home, some distance from Manchester, on the morning of Feb 26, taking with him some under-linen and other articles, as he prepared to stay at Knutsford until the weekend.

      On his arrival in Manchester he proceeded to the offices of his firm, where he stayed until about one o’clock, and upon leaving said he was going to the sale of a mill, which was to take place in the afternoon at the Mitre Hotel, near the Cathedral. There is little doubt that he carried out this intention, for he was seen at the hotel by several friends, one of whom arranged to meet him at a restaurant known as Sinclair’s, in Victoria Market, at seven o’clock the same evening, but the deceased did not keep the appointment.

      I next ascertained that he was seen at a stall in the neighbourhood of this restaurant, about twenty minutes to seven, in the company of a young man dressed in light check clothes, whom no one appeared to know. Soon after the deceased was noticed by a constable near Cateaton Street, with a young man whom he described as about 22 years of age, dressed in a dark brown suit, a pot hat, about about five feet two inches in height, fresh looking, no side whiskers or moustache. They hailed a cab, and drove away.

      The cabman’s story was that he drove the deceased and his companion to the Three Arrows public house, where they kept him waiting fifteen or twenty minutes, and then told him to drive to 43, Stretford Road. On his way thither he met a procession in connection with ‘Mexican Joe’s’ show, which was then exhibiting in Manchester, and, as there was a great crowd, he had to walk his horse. After the procession had passed he drove on again, but after he had gone a short distance a man called out to him, “A young fellow has just jumped out of your cab and run down Cambridge Street.”

      On looking round he saw that the near side door of his cab was open. He got off the box, and found the old gentleman sitting on the back seat with his head on the front seat. He lifted him up, rubbed his ears to awaken him, and found him in a stupid, intoxicated condition; but the only answer he got was, “Go away, and leave me alone.” He re-mounted the box, and to avoid the crowd in Stretford Road drawn together by the procession, drove through Renshaw Street and Boundary Street, and thence back to the Cathedral, where he saw the constable before referred to, told him what had occurred, and asked him to help him to get his fare. The constable spoke to the deceased, who did not answer, and thinking that he was intoxicated he got inside the cab with him, and told the cabman to drive to Albert Street Police Station.

      On their way thither, however, the constable became anxious about the condition of the man, and instructed the cabman to go to the Infirmary, where he was at once examined by a doctor and found to be dead. The cabman’s description was that the young fellow was about five feet three inches in height, clean shaven and fresh face. He had on a brown suit, a watch guard, and a felt hat, which agreed pretty well with the story told by the constable.

      The shop at 43, Stretford Road was occupied by a tailor, who had no knowledge whatever of the deceased, and could not suggest any reason why he should want to go there.

      No marks of violence were found on the body, and the doctor who examined it when it was brought to the Infirmary found no signs of poison, and could detect nothing but alcohol.

      In the course of my inquiries, however, I learned that when he left, the deceased was wearing a watch and chain worth about one hundred and twenty pounds. He still had it when he was seen at the stall near Sinclair’s restaurant, and he was also in possession of a purse containing gold, from which he took a sovereign at the Mitre Hotel. He also wore a pair of gold-rimmed spectacles. On his clothes being searched strong presumptive evidence was afforded that the deceased had been robbed, since no money or valuables of any kind were found upon him, his sole possessions being two empty spectacle cases and a cheque book issued from the Southport branch of the Manchester and Salford Bank. Whether the suspicion was well founded that in the perpetration of the robbery a more serious crime had been committed could not be cleared up until the result of the post-mortem examination had been made known; but the result of my inquiries justified me in searching for the unknown young man, and asking for some explanation of his mysterious conduct.

      The case at present stood thus the deceased and his companion took a cab from Oliver Cromwell’s monument⁠3 at ten minutes to seven on the evening of
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