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  Introduction


  In the East End of London in the autumn of 1888 at least five women were murdered, and in all but one case horribly mutilated, by a man known to posterity as Jack the Ripper. The crimes were reported around the world and the nickname bestowed on the murderer passed into the public consciousness to represent the ultimate evil.


  No murderer had before or has since caused such a sensation, passed so quickly into folklore or gained an image – top hat, cape and Gladstone bag – that is truly iconic: as instantly recognisable as Sherlock Holmes’s deerstalker and meerschaum pipe, and as capable of conveying a meaning understood around the world – even by people who know nothing about the Ripper or what he did, or that he, unlike Holmes, actually existed.


  We can probably safely be certain that, like most serial killers, Jack the Ripper was a sordid man, empty in soul and spirit, of no particular merit or distinction, and driven by perverse demons that caused him to commit hideous crimes for no discernible motive beyond the desire to kill and mutilate. Like all such people who step beyond the norm and are therefore interesting, he would probably be worth a book or two, but the sensation he caused and the reasons for it are unique and fascinating, and the Ripper has passed into folklore. The iconic Ripper is an inspiration for stories, novels, musicals – even an opera.


  This book is a thoroughly revised and completely rewritten edition of Jack the Ripper: The Uncensored Facts, published in 1988. It is in every sense a new book. It had to be. So much has happened that is new. In 1988, while there were a number of texts exploring the crimes and their aftermath fairly thoroughly, there hadn’t been a book that restricted itself to a blow-by-blow account of the crimes and their investigation. This was a gap my original edition intended to fill, but I was conscious that many casual readers might pluck the book from the shelf with a sigh and say, ‘Not another book about Jack the Ripper! Surely everything there is to say has been said many times already.’ So conscious was I of that instinctive reaction that I began that book’s introduction with those very words. I am even more conscious of it now, and yet am also aware with hindsight of just how much in 1988 had not been said.


  Back then a small shelf was big enough to hold my entire collection of well-thumbed nonfiction Ripper books; today they require two long shelves. There are 85 and most of them were published since 1988 – and that’s not including reissues and revised editions, those with a chapter on the Ripper, books about the East End or biographies that mention him, assorted magazines, pamphlets and other printed matter, or the fiction. Even at the time of writing I am aware of at least six or seven titles scheduled for publication (and not simply those in preparation or looking for a publisher), and subscription magazines such as Ripperologist and its US counterpart Ripper Notes publish lengthy and often detailed articles. Meanwhile, the Cloak and Dagger Club meets six times a year in the crowded and smoky upstairs room of an East End pub to hear a guest speaker, and to exchange and buy Ripper books and collectables; and annual conferences attracting hundreds of people are alternately held in Britain and the USA.


  Numerous Internet sites are devoted to or include Jack the Ripper, dominated by Casebook: Jack the Ripper (www.casebook.org), where there are hundreds of pages devoted to every aspect of the case, a unique library of newspaper reports, and active discussion groups where minutiae are thrashed out in open forum. Almost every facet of the Ripper and his ethos is fully discussed and debated. This book attempts to put all this information into a detailed, step-by-step account of what happened back in 1888, and to do so with the absolute minimum of speculation and theorising.


  CHAPTER ONE


  A Background to the Whitechapel Murders


  Rip your brothers’ vices open, strip your own foul passions bare.


  At 3.20 a.m. on 31 August 1888 Charles A Cross left his home to walk to work. His route took him through Buck’s Row, a short, narrow street located behind Whitechapel Station. Towards the end of the street he could see something lying in a gateway and went to investigate. He didn’t know it, but at that moment Charles Cross ensured his immortality within the pages of history books. He had stumbled across the first victim of a murderer who would be known to posterity by the chilling sobriquet Jack the Ripper.


  Jack the Ripper is generally credited with the murder of five women of the poorest and most degenerate class in the slums of London’s East End. He was never caught and the mystery of who he was has exercised the imagination of armchair detectives for over a century.


  The Ripper’s crimes were extraordinarily brutal and marked by extreme and increasing mutilation, but they were not especially noteworthy in the violent back alleys, dark courts, and grimy gang-ridden streets of the East End, and the murder of a down-and-out Whitechapel prostitute would not have aroused any public interest. Only a few weeks before Charles Cross made his discovery in Buck’s Row, a prostitute named Emma Smith had died following a horrendous and apparently unprovoked attack by a gang of men. Her death hardly received any press coverage or public comment, yet the murder of Mary Ann Nichols (that was the name of the woman found by Cross) began what would be a panic that gripped the East End, spread far beyond, and made such an impact on the Victorian consciousness that it continues to reverberate and fascinate to this day.


  One of the reasons why Jack the Ripper achieved such notoriety at the time is that he killed in the right place at the right time. Indeed, had he killed in the West End of London or elsewhere in the country, or chosen his victims from another class of woman, it is possible that he would have been forgotten.


  Winston Churchill described the 1880s as the end of an epoch1 and it was indeed a decade of remarkable change that caused many people to feel anxious and some even frightened, and for various reasons the East End was the focus of those anxieties and fears. The middle classes were alarmed by social problems such as prostitution, vice and crime, and fearful of the growth of socialism and unionisation. These and other manifestations of the poor and unemployed flexing their muscles caused some people to think of France, revolution and the Paris Commune of 1871, when, after a week of fierce fighting, 20,000 insurrectionists were killed. Writing of the 1886 and 1887 winter demonstrations by the unemployed in London, Friedrich Engels observed,


  
    Each succeeding winter brings up afresh that great question ‘what to do with the unemployed?’ But while the number of unemployed keeps swelling from year to year there is nobody to answer the question; and we can almost calculate the moment when the unemployed, losing patience, will take their fate into their own hands.2

  


  Eighteen eighty had dawned with little regret for the decade past. The mind of the nation seemed to be reflected by the weather, depressed and gloomy, a fog without parallel having descended over London in November and remained almost without a break until February.3 The leader writer of The Times observed with an almost palpable sigh of relief, ‘We leave behind us in 1879 a year which has combined more circumstances of misfortune and depression than any within general experience …’ The same sentiment was less wordily expressed a few days later in the Liberal weekly Reynolds’ Newspaper: ‘Eighteen seventy-nine is gone, and we have all reason to be thankful …’4


  Among the problems besetting society, The Times cited war on two continents, stagnant commerce, appalling harvests, economic problems and squabbles in politics reaching levels of ‘bitterness which the most experienced politicians confess to exceed anything within their remembrance…’.5


  Apart from the problems abroad and the political squabbles, the problems that beset Britain at this time, though many and varied, can loosely be brought under the heading ‘urbanisation’ – a word that until the 1880s was familiarly used to mean ‘make urbane’ (refined or good mannered) rather than ‘to be of a city’.6 At the time of Queen Victoria’s accession in 1837, the national economy was largely based on agriculture and the majority of the population of England and Wales, which numbered about 14 million, lived in towns, villages and hamlets. By the time of the census in 1851 that had changed: the economy was dependent on the produce of machines rather than the land and more people lived in cities than in rural communities. Victorian England had become the first urbanised and industrialised society on earth. Thirty years later, in 1881, the population had increased to nearly 26 million, nearly three-quarters of whom lived in cities. No other country would approach this situation until after 1900.


  London was by far Britain’s largest city. Its population in 1831 was 1,474,069, but by 1881 it had increased to 3,830,000, and by 1901 would be 6,586,000 – one-fifth of the total population of England and Wales. It was the biggest city on earth, eighteen miles across and covering nearly seventy square miles. It was, furthermore, the heart and brain of the greatest empire in world history, an empire covering 8 million square miles and consisting of 268 million people – almost a quarter of the earth’s surface and a third of the population. It was enormously wealthy. The concentration of personal wealth within the Square Mile was without parallel in the world and its bankers, financiers, insurers, merchants and industrialists were among the richest. Britain produced half the world’s iron, half its cotton cloth and two-thirds of its coal. It wasn’t dominant in all things, of course, but its foreign trade was about £700,000,000 annually, twice that of Germany and the United States, her leading competitors.


  For thousands of people social improvements by the 1880s had made life better than it ever had been. There was better sanitation, mortality rates had declined (except infant deaths7), the average life span was longer (making old-age pensions into a major political issue8), and cholera and typhus had been eliminated as endemic threats. Individual earnings rose steadily and prices fell (meaning that the value of wages was actually higher than appeared); the number of people in receipt of Poor Law relief fell (0.77 per cent of the population received indoor relief in 1850, 0.69 per cent in 1895). People were eating better – meat consumption per head had increased from 101.4 lb in 1870 to 130.6 lb in 1896, and refrigeration made it possible to import cheap meat and dairy produce from as far afield as Australia and New Zealand.9 Tea consumption almost doubled between 1860 and 1900, and sugar consumption nearly trebled, as did that of butter and margarine. Business boomed and the appearance of department stores such as Harrods, Marshall and Snelgrove, Peter Robinson and John Lewis, and the expansion of multiples – the newsagents W H Smith and the chemist Boots – show that the 1880s and 1890s were a period of maximum growth. That people had spare money among the middle classes is also apparent from the growing importance of leisure: holidays and excursions, entertainments such as the music hall,10 and sporting activities such as lawn tennis,11 cycling,12 and football.13


  However, in the midst of this extraordinary wealth there was abject poverty, extensive overcrowded and unfit housing and rampant vice and crime. The masses were mercilessly exploited by the wealthy and generally landed few – the class ‘who toil not, neither do they spin’, as it was expressed by the radical politician Joseph Chamberlain14 in 1883. Fewer than 7,000 people owned four-fifths of the land in the United Kingdom and the land provided those people with their wealth. Indeed, the great landowners were phenomenally wealthy and at least seventeen landowners in the 1880s enjoyed annual incomes of in excess of £5 million in today’s money. But urbanisation was even hitting the traditional land-owning elite, the agricultural depression diminishing their earning power as the source of wealth shifted from owning land to financing and banking and industry. It was to a degree the decline in agriculture that caused what until the 1930s was known as ‘the Great Depression’. It began in 1873 and lasted for two decades, but statistical analysis has shown it to be something of a myth created by an articulate minority consisting of landowners, farmers and the upper classes, who were hit by the fall in profits, interest rates and prices, rather than an economic decline overall.15


  ‘The Great Depression’ more accurately reflected the mood of the nation, full of doubts, self-questioning and disenchantment. There was also a considerable amount of labour unrest, which was in many respects the dominant feature of the period, relations between employers and employees becoming increasingly bitter and antagonistic, and a remarkably rapid growth of unions. This mood focused attention on workers, who as a general rule were unhappy with their lot.


  The problem of unemployment and its attendant poverty in the 1880s was chronic. ‘Unemployed’ as a noun was first used in 1882 and the economist William Marshall introduced the term ‘unemployment’ to the study of economics in 1888.16 For tens of thousands of Victorian Londoners life was a barely tolerable hand-to-mouth existence and the debilitating fear of unemployment was for many faced on a daily basis. It is difficult today to appreciate fully how debilitating unemployment was, because it does not now carry the awful social stigma it did in the 1880s. Apart from the physical hardships there were moral ones: hard work was a fundamental principle of religious and political thought; work meant solvency and solvency was seen as God’s favour. No work therefore not only meant insolvency but also implied moral deficiency and the absence of religious sanctity. To be without the means of physical support was bad enough, but to be perceived as morally deficient was horrifying, and heroic struggles were made to keep up appearances and preserve decency. The ultimate degradation was the workhouse, which was a bricks-and-mortar testament to the widespread belief that the individual was responsible for his or her own poverty. Technological change, however, put that erroneous concept into context, because it threw a lot of people out of work, making it increasingly clear that ‘conditions’ contributed to unemployment.


  On 19 March 1887, 29,451 working men in London were questioned and 27 per cent claimed to be out of work that day; 30 per cent said they had been out of work for more than twelve weeks in the previous twenty.17 Although some workers enjoyed year-round employment, most were in jobs that were subject to countless vagaries: a whole slew of London trades and services, from those involved in the various clothing trades through to catering, depended on the social season, which lasted roughly from February to July. When ‘the season’ came to an end, and people stopped buying the clothes and requiring the staff, catering and so on, there was a slump until business picked up for the winter – for example, more than 60 per cent of the Court dressmakers became unemployed between June and August. The 1880 season was marked by a shrunken list of entertainments, due to the economic slump and bad weather.


  Other workers – building workers, coal and market porters, carters, bakers and, most famously, dockworkers – were among the most vulnerable because they obtained work on a casual day-to-day basis, often waiting hours outside the yard gates in the hope of being chosen for work by the foreman, and, if unlucky, tramping from one place of employment to another. Will Crooks, who would become mayor of Poplar, recalled his desperate days of unemployment:


  
    I first went down to the riverside at Shadwell. No work to be had. Then I called at another place in Limehouse. No hands wanted. So I looked in at home and got two slices of bread in paper and walked eight miles to a cooper’s yard in Tottenham. All in vain. I dragged myself back to Clerkenwell. Still no luck. Then I turned homewards in despair. By the time I reached Stepney I was dead beat.18

  


  These workers were also the most vulnerable to bad weather. Bad winters could put up to a third of the male workforce out of work. In February 1855, 50,000 men were put out of work when the Thames froze and the docks closed. The closure led to widespread unemployment and the consequent anger, resentment and frustration caused riots and attacks on bakers’ shops in Whitechapel Road and Commercial Street. There was a repetition of the riots in 1861, when freezing weather put large numbers out of work, and, as John Hollingshed commented in a book published that year, ‘the distress and suffering that prevail in the metropolis, particularly among the dock labourers, bricklayers, masons, and labouring classes at the East End, are truly horrible.’19 More riots took place in 1867 and the very harsh winter of 1878–9 saw gangs of unemployed workers roaming London begging for money.


  This was the coldest winter for thirty years. On 8 February a rally was organised in Trafalgar Square by the antisocialist Free Trade Movement, and about 20,000 unemployed people attended. In response, the Marxist Social Democratic Federation announced that it too would hold a meeting there. That there would be trouble was anticipated, but the police were completely unprepared for it and most policemen were completely unaware of it when at some point the two groups clashed. In what seems to have been a spontaneous decision a large number of SDF supporters left Trafalgar Square for Hyde Park. There was some minor trouble along the way when a wine merchant’s was broken into, but the general consensus of opinion is that the real violence began when a member of the Carlton Club,20 a Conservative establishment, made a derisory gesture as the procession passed. The infuriated crowd began to hurl whatever came to hand and continued to throw stones and smash windows as it moved along St James’s Street and Piccadilly. Some of the rioters also began to loot the shops. Half the men followed their leader into Hyde Park, but the remainder, estimated at between four hundred and a thousand, continued to loot and smash windows until they were confronted by Inspector Cuthbert and fifteen police constables from Marylebone Police Station. After a small scuffle the rioters dispersed. Damage was estimated as high as £50,000.


  Queen Victoria wrote to Gladstone on 11 February,


  
    The Queen cannot sufficiently express her indignation at the monstrous riot … a momentary triumph of socialism and disgrace to the capital. If steps, and very strong ones, are not specially taken to put these proceedings down with a high hand, to punish severely the REAL ringleaders … the Government will suffer severely. The effect abroad is already very humiliating to this country … The police seem to be greatly to blame.21

  


  Gladstone replied on 12 February that in his view the riot had ‘stained the reputation of the country in the eyes of the civilised world’. And the whole debacle was hugely embarrassing for the police, most of whom were unaware that anything had happened until it was over, and the commissioner, Sir Edmund Henderson, resigned.


  In 1886 Alfred Tennyson published a sequel to his earlier heroic and chivalrous poem ‘Loxley Hall’. ‘Loxley Hall Sixty Years After’ was a scathing satire on Victorian England and the horrible conditions of the poor. Gladstone turned on Tennyson and accused him of marring the happiness of Queen Victoria’s Jubilee celebrations. In the journal Nineteenth Century in January 1887, Gladstone catalogued a half-century of reforms that had ameliorated the lot of the people, and with ‘that boundless, bracing optimism helped make Gladstone the supreme representative of an age of shallow-rooted thought …’.22 He said he could see no grounds for disquiet at all. Gladstone was correct, up to a point. Whereas people in the past would have accepted the social evils as facts of life, they now found them intolerable and wanted to do something about them – 136 new charitable foundations were created between 1880 and 1890, for example – and this alone was a measure of how far civilisation had improved. This truth, however, did not mask the fact that behind the improvements there existed a sewer of abject poverty and vice. And the poor, the unemployed and the working classes were growing increasingly restless.


  Large numbers of homeless and unemployed people had been using Trafalgar Square as a place to sleep and the famous fountains there as a place to wash themselves and their clothes. Among those who slept there was Mary Anne Nichols, whose body Charles Cross would discover the following year. Throughout the year the socialists used it to hold meetings, demonstrations, and assorted spectacles, including a march by 2,000 people, which went from there to the Mansion House on 14 October. The crowds were addressed by numerous luminaries, including William Morris, George Bernard Shaw, Annie Besant and the Russian anarchists Kropotkin and Stepniak.


  In 1887, Jubilee year, there was another demonstration in Trafalgar Square. Queen Victoria had in 1886 told Gladstone to take ‘very strong’ steps and to put down such events ‘with a high hand’. The demonstration of 1887 was dealt with so brutally that it was thereafter known as ‘Bloody Sunday’.


  The new Metropolitan Police commissioner, Sir Charles Warren, believed that the activities of the socialists and the unemployed were potentially very dangerous and on 17 October 1887 he declared a temporary but unconditional ban on all meetings in Trafalgar Square. Unfortunately, there was some doubt about the legality of the ban and on 19 October the new home secretary, Henry Matthews, reversed the ban pending legal opinion.


  Sir Charles Warren was a remarkable man who has passed into the history books as a bad commissioner and an even worse military commander, yet his career up to 1887 was successful, albeit not exceptionally distinguished or remarkable. Appointed by the home secretary, Hugh Childers,23 ‘never a figure of great popularity or charm’,24 Sir Charles Warren was born on 7 February 1840 in Bangor, North Wales, the fifth of six children born to Major-General Charles Warren, and educated in Shropshire and at Cheltenham College, Sandhurst and the Royal Military Academy, Woolwich. In 1857 he was commissioned and served with the Royal Engineers. He had several military postings, distinguished himself in Palestine when he undertook a reconnaissance of Philistia, the Jordan valley and Gilead, and also excavated extensively in Jerusalem on behalf of the Palestine Exploration Fund, shedding considerable light on the topography of ancient Jerusalem and the archaeology of the Temple Mount/Haram al-Sherif.25 He saw action in the Kafir War 1877–8, when he commanded the Diamond Fields Horse, being severely wounded at Perie Bush, and in 1882 he most notably succeeded in discovering the fate of the orientalist Edward Henry Palmer.26 In 1885 he stood as the Liberal candidate for the Hallam Division of Sheffield, but was narrowly beaten by the Conservative candidate C B Stuart-Wortley and returned to army work, being posted in January 1886 to Sudan, but was very soon afterwards recalled to serve as commissioner of the Metropolitan Police.


  In the years to come Warren’s tenure of office would be seen as an unmitigated disaster, largely due to the heavy hand he took with the Trafalgar Square demonstrators, and this opinion has become so ingrained that even otherwise sober commentators repeat it,27 but at the time of his appointment it was generally recognised, particularly after the riots of 1886, that the police needed discipline, and Warren was seen as an excellent choice. The Times observed:


  
    In many essential respects, Sir Charles Warren is precisely the man whom sensible Londoners would have chosen to preside over the Police Force of the Metropolis. Though he is in the prime of life (he is only forty-six), there are few officials in Her Majesty’s service who have had more varied experience. He is at once a man of science and a man of action; and for nearly twenty years he has been engaged in work of the kind most likely to develop the administrative faculties.28

  


  Warren would not stay in office very long: he would resign amid extensive public criticism shortly before the last accredited Ripper murder and resume his military career, eventually to be dealt another body blow by fate. At the outbreak of war in South Africa, Warren was put in command of the 5th Division and joined Sir Redvers Buller in Natal on 21 December 1899. Here, on 24 January 1900, he commanded a disastrous assault on a hill called Spion Kop, where the British forces were massacred. He has been described as ‘arguably the most incompetent British commander of the whole Second Boer War of 1899–1902’,29 but the judgement is probably overharsh because, although he cannot be absolved of responsibility,30 many officers at the time were rather more critical of General Sir Redvers Buller.31 Warren was promoted to general in 1904, and colonel commandant of the Royal Engineers in 1905, before retiring in 1906 to spend his final years writing extensively about religious matters, producing a volume of reminiscences called On the Veldt in the Seventies and devoting considerable time to Masonic research. He died at Weston-super-Mare on 21 January 1927.


  Henry Matthews, the newly appointed home secretary, who would stand beside Warren during the Ripper crimes and share as much if not more odium, was born in 1826 in Ceylon (now Sri Lanka), and educated at the University of Paris and London University. Called to the bar at Lincoln’s Inn, he was a skilled and successful cross-examiner who played a part in some notable trials.32 In 1886 he won the marginal seat of East Birmingham and was appointed home secretary by the prime minister, Lord Salisbury.33 It was a serious mistake. Matthews managed to be unpopular with almost everyone. He was, as A J Balfour put it, ‘the member of the Govt. whom everyone wishes to turn out!’34 His ‘Ministerial career was a complete failure’35 and it has been said that ‘He did more, perhaps, to render the government unpopular than any other minister.’36 During the Ripper murders Queen Victoria wrote to Salisbury complaining that the home secretary’s ‘general want of sympathy with the feelings of the people [is] doing the Government harm’. Salisbury replied with an admission that ‘There is an innocence of the ways of the world which no one could have expected to find in a criminal lawyer of sixty.’37 As it happened, Salisbury couldn’t think of a way to get rid of Matthews, and in fact was desperate to keep him in the government,38 but as soon as possible elevated him to Viscount Llandaff, after which Matthews played little part in public life and died in 1913.39


  Relations between these two men would deteriorate very badly. Some have placed the blame with Sir Charles Warren – ‘Warren was a man noted for his tactlessness and peppery temper; there was a stiff pride about Sir Charles too which made it difficult for him to act in a subordinate capacity …’40 – but other voices laid the blame elsewhere. Evelyn Ruggles Brise, private secretary to four home secretaries, said that Matthews was ‘quite incapable of dealing with men; he was a regular Gallio in his attitude to Warren’s complaints. Later on he quarrelled with Bradford, and if you couldn’t get on with Bradford you could get on with nobody’.41 Sir Robert Anderson, head of the CID, thought the blame lay with Godfrey Lushington, Matthews’s secretary, whose personality he described as an irritant ‘blister’ when a ‘plaister’ was needed.42 Anderson was probably correct.43


  The hostility between the two men can be observed in their dithering about Trafalgar Square. As they waited for a legal pronouncement on the closure of the Square to demonstrations, Warren became increasingly concerned, telling Matthews,


  
    … the mob, which at first was disorganized, is now beginning to obtain a certain amount of cohesion … I think it more than probable that they will get out of hand in a very short time if they are not dispersed … they appear to be able to get together now to the number of 2 or 3,000 in two or three minutes …44

  


  The authorities did not tell the public – and the would-be demonstrators – the reasons for this on/off closure of the square, and the great historian Sir Robert Ensor echoed the opinion of many when he argued that this contributed to the irritation and anger of the demonstrators.45 Delegates from various clubs met and decided to march to Trafalgar Square and formally protest ‘against the illegal interference’ in public meetings and then break up the gathering. Meanwhile, Warren, concerned that the socialists planned seriously to disrupt the Lord Mayor’s Parade day in November 1887, found a loophole in the law that enabled him to order a ban on all meetings in Trafalgar Square because it was Crown property. As it happened it poured with rain on the day and the Lord Mayor’s Parade passed without incident. The peace did not last long. On Friday, 11 November, the Metropolitan Radical Association announced plans to stage a mammoth demonstration the following Sunday. Other groups, including the Social Democratic Federation, the Socialist League, the Home Rule Union and assorted anarchist and radical clubs, groups and organisations joined in. Sir Charles Warren put 5,000 constables on duty, 2,000 in and around Trafalgar Square, and a battalion of Grenadier Guards and a regiment of Life Guards were put on standby. The socialists marched. The Times estimated the size of the crowd by mid-afternoon at 20,000; the police estimated the numbers at 40,000 to 50,000 – an estimated 5,000 men had marched from East London alone. The police and the soldiers responded with a very heavy hand. As Annie Besant remarked, ‘The soldiers were ready to fire, the people unarmed; it would have been but a massacre.’46


  In the course of the afternoon two men died, a hundred people were sent with injuries to hospital, 77 constables were injured, 40 rioters were arrested and received sentences of up to eight months with hard labour, and 75 charges of brutality were lodged against the police. W T Stead, the campaigning editor of the Pall Mall Gazette, told Gladstone the police were


  
    … characterized by a brutality which I have never before seen in the whole of my life; and the sentences of three and six months, which have been passed upon men who, provoked beyond endurance, struck back at their lawless assailants in uniform are simply infamous.

  


  Later that month, on 28 November, there was a minor conflict with the police and a man named Alfred Linnell suffered injuries from which several days later he died. His funeral on 18 December was huge, matched for size only by that of the Duke of Wellington, and the procession stretched a mile and a half. Annie Besant recorded that ‘at Aldgate the procession took three-quarters of an hour to pass one spot’.47 As Sir Robert Ensor remarks, ‘Bitter memories of it [Bloody Sunday] lasted in the working-class districts for over twenty years. Much odium fell on Warren, who was indeed largely to blame; and much on the home secretary, Matthews, who was already unpopular in parliament.’48


  Although Sir Charles Warren was blamed, his successor’s more repressive policies have passed generally unremarked. James Monro banned almost all demonstrations and Home Secretary Matthews had to overrule him so frequently that it strained their relations. When Monro banned a Friendly Societies parade in May 1890, Matthews wrote,


  
    These men are the pick of the working classes, perfectly orderly, with an excellent object in view. It would be disastrous to get the police into collision with them. Processions are not necessarily illegal … I am quite aware how troublesome to the police these demonstrations are, but it will not do to go beyond the law in dealing with them. In the case of Trafalgar Square the law was strained to the utmost; but public safety and public opinion supported the action of the Police. That would not be so in this instance.49

  


  Bloody Sunday ‘ended in such a decisive victory for the authorities that it marked the end of revolutionary heroics based on the plight of the East End poor’.50 It was a defeat for socialism, and Lord Salisbury observed that ‘by October 1892 socialist quackeries will either have been dropped or they will have been exposed by experience’. As one biographer wryly observed, ‘It is fortunate for Lord Salisbury that history judges him for his governance rather than his sooth-saying.’51 On the other hand, some saw it as the start of something bigger and more disturbing: ‘… men and their families are hovering on the brink of starvation, and there is grave reason to fear that a social revolution is impending.’52


  In the 1830s and 1840s there was widespread concern about the slum districts – not, one feels, a concern for the plight of the people who lived there, but anxiety about what would happen if they ever spilled beyond the confines of their ramshackle and squalid tenements, to spread dirt, disease, immorality and crime into respectable society. It was widely accepted that the slums, or rookeries as they were commonly known in those days, were the home and refuge of criminals. Whether or not they were is uncertain. There appears to have been little reported crime in the rookeries themselves, but that probably means nothing, since the rookeries would have been self-policing and the denizens unlikely to possess much of value that had been obtained legally and could therefore be reported ‘lost’. The whole point of concern, though, was that the rookeries were the homes of and bred criminals, not that they were places where crimes were committed. The most notorious rookery was an area called St Giles, depicted by Hogarth in Gin Lane, The First Stage of Cruelty, A Harlot’s Progress and The Idle Apprentice. It is said that 54,000 people lived there in 1851. In his Sketches by Boz in the 1830s, Charles Dickens, who had a curious love of slums and descended into the depths of Whitechapel when the opportunity presented itself, described St Giles as


  
    Wretched houses with broken windows patched with rags and paper; every room let out to a different family, and in many instances to two or even three – fruit and ‘sweetstuff’ manufacturers in the cellars, barbers and red-herring vendors in the front parlours, cobblers in the back; a bird-fancier in the first floor, three families on the second, starvation in the attics, Irishmen in the passage, a musician in the front kitchen, a charwoman and five hungry children in the back one – filth everywhere – a gutter before the houses, and a drain behind – clothes drying, and slops emptying from the windows; … men and women, in every variety of scanty and dirty apparel, lounging, scolding, drinking, smoking, squabbling, fighting, and swearing.

  


  After St Giles the most notorious rookery was Saffron Hill, where Fagin lived in Oliver Twist (1838). Bill Sikes lived in Bethnal Green and Dickens portrays Fagin as moving through the heart of future Ripper territory to visit him:


  
    The house to which Oliver had been conveyed, was in the neighbourhood of Whitechapel. The Jew stopped for an instant at the corner of the street; and, glancing suspiciously round, crossed the road, and struck off in the direction of Spitalfields.

  


  Concerns about the plight of the labouring classes led to enquiries and investigations by select committees, royal commissions, statistical societies, local bodies and other groups. Reports were produced and Acts passed by Parliament, among them the City Sewers Acts (1848, 1851), Sanitary Act (1866) and the Torrens Act (1868). And large areas of slum dwellings were destroyed for new roads and commercial premises, railways, docks and assorted public and private buildings. St Giles vanished under New Oxford Street in 1846–7, Saffron Hill under Farringdon Street, and some of the Whitechapel and Spitalfields rookeries vanished with the building of Commercial Street.53 Nobody paid much interest in the welfare of the estimated 100,000 people54 who were unceremoniously evicted, and public concern about the poor waned considerably. Their concern was reawakened in the 1880s and from 1883 there was a succession of articles and pamphlets from writers and campaigners such as Henry Mayhew, George Godwin, George Augustus Sala, James Greenwood, Richard Rowe and Walter Besant, and notably a series of illustrated articles in Pictorial World by the popular journalist and playwright George Sims in which he compared the slum districts and their denizens to unexplored lands and the savage tribes who lived there. According to William Booth, founder of the Salvation Army, the slums were ‘a dark continent that is within easy walking distance’ and full of ‘nameless abominations’ and ‘the last Alsatias where lawlessness still reigns supreme’.55


  Surprisingly Sims’s series made little impression, but the moment was right for the Reverend Andrew Mearns, secretary of the London Congregational Union, who drew on Sims and other writers to produce a twenty-page penny pamphlet called The Bitter Cry of Outcast London, which described in vivid detail ‘rotten and reeking tenements’, gross overcrowding, sweated occupations, drunkenness, brutality and sex and crimes, claiming to a horrified and aghast readership that ‘incest is common’.56 The success of Mearns’s pamphlet was undoubtedly due to its being taken up by W T Stead, editor of the ever-campaigning and circulation-hungry Pall Mall Gazette,57 who reprinted it and darkly warned of popular unrest and even socialism. He caused it to grab the public conscience and sense of alarm by the throat and shake it vigorously.58


  In 1886 a shipping-line owner named Charles Booth began a survey of poverty in London, beginning with the East End and ultimately covering the whole of the metropolis. Born in Liverpool on 30 March 1840, the third son of a wealthy corn merchant, he inherited £20,000 and invested it in the construction of two steamships, Augustine and Jerome, thus founding the Booth Steamship Company, of which he remained chairman until 1912. From this elevated position Booth was an unlikely figure to be concerned with the plight of the poor, but in 1865 he had stood for election as the Liberal parliamentary candidate and in the course of his house-to-house canvassing he visited the slums of Toxteth and had been horrified by conditions of poverty and squalor that he otherwise wouldn’t have believed existed. With the revival of interest in poverty and the housing of the poor in the 1880s, Booth was angered and moved by the contradictory claims and counterclaims of various groups who disputed the extent of pauperism and, indeed, its causes. Booth had always applied statistics in his business dealings and now determined to use statistical methods to study the extent of pauperism in London, to which he and his family had moved in 1875. The results of his investigations were published in seventeen volumes between 1889 and 1903 entitled Life and Labour of the People in London. The survey, which The Times called ‘the grimmest book of its generation’, revealed that 35.7 per cent of East Londoners and 30.7 per cent of all Londoners were living in abject poverty. Booth also showed that poverty was not a consequence of fecklessness, idleness, improvidence or drink, but was in the main caused by low pay and the casual and irregular nature of much employment. A successive enquiry by Seebohm Rowntree in York produced similar conclusions. He wrote,


  
    That in this land of abounding wealth, during a time of perhaps unexampled prosperity, probably more than one-fourth of the population are living in poverty, is a fact which may well cause great searchings of heart. There is surely need for a greater concentration of thought by the nation upon the well-being of its own people, for no civilization can be sound or stable which has at its base this mass of stunted human life.

  


  Charles Booth, along with his unrelated namesake William Booth of the Salvation Army, Canon Samuel A Barnett, vicar of St Jude’s in Spitalfields and founder of Toynbee Hall, and the socialist politician H M Hyndman, among other notable figures, shared the opinion that there existed a ‘residuum’ of hopeless and irretrievable people who corrupted and debased respectable workers, and for whose eradication various solutions were suggested, ranging from enforced confinement and retraining in rural labour colonies to compulsory sterilisation.59


  Booth showed that there were areas of greater poverty than the East End, among them parts of Southwark and riverside Westminster, but by the time he had begun his survey East London had a reputation as a place not just of exceptional hardship but also of menace. This reputation had grown throughout the 1870s and 1880s, and is reflected in the work of popular novelists, the trend being kicked off by Walter Besant’s All Sorts and Conditions of Men, published in 1882, Arthur Morrison’s East End trilogy Tales of Mean Streets, A Child of the Jago and To London Town, and Israel Zangwill’s wonderful novels of the Jewish East End.


  1888


  Eighteen eighty-eight was a very dull year. Most history books don’t mention it at all, or mention it in passing. There was no cause for anxiety abroad, so Britain practically spent the whole year absorbed with its own affairs. Politically there was little happening and Lord Salisbury, ‘a political philistine’, was not a Gladstone or a Disraeli in terms of impressing himself upon the public conscience, although he provided a type of stolid security. The most important political achievement of the year, and to some extent of the period in general, was the Local Government Act, which set up elected county councils in England. There was a singular lull in the world of labour affairs, better trade conditions probably absorbing large numbers of the unemployed who had made headlines with their marches and demonstrations in previous years. Housing reform continued to arouse popular interest and in January a Board of Trade report for the first time revealed the horrors of sweated labour. There was little action, but a lot of talk, much of it following obscure diversionary side paths.


  At the same time there was a report by a private committee investigating the conditions of women’s industry, and women themselves began to campaign for rights of their own, notably the workers at the large Bryant and May match-making factory in Fairfield Road, Bow. In June 1888 Clementina Black60 had given a speech on female labour during the course of which she cited the bad conditions endured by the workers at Bryant and May. The indomitable Annie Besant, who was a member of the audience, was so horrified that she personally interviewed several of the workers herself and wrote about her investigations in the newspaper The Link under the arresting title WHITE SLAVERY IN LONDON. She wrote about how the women worked fourteen hours a day, earned less than 5 shillings a week, and were subject to fines ranging from 3 pence to 1 shilling imposed by the management for sins such as dropping matches, going to the toilet without permission or arriving late for work. She also pointed out that the job done by these women was dangerous because Bryant and May used white/yellow phosphorus, which was banned in other countries because it led to a form of bone cancer nicknamed phossy jaw, which could cause the jawbones to rot and glow greenish-white in the dark. Phossy jaw was sometimes immediately fatal, but could be resolved by the agonising and disfiguring surgical removal of the jawbone.


  In response, Bryant and May tried to force its workers to sign statements denying the claims made in the article, and threatened to sue Besant and The Link. When a group of women refused to sign and their organisers were immediately sacked, the workers went on strike, Annie Besant won the support of W T Stead, Henry Hyde Champion, Catherine Booth and George Bernard Shaw, and called for the public to boycott Bryant and May matches. Despite The Times’ blaming of Annie Besant and her supporters for the dispute,61 after three weeks the company caved in and agreed to re-employ the dismissed women and end the fines system.62 The strike made national news, was a widespread talking point and inspired the formation of unions all over the country. It also focused attention on the East End.


  Lord Sydney Godolphin Osborne63 sarcastically observed that ‘at last people were finding out about the awful conditions of the East End and the horrors that existed in the slums of England, whilst £500,000 was raised annually for foreign missions and even larger amounts were spent on lavish buildings such as the Church House at Westminster, and its time on a Pan-Anglican conference of bishops from all over the world’.


  The ‘crisis of faith’ of this period is marked by a number of novels, the most popular being the extraordinarily long and massive bestseller Robert Elsmere64 by Mrs Humphry Ward,65 published in April by the London firm of Smith, Elder. It caused a widespread and often heated controversy and provoked Gladstone to write an article ‘“Robert Elsmere” and the Battle of Belief’.66 Ward’s loss-of-faith novel was about a hard-working country vicar who loses his belief in miracles and resigns his living, going to live in the East End, where he founds a New Brotherhood of Christ, preaching a blend of Christianity, Positivism and the social gospel. The novel was a book of its time. For most people religious belief was the aggressive evangelical sort so typified by Victorian hymns such as the Reverend Augustus Toplady’s beloved ‘Rock of Ages’, which accepted that the Bible was literally true: that the world had been created 6,000 years ago, that everyone was descended from Adam and Eve and that Noah and his family were the only survivors of a universal flood. During the 1880s and the 1890s there was widespread doubt and even attacks on evangelical religion, the roots of which were in the controversy surrounding the evolutionary theories of Charles Darwin – revived by his death in 1882. Other books took the same theme, among them The Christian by Hall Caine,67 about a clergyman torn between his celibate vows and love for his childhood sweetheart, who becomes a slum priest in the East End. The Christian sold 50,000 copies in a month and, with Robert Elsmere and several other titles, brought the East End to further public attention.


  In the arts, the musical passion of 1888 was for coster songs, working-class ditties with titles such as ‘’E’s All Right When You Know’Im, But You’ve Got to Know’Im Furst’. They reflect the widespread popularity among all classes of the music hall and coster performers, who included Little Titch, Pimlico-born Gus Elen,68 who began as a street busker with a barrel organ in the Strand in the 1880s and who achieved such popularity that by 1900 he could command £250 a week (over half a million a year in modern money), and Harry Champion, a near-contemporary of Elen’s, whose songs ‘Any Old Iron’, ‘I’m Henery the Eighth, I Am’, and ‘Boiled Beef and Carrots’ are still well known more than a century later. Others were Albert Chevalier,69 perhaps the most famous coster performer of them all, and Dan Leno, possibly the most famous entertainer of his time, who in 1888 began the first of fifteen seasons at the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane. The popularity of these Cockney songs and their performers also served to direct attention to the East End, although ironically the famous Wilton’s Music Hall in the East End closed in 1888 and was turned into a mission hall.


  The other ‘crazes’ of 1888 were football and parachuting. The Football League was founded in that year, its creation announced at a meeting at Anderton’s Hotel in Fleet Street on 22 March and the first game kicking off on 8 September. Among the players was Arthur Wharton, the first black professional footballer, who from 1886 to 1888 was known as the fastest man in Britain (he broke the 100-yards world record) and for reasons that seemingly defy explanation played numerous games for Preston North End and Rotherham in goal.70 As for parachuting, an American aeronaut, Captain Thomas Scott Baldwin,71 who apparently called himself, or became known as, ‘Professor Baldwin’, arrived in England in the summer of 1888 and gave a number of exhibitions at Alexandra Palace using a (for the time) sophisticated parachute of his own invention – a silk device with a vent. Witnesses were both astonished and terrified by the great distance Professor Baldwin fell before he opened his parachute, but this was a deception caused when the balloon he had jumped from sprang upwards once its load had been lightened by the professor’s exit.72 Professor Baldwin exhibited elsewhere, including a goose fair in Nottingham, where he joined the world champion trick cyclist W G Hurst (who did fifty tricks on a Beeston Humber bike) as one of the entertainments. By chance, one of the policemen prominently involved in the Ripper enquiry, Detective Reid, was a balloonist.73 Apart from coster songs, football, parachuting and trick cycling, novelties such as electric lighting and phonographs using wax instead of tinfoil cylinders74 managed to attract widespread attention in 1888.


  Other highlights of the year were the tercentenary celebrations of the Armada, complete with a re-enactment of a game of bowls on Plymouth Hoe; the launch of The Star newspaper, which would probably give more publicity to the Ripper crimes than any other; and in May the amalgamation in South Africa of De Beers and the Kimberley Central Diamond Mining company, which thus became a virtual monopoly and was in a position to fix diamond prices to this day.


  Politics was dull. Nothing happened that caught the public imagination except the dirty and government-assisted campaign by The Times to smear the Irish Home Rule champion Charles Stewart Parnell. A participant, although only on a small scale as far as is known, was Robert Anderson, head of the CID at the time of the Ripper murders, and in 1910 his activities at this time regarding ‘Parnellism’ would land him in very hot water and almost cause him to lose his pension.


  Overall, then, 1888 was a fairly dull year, but much of the interest of the time, as indeed is true of the decade thus far, concerned social problems, which in turn put the East End even more in the spotlight. Indeed, as Peter Ackroyd perceptively remarks in his London: The Biography, ‘All the anxiety about the City in general then became attached to the East End in particular, as if in some peculiar sense it had become a microcosm of London’s own dark life.’


  The late Victorians lived through dramatically and rapidly changing times. Their economy had changed from land-based to manufacturing-based, and the established social order had changed and was changing still. These changes generated very real fears and anxieties, even apprehension of revolution, and they were fed by the social ills of London: the slums, the poverty and the immorality and crime. The East End came to represent all the ills of London as a whole, and as a result all fears and anxieties about the changing times; and Jack the Ripper came to represent the East End, as he inadvertently embodied the preoccupations of his times in a perhaps unique way: he was all the fears and anxieties wrapped in a human form, a flesh-and-blood embodiment of all that was wrong with London and with society as a whole. This lurker in the shadows, secret and silent, represented the uncertain future against which there was no defence.


  Although Jack the Ripper has little historical importance, he focused national and international attention on the East End and indirectly forced slum landlords to sell their properties for redevelopment. As Jerry White noted in his history of one such redevelopment, the barrack-like tenement-block Rothschild Dwellings, ‘Within six years, then, Jack the Ripper had done more to destroy the Flower and Dean St rookery than fifty years of road building, slum clearance and unabated pressure from police, Poor Law Guardians, vestries and sanitary officers.’


  He impacted on and in turn became part of the public consciousness. In this respect Jack the Ripper most certainly did make a mark on history, and his crimes and times are certainly worthy of study.


  CHAPTER TWO


  The Beginning


  The murders committed by the creature known disturbingly to posterity as ‘Jack the Ripper’ were characterised by extensive mutilation of the victim, the womb being the target of his attacks. It is generally accepted that he killed only five women, the characteristic mutilations being absent in one instance, possibly because the murderer was disturbed. However, it is doubtful that Jack the Ripper began his career with a full-blown murder and mutilation. He probably began with acts of lesser violence that bore none of his hallmarks: there were a number of violent attacks and murders in Whitechapel, some of which may have been the Ripper’s work. Whether they were or not, they primed both the press and the public to react with outrage and horror when the ‘first’ Ripper murder took place.


  Fairy Fay


  The earliest of these attacks was on ‘Fairy Fay’, or so several contemporary newspapers reported, but there is no evidence that such a person ever existed. The story is interesting, however, as an example of how a tale is woven without substance. It also introduces one of the many extraordinary people wandering the streets of London in the latter years of the Victorian period.


  The story of Fairy Fay has its origins with a journalist named Terence Robertson and an article in Reynolds’ Newspaper. According to Robertson,


  
    On the cold Boxing Night of 1887, she decided to take a short cut home from a pub in Mitre Square. This decision, which took her through the dim alleyways behind Commercial Road, cost her her life.


    Two hours after she set out, a constable, on beat, shone his flickering oil lamp into a darkened doorway. At the inquest he said his lamp revealed a sight which sickened him.


    In its ray was all that was left of ‘Fairy Fay.’


    Inspector Reid of Commercial Road police station took charge. His detectives questioned dozens of people who lived in the drab house overlooking the scene of the crime.


    After a few weeks of vain inquiries, Inspector Reid informed his chief at Metropolitan Police Headquarters, New Scotland Yard, that the case had been shelved.


    Only brief reports of the murder appeared in the Press, and by February the case was forgotten.1

  


  The story was picked up by the writer Tom Cullen in his book Autumn of Terror. He told pretty much the same story, but says that the murdered woman was unidentified, ‘Fairy Fay’ being a name bestowed upon her, and specifically stating that she had been mutilated, which Robertson implied with the words ‘all that was left of …’


  Contemporary newspapers mention a murder at Christmas 1887:


  
    The first of the series of murders was committed so far back as last Christmas, when the body of a woman was discovered with a stick or iron instrument thrust into her body as if she had been interred under the law until recently applicable to suicides, which required a person found guilty of felo de se [suicide] to be buried at the four cross-roads with a stake driven through the chest. In this case the woman was never identified, and no particular sensation was caused, the death being generally assumed to be the result of a drunken freak on the part of the nameless ruffians who swarm about Whitechapel. The second noticeable tragedy occurred on Aug. 7 last, when a woman named Martha Turner, aged thirty-five, a hawker, was discovered lying dead on the first floor landing of some model dwellings …2

  


  Researchers have not been able to trace a record of any crime such as that described and the general opinion is that the crime and victim were an invention born out of confusion, its genesis being with the later murder of Emma Elizabeth Smith, who as we shall see was brutally attacked by a gang of men and an object was rammed into her vagina. She was left for dead, but was able to return to her lodging and be assisted from there to the London Hospital, where she later died from her injuries. Emma Smith differs from the Christmas 1887 victim in that she died in hospital rather than in the street, and the stake was not driven into her chest. But the method of killing bears such a close parallel that it is difficult not to conclude that they were one and the same.


  Another newspaper also indicates that the earlier victim was never identified, or that poor Emma Smith’s name was forgotten:


  
    And then other stories began to be told – not by the people, but by the police themselves, and founded only too well upon facts. They showed how high the public passion was against the murderer of Annie Chapman, Polly Nicholls, Martha Tabram, and the poor unfortunate of Osborn-street – for all four were laid at the door of the one man.3

  


  I have not found a list of victims ascribed to the Ripper that includes both the Christmas 1887 victim and Emma Smith, and it is noticeable that Robertson likewise omitted the murder of Emma Smith. That they were one and the same is ultimately confirmed by a Parliamentary exchange reported in the Manchester Guardian, where an MP made reference to ‘the case of the first murder, committed last Christmas, according to the dying testimony of the woman, several persons were concerned.’4 That the victim of the Christmas assault lived long enough to say that she had been attacked by several persons makes the identification almost certain.


  Where the date came from is an altogether different question. It has been suggested that it was supplied by a 54-year-old widow called Margaret Hayes.5 Most newspaper reports of the murder of Emma Smith carried Hayes’s claim to have been attacked in the same location as Smith shortly before Christmas 1887. Hayes, who actually lived in the same lodging house as Emma Smith, had been so brutally attacked that she remained from 8 December until 28 December 1887 in the Whitechapel infirmary.6 It is not known whether the attack on Margaret Hayes provided the date of the mythic attack at Christmas 1887, but it seems possible.


  The name ‘Fairy Fay’ cannot be traced beyond Terence Robertson’s article in Reynolds’ Newspaper and it is assumed to be his invention. The authors Nicholas Connell and Stewart Evans suggest that perhaps it was in part derived from a Reynolds’ report of the appearance at Marlborough Street Court of a notorious woman known as Tottie or Tot Fay: ‘… Lillie Herbert alias Tot Fay, Lillian Rothschild, Florence St John, Mabel Gray, Lilly Cohen, Amy Sinclair, Lillian Rose, Amy Violet, Florence Le Grand, and a score of other fictitious names …’7


  Tot Fay seems to have been a colourful character and at the time of her appearance at the magistrates’ court, Reynolds’ Newspaper called her ‘one of the most notorious women in London’ and said that ‘Wherever she is charged she gives a different name, and always talks about her mamma and her relations …’ No doubt extremely difficult and irritating, she nevertheless caused a few smiles. When she was arrested for accosting a man in Bury Street, the newspaper reported that she pleaded in court the next day:


  
    ‘On my soul, I never spoke to a soul, except a friend with whom I had a cup of coffee. I walked with him to his chambers, and he was just raising his hat to say good-bye when that wicked man [pointing to the constable] came up and dragged me off like a felon. I give you my word as a lady that I never spoke to anyone else all the evening. Indeed, I would not lower myself to speak to a gentleman unless he first saluted me. I have had a great deal of trouble since I lost my dear mamma, and I only yesterday got over a serious misfortune. It is a cruel shame that I should be exposed to such degradation as this at the hands of a vulgar policeman. Really, sir, it is not safe for a young lady to walk in the streets by herself.’


    Sergeant Brewer: ‘The serious misfortune to which she refers was a sentence of fourteen days’ imprisonment she had at Bow Street.’

  


  As late as 1891 she was still being hauled before the magistrates, pleading innocence and claiming that her troubles were the result of wicked policemen. Lloyd’s Weekly News reported in November that year that she had tried to occupy a room in a man’s house, claiming that she had missed her last bus, lost her latch key and ‘did not want to disturb her poor ma’. In court the next day she declared to the magistrate:


  
    ‘Oh, sir, kind sir, I am an unfortunate young lady – most unfortunate – and these wicked policemen – Well, there, they club together to ruin me. I was really interfered with by that man last night owing to the French shoes I was wearing. I could – really I couldn’t – hardly walk, and was carrying a costume box. This man accosted me, when I had thoroughly made up my mind to pull myself together …’

  


  The exchange went on along these lines for some time until the magistrate sent her to prison for three months. Tot Fay rounded on the policemen: ‘Ho! Look at the wicked lies you have told. I’ll have you for this. Oh, my God! Three months! Well!’8


  Tottie or Tot Fay is even mentioned with just a hint of nostalgia by the journalist George R Sims in his book Glances Back:


  
    And in those days we had Tottie Fay, who was constantly appearing at the police court in a mud-stained opera cloak and ragged ball dress, explaining to the magistrate that though she had been overcome by liquor she was ‘a perfect lady’.9

  


  Tot Fay may have ended her days in Broadmoor, where she was committed in February 1894 suffering from maniacal fits.


  There was also an actress named Tottie Fay whom I’ve come across in Robert Graves’s powerful autobiography Goodbye to All That (1929). Describing a field punishment suffered by his servant, Private Fahy, Graves says he was ‘known as “Tottie Fay” after the actress’.


  Although ‘Tot Fay’ was the most famous of her numerous aliases, it is nevertheless difficult to believe that it suggested the name ‘Fairy Fay’ to Robertson. Perhaps a simpler explanation is that Terence Robertson simply took ‘Fairy Fay’ from the song ‘Polly Wolly Doodle’, where it is repeated throughout in the chorus, as in:

  



  Fare thee well, fare thee well,

  Fare thee well my fairy fay

  For I’m going to Lou’siana for to see my Susyanna

  Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day.

  



  Annie Millwood


  Thirty-eight-year-old Annie Millwood, the widow of a soldier named Richard Millwood, was first advanced as a possible victim by Philip Sugden in 1994.10 She lived at 8 White’s Row, Spitalfields, and on 25 February 1888 she was admitted to the Whitechapel Workhouse Infirmary. According to a brief report in the Eastern Post she was


  
    suffering from numerous stabs in the legs and lower part of the body. She stated that she had been attacked by a man who she did not know, and who stabbed her with a clasp knife which he took from his pocket. No one appears to have seen the attack, and as far as at present is ascertained there is only the woman’s statement to bear out the allegations of an attack, though that she had been stabbed cannot be denied. After her admission to the infirmary deceased progressed favourably, and was sent to the [Whitechapel Union Workhouse] South Grove …11

  


  She was admitted to the workhouse on 21 March and on 31 March she was engaged in conversation with Richard Sage, the workhouse messenger, when he had to attend to someone else. He returned after about three minutes to find her lying on the floor. Thomas Badcock, the master of the workhouse, immediately telephoned to the infirmary for assistance from Dr Arthur, but, realising that this was a case of extreme emergency, sought assistance from a Dr Wheeler of Mile End Road. The doctor pronounced life extinct and the body was removed to the mortuary.12


  The East Middlesex coroner, Wynne E Baxter, of whom we shall hear a great deal more, held an inquest. Death was attributed to ‘sudden effusion into the pericardium from the rupture of the left pulmonary artery through ulceration’.13 The jury returned a verdict of death from natural causes.14


  It has been noted that Annie Millwood’s injuries were similar to those suffered by Martha Tabram, a later victim of a brutal and fatal attack, and that she may have been assaulted by the same person. There is no real reason to suppose that this was the case, however, or that she was a victim of Jack the Ripper, and the Eastern Post’s comment that ‘there is only the woman’s statement to bear out the allegations of an attack’ may hint at suspicions that the injuries, though severe, were self-inflicted.


  Ada Wilson


  At 12.30 a.m. on Wednesday, 28 March 1888, a man knocked at 19 Maidman Street, Bow, ‘a small thoroughfare lying midway between the East India Dock and Bow roads’,15 the home of a young16 dressmaker named Ada Wilson, who answered the door. A man she did not know stood there. She later described him as aged about thirty, five foot six in height, with a sunburned face and fair moustache, and dressed in dark coat, light trousers and wide-awake hat. The man demanded money, threatened to kill her if she did not produce any, and when she refused took out a clasp knife and stabbed her twice in the throat. Screams for help were heard and two young women rushed up to two constables, 232K and 539K, who were on duty outside the Royal Hotel. They went immediately to the house in Maidman Street and found Ada Wilson lying in the passage, bleeding profusely from a wound in the throat. They immediately sent for a Dr Wheeler of Mile End Road who attended to the wounds, then sent her to hospital. The police, led by Detective Inspectors Wildey and Dillworth, began a search for the man. Ada Wilson recovered enough to give an account of what had happened and provide the description of the man,17 and, against early predictions that she would not recover, got better and was discharged on 27 April.


  Some possibly interesting insights were provided by Rose Bierman, described as a ‘young Jewess’ by the Eastern Post, which also described the story of an attack by a man knocking on the door as ‘alleged’. She said,


  
    ‘Ada Wilson, the injured woman, is the occupier of the house, but at the time of the outrage she was under notice to quit. I knew Mrs. Wilson as a married woman, although I had never seen her husband. Last evening she came into the house accompanied by a male companion, but whether he was her husband or not I could not say. She has often had visitors to see her, but I have rarely seen them myself, as Mrs. Wilson lives in the front room, her
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