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        Eliza Armstrong (b. 1872), a missing girl, sweet-tempered and loyal.


        Mrs Elizabeth Armstrong (b. c. 1848), Elizas worn-down, harddrinking mother.


        Charles Armstrong (b. c. 1844), Elizas chimneysweep father.


        Nancy Broughton, the Armstrongs neighbour.


        Bash Broughton, Nancys husband.


        Rebecca Jarrett (b. 184650), Nancys friend and former workmate, and Elizas new mistress: a troubled woman with a dark past.


        William Cooke, the long-suffering local magistrate.


        Elsewhere 


        Madame Louise Mourey, a shady French midwife.


        Henry Smith, a concerned cab driver.

      

    

  


  Westminster and Mayfair


  
    
      
        The Harcourt family 


        Sir William Harcourt (b. 1827), Liberal Home Secretary, a man of oafish physique and intellect: Inspector Minahans arch adversary.


        Loulou Harcourt (b. 1863), Sir Williams son and private secretary.


        Thrse Harcourt (b. c. 1835) Sir Williams first wife.


        Elizabeth Cabot Ives (b. c. 1831), Sir Williams second wife.


        Frances, Lady Waldegrave (b. 1821), Sir Williams ambitious aunt.


        George Granville Harcourt, (b. 1785), her old grumpy husband.


        Sir William Harcourts friends 


        Richard Monckton Milnes (b. 1809), politician, poet and man of letters: the cool of the evening, the black of the night.


        Reginald Baliol Brett (b. 1852), Sir Williams protg and Loulous friend.


        George Cavendish-Bentinck (b. 1821), a Tory MP and Sir William Harcourts Mayfair neighbour.

      

    

  


  Fleet Street


  
    
      
        William Thomas Stead (b. 1849), editor of the Pall Mall Gazette: a lusty puritan.


        Mr Jacques, a reporter for the Pall Mall Gazette: Steads shadowy sidekick.


        Thomas Catling (b. 1838), editor of Lloyds Weekly.


        Henry Hales (b. c. 1829), a tenacious reporter for Lloyds Weekly.

      

    

  


  Scotland Yard


  
    
      
        Lieutenant-Colonel Douglas Labalmondiere (b.1815), Assistant Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police.


        Inspector Edward Borner, a police officer.

      

    

  


  The Soho Placeurs (Traffickers)


  
    
      
        John Sallecartes (b. c. 1836), a Belgian thug.


        Frederick Schultz, Sallecartes partner: violent, dark and handsome.


        Emile Regnier (b. c. 1845), a former French Communard and habitual thief.


        Edouard Roger (b. c. 1841), a Brussels brothel-keeper.

      

    

  


  The Guileless Girls


  
    
      
        Adelene Tanner (b. 1860), a vulnerable girl trafficked by Sallecartes and Roger.


        Emily Ellen (b. 1859), a feisty girl trafficked by Sallecartes and Roger.


        Lydia King (b. 1860), a trafficked girl.

      

    

  


  Reformers and God-fearing radicals


  
    
      
        Alfred Dyer (b.1849), a Quaker, publisher and social purity reformer: shy and furious.


        Josephine Butler (b. 1828), a relentless campaigner for female rights, and a woman of beauty and intellect.


        William Bramwell Booth (b. 1856), Chief of Staff of the Sal vation Army: a quiet fanatic who was bullied at school.


        Dr Elizabeth Blackwell (b. 1821), Americas first female doc tor, now residing in Hastings.


        Benjamin Scott (b. 1814), Chamberlain of the City of London, a self-made successful financier and social reformer.


        Henry Varley (b. 1835), a Notting Hill butcher and evangelical preacher.

      

    

  


  



  Prologue


  A Mother Seeking A Lost Child


  Marylebone 1885


  I fear some harm has happened to her.


  
    Mrs Armstrong, Lloyds Weekly, 12 July 18851

  


  
    The court reporter arrived at the Lloyds Weekly newspaper office with his mornings dispatch written up in duplicate. It was another stiflingly hot day, a
    Saturday, 11 July 1885. The article he had sweated through London to deliver told the story of a missing girl, reported by the childs tearful mother at the Marylebone police court that
    morning. Calling at Fleet Street offices strewn with newspapers, letters, wet proofsheets, files of copy and great splashes and dried up pools of ink, the newsman sold
    his tale of the vanished child to the popular Lloyds Weekly, the liberal Daily News and the radical Reynoldss Weekly.2
    Only the editor at Lloyds and his special correspondent, Henry Hales, spotted the scoop, a story so big it would help double their circulation to one million, the first Sunday paper
    ever to achieve such a readership. Henry Hales was sent to find the missing girls mother  at once.

  


  It had been a challenging week for Londons newspaper editors. The last five days had seen all sales woefully outclassed by a rival paper, the Pall Mall Gazette, which had sparked
  outrage and rioting over the publication of its series of reports on juvenile prostitution and the traffic of adolescent British girls overseas. The reports described how young
  girls disappeared into the labyrinth of vice that lurked beneath Londons surface, with accounts from procurers and brothel-keepers, bullies and placeurs (traffickers) recorded in
  interview and described to the public in unprecedented detail. These included the tale of a thirteen-year-old girl named Lily, sold into iniquity by her drunken mother
  for 5; and the boast of a foreign placeur that two hundred and fifty girls like Lily were traded across the Channel every single year.3


  This was not new information. In the previous five years there had been repeated official and unofficial evidence of a regular traffic in British girls to France, Holland and Belgium. A House of
  Lords Select Committee had recently exposed an entire gang of foreign placeurs, caught inveigling adolescents into maisons closes (discreet brothels in which the prostitutes were not
  at liberty to leave) in Brussels and Antwerp.4 The Earl of Dalhousie had told the House of Lords that these traders in virtue believed their work was
  perfectly legal. In a letter Dalhousie read to the Lords, discovered during a Home Office inquiry into the traffic, he quoted a Dutch placeur reassuring his colleague they will do
  nothing to you in London. The Earl then admitted in the House that this was true.5


  
    *

  


  At the Marylebone police court earlier that sweltering morning, Mrs Armstrong, a poor but apparently respectable woman, had asked the magistrate for assistance in
  finding her thirteen-year-old daughter.6 Since Londons police-court magistrates issued guidance to the lower classes in local disputes and family
  matters, and with the girls disappearance complicated by the involvement of a neighbour, it appeared that Mrs Armstrong was seeking the magistrates advice, rather
  than going directly to the police.7 Her missing child was called Eliza. She had been absent from her home in Charles Street, Marylebone, for six weeks.


  The police courtroom was filled with the dirty, waiting bodies, the lingering breath of the overnight drunk and incapables and the smell of stale sweat. (A Marylebone magistrate
  would later liken the same courtroom, with its sickly blue tiles running round the walls and its hideous wooden fittings, to a lavatory.)8 Each day the magistrate would plough through fifty criminal cases, thirty summonses [and sign] a hundred or two different documents.9 When her moment finally came, Mrs Armstrong stood beneath his gaze. She was around thirty-seven, but looked much older. Her shoulders were hunched and her cheeks drew down about
  her long nose, as if her facial muscles had never known a smile.10


  She appealed, she said, for his advice in regard to my daughter, who I have not seen or heard of since last May [when a] neighbour asked me if I would like Eliza to go out in service,
  because she knew of a very nice situation.11 Mrs Armstrong identified this neighbour as Nancy Broughton. Elizas new mistress, the woman who
  had taken the girl away, she described as a tall woman with a limp. Elizas new place was said to be at Croydon and the girl had promised to write home to her parents
  once a week, but no letters had arrived.12


  Mrs Armstrongs neighbour, Nancy Broughton, had since told her that she had received a letter from Elizas new mistress with a sovereign, saying her daughter was quite well.
  But when Mrs Armstrong wrote to the house  near Manchester  the letter was returned, the address Not known.13


  How is it, asked the magistrate, that the girl should be at Manchester when it was clearly understood she was to live at Croydon?


  Elizas master, explained Mrs Armstrong, is a commercial traveller and moves about a good deal.


  At this point, the anxiety over her missing girl appears to have overwhelmed Mrs Armstrong. She broke down and wept bitterly.


  The Marylebone magistrate waited. His silent thoughts may have mirrored those of a colleague and contemporary who had recently published a memoir entitled Metropolitan Police Court
  Jottings (1882). In this he allocated an entire chapter to women like Mrs Armstrong, stating that:


  
    
      
        No more difficult duty devolves upon the police magistrate than of deciding a case . . . dependent upon the testimony of the lower orders of females . . . So great is the
        exaggeration . . . and so extravagant are their assertions . . . that to ascertain the truth amounts to a moral impossibility.14

      

    

  


  In broken sentences and with a faltering voice, Mrs Armstrong continued: My dear girl, she said, is only thirteen years of age and I fear some harm has happened to
  her.15


  The men of the court were certain of one thing. Mrs Armstrongs daughter, at the age of thirteen, had little protection under the law. Having left home with her mothers blessing,
  she had volunteered for whatever service had befallen her and was past the age of consent.16 It did not yet appear that she had been
  kidnapped or abducted or decoyed (tricked and trafficked), though in the wake of that weeks Pall Mall Gazette revelations, such notions must have been uppermost in the minds of all
  those who heard poor Mrs Armstrongs woe.


  Do you mean to say, asked the magistrate, that you let the girl go away with strangers without making further inquiry than what you have just explained?


  Well sir, said Mrs Armstrong, she said I would hear from her every week.


  Then I consider it a very great negligence on your part, he replied, and ordered the police to make inquiries.17


  Across the weekend, the bureaucratic wheels of local law enforcement slowly began to grind, but the Lloyds special correspondent, Henry Hales, worked faster.


  This veteran reporter had an instinct for scandal and had secured his reporting career with a similar story sixteen years earlier. This too had focused on a young working-class girl, a
  twelve-year-old, who to Hales disgust had been chased through the streets of Soho by a lascivious old gentleman in broad daylight.18 Originally
  from Birmingham, one of the most radical cities in England, Hales had a keen eye for class inequality and the injustices of metropolitan life.19


  In 1885 a quarter of Londoners lived in poverty. Just a few years later, Charles Booths survey thrust this up to a third, numbering the poor and very poor at
  more than one million. The vast majority of the London working-class earned around a pound a week (twenty shillings) of which they paid out roughly four to five shillings in rent for one room in
  districts described by Booth as poor at best or vicious at worst. On his 1889 Map of London Poverty, he coloured such places blue or deep black. Well-to-do
  Middleclass streets were red, and the streets of the Upper Middle and Upper-classes were, naturally, painted a yellow gold. Forging through the city heat, Henry Hales rushed
  past red and gold, red and gold, until he alighted on the wrong side of the Marylebone Road, and everything went black.


  Mrs Armstrong lived with her family in a first-floor room in Charles Street, just off Lisson Grove. It was a locale notorious long before Hales pitched up with his notepad and pencil. In 1881,
  British Architect magazine crowned Charles Street the worst slum ever made:


  
    
      
        As regards Nos 1, 2, 3 and 4, in this filthy street . . . there is from 5 to 6 feet of wet, black sewage under the basement floors. The footings of
        the walls . . . do not reach a solid foundation . . . The damp [rises] from 10 to 12 feet above the basements . . . the houses [are] so dilapidated no structural alteration could render them
        habitable.20

      

    

  


  Mrs Armstrong was lucky, then, to live at no. 32.


  As Hales turned up the street, he was smacked by the stench of cabbage leaves, stale fish and every sort of dirt.21 The days
  searing temperatures had driven everyone out of doors, standing or sitting on doorsteps; quarrelsome, hot, dirty  the children crawling on hot stones. Observing these same streets in summer,
  the social reformer Octavia Hill recalled how every corner of the place looks alive.22


  Mrs Armstrong and her husband Charles, a chimneysweep, shared their room at no. 32 with Eliza, three young boys aged eleven to four and a new baby girl. The house was divided between six
  families, twenty-four people in total.23


  While he stood around waiting for Mrs Armstrong to return, Hales may have heard her neighbours thoughts on the whereabouts of young Eliza. Some accused the mother of purveying her
  daughter to a local womans friend and drinking down the profits.24 Others later recalled Mrs Armstrongs fondness for singing
  and dancing while drunk, something her sweet daughter emulated.25 Mrs Armstrong, however, when she finally arrived, pointed both Hales and the finger of
  blame in the direction of Nancy Broughton, who lived at no. 37. She told him she thought it was very strange that Elizas new mistress had given Nancy Broughton a sovereign, and
  the girl an entire new outfit of clothing.26 This mistress was, she recalled, a rough-looking woman . . . who used to walk lame and
  go about on crutches.27


  When Hales went to interview Nancy Broughton, on the other side of the street, he found a plump, kindly-faced woman with a turned-up nose. Nancy claimed to Hales that she
  was greatly troubled such a stigma as that of decoying a girl should be attached to her. No one in Charles Street, it seemed, believed Eliza was gone to a respectable position. It was
  Nancys husband who told Hales what he really needed to know. The name of the mistress who had taken Eliza [away] was Rebecca Jarrett.28


  Nancy and Rebecca Jarrett had become friends while working together in the laundry room of Claridges Hotel in 1883, until Jarrett had fallen ill with a diseased hip and lost her place.
  On the Monday before Derby Day, Nancy told Hales, Mrs. Jarrett came to me and told me she wanted a servant girl, a girl between 13 and 14 years old. Nancy promised to
  try and get her a girl by the following day and introduced Jarrett to Mrs Armstrong.29


  Are you perfectly willing for your daughter to go, Jarrett had asked Elizas mother, or I will not take her. Is she over thirteen?


  Yes, said Mrs Armstrong, I am sure she is over thirteen.


  Are you willing to go? she asked, looking now at Eliza. Because you must be willing to go or I cannot take you.


  Yes, said Eliza, I should like to go. Eliza was an affectionate girl; small and still childlike, she had long brown hair and dark eyes.


  But, said her mother, I think you ought to pay her some wages for the first month.


  No, said Jarrett, I will buy her new clothes to begin with, and then pay her two shillings a week wages afterwards.30


  According to Hales report, the deal was then struck. Eliza was taken to the local shops, where Jarrett bought expensive new boots, a dress and a hat for her. A long way from the plain
  habit of a servant girl, the purple dress alone, at 8s 6d, cost the equivalent of Elizas promised monthly wage; and when Jarrett added a pert red feather to
  Elizas new hat, the flashy trimming suggested an altogether different career for a young, pretty girl of her class.31 To anyone who
  saw her now, Eliza looked loose or available. In the parlance of the day, she looked unmistakeably gay.


  Breaking her promise to see her daughter off, Mrs Armstrong did not bother to say goodbye. Later that night she was took off by the police for drunkenness and forced
  to make an appearance  involuntary on this occasion  at the Marylebone police court.32


  With great delicacy, Hales opted not to go into the details of Elizas new clothing in his Lloyds article, though he did mention the house Jarrett took her to. It was in
  Albany Street on the east side of Regents Park, next to Albany Barracks: a street full of brothels.33 Signing off with a flourish, Hales informed
  his readers that the mystery of [Elizas] disappearance remains to be unravelled.34 On filing his eight hundred words back at Fleet
  Street, he lit a fuse that would explode into scandal, arrests and imprisonment for those involved. It was the greatest scoop of his career.


  



  Part One


  CHELSEA 18821884


  



  Chapter One


  Serious Charge against the Police


  
    
      
        It is true, that the great majority of the men of the force discharge their duty with efficiency; [but] there are exceptions to the good rule . . .
        Virtues perfect armour is not invariably represented by the helmet and the coat of blue.


        
          James Greenwood,

          The Seven Curses of London, 18691

        

      

    

  


  
    Outside the police station in Chelsea, office clerks enjoyed an evenings liberty; Kings Road flower merchants stored their sweet-smelling wares and omnibus
    drivers turned their horses east, preparing to depart the Worlds End and return to the city. Inside the station, two policemen opposed each other across their cramped and
    filthy office, spoiling for a fray. One was Inspector Jeremiah Minahan, the other was Charles Ross, an officer of junior rank who had, once again, ignored Jeremiahs command: I will
    not, Ross had announced to the station sergeant, obey Inspector Minahans orders.2

  


  I shall report your conduct to the Superintendent, Jeremiah warned Ross when he returned on duty.


  I will go and see him with you, Ross retorted loudly, the Superintendent knows what you are. No Superintendent would have you in his division.3


  Ross humiliating words, his display of outright contempt, had not always been Jeremiahs experience. Before Chelsea, he had been stationed at Bow Street, E:
  Division, one of the most prestigious police bureaus in the Metropolitan Force. His nineteen-year career had been exemplary and he was repeatedly rewarded for meritorious conduct and
  bravery.4 Now he found himself a pariah in Chelsea, a semi-rural backwater: subject to the affronts of inferior officers and with no hope of further
  promotion. It was a vertiginous fall that had begun just twelve months earlier, when Inspector Jeremiah Minahan, officer no. 43862, had suddenly stopped doing what he was told.


  
    *

  


  On 25 March 1882, Jeremiah was still based at Bow Street police station in Covent Garden, his shift due to end at 6 a.m. It was a wet, mean Saturday night. Marauding gales and
  snowstorms beset the entire country, sinking ships, uprooting houses and blowing in plate-glass windows.5 During the early hours of Sunday, London was
  blitzed by snow, hail and rain. To lessen the fray inside the stations crowded waiting room, Jeremiah had ordered two constables to keep their newly arrested drunk and
  disorderly, George Broach, standing outside. Pressure of business meant Broach would have to wait in the rain before Inspector Minahan could issue the charge against him. It was an order he
  would regret.6


  Jeremiah, at thirty-nine, was in his prime. He had built up a good career in the Metropolitan Police and cut an impressive figure at work, nudging seven feet tall in his blue uniform and
  custodial helmet.7 His Minahan tribe was a striking brood: broad dark moustaches emphasized square jaws and prominent cheekbones; intense, slightly hooded
  eyes countered strong straight noses. Family photographs show the Minahan men in suit jackets, their buttons straining to contain the physical force within. Huge hands jut from their sleeves like
  pale, sleeping shovels.


  The newly opened Bow Street police station had been completed the previous year. It was a purpose-built Italianate block, four storeys tall, and contained two police
  courts, the station and a secluded yard surrounded by cells. Jeremiahs division stretched across the centre of the metropolis, from Charing Cross to Regents Park and from
  Kings Cross to the Thames next Temple Pier.8 As such, Bow Street was an important police station in the city, a symbol of an efficient,
  modern institution, proudly carved in Portland stone.


  This splendid pile resembled the opera house and West End theatres in the neighbourhood, but was in stark contrast to the tight courts and alleyways that festered in its shadow. Bow
  Streets back streets included the notorious parish of St-Giles-in-the-Fields, which had, by the late 1870s, passed into a byword for filth and squalor.9 The Reverend Rice-Jones, who lived in and ran a London Home Mission just off Drury Lane between 1882 and 1884, described what he heard every Saturday night in the area
  behind Jeremiahs station.


  
    
      
        About ten oclock at night the street begins to wake up in earnest. The barrel-organs . . . sometimes go on playing till past midnight. On the pavements little
        children [are] dancing to jig music, obscene songs, and profane oaths. From the public houses . . . emanates the noise of many voices all trying to make themselves heard at the same time. But
        the revelry does not reach its height until the taverns are closed, and the drunkards . . . are turned into the gutter. [It] is as if the gates of Pandemonium were opened, and the demons of
        darkness all let loose upon the street.10

      

    

  


  By three or four in the morning, the sounds emanating from the districts Bacchanalia would become more dark and disturbing. In the parched light of every Sabbath morning, the Reverend
  Rice-Jones listened to a continuous uproar of singing, shouting . . . cursing, fighting; womens voices crying Murder! and the voices of little
  children screaming with terror.11 Sometimes he heard violent fights beneath his window, people banging against his street door. One morning he
  found it stained with blood.12


  In 1881 alone, three thousand people were apprehended in E: Division for being drunk and disorderly.13 Across the city as a whole,
  drunkenness was a rising problem, and throughout the night, Jeremiahs fellow constables had been busy picking the souls in soak up off the pavements and shovelling them into cells.


  Amidst the Saturday-night chaos at Bow Street, Jeremiah may not have heard the commotion in the black recesses of his own police yard. He may not have noticed the violent retribution meted out
  on the intoxicated George Broach by another Bow Street police constable. Obeying Jeremiahs order, the two officers had indeed deposited Broach outside. Being too bung-eyed to stand, Broach
  had found a stray chair and slumped down on it. A third policeman, Constable Tom Flawn, happened to pass through the yard and, spotting Broach, thought he recognized him as the man who had kicked
  him in the face, dislodging two precious teeth, a few months earlier. Constable Flawn decided to take this as his opportunity for revenge  a tooth for his tooth.14 He crossed the yard and stood in front of Broach.


  I will pay you, said Constable Flawn, for having knocked my teeth out some time ago. With that, he punched Broach in the face, crushing his nose and spinning blood
  onto the yellow brick wall. Flawns next punch blackened Broachs eye. Beneath the quickening sky, Flawn then issued Broach with an invitation  to
  fight.15


  It was turning into a typical Saturday night for the unfortunate George Broach. A casual labourer from Bedfordbury (to the west of Covent Garden), he already had several convictions for
  drunkenness and assault to his name. He was twenty-two years old. Constable Flawn was twenty-three. The two young men were evenly matched for a fight, but Flawn was not alone
  in the dark police enclosure.


  With high brick walls and a tall black gate that led out to Bow Street, the police yard had deliberately been designed to shield incoming prisoners from the jeers and blasphemous
  jokes of people on the street outside.16 Previously they had suffered the ignominy of being dropped off in front of a braying public; now they were
  delivered into the large yard silently and safely, or without witness.17


  More fast fists then came at Broach, as four or five policemen joined Constable Flawn in his attack. Cuffing, boxing, thumping, the policemen ignored cries from local resident Martha Horton,
  begging them to stop. Her bedroom window in Martlett Court overlooked the yard, where she had repeatedly witnessed assaults by the police on prisoners.18 A mother of twin baby boys, she was frequently up in the night. The brutal attack on Broach, she claimed, lasted half an hour.19


  Inside the police station, Jeremiah was working in the inspectors office. This room had two windows overlooking the inner police yard, but his attention was turned in the opposite
  direction. A public waiting area adjoined his office, separated by a glass partition. Those awaiting the inspectors consideration were offered the sparse comfort of a deal bench and a bright
  fire in the grate.20 Police notices tapestried the walls, calling attention to wanted murderers, housebreakers and vanished rogues described in minute
  detail: age, height, carriage and complexion, the colour of their eyes, the shape of their nose.21 The constables on duty took their prisoners to stand by
  the inspectors partition in order to have their charge entered into a large ledger. On this Saturday, when George Broach was brought back inside after his beating in the yard, the task fell
  to Inspector Minahan.


  When Jeremiah looked up, he could not have failed to notice Broachs bloodied face. Sober now, Broach pointed out Flawn as his attacker. After taking Broachs
  original charge, Jeremiah questioned Constable Flawn about the wounds.


  I have been reading all the orders, Flawn said, and have not been in the yard at all.


  He made a bolt for it, the other policemen said.


  Fell up against the brick wall, they said.


  Flawn has not been in the yard at all.


  I have never seen the man before, lied Constable Flawn.22


  Who to believe: a foolish constable or a reckless drunk? Between them they would force Inspector Jeremiah Minahan into a decision that would alter the course of his life. But inside the bustling
  police station in March 1882, Jeremiah was simply dealing with a workaday choice: to fall in with a drunken rough or swallow a blatant lie from a young subordinate.


  
    *

  


  If anything, Jeremiah may have seen himself in Constable Tom Flawn. Almost two decades earlier, he too had been a police constable in his early twenties, a young man who left a
  country childhood in Ireland behind to conquer the greatest city in the world.


  When he first arrived in London in 1863, the citys population was booming. Before the end of the decade, its inhabitants were nearly double that of Paris, four times that of New
  York, five times that of Berlin.23 Arriving the same year as Jeremiah, Fyodor Dostoevsky recorded his own first impression of the
  gigantic city:


  
    
      
        [London is] a biblical sight, something to do with Babylon, some prophecy out of the Apocalypse being fulfilled before your very eyes . . . Baal
        reigns and does not even demand obedience, because he is certain of it . . . The poverty, suffering . . . and torpor of the masses do not bother him in the slightest.24

      

    

  


  Jeremiah traipsed endless muddied, gravel streets smattered with orange peel, horse manure and dust. He passed costermongers shouting their wares of fish, fruit and vegetables from carts
  decorated with polished brass plate. He saw street-corner stalls selling hot tea and coffee along with ham sandwiches and cake, and passed shoeblack boys camouflaged in polish, eyeing his passing
  mud pipes, or thick-soled country boots. At Jeremiahs feet ran wild dogs, while children cartwheeled alongside rolling trams in the hope of receiving a hapenny for their
  spectacle.25 One- and two-horse carriages, hackney cabs and omnibuses squeezed with Jeremiah through crooked apertures, parting and fraying the bodies
  that moved like mercury through a maze.


  His stature made him a Jack of legs (big man) next to the citys diminutive Jack sprats and he would have stood out from the mob; watched by beady-eyed
  songbirds trapped inside their cages, by women behind the windows of their rookeries and gentry-kens (gentlemens houses), and by the streets mancatchers
  and runners, out to fleece him of his cash, by fair means or foul.26 In the eyes of such seasoned city dwellers, he will have
  looked an easy target. No matter his size, he was still a young chaw bacon or greenhorn  a fresh, wide-eyed boy from the country. As far as the Metropolitan
  Police commissioners were concerned, this made him the perfect raw material for a London police recruit.


  Young agricultural labourers like Jeremiah were believed to be healthier, better built, more obedient and more willing to accept the stringent Metropolitan Police regulations than their London
  counterparts. By comparison, boys bred in the degenerative and morally dubious metropolis were considered physically feeble, weak and inefficient.27 They also had an attitude problem. One senior officer complained the London proletariat were loud-voiced, independent, arrogant, and thought they [knew]
  more than the oldest officers in the service.28 The country recruit, however, was known to show no obstinacy, and could be moulded by
  the police like wax.29 Free from any connections or vested interests in the city, and cut off from any family or acquaintances, their
  loneliness and separation were considered their greatest asset.


  In early April 1863, the twenty-year-old Jeremiah arrived at an obscure little apartment in old Scotland Yard at 4 Whitehall Place. He joined a queue with many other young men,
  hopeful of signing up and finding perhaps a more stirring life.30 Clutching references from two respectable housekeepers, he
  waited with tailors, greengrocers, bricklayers and barmen, clerks and cooks to pass the all-important height measurement required by the Metropolitan Force  five feet seven
  inches  and the educational test, which elicited a great deal of tongue-rolling and elbow squaring.31 Successful
  candidates were next provided with their uniform, then in the process of being updated: by 1864 a high-collared tunic coat had replaced the old swallow-tail style, and the heavy chimney-top hat had
  been swapped for a lighter custodial helmet made of cork, faced with fabric and decorated with a silver Brunswick shield.


  For an ambitious, bright young man, the appeal of joining the police was its accessibility.32 One of the first British public institutions, it provided
  a realistic opportunity to improve a working mans lot. As well as gaining a regular  though small  salary, Jeremiah was enlisting in a genuine meritocracy. Every
  man, stated the Metropolitan Police Instruction Book, has an equal opportunity of rising to the higher ranks if he shows himself qualified by activity,
  good conduct, intelligence and educational qualifications.33 By the late 1860s, the force was consistently over-subscribed and just twenty per cent
  of applicants were sworn in.34


  New recruits were deliberately made to live apart from the rest of society. All single officers like Jeremiah were obliged to move into the police section house, which provided officers with
  safe and affordable lodgings conveniently near or inside the police station. They also gave senior men, including the commissioners, a perfect means of monitoring and controlling every aspect of a
  policemans life: leisure hours, reading matter and even an officers choice of wife were subject to the approval of their superiors.35


  Constable Minahan arrived at his section house in G: Division, Finsbury, on 27 April 1863.36 It was a tightly packed, commercial district that included
  Clerkenwell, the chief seat of watch-making and jewelry making, meaning Jeremiahs streets were a magnet for thieves and burglars.37
  His personal belongings were locked away and he was provided with a bed, a used mattress and a bolster in a room shared with several other men. Each morning he had to present himself for roll call,
  an inspection and the daily reading of police orders. Even off duty, he was expected to wear his uniform and to remain sober. Drunken behaviour led to dismissal and was the
  main reason why men were made to leave the force.38 Jeremiah was on call twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, and could be transferred to another
  area of the city at any moment. Trade unionism and strikes by officers were banned.


  It was a claustrophobic life, and despite much camaraderie, tensions between the men could become unbearable.39 Jeremiah lived for at least eight years
  in these houses and whether he liked and trusted his fellow workers or not, he was expected to remain absolutely loyal to them. For the next two decades, Jeremiah would refer to his colleagues as
  his brothers.40


  The policemans sense of isolation was compounded by the reaction he met beyond the security of the station. From the moment he put on his uniform and stepped outside, Jeremiah ceased to
  be an individual and instead became a bobby, a Robert, a peeler, a copper and in less salubrious circles, a slop. Each time he walked down a London street, his blue suit and helmet
  were a target for resentful jeers and random violence. Among the barrow-sellers of the city, to serve out [knock down] a policeman [was] the bravest act by which a costermonger can
  distinguish himself.41


  Soon after Jeremiah began working, a fellow officer on duty, Constable Whitwell, was struck on the head by a thickset, powerful labourer named Thomas Spiller. The
  frightfully ill-used officer was then kicked and bitten by a local mob, rendering him quite unfit for duty.42


  Faced with such antagonism, many officers were tempted to hit back, indeed accusations of police brutality and overzealousness had peppered the newspapers since the advent of the New Police in
  1829. General orders warned against unnecessary violence but there were no clear rules for officers faced with a huge variety of situations, and by 1880, Lloyds Weekly
  newspaper was referring to new cases under the headline More Police Brutality.43 Other reports suggest attempts were made by both
  senior staff and commissioners to keep such cases out of the public eye; while inside the force, the men were actively discouraged by their superiors from raising concerns.44 It was a practice that resulted in an atmosphere of fear, writes the police historian Haia Shpayer-Makov, in which the men did not dare
  complain.45 There was no place for grumblers inside a station house and should a complaint become public it was regarded in official quarters as a sort of treason to the entire constabulary.46 Any man who spoke out might have his name blackened and
  even run the risk of dismissal.


  
    *

  


  Jeremiahs promotional success in the Metropolitan Force suggested he had indeed been a loyal man, that he was not a grumbler. The tall recruit had been
  quickly requested for the Reserves, a special unit made up of cool-headed men with a peculiarly imposing demeanour.47 For a small rise in pay, they formed the early riot squad. Within seven years Jeremiah had been promoted to sergeant and within a speedy fifteen an inspector.48


  Crucially on that Saturday night in March 1882, George Broach and Constable Flawn were putting Jeremiahs fidelity to the test. His willingness to toe the line had so far proved
  unequivocal. George Broach was a violent blackguard with a penchant for wetting his neck whereas Constable Flawn was a junior officer in Jeremiahs own police division. The
  expectation was that Jeremiah would back his brother officer. After all, he had done it before.


  Six months earlier, Jeremiah had been used as a witness in the defence of two E: Division detectives named Charles Berry and William Reader, who stood accused at the Bow Street police court of
  violently assaulting a local man, John Hagan, in a pub in Soho.


  At 10 p.m. on Saturday 1 October 1881, Detective Sergeants Berry and Reader had marched past used-clothes shops and theatrical stores on their way to the Noble Arms public house in Great White
  Lion Street (just off Seven Dials, by Covent Garden). This particular street harboured many thieves and coiners in its booths and flash kens, a fact known to D.S. Berry, who had been successful in
  convicting a good number of them.49 Now Berry had discovered that a friendly lead (a whip-round) was being held by a
  group of local villains in the upstairs meeting room of the Noble Arms. The meeting, chaired by a tall man nicknamed Long un, aimed to raise funds for a fellow thief, Morris
  Gamble, who was facing five years for felony and needed money to buy a mouthpiece (procure a barrister) to represent him in court.50
  According to a constable in a different division, Gamble never did any work, was the constant associate of thieves and the biggest blackguard in the neighbourhood.51


  John Hagan, who was standing behind the bar downstairs, saw the detectives arrive and head straight upstairs. Hagan was employed as a potman by the landlord of the Noble Arms but was also a
  part-time coiner; his secret stash of counterfeit coin was actually hidden under the pub floorboards. Concerned about the detectives discovering his queer coin or simply wanting to
  warn the men of the policemens approach, quick as a flash, he ran up after them.52


  He found several of the thieves already desperately trying to escape Berry and Reader and exit the pub.


  Any orders? Hagan asked the panicking blackguards, with admirable nonchalance.


  Berry turned to Hagan.


  Who are you kidding to? he asked.


  To no one, said Hagan, Im doing my duty as a potman.


  With that, Hagan grabbed Berry and Reader to stop them chasing the fleeing men  or so the detectives claimed in court. Hagan, for his part, insisted he was upset by Berrys
  subsequent use of very foul language. He was even more upset when Berry punched him in the face and pushed him down the stairs. On arriving back on the ground floor, he scuttled
  behind the bar, but Berry and Reader had not finished with him yet. They grabbed him and threw him out of the public house and on to Great White Lion Street, kicking him along the
  road.53 When he tried to make a run for it, they beat him about the head with an umbrella, to the cries of Shame!
  Shame! by a female witness.54


  At the Bow Street police court a month later, Inspector Jeremiah Minahan loyally answered questions from Berry and Readers defence barrister, Montagu Williams. While his superior, Chief
  Inspector Wood, watched him on behalf of the Commissioners of Police, Jeremiah distinctly denied his brother detectives had presented any signs of having been drinking
  when he saw them on the evening of the alleged assault.55 Both men, Jeremiah insisted, were of an excellent character and he attested to
  their many years in the force. The jury was flummoxed. They failed to agree on whether Hagan had been punched, thrown down the stairs and kicked along the street or not. As the consequence, the
  judge dismissed the case and the following week it was dropped by the prosecution altogether  Berry and Reader were found not guilty.56


  Faced with George Broach and PC Flawn, Jeremiah could have followed the same line. This would have been the easiest solution. Several other officers at Bow Street had already declared that
  Broach, who had a record for police assault, received his injuries during a failed attempt to escape custody. Jeremiah was meant to accept this version of events, but this time he chose not to. He
  refused to support his brother officers spurious claims and instead gave Broach leeway to make an official complaint, first providing him with Flawns collar number, then instructing
  the young constable to attend the Bow Street police court the following week. Flawn would have to answer to the charge of assault brought against him by Broach in front of the magistrate. Jeremiah
  had also ensured that the two constables who arrested Broach in the first place were suspended for their allegiance to Flawn. Both had denied that he was present when Broach was beaten.


  After nineteen years in the London force, on a stormy Saturday night in March 1882, Jeremiah had effectively thrown over his long, successful career by siding with a young
  drunk against the uniform might of a powerful institution. And having made this first small stand, he was soon to find that he had entered a new hinterland, from which there was no return. For he
  would no longer heed the commands of corrupt Englishmen. Instead, from now on, he would only hear the truth of his own rebel heart.


  



  Chapter Two


  The Same Old Game of Revenge and Tyranny


  
    
      
        Gaelic Mental Characteristics: Quick in perception, but deficient in depth of reasoning power; headstrong and excitable; tendency to oppose.


        
          D. Mackintosh, Anthropological Review, January 18661

        

      

    

  


  
    Jeremiah Minahan was born on 6 May 1842, in County Limerick, south-west Ireland, to Jeremiah and Margaret, small tenant farmers on the plains of the meandering River Maigue.
    The second son among a brood of ten, he was baptized on 16 October, in an old house with a leaky thatched roof, which served as the local Catholic congregations chapel.2 He was raised in a close rural culture interconnected by family and faith and rooted in the rituals of saints feast days, hurling matches, weddings and wakes; of
    intoning the same prayers and sharing the same songs. Within each was a memory, as embedded in his familys Limerick souls as the grain in the wood, as the cool in the river.3

  


  But Jeremiah was also born into a creed and community hardened by political and religious divides, between England and Ireland, Protestantism and Catholicism, repression and rebellion. His was a
  generation that would be exiled by this same unending struggle, rent by the shifting sands of alienation and belonging.


  The Minahans farmed over forty acres of land in the barony of Pubblebrien, near the village of Patrickswell.4 This pretty, busy
  village had a single, winding street lined by houses and cottages. Roofs of grey slate and brown thatch hunkered against the green, low-rising fields behind the main thoroughfare. The rough walls
  of the cottages were painted white, with yellow or red on the windows and doors. There were two blacksmiths, three tailors, three publicans, a police station and by 1850, a National School Board
  elementary school in the village.5


  Jeremiahs family lived at Lissaleen, a two-and-a-half-mile walk from Patrickswell.6 His uncles, aunts and numerous cousins lived in Clounanna to
  the north-west and Lurriga to the north-east. Overlooking the Minahans tenant farms was a cemetery, situated on top of a windswept hill, where Jeremiahs ancestors were buried.
  Standing here at a family funeral, Jeremiah will have seen across the flat River Maigue plain to Knockfierna Hill in the distance. The hill was said to be the home of Donn Firinne,
  the King of the Faeries, whose legend renamed Knockfierna The Hill of Truth.7 Running back from the hill to the tiny family graveyard,
  fields nurtured wheat, oats, potatoes and cattle. Ash trees and birches lined hedgerows clustered with singing goldfinches. Fat seawater clouds regularly traversed the Limerick skies, rolling in
  and back from the Atlantic and bringing salty air, heavy with rain.8


  The novelist William Makepeace Thackeray found the Limerick landscape delightful. I know few [views] pleasanter, he wrote, than the sight of these rich, golden, peaceful
  plains, with the full harvest waving on them and just ready for the sickle . . . and the air loaded with the rich odour of the hay.9


  When it came to describing other parts of the county, however, Thackeray revealed a certain English condescension.


  
    
      
        High and low, in this country, they begin things on too large a scale. They begin churches too big and cant finish them; mills and houses too
        big, and are ruined before they are done; letters on sign-boards too big, and are up in a corner before the inscription is finished.10

      

    

  


  In Limerick City, he found St Marys Cathedral, which dated from 1111, to be a barbarous old turreted edifice. How different, he reassured
  himself, to the sumptuous elegance which characterises the English!11


  Thackerays crude sense of political and cultural superiority was typical of his time. One might almost say, wrote the historian L. P. Curtis in Anglo-Saxons and
  Celts, that anti-Irish prejudice constitutes one of the longest secular trends in English cultural history.12 During the nineteenth
  century, a stock Irish character in Establishment newspapers was typified by his dangerous emotionality and his lazy indolence; caricatured in the press as an unruly, ape-like madman, who
  personified the bestial, low-living reputation of the Celtic race.13 In Ireland, wrote the Dublin correspondent of The Times in
  January 1846, it is contrary to the national character for the mass themselves to improve. They are contented with potatoes.14 On the
  Victorian stage, in the form of Pat or Paddy, the Irishman was a wily, feckless rogue: if he wasnt singing or drinking, then he was brawling.15 After three centuries of English colonization, anti-Irish prejudice was so entrenched that it had become part of common parlance. To have a Paddy meant to
  have a temper tantrum, as did to get up ones Irish. To weep Irish meant to cry crocodile tears and to go to an Irish wedding was an expression for
  emptying a cesspool.16


  When an American, William Balch, first saw the Irish for himself on a visit in 1848, he was shocked by how wrong his preconceptions were. Having been led to believe the Irish were exceedingly plain and ugly in their appearance he saw that Ireland has been slandered.17 Encountering
  other ways in which the rural poor had been maltreated by the English, Balch came to see some justification in the native Irishmans rebelliousness, in his refusal to conform and in his
  emotional reaction against the English Establishment. Balch accused the English of creating serfs of absentee landlords, to be abused and cheated to the last inch by merciless agents, [and
  then taxed] to the last farthing to support lordly priests whose doctrines they disbelieve.18


  Though Irish Protestants were by no means immune to English prejudice, the British government had systematically discriminated against Catholics on the basis of their religion for many decades.
  A series of Penal Laws had prevented them from voting; from serving in Parliament and their land ownership and educational chances were severely limited: basic rights that were only fully regained
  in 1829; and in an overwhelmingly Catholic Ireland, the economic and political consequences of this former marginalization were ongoing.19 When Balch
  visited, all Irish denominations still had to pay tithes to the Anglican Church.


  Jeremiahs father leased his farmland from a Protestant and Orangeman named William Barker. Barker was a member of the rich and influential Anglo-Irish Barker-Ponsonby family, who 
  like many of their peers  owned hundreds of acres of Ireland. Mr Minahans house, office and land was on a sixteen-acre plot with an annual value of
  15. He paid 30s per acre each year, meaning his rent of 24 per year far exceeded the lands true value.20


  By the Barker family biographers own admission, the Minahans landlords character was not an attractive one.21
  William Barker was quick to evict the tardy when their crops failed  families who, according to letters to Barker from his agent, had no crops and nothing left to sell and therefore
  could pay nothing.22 Barkers agent was called Richard Wicklow. He lived locally and was reasonably
  sympathetic to the tenant farmers plight. Discussing a farm at Lissaleen, where Jeremiahs family lived, he explained to Barker why the tenants could not afford their rent: the two
  farms of Lissaleen and Lurriga were, he told Barker, vastly overpeopled and the rents Barker charged were too high for the poor quality of the land.23 Non-payers of rent would usually have any remaining crops sold off in return for their arrears and the fact that Wicklow was forced to hire keepers to guard this
  stock in 1835 suggests this was the line Barker sometimes took. For the hired guards it was dangerous work, the work of a traitor. On 4 October 1835 Wicklow wrote to Barker informing him that two
  of his keepers had been horribly beaten, one almost to death.24 The whole county of Limerick, he explained, was in an extremely
  disturbed state.25 Rebellion was never far from the minds of the rural Irish poor. Nor was revenge.


  Jeremiah grew from an infant to a child during the most seismic episode in the embittered history between the Irish and the English: the Irish Famine. If aught on earth could ever justify
  vengeance, and form an apology for retaliation, wrote Balch, the Irishman has it:


  
    
      
        His starved wife and children, as they turn their glazed eyes [and] raise their attenuated hands, imploring him for a morsel of food, when he has none to give  do
        virtually . . . plead with him to avenge their untimely death, and punish the cruel monster who caused all their misery.26

      

    

  


  Balchs cruel monster was, of course, the British government, which responded to the devastation in Ireland with ineptitude.27
  When the Irish potato crop was first attacked by the blight and failed in the summer of 1845, the Tory Prime Minister, Sir Robert Peel, made short-term preparations for famine
  relief by importing 100,000 of Indian corn from North America and by financing a programme of public works to provide employment to the struggling rural populace.28 These relief policies were planned to end in August 1846 in anticipation of a better potato harvest the following year, but in 1846 the crops failed again and four hundred
  thousand people died either directly or indirectly from want of food.29 Yet this was only the beginning; the blight on the potato crop would not
  disappear completely for another five years, by which time, Jeremiah was nine.


  In his home county, Limerick, the effects of the famine had first begun to be felt when he was three. During the spring of 1846, the Limerick Chronicle noted a huge increase in doctors
  reporting fever, dysentery and stomach problems. Dr Peal, who practised in Jeremiahs village, Patrickswell, wrote: there is more sickness this year than usual; unless public works are
  provided the poor will be destitute, the breaking out of disease consequent on the scarcity of food.30


  The workhouse for Jeremiahs district was built to accommodate 800 people, but by 1847, there were 1,397 inmates, including 496 children.31
  Others died trying to get there. A schoolteacher in the locality recalled how poor faminestricken people were found by the wayside, emaciated corpses, partly green from eating docks and
  nettles and partly blue from the cholera and dysentery.32 An Englishman travelling through Limerick by train saw men ragged as scarecrows
  gazing from the fields [and] crowds of women and children, many nearly naked, climbing upon the pallisades to beg at the stations.33


  On 23 November 1847, the Minahans landlord, William Barker, received a loan of 2,900 from the British government relief programme, the Board of Public Works. The loan was provided for repairs to be executed in the townland of Lurraga, Lissaleen and Clounanna  the home of the Minahans.34 It meant Barker could pay his tenants a small wage to work the repairs while they waited out the famine. Possibly as a result of this, Jeremiahs


  

  

  

  

  

  
    
  


  

  

  
    
  


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
    
      
        
      

    

  


  

  

  



  Authors Note


  When I first discovered Inspector Jeremiah Minahan he was standing alone, in the early 1880s, watching a brothel in Chelsea. His presence there raised a query. Why, if he was a
  policeman, did he appear to be conducting his own private surveillance of a west London madam? Why not instigate a police investigation? It was this question that drove me to pick up
  Minahans thread and follow it where it led: through the letters, court transcripts, speeches and pamphlets still to be found in the archives of London, Lewes, Dublin, Cambridge and
  eventually, Oxford, where I finally understood what drove Minahan down his singular and fateful path. What follows aims to be a factual account of my discoveries, the answer to my question.


  In the text all speech is drawn directly from contemp orary source material and was quoted in the newspapers, wit ness accounts and courtrooms of the day. The endnotes mark the progress of my
  researches, but these are the stitches that make up the tapestry, the bigger picture, which is best en joyed as it is: as a true and remarkable story.


  



  My devil had been long caged, he came out roaring.


  
    Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde,

    by R. L. Stevenson, 1886

  


  
    The most desperate of London roughs would think twice before placing himself within

    MR. MINAHANS grasp.

  


  
    Christian Commonwealth newspaper,

    4 June 1885
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