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Welcome to the latest edition of Ripperologist. 
We were delighted with the enthustiastic reception to our two new features, 

thank you all for your positive feedback.
Firstly, The Big Question garnered some very interesting responses. Your 

comments to our first question - ‘Did the Police know the identity of the Ripper? - 
illustrate the wide-ranging thought processes of students of the case, and give great 
food for thought. We hope that our next question meets the same consideration. 
See page 22 for details.

Ripperologist 161 also saw the introduction of Spotlight on Rippercast, where 
Jonathan Menges transcribes excerpts from his extensive vault of Ripper-related 
podcast discussions. The first instalment saw a conversation between a number of 
Ripper luminaries on the photographs of the victims. The second in the series, given 
in this issue, is a transcription of Ripper author Colin Wilson’s lecture delivered at 
the very first Jack the Ripper Conference, at Ipswich way back in 1996. It makes for 
fascinating reading. 

It was Colin Wilson, of course, who first coined the term ‘Ripperologist’, in his 
introduction to Alexander Kelly’s Jack the Ripper: A Bibliography and Review of 
the Literature in 1973, and this work receives a brief mention at the start of his 
1996 lecture, with the author given his real name, David Streatfield. For some 23 
years the word has been used as the title of this magazine; perhaps still the most 
appropriate phrase to describe the humble student of the Whitechapel murders.

Over the years, of course, the term has been used less-than-kindly by ‘outsiders’ 
to describe those interested in the case - we being seen as ‘weirdos’, despite the 
Whitechapel murders being legitimate history, of course. 

This perception has surfaced again, most recently on Twitter, with an exchange 
between Paul Begg and Hallie Rubenhold, author of the forthcoming book on the 
canonical victims, The Five. A debate ensued, with several of Hallie’s followers 
joining in, claiming that Ripperology is a ‘closed shop’ that doesn’t like its long-
held beliefs being challenged; no doubt true of a very few, yet not the vast majority 
of  researchers, who welcome new information with welcome arms. Nevertheless, 
we look forward to Hallie’s book with great anticipation, and eagerly wait to hear 
what she has to say at the Whitechapel Society’s ‘Victims’ event on 8th September.

We hope you enjoy this issue of Ripperologist, and don’t forget - we welcome 
your articles on all aspects of the case and the East end - especially those containing 
conventional wisdom-challenging information!
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Jack the Ripper and Feminism; they don’t seem to be 
natural allies do they? Recent events would seem to 
suggest that, in fact, the only relationship between the 
two is a hostile one. I don’t believe that this is the case 
however. I believe that there is a very real distinction 
between true study of the Ripper case and the sort 
of exploitative business endeavours which usually 
incur the wrath of feminist groups. And it’s a wrath I 
sympathise with. 

Look at the preponderance of Ripper Merchandise and 
what you will see is a glamorised character, a folk myth in 
a top hat often pictured with 1950s pinup-girl glamorous 
victims. The history of the Ripper in the media seems to 
back this idea up. Jack the Myth, Jack the nursery rhyme 
villain, Jack the subject of a musical which promised 
“scenes of fun, terror, song and dance”. To mythologise the 
Ripper in such a way is, in my opinion, an affront to the 
women he killed, but it remains the public face of Jack. 
The question remains, is there something inherently 
misogynistic about having an interest in Jack the Ripper? 

I call myself a feminist historian although in truth I 
didn’t take a feminist degree, I am not Kate Bradshaw BA 
Fem and I am not employed as a feminist teacher. I use 
this term because I have a special interest in the history 
of women. 

So, what is feminist history? There are lots of disciplines 
in history, you may for example be a military historian 

focusing on battles and military leaders or a Marxist 
historian focusing on the role of class and class struggle 
in shaping society. Although I have a very broad interest 
in history I have certainly developed an interest in finding 
out the hidden stories of the part played by women in key 
historical events. As there are many overlapping feminist 
movements and ideologies that have developed over the 
years it is difficult to come to a single definition. 

For the sake of this article, I would like to clarify what 
my reading of what historical feminism is in this context: 
‘Feminist History is the study of history from a female 
perspective and is a movement to promote women’s place 
in History, by ensuring equality of representation’. 

So, does History now become ‘Herstory’, as one 
commenter on a Jack the Ripper webpage asked me? 
No. Although a clever play on words, History as a pure 
discipline is not gender specific; it is the historian who 
specialises. That being said, you may ask why so much 
written history tends to concentrate on men in a way 
that would have you believing women were a modern 
invention. This is simply because history has tended to 
focus on the lives of the rich and of the exploits of Kings 
and Leaders. Think back to the women of the past who 
we remember: Elizabeth I perhaps, Cleopatra, even our 
own dear Queen Victoria, and what we are really seeing 
are women who took on roles meant for men. Scratch 

Jack is a 
Feminist Issue

By KATHERINE AMIN 
12 March 1980 - 15 July 2018

We were deeply saddened by the recent death of Katherine Amin née Bradshaw after a courageous battle with 
cancer. Kate embodied everything that was good in Ripperology. The following article, which we are proud 
to republish from 2015 as a tribute to Kate, perfectly showcases her understanding of the murders in both a 
modern and historical context.
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the surface, however, and history is teeming with women 
whose stories have been forgotten by the multitude. As a 
teacher of History, a woman and a feminist I try to ensure 
that the role women played in the topics we studied is 
remembered. 

So, where did feminism come from, and how does it 
fit within history if so much of what is studied focuses 
on men? You may be forgiven for thinking that feminism 
sprang up in the 1960s with burning bras and the ‘Feminine 
Mystique’, but its history begins well before that. 

The term ‘Feminisme’ was coined by Charles Fourier, 
a Utopian Socialist and French philosopher in 1837 and 
entered in to the OED in 1852. This was not the first 
time, however, that what can be recognised as a feminist 
movement had been seen. Women made up a significant 
part of the Leveler movement during the 17th century, 
which wanted to see the equalling of society for all. In 
1792 Mary Wollstonecraft wrote A Vindication of the 
Rights of Woman, one of the earliest works of feminist 
philosophy. In the early 19th century, female Chartists had 
campaigned for the extension of the franchise to women, 
long before the Suffragists and Suffragettes. 

Charles Fourier

This means that by the time the Whitechapel murders 
began, there was a well-established feminist movement. 
The consideration of how feminist history and Jack the 

Ripper are linked has to be considered the same way that 
all events of historical significance are, by asking some 
key questions: What was the situation at the time of the 
events? Did people at the time see a link? Has that link 
lasted through time? Do we still think the link is important 
now and are the issues raised by that link still important 
for us today? 

With that in mind, the place to begin our consideration 
of Jack as a feminist issue has to be with contemporary 
attitudes, firstly to women in general, and then specifically 
to the case.

The ideal Victorian woman was pure, modest and 
chaste. She didn’t even discuss undergarments, let alone 
the totally taboo subject of sex. Even when riding a horse 
a woman was not allowed to ride as a man lest the action 
awaken in her sexual desire or tear the hymen - in effect 
taking away her ability to prove she was a virgin upon 
marriage. Women were expected to have just one sexual 
partner in their husband, while men, on the other hand, 
were expected to sew their wild oats sometimes through 
the practice of ‘slumming’ in places like the East End. 
Victorian literature is filled with stories of ‘fallen’ women 
who, in many cases, had only acted in a manner that was 
acceptable for a man. This was beautifully exemplified 
in Tess of the D’Urbervilles by Thomas Hardy when Tess, 
in response to her new husband’s admission that he had 
engaged in a sexual relationship with a women, confesses 
that through rape at the hands of her employer she was not 
actually a virgin. Her husband breaks off the relationship 
and leaves Tess, leading to events that will bring about 
her downfall. It is probably the most unjust aspect of the 
double standard that the very ideal of womanhood which 
turned wives into chaste angels in the home turned other 
women into society’s most hated and reviled.

In the late Victorian period feminists had a number of 
causes to fight. The world had been changing for women, 
as laws on marriage and education meant that many had 
a growing sense of independence. For many feminists 
however there was one cause which remained the most 
important one if women were to stand any chance of 
gaining equal status with men, and that was the downfall 
of the Double Standard. When we talk about the double 
standard, we mean social attitudes which afforded men 
greater freedoms, particularly in terms of sex and sexual 
conduct than women. Feminists had been very busy 
towards the latter part of the 19th century trying to 
create a more equal playing field, particularly for women 
who were judged to have ‘fallen’. Feminists attacked 
prostitution and pornography as manifestations of male 
lust and fought against the state regulation of prostitution. 
They were also active in opposing and calling for the repeal 
of the ‘Contagious Diseases Acts’ of the 1860s. These laws 
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allowed women to be stopped and searched in garrison or 
naval towns for venereal disease, an act that was seen by 
many as humiliating and described by some as being ‘like 
a rape’. Many at the time were shocked to see middle class 
women speaking out so openly on a subject which was 
considered completely taboo by polite society. Members 
of parliament were so shocked by this new opposition that 
one remarked to the leader of the feminist repeal group, 
Josephine Butler, that they had no idea how to tackle it. 
Many feminist groups saw prostitution as being the end 
result of the constraints placed on women’s social and 
economic activities. Prostitutes were viewed as survivors, 
and always described as ‘Mothers and Sisters’ before 
anything else. It was in this atmosphere that the exposé 
by William Stead, Maiden Tribute of Modern Babylon, 
published in 1885, had brought the attention of the nation 
to the plight of child prostitutes and thrown a spotlight 
on the true extent of the sex trade. Feminists such as 
Butler saw this as being proof that the world needed to 
look again at what was driving so many poor women into 
selling themselves or even their daughters. This piece of 
investigative journalism, however, prompted a movement 
against non-marital, non-reproductive sexuality. Far 
from improving the situation of women forced in to 
prostitution, most of the press chose to turn against the 
very people who had, for a short time, been the object of 
their pity and concern.

By the time the press began to link the murderous 
attacks on women in the East End there was a general 
feeling that such women had given up the right to have 
the world pity them. Even radical papers such as The 
Star described prostitutes as ‘Unsexed’, ‘Dehumanized’ 
‘Creatures’ who had ‘Violated their womanhood for 
the price of a night’s lodging’. Canon Barnett, one of the 
founder members of Toynbee Hall and a reformer, was 
to comment that the lives of the women being targeted 
were actually more disgusting than their murders. The 
overwhelming attitude of the press was that the victims 
had been responsible for their deaths by virtue of their 
way of life, an attitude which persists amongst some today. 
The Daily Telegraph commented that the victims were 
‘all married and had lived apart from their husbands in 
consequence of intemperate habits’. The writer went on to 
say ‘these drunken, vicious, miserable wretches, whom it 
was almost a charity to relieve of the penalty of existence, 
were not very particular about how they earned a living’. 
To feminists this attack on the victims was too much to 
bear and many voiced their outrage in letters to the press. 

Attitudes seemed to have softened somewhat over the 
course of the Autumn of Terror, and by the time press 
reports were published of the funeral cortege of Mary 
Kelly as it passed through the streets from the mortuary 

in Shoreditch where her mutilated remains had lain to 
its final destination at the Roman Catholic Cemetery in 
Leytonstone, public opinion seems to have become more 
sympathetic. The crowds which lined the streets were 
visibly moved by the horrific death she had endured, 
and large groups of women came out to support a sister. 
What is interesting is how the vocal outpourings of these 
women still focused on the victim’s crime and not that 
of her killer. The most common phrase heard was ‘God 
forgive her’. Now, I know that Mary was a sinner and that, 
in line with the teachings of her faith, she had died without 
receiving extreme unction, but it is hard to imagine what, 
seeing this pitiful procession, people could imagine Mary 
needed to be forgiven for. The answer of course lies in 
the Double Standard which, despite the work of feminists 
over the previous few years, was still very much a feature 
of Victorian society.

Josephine Butler

Many feminists were affronted by the attitudes of the 
press towards the victims of the ‘Whitechapel Fiend’ and 
expressed this by writing to editors about their disgust. 
There is also plenty of evidence of women commenting 
in the press on their ideas surrounding the motivation 
of the killer and the nature of the case. Feminists saw 
the opportunity to relate it to one of their long standing 
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campaigns about violence against women. A campaign had 
been waged in the press to highlight the common practice 
of wife beating. Many male journalists and editors wrote 
pieces that sympathised with women, and pointed out that 
in many cases following a successful prosecution, while the 
man was being fed and watered at her Majesty’s pleasure 
his wife and children were often left destitute. 

The tone in provincial newspapers was less sympathetic, 
however, and often written in a way as to be amusing to 
the reader, with women portrayed as old fashioned scolds 
and nags. Many feminists wrote to the press to highlight the 
link between the Ripper case and their campaign. Florence 
Fenwick Miller, writing to the Daily News, identified the 
killings as not just murder but as ‘women killings’, and 
pointed out that they were part of a culture of cruelty to 
women which was treated leniently by judges. This chimed 
with the opinions of Dr Kate Mitchell, who wrote about the 
case of James Henderson who had been taken to trial for 
severely beating a prostitute only to be let off with a fine. 
In the publicity surrounding the murders, feminists hoped 
to find a cause on which to hitch their banner. As Feminist 
historian Judith Walkowitz has observed, media coverage 
of the murders was to ‘take up the themes and narratives 
of female reformers but were to package them in a way that 
was palatable to a male audience’. 

Women responded to the murders in different ways, 
usually according to their social status. Queen Victoria 
herself was said to have taken an interest in the case long 
before official records suggests, and many women of the 
upper classes gathered together in groups to discuss the 
latest salacious accounts in the press.

On a more practical level, the writer and social reformer 
Frances Power Cobbe suggested that female detectives be 
employed to try and catch the killer, an idea which was 
met with horror. Others, including the reformer Josephine 
Butler who related the case to her earlier campaigns, 
became concerned that the reactionary idea of closing 
brothels would lead, in fact, to homelessness for many 
women and actually throw further victims into the path of 
the killer. In both the East and West Ends women began to 
organize into groups to allow greater protection whilst on 
the streets. Many began to arm themselves against attacks. 
It is interesting to note that the discrepancy some feel in the 
weapon that killed Elizabeth Stride has been explained by 
some as being because the killer used her own knife. 

Many believe that this heightened awareness amongst 
women was to contribute to the fact that there were no 
killings during October, and that when the killer did strike 
again he chose a victim with a room for them to go to. Many 
feminists related the case to their belief that it was men’s 
lustful natures that were to blame for women’s suffering, 
and said that the Ripper was simply an extreme version of 

‘The Evil that Men do’.

As with many of the issues highlighted by the Ripper 
case, the interest was to wane as the headlines diminished. 
My dissertation focused on the work of the charities in 
the East End and aimed to assess if the murders had an 
impact on charitable giving. What I found was that whilst 
the murders remained in the headlines, charitable giving 
increased as did support for the work of groups such as the 
Salvation Army. Once coverage of the murders diminished, 
however, so too did the interest. Feminists soon had other 
issues to focus on as the campaign for women’s suffrage 
really took off with the formation of the National Union of 
Women’s Suffrage Societies. For many, there was a belief 
that the issues raised by the murders would be solved once 
women had the vote.

That is not to say however that women lost interest in the 
case. In 1891 the Irish-born Canadian journalist Kathleen 
‘Kit’ Coleman visited Whitechapel as part of one of her 
trips to London as a travel writer. Coleman had become 
a writer after the break down of her marriage to Edward 
J Watkins and had worked for the Toronto Daily Mail, 
writing a column called ‘Woman’s Kingdom’ which made 
her the first woman to be in charge of her own section of a 
Canadian newspaper. Coleman rebelled against her editors’ 
assumptions that women were only interested in subjects 
such as housekeeping and fashion, and insisted on writing 
about other things she believed would interest them such 
as politics, business, religion and science. Her columns also 
covered topics such as social reform and women’s issues, 
examining controversies like domestic violence and the 
poor working conditions women endured.

Notwithstanding her own pioneering work as a 
journalist in an overwhelmingly male profession, as well 
as her activist writing on many women’s rights topics, 
Coleman did not publicly endorse feminism and women’s 
suffrage until 1910. This can be taken as meaning that her 
interest in the case did not arise from a feminist point of 
view, but I would argue that a real understanding of the 
movement was not to become commonplace until around 
that time when many such female pioneers recognised that 
they were striving for a common cause. 

As part of her trip to London, Kit ventured out in to the 
East End and visited the room where Mary Jane Kelly had 
died. There, she spoke with its current occupant, a women 
called Lottie who, Coleman noted, presented the evidence 
that violence against women was alive and well three years 
after the murders as she found it difficult to talk having 
been kicked in the face by her husband. Coleman related 
that the bloodstained room bore witness to the horrific 
death of its most famous inhabitant. In keeping with the 
practices of journalists of the time, it is likely that Coleman 
offered Lottie some remuneration for telling her everything 
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she knew about the case, and Lottie was not to disappoint. 
She claimed, for example, to have known Mary, and even 
stated that she had been told by Kelly that she was avoiding 
going on to the streets because she had dreamt that a man 
would kill her. She also stated that she had heard Mary 
singing ‘Only the violet plucked from my mother’s grave’ 
on the night of her death. There was a market for this story, 
and having built up such a following amongst the women of 
Canada, Coleman clearly expected them to take an interest. 

Kathleen ‘Kit’ Coleman

It is worth remembering at this point that the 
Whitechapel Murders were still an active story, as Kit’s visit 
came just a few months after the murder of Frances Coles in 
February of the same year. Should we accuse Coleman then 
of being misogynistic in her interest in the case? No. Her 
interest clearly mirrored her belief that discussing such 
issues would in fact help women, be it through exposing the 
conditions many were forced to live with or by encouraging 
women to seek interests outside those prescribed by 
society. 

Another example that women retained an interest 
in the case was demonstrated by the discovery of the 
Dutfield’s Yard photograph in 2007 by Philip Hutchinson. 
The photograph, which is the only one to show a clear 
view of the murder scene of Elizabeth Stride, caused great 
excitement when it was published in Philip’s book The 
Jack the Ripper Location Photographs. Philip had acquired 

the picture when he bought a photo album from eBay. He 
has since done excellent work in trying to identify the 
photographer, although this has proved to be almost as 
difficult as identifying the Ripper himself. What we do 
know is that the photographer was a woman. Alongside 
the sort of pictures you would expect to find in a well-to-do 
lady’s tour of Europe was one photograph that purported 
to be of Dutfield’s Yard. I find it fascinating to think that the 
photographer most likely travelled to the spot purposely to 
take the photograph. Philip has dated the picture to roughly 
1903, 15 years after the canonical victims’ murders. What 
is clear is that the murders remained a source of fascination 
for women, and so you could argue that women made up 
some of the earliest Ripperologists.

The Ripper case may have gradually vanished from the 
newspapers but the issues it had highlighted did not. The 
20th century witnessed the biggest changes in society ever 
seen, and many of these changes were to relate to women. 
From gaining the vote in 1918 to gaining reproductive 
rights in the 1960s, the century saw many of the concerns 
of 19th century Feminists being met, to be replaced by new 
concerns and campaigns. The first couple of decades of the 
20th century also saw improved access to education and a 
greater representation of women in the arts. 

As the century progressed devastating wars were to 
allow women access to opportunities previously held as 
sacred to men. The part played, for example, by women in 
breaking the Enigma code, the brave work of female Special 
Operation Executive operatives and the sterling work of the 
Women’s Land Army were to advance women in a way that 
may have taken decades without the intervention of war. 

There were still some issues which were to endure, 
however, one of which was our old friend, the Double 
Standard. Where soldiers on leave were free to make 
the most of their time by seeking the comfort of women, 
women were still being demonised for wanting to allow 
their loved ones that, possibly last, request. Visits to 
brothels and street prostitutes were high and so were 
cases of sexually transmitted diseases. The armed forces 
ran campaigns warning of the dangers of VD and there 
is anecdotal evidence to suggest that the race to produce 
penicillin in high quantities was in part down to the volume 
of men presenting with the clap. 

The 1940s even had its own series of Ripper murders 
when Gordon Frederick Cummins, The ‘Blackout Ripper’, 
murdered between four and six women in 1941 and ‘42. 
Feminists were largely focused on supporting the war effort 
at this time and there seems to have been little comment in 
the press.

Communities still frowned upon women who became 
pregnant out of wedlock. If a man was to die leaving behind a 
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pregnant girlfriend or even a fiancé, they were not afforded 
the same status of wives, meaning many were forced into 
poverty. I was to discover on the death of a much-loved 
great aunt that the reason my grandfather had always been 
a bit reluctant to visit her was because she had given birth 
to the child of her sweetheart, a pilot who was shot down 
and killed. The child had been given up for adoption and 
never spoken of again.

Although this middle part of the 20th century may not 
offer us much in the way of Ripper-specific commentary on 
the case by women, it does show that their interest in crime 
was certainly evident. Ask people who the greatest crime 
writer of the 20th century was and I am sure most people 
would say Agatha Christie. She is not alone in this genre, 
however, and contemporaries such as Dorothy L Sayers, 
Ngaio Marsh and Margery Allingham as well as more recent 
writer such as P D James, Ruth Rendell and Lynda La Plante 
show that women have an aptitude for crime writing. In 
the field of True Crime the recently-departed Anne Rule 
was one of the foremost authors in that genre, which begs 
the question why there are not more books written on the 
Ripper by female authors. I would like to come back to that 
point in a moment.

Moving forward, it would be foolish to start debating 
whether links between feminism and the Ripper had lasted 
through time without recognising that feminism itself was 
to change somewhat. Clearly by the 1960s campaigns such 
as the fight for the vote has been solved, and as we have seen, 
women’s access to education and careers had improved, so 
the focus was to change. This ‘Second Wave’ of feminism 
was concerned with fighting to end discrimination based 
on gender, allow access to contraception and abortion, and 
putting an end to what was seen as institutionalised sexism 
in the media. Thus it was that by the 1970s feminism was 
a hot topic again in the press, as it had been in the 1880s. 
It was in this atmosphere that Britain was to be plunged 
into a new Autumn of Terror, only this time it was to last six 
years and extend beyond the prostitute community.

Peter Sutcliffe, later to be given the name the Yorkshire 
Ripper, attacked women on the streets of Yorkshire and 
Manchester during the 1970s and early ‘80s. The response 
to his crimes by feminists was very similar to that of 1888. 
This time, however, Reclaim the Night marches attempted 
to redress the standard response of ‘get women off the 
streets’ with ‘make the streets safe for women’. A colleague 
of mine who was working in Sheffield at the time told me 
about a conversation she had had with a policeman. He 
had advised her not to be out alone after dark in case she 
encountered the murderer. Her response was to ask why it 
was she who was being advised to be off the streets when 
the killer wasn’t a woman. Surely it should be men being 
told to keep off the streets until the killer was caught? The 

old theme of victim-blaming was still alive and well. 

It is interesting to note that the tone of articles about 
the killer and his victims at first seemed to follow the 
same pattern of the press of 1888, choosing to focus on 
what journalists saw as the misdemeanours of the victims 
rather than the social conditions which were forcing them 
on to the streets. This was to change drastically upon the 
murder of Jayne Macdonald, the Yorkshire Ripper’s first 
acknowledged non-prostitute victim. Following on from 
events in Yorkshire various groups joined together in a 
national campaign to put across the message that ‘violence 
against women was commonplace and condoned by current 
attitudes, bolstered by the law.’ The parallels here to letters 
written by feminists to the press in 1888 are striking. The 
late 1970s and early ‘80s had seen a number of high profile 
cases of serial attacks on women, such as the Cambridge 
Rapist. In the same period the relaxation of censorship 
laws had seen an increase in sexually violent films which 
seemed, to many in the feminist community, to signal that 
once again violence against women was an acceptable part 
of society. 

It was around the same time, coincidentally, that 
preparations for marking the centenary of the Jack the 
Ripper murders were to begin. One of the earliest events 
was the renaming of the Ten Bells. In April of 1975 the 
pub was relaunched as the ‘Jack the Ripper’, complete with 
Ripper-based merchandise such as beer mats and pint 
classes bearing the classic image of the top-hatted killer and 
even a drink called the ‘Ripper Tipple’. As any enthusiast of 
the case at the time will attest, if this was intended to bring 
in increased revenue to the pub, it certainly wasn’t spent on 
refurbishing the toilets. Interestingly, there seems to have 
been little opposition to the name change at the time; we 
certainly didn’t see protests outside the pub like the most 
recent Ripper venture attracted. 

It seems clear that the increasing publicity surrounding 
the Yorkshire Ripper case was to bring a renewed attention 
to the Whitechapel murders and with it a new consideration 
of the case by feminists. This in turn seems to have brought 
about a sense that to be interested in the case was to 
approve of such ventures. 

As the 1970s progressed, further links between the  
stories of the two Rippers were to appear, with the 
‘Wearside Jack’ letters - which seemed to directly style 
themselves on the infamous Dear Boss letters - and the 
apparent inability of the police to catch the killer. It is 
understandable therefore that the renewed attention to the 
killings of 1888 was to jar with many who saw it as at best 
insensitive. 

In the lead up to the autumn of 1988, a slew of new 
Ripper-based books were published. Some of the works 
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were accused of preferring to titillate readers with stories 
of blood and gore, which many felt devalued the victims and 
capitalised on their deaths. As if to confirm this, a computer 
game was released, complete with graphic depictions of 
mutilated women. Interestingly, the game had actually been 
released by a group of women, although this doesn’t take 
away from or in any way differentiate this from any other 
venture. 

Feminist writers began to respond to what they saw 
as the exploitation of poor women for entertainment. 
Groups such as Women Against Violence Against Women 
mobilised in an outright attack on the Jack the Ripper 
pub, petitioning, successfully, to the brewery to have the 
old name returned. The group focused on the fact that 
violence against women could be packaged up and sold as 
a tourist attraction. Jane Caputi’s work The Age of Sex Crime 
prompted Deborah Cameron to write in the Guardian that 
the publicity surrounding the case was to allow men to act 
out their brutal sexual fantasies. Out of this concern came 
the group Action against the Ripper Centenary. This group 
believed that the sanitation of the Ripper murders meant 
that the very real danger women faced in being attacked 
on the streets, a very recent fact, was being downplayed. 
I have even seen some people comment on Ripper boards 
that the killer somehow did these women a favour because 
if it wasn’t for their deaths they would have melted into 
obscurity. This possibly says more about today’s celebrity 
obsessed culture than it does about attitudes to women. 

AARC had four main aims;

* To draw public attention to the continuity between  
 the acts of Jack the Ripper and the male sexual  
 violence still going on now. 

*  To protest against all events or entertainments which 
 trivialise or glamorise sexual murder. 

* To stop the media sensationalising and glorifying  
 violent crimes against women. 

* To commemorate the women murdered by Jack the  
 Ripper, and all other women killed or damaged by  
 male sexual violence. 

The last point especially is one that all true students of 
the case can relate to, and to me this is why the relationship 
between feminist history and Jack the Ripper does not need 
to be one that is automatically hostile. In most cases, I have 
found the frustration of feminists seems to come from the 
media’s handling of Ripper stories. Take, for example, the 
response to the release of photographs of Nichols, Chapman 
and Stride in 1988; some saw this as an opportunity to 
focus the interest generated by the centenary back on to the 
victims and their stories rather than on the killer as some 
sort of Vaudevillian baddie in a top hat. The press didn’t see 
it this way, however, and published the pictures alongside 
headlines such as ‘New light on the Ripper?’ The pictures 
may have humanised the victims by showing their reality 
rather than the Barbara Windsor style chirpy cockney 
streetwalker; we saw them for what they were, middle-aged 
women who had seen hard lives. The centenary passed and 
the media storm surrounding its marking slowly died away, 
and with it the high-profile campaigns of feminists.

Since the centenary, the relationship between feminists 
and Jack the Ripper was more remote. For the most part, 
the subject had become the focus of university dissertations 
and occasional articles in feminist journals by writers such 
as Judith Walkowitz. More recently, Kate Englehart writing 
in The New Republic was to comment on that most public 
of Ripper enterprises, the Ripper walking tour, in a most 
critical fashion. We all know that the Jack the Ripper tour 
in its many guises has been a feature of the East End for a 
number of years. It is undoubtedly the case that the number 
of tours has increased in recent years, which has resulted in 
them becoming more recognisable and in turn they have 
attracted the attention of feminist groups. Criticism has 
been hurled at the tours for showing mortuary pictures and 
for going into detail about mutilations, with some seeing 
this as a continuation of the exploitation of the victims. I 
have even read that tour guides have been recorded as 
making disparaging comments about the looks of the 
victims. The sad fact is that while there are some excellent 
tour guides, there are some who choose to focus not on 
what the murders can tell us about Victorian society and 
the people who lived in it, but on the gory, crowd pleasing 
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details. 

Kate Englehart went on to assert that Ripperology 
was inherently misogynistic and that the field gave little 
importance or focus to the lives of the victims, choosing 
instead to ‘pontificate at length about who Jack was and 
why he killed.’ This is one area where I differ in my views to 
some Feminist writers. Englehart is not alone in her views: 
A P Wolf also described all Ripper studies as pornographic, 
which led some to make the assumption that he was a 
woman and a feminist. 

This raises the interesting fact that contrary to what some 
may think, you do not have to be a woman to be a feminist. 
Spend time really researching the case and the work done 
on it, and you will of course find that this is not the truth. 
The key works by Rumbelow, Fido, Begg, Skinner et al, as 
well as Chris Scott’s book on Mary Kelly, Neal Shelden’s 
excellent work researching the lives of the victims and 
John Bennett’s Ripperologist articles on the centenary of 
the killings and recent book on the forgotten victims prove 
that true Ripperology is very much concerned with lives of 
these women and the conditions in which they lived.

One of Englehart’s other assertions, however, does 
seem to stand up to greater scrutiny. She made the point 
that the majority of Ripperologists are men and cited 
articles in Ripperologist as proof of this. Consider your 
own bookshelves, which I am sure are groaning under the 
weight of Ripper-based books and you will see that the 
vast majority have been written by men. Consider Ripper 
conferences stretching back to the late 1990s and you will 
see that the number of men speaking far outweighs the 
number of women. I was intrigued as to why this was, when 
my experience was that there certainly were women who, 
like myself, had a genuine interest in the case. The issue 
has been considered on websites such as casebook.org and 
JTRForums.com with some interesting responses. Some 
said that they believed a lot of it had to do with the old 
story that constraints placed on women due to families etc 
didn’t allow them the time or freedoms to attend meetings 
or spend long hours researching. Some said that they felt 
that Ripperology was something of a boys’ club and that 
as a woman it was harder to get your voice heard. What I 
found really interesting was the number who said that they 
had been put off by the very reputation for misogyny that 
is expounded by the likes of Kate Englehart. Melanie Clegg, 
writer, blogger and one of the small number of female 
speakers at Ripper conferences, was attacked online for 
her interest in the case and accused of being misogynistic 
in her interests. Now those of you who have met Melanie 
will know that this was not likely to scare her into silence 
and her response to this charge echoes my own feeling. 
She said ‘I don’t believe that, done properly, Ripperology is 
intrinsically “unfeminist” or women hating or misogynistic 

or using murder victims as some sort of bizarre historical 
snuff porn’. The key words here are ‘done properly’.

This leads me neatly to the second of the two key changes 
that have happened recently to bring the issue of Jack and 
Feminism back together, the opening of the Jack the Ripper 
museum in Cable Street.

©Trevor Bond

The big question is why did this latest Ripper venture 
provoke such a reaction? The London Dungeon’s section on 
the Ripper prompted similar protests in 1988, with many 
being critical of its model of a murdered woman, so it was 
unlikely that this latest venture was to go by uncommented 
on.

But why was the reaction so strong? The answer of 
course lies in the fact that the museum had originally 
been proposed as a museum of women’s history, focusing 
on events such as the Suffragettes and the Match Girls 
Strikes which had links to the local area. Many welcomed 
the introduction of a museum which might go some way 
to filling the gap in representation of women in history 
mentioned earlier. Of course, we all know that this was not 
to be the case. Over time, the focus changed from being the 
women of east London, with a reference to the victims of 
the Ripper and the Ripper himself. Before it had opened 
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the press, the architects commissioned to undertake the 
renovations and many feminists groups denounced it as a 
shrine to misogyny. I think we can all see why such a change 
in the purpose of the museum would be like a red rag to 
a bull for many feminists and this, in my opinion, explains 
why so many took to the streets to protest. 

Here I would like to differentiate between feminist 
groups who protest legally outside the museum and those 
who have chosen to smash windows. These so-called 
‘radical feminists’ come from the same group who targeted 
John Lewis during anti-capitalist marches. I have never 
been a smashing-windows type, although I have attended 
a number of other protests about issues I feel passionately 
about and so I do feel that the peaceful protests were 
justified. Perhaps this new museum could, if done properly, 
prove to be an ally. Surely, I thought, given the original remit 
of the museum there would be a focus on the women of the 
East End, a promotion perhaps of the victims from being a 
story to being the story. Sadly, this does not appear to have 
been the case. The museum has even exhibited pictures 
of the victims which the most rudimentary research 
would have shown were false. The other exhibits make a 
cursory mention of policing in London and speculate as 
to what Jack the Ripper’s lodgings may have looked like. 
The Museums Association has gone so far as to state that 
the title ‘Museum’ is, in fact, inaccurate and the collection 
at Cable Street should be viewed as a tourist attraction. 
The Museum seems to confirm to the world at large that 
Ripperology clings to the old idea of mythologizing the 
killer and confirms the idea that violence against women 
is acceptable and in fact marketable. The writer Philip 
Jenkins said that feminists were able to use the case of Jack 
the Ripper to indict the whole structure of government and 
the media in a patriarchal society, and in this instance some 
could argue they were right.

What is interesting is the response that the protests 
themselves received. The press largely sided with the 
protesters, trotting out the usual charges that interest in 
the case was for weirdos, and in particular men. Within the 
Ripper community there was a typically divided response. 
To me, there was a very clear difference between people 
who have a long-standing reputation in the field and newer 
members of Jack the Ripper sites on, for example, Facebook. 
For the most part, news of the opening of the museum was 
received sceptically and sometimes with hostility amongst 
the former group, with many seeming to feel that this latest 
move would further damage the reputation of Ripperology 
as an historical discipline. 

The latter, however, seemed to revel in playing right 
into the hands of the radical feminists. Descriptions of the 

protestors as ‘lezzers’ or ‘crumpet’ may seem to the people 
who made them to be ‘banter’ – how I hate that word - but 
were in truth idiotic and totally out of place with the feelings 
of the field as a whole. In my opinion, Ripperology will never 
shake off its misogynistic image while people who publish 
books on the subject or work for Ripper-related businesses 
continue to use such language. With more people joining 
pages on Facebook and signing up to websites we must be 
careful to be seen to condemn anything which lowers the 
tone of any discussion to that of a teenage boys’ changing 
room. 

So, is Jack a feminist issue? Well yes, clearly it is. Does this 
mean that an interest in the case is inherently misogynistic 
and anti-feminist? No. I think what leads people to believe 
that is a misunderstanding of what true Ripperology is and 
the contributions it can make to an understanding of the 
position of women in the late Victorian period. 

The truth is, however, that while money continues to be 
made in the exploitation of the more gruesome aspects of 
the case and the focus of the media remains on the ‘who 
done it’ story, this will always lead feminists to argue that 
the really important story, that of the women, their lives, 
their struggles and their place in society is lost.

* * * * *

This is an edited version of Kate’s lecture at the  
2015 Jack the Ripper conference.



KATHERINE AMIN completed her Degree in History with a 
dissertation on the impact of the Whitechapel Murders on 
charities in the East End, Her interest moved from the classic 
‘whodunit’ to the wider issues including the plight of the people 
of the East End, in particular the women who were often forced 
into casual prostitution. Kate made a living as a secondary school 
teacher in East Yorkshire. The Jack the Ripper case had a positive 
impact on her life when she met her husband, Nathen Amin, at 
the 2010 Conference.



As we were putting the final touches to this issue of Ripperologist 
we heard of the sad passing of JUDITH STOCK, who was one of the 
founding members of the American Jack the Ripper Conventions 
alongside Stephen and Ally Ryder. Judy attended many of the 
early UK Conferences, from the 1990s at Ipswich and Norwich 
through Bournemouth (2001), Liverpool (2003) and Brighton 
(2005), where she and husband LeRoy made many friends. Judy 
also assembled a unique collection of Ripper material over the 
years. She will be sadly missed, and our thoughts are with her 
family.
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The very first time it was reported in the press 
that Francis Tumblety was arrested on suspicion 
for the Whitechapel crimes was on November 18, 
1888, published concurrently in numerous US city 
newspapers, such as the New York World, Chicago 
Daily Tribune, San Francisco Chronicle, Boston Globe, 
and Ottawa Free Press.

The following article was published in the Chicago 
Daily Tribune:

GOSSIP SENT BY CABLE.

A BARONET GOES ON A LARK  
THAT GETS HIM IN TROUBLE.

SPECIAL CABLE DISPATCH TO THE TRIBUNE.

[Copyright, 1888, by the Press Pub. Co., N.Y. World.

LONDON, Nov. 17.―Just think of it. One of the 
Prince of Wales’ own exclusive set, a member of the 
Household Cavalry, and one of the best known of the 
many swells about town who glory in the glamor 
of the Guelphs, getting into custody on suspicion of 
being the Whitechapel murderer! It is the talk of all 
clubdom tonight. That was the case with Sir George 
Arthur of Prince Wales’ set. He put on an old shooting 
coat and slouch hat and went to Whitechapel for a 
little fun. He got it. It occurred to two policemen that 
Sir George answered very much to the description of 
‘Jack the Ripper.’ They watched him, and when they 
saw him talking with a woman they collared him. He 
protested, expostulated, and threatened them with 
the vengeance of the royal wrath, but in vain. Finally 
a chance was given him to send to a fashionable in 
the West End Club and prove his identity, and he was 
released with profuse apologies for the mistake. The 
affair was kept out of the newspapers, but the jolly 
young baronets at the Brooks Club consider the joke 
too good to keep quiet.

Another arrest was a man who gave the name ‘Dr. 
Kumbletty of New York.’ The police could not hold him 
on suspicion of the Whitechapel crimes, but he has 
been committed for trial in the Central Criminal Court 
under a special law passed soon after the modern 
Babylon exposures. The police say this is the man’s 
right name, as proved by letters in his possession 
from New York, and that he has been in the habit of 
crossing the ocean twice a year for several years.

A score of men have been arrested by the police 
this week on suspicion of being the murderer, but 
the right man still roams at large and everybody is 
momentarily expecting to hear of another victim. 
The large sums offered in private rewards hundreds 
of amateur detectives to take a hand in the chase, but 
to no avail. Leon Rothschild has offered an income 
of 2 pounds a week for life to the man who will give 
information that will lead to the arrest and conviction 
of the assassin.

Most other newspapers reported the doctor’s name as 
Kumblety with one less letter “t,” thus, the original source 
likely published Kumblety. Although no one knew that Dr. 
Kumblety was Francis Tumblety until the very next day 
when it was revealed in follow-up newspaper reporting, 
this particular news dispatch was the first to expose his 
connection to the Whitechapel crimes. Notice that the 
Kumblety story is not the headliner but a subordinate 
story embedded in a dispatch containing four or five 
separate stories.

The common thread among all these stories is the Jack 
the Ripper case, demonstrating that this report had one 
purpose; update readers for the week on the author’s 
inquests into the Whitechapel murders investigation, as 
evidence by the author statement, “arrested by the police 
this week.” There is a second pattern in the top three 

The New York World’s  
E. Tracy Greaves and his 
Scotland Yard Informant

By MICHAEL L. HAWLEY
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stories, which is that they read from the perspective of 
the police. In the headliner it states, “It occurred to two 
policemen that.” The Kumblety story states two phrases 
with a police perspective, “The police could not hold him,” 
and “The police say this is the man’s right name.” The third 
story states, “A score of other men have been arrested by the 
police.” Curiously, there is a third pattern in the information 
in this dispatch. Each and every story is a scoop, meaning 
they are all breaking stories not found in newspapers in 
London or the US. In fact, the Sir George Arthur headliner 
even states, “The affair was kept out of the newspapers.” 
This means that the source for these stories was not 
merely taken from other newspapers, including London 
dailies. Also, it suggests that the source for all the stories 
came from a single, credible source.

Image found in a digitized copy of the  
New York World’s evening edition

The dateline of a newspaper article generally begins 
with the name of the city (in all capitals) where the 
report was released by the journalist, and in this case, it 
states, LONDON.1 Immediately following the city origin 
is the date that the report was released. In view of this, 
the report was sent from London on November 17, 
1888, and the statement, “SENT BY CABLE,” means it 
was telegraphed, or transmitted “over the wire,” via the 
transatlantic telegraph system. In 1888, the New York 
World, Chicago Daily Tribune, San Francisco Chronicle, 
Boston Globe, and Ottawa Free Press received much of 
their cable news dispatches from two major sources.2 
The first was a not-for-profit newsgathering organization 
called the Associated Press, or New York Associated Press, 
composed of an army of correspondents around the world 

and funded by a loose cooperative of seven major New 
York newspaper organizations; The Sun, Times, Herald, 
Tribune, World, Journal of Commerce and Evening Express.3 
It was organized to cheapen the cost of news, and these 
competitive newspapers ensured that the information 
received stressed no sensationalism or political bias. The 
Associated Press purposely avoided any copyright line 
and were instructed to only send “bare matter of fact.”4 
Since this particular November 17, 1888, newscable 
dispatch had a copyright line, the Associated Press was 
not the source.

The second cable source, and the origin of the 
above dispatch, was from the massive international 
newsgathering network of the New York World itself. The 
copyright line in the above article states the Press Pub. 
Co., NY World.5 The Press Publishing Company was the 
parent organization of the New York World. In an attempt 
to win over readers and beat its New York newspaper 
competitors, the New York World maintained a large 
newsgathering network around the world in order to 
publish breaking stories. In 1887, the owner of the New 
York World, Joseph Pulitzer, claimed the World was the 
most read newspaper on earth with a daily circulation of 
over 300,000.6 One way to defray the costs was to offer this 
information to other newspapers at an affordable price, 
and newspapers in the US and Canada took advantage of 
the international newsgathering giant. When a dispatch 
was sent from London across the Atlantic it was sent 
immediately to repeater stations for distribution.7 This 
explains why the San Francisco Chronicle and the Boston 
Globe broke the story on the same day as the New York 
World.

In the case of the November 17, 1888, dispatch with the 
Kumblety story, we even know who the New York World 
author was. The Ottawa Free Press published the very 
same newscable dispatch, although opting not to add the 
Kumblety story, and published the author. The Ottawa 
Free Press stated,

1 University of Illinois Library Board of Trustees, “What is a  
 dateline?” Global News Village Virtual Information Literacy and  
 Growing Environment, 8/14/09. www.library.illinois.edu/village/ 
 globalnews/mod1/pg17.htm.

2 Western Union Telegraph Company. Postal Telegraph Pamphlets,  
 1868.

3 Ibid.

4 Blondheim, M. News Over the Wires, Harvard College, 1994. 

5 Edwards, R. 1896: Journals & Newspapers in the Campaign. Vassar  
 College, 2000. projects.vassar.edu/1896/journals.html.

6 Gitlin, M, Pfaff, D.: Joseph Pulitzer: Historic Newspaper Publisher,  
 Abdo Publishing Co., 2010.

7 FTL Design. The Atlantic Cable, 2014. www.atlantic-cable.com. 
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A BARONET ARRESTED - New York, Nov. 21.

The World’s London correspondent says: The 
most intense amusement has been caused among 
all classes of the London world by the arrest of Sir 
George Arthur… 

The affair was kept out of the newspapers, but the jolly 
young baronet’s friend at Brook’s Club considered the 
joke too good to be kept quiet. Sir George is quite a 
figure in his way in London. He is a son of the late Sir 
Frederick Arthur.

A score of other men have been arrested by the police 
on suspicion of being the murderer, but the right 
man still roams at large. The large sums offered for 
the capture of the fiend have induced hundreds of 
amateur detectives to take a hand in the chase, but all 
of no avail. [Emphasis added]

A strategic and integral part of the New York 
World’s international newsgathering network was 
having correspondents stationed in London, England.8 
These journalists were often referred to as special 
correspondents or foreign correspondents, but were more 
often referred to as London correspondents, as in the case 
with the Ottawa Free Press. In 1888, besides the New York 
World having London correspondents, so did at least six 
other US newsgathering organizations, particularly out of 
New York City. The New York Herald’s correspondent was 
Oakey Hall, the New York Times’ was Harold Frederick, the 
New York Tribune’s was George W. Smalley, the New York 
Sun’s was Arthur Brisbane then Frank White in December 
1888, the Boston Herald’s was Arthur Warren, and the 
Associated Press’ was James Maclean.9 The London 
correspondent for the Freeman’s Journal out of Ireland 
was James Tuohy; noted because Tuohy joined the New 
York World’s team in early 1889.

In early 1888, the New York World stationed more 
than one correspondent in London and T.C. Crawford was 
Chief London correspondent, having been in the position 
for three years.10 E. (Edwin) Tracy Greaves was newly-
assigned as his subordinate in January 1888.11 In the 
summer of 1888, Crawford was tasked for the Hatfield-
McCoy feud story back in the U.S. and never returned to 
London.12 By early August 1888, E. Tracy Greaves was the 
sole London correspondent until Tuohy was added to the 
payroll in early 1889, although Tuohy likely had a close 
relationship with Greaves in 1888. In view of this, when the 
Ottawa Free Press stated that the author of the November 
17, 1888, news dispatch was the London correspondent, 
it could only have been one person; E. Tracy Greaves. 

E. Tracy Greaves was born in Cardiff, Glamorganshire, 
Wales in 1859/60, and his parents soon emigrated to 
Hartford, Connecticut, becoming naturalized in 1871.13 
He educated in Hartford, Connecticut, and according to 

New Haven, Connecticut’s Morning Journal and Courier, on 
December 3, 1887 he became a journalist at the Hartford 
Times.14 In 1885 Greaves found his way to New York City 
and worked for the New York Times, having already worked 
for the New York Herald. In 1886, he came to the New York 
World as a Night Editor of its Evening World paper, and in 
1887 he was the Managing Editor until he left for London 
in January 1888. In London he was a member of the Savage 
Club, a club all foreign correspondents joined.15 “Amongst 
the US foreign correspondents,” the 30-year-old Greaves 
was considered the hard-charger:

GETTING LONDON NEWS,  
Yankee Correspondents at the World’s Capital.

LONDON, Sept. 7. - There is probably no post in 
journalism which American newspaper men desire so 
much as that of London correspondent... By common 

8 Hamilton, J M. Journalism’s Roving Eye: A History of American  
 Foreign Reporting, LSU Press, 2009.

9 New York Times. The Reminiscences of a Colleague, October 23, 
 1898.

10 Crawford, T.C. English Life. Lovell & Co. 1889.

11 Hartford Times Supplement, Hartford, CT, December 27, 1888.

12 New York Times. The Reminiscences of a Colleague: op. cit.

13 England and Wales Census 1871; United States, New England,  
 Naturalization Index, 1791-1906.

14 Biographical Directory Company, New York. Biographical Directory  
 of the State of New York, 1900, p.168, Column 2.

15 New York Times. The Reminiscences of a Colleague: op. cit. 
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consent the hardest working American newspaper 
man in London is Mr. E. Tracy Greaves, correspondent 
for the New York World. He has offices in Trafalgar 
Square, where you may have a reasonable chance of 
finding him at any hour of the day or night. 

(The Day: New London, Connecticut, Sep. 22, 1891)

According to T.C. Crawford, the most effective method 
for foreign correspondents to collect European stories was 
to take the stories directly out of the London newspapers, 
who had a well-funded and well-established newsgathering 
network throughout Europe and Asia. With standard time 
on the east coast of the US five hours later than England, 
foreign correspondents could transmit timely stories.16

Remember, the information in the November 17, 1888 
New York World news dispatch out of London were all 
breaking stories, thus, Greaves used a different source. 
Although he admitted using information from the London 
dailies, Greaves also admitted using information received 
directly from the police involving the Whitechapel murders. 
He states this in his two previous weekly Whitechapel 
murders updates in early- and mid-November:

Evening World, November 2, 1888. 
[SPECIAL CABLE TO THE EVENING WORLD.]

LONDON. Nov. 2. - The excitement over the alleged 
tenth attempt... The sensational London evening 
papers and the police themselves are responsible for 
the reports sent out from London to all parts of the 
world yesterday by special correspondents and the 
Associated Press...

Evening World, November 10, 1888. 
[SPECIAL TO THE EVENING WORLD.]

LONDON. Nov. 10. - ...The papers are having enormous 
sales, though they contain little besides speculation 
and rumors. Beyond the broad facts of this ninth 
atrocity the police are endeavoring to keep everything 
secret...

With respect to the November 17, 1888 dispatch, which 
contained the Kumblety scoop, recall that each story 
was an exclusive and that the perspective was from the 
police, suggesting the source was indeed the police. The 
fact that Greaves claimed the police were a source for 
special correspondents is further corroboration. In fact, 
the following two reports are record of Greaves not only 
using the police as a news source for the Whitechapel 
investigation, but also having an informant at police 
headquarters, or Scotland Yard:

The World (Evening Edition),  
Tuesday, October 9, 1888

A STARTLING THEORY. 
[SPECIAL CABLE TO THE EVENING WORLD.]

LONDON. Oct. 9. - I am informed by a gentleman, who 
stands in close relations at Scotland Yard, that several 
of the leading detectives have thrown over the clues 
and ideas heretofore taken up a dare working on 
an entirely new and most remarkable theory... My 
informant tells me that a well-known, prosperous 
resident of Grosvenor Square is the man thus under 
police surveillance. He moves in the best of society 
and is completely removed from derogatory suspicion 
among those who are his daily associates. This man, 
however, as I am assured, has been tracked and traced 
until...

Chicago Tribune,  
Sunday, 7 October 1888

THE WHITECHAPEL HORRORS. 
SPECIAL CABLE DISPATCH TO THE TRIBUNE. 

[Copyright, 1888, by the Press Pub. Co., N. Y. World.]

LONDON, Oct. 6. - ...I learned today from a Scotland 
Yard man working on the case that the mysterious 
American who was here a few months ago offering 
money for specimens of the parts taken from the 
bodies of the victims has been discovered...

Greaves would not have known about Tumblety’s 
Wednesday, November 14, 1888 committal hearing and 
subsequent incarceration in Holloway Prison from the 
British papers. While the British press generally reported 
police court cases in excruciating detail, they never 
reported Tumblety’s hearing.17 The American journalist 
would have been completely ignorant of Tumblety’s case, 
especially since police courts around London were only 
attended by British journalists. With Greaves receiving the 
story from an informant at Headquarters not involved in 
Tumblety’s arrest, as opposed to the arresting officers, does 
explain why the police would say in the Kumblety story 
that “is the man’s right name.” In view of this, Kumblety 
was not an alias but merely the Scotland Yard informant 
misreading Tumblety’s name in cursive handwriting. An 
expressive capital T in cursive is indeed similar to a capital 
K in cursive. Corroborating this is the fact that Tumblety 
was never known to use Kumblety as an alias.

With the Kumblety story stating “A score of men have 
been arrested by the police this week on suspicion of being 
the murderer,” Greaves clearly received the scoops at 
the end of the week, either on Friday, November 16, or 
Saturday, November 17. Greaves does state that he later 
visited Sir George Arthur’s evening hangout at the Brooks 
Club “tonight,” meaning Saturday, which allowed for a 
richer, deeper headliner. Since Tumblety had posted bail 
on Friday, November 16, 1888, Greaves would likely have 

16 Crawford: op. cit. 

17 Marriott, T. Doctor at Sea. Ripperologist 127, August 2012. 
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never have met Tumblety. In fact, four days later Greaves 
believed Tumblety was still in custody: 

The World (Evening Edition),  
Nov. 21, 1888

EXTRA, 11 O’CLOCK TEN! 
The Whitechapel Fiend Uses His Knife Once More. 
Copyright, 1888 by The Press Publishing Company 

(New York World). 
SPECIAL CABLE DESPATCH TO THE WORLD.

LONDON, Nov. 21. - Another Whitechapel murder... 
Coming at a time when people were beginning to think 
that the Dr. Twomblety now in custody might really 
prove to be the Whitechapel fiend...

Inside Holloway Prison

Since the Kumblety scoop dealt with information “this 
week”, meaning events occurring between November 9 
to November 16, 1888, does this mean Tumblety’s initial 
arrest had to have occurred within these dates? According 
to the Central Criminal Court calendar, Tumblety was 
received into custody for the lesser crimes on November 
7, 1888, so his remand hearing would have been within 
24 hours of this date. According to the Kumblety story, his 
initial arrest on suspicion for the Whitechapel crimes was 
before this date, which would fall outside the November 
9 to November 16 dates, seemingly creating a conflict. 
Tumblety certainly may have been arrested a second time 

between these dates, and it would not be surprise that we 
have no record of the arrest since the only extant official 
records are court records. There is actually a simpler 
answer that matches the evidence, which supports the 
court records that Tumblety’s initial arrest on suspicion 
did indeed occur on or before November 7. The answer 
is recorded in the Kumblety story itself: “but he has been 
committed for trial in the Central Criminal Court under 
a special law passed soon after the modern Babylon 
exposures.” This took place on Wednesday, November 14, 
which explains why Tumblety’s name was in the weekly 
Scotland Yard file in the first place. Additionally, knowing 
Tumblety’s bitter taste for court appearances and his 
practice of sending his attorney in his stead, as he did on 
November 20, it is not a stretch of logic that the November 
14, 1888, warrant of committal required them to arrest 
him.

There is a questions as to why Greaves never reported 
on Tumblety’s pre-November 7 arrest on suspicion in 
an earlier newscable dispatch weekly update. The clear 
explanation is that Greaves, along with all other journalists, 
were completely ignorant of the arrest. Greaves’ source was 
not a local East End police station but Scotland Yard, and 
Tumblety’s initial arrest was not released to him, especially 
since the big news was Mary Kelly’s murder. He, and all 
other foreign correspondents, were greatly welcomed 
when Commissioner Warren was at the helm. According 
to Rumbelow, Warren had directed subordinates not to 
speak with journalists on the case, especially if they were 
visiting Headquarters with the requirement of signing in 
at the front desk and at such a hectic time.18 Once Warren 
publically announced he was resigning on November 9, 
1888, he essentially became a lame duck Commissioner 
until he officially left. Scotland Yard officials may have 
been more open to speaking with foreign correspondents 
at Scotland Yard, especially since Assistant Commissioner 
Anderson gave a personal interview by the New York Sun’s 
London correspondent on November 14, 1888, on the very 
day that Tumblety had his committal hearing:

The Sun,  
November 14, 1888. 

Notes from Whitechapel.

LONDON, Nov. 14 - Though extremely busy, Dr. 
Anderson, the head for the hour of the Metropolitan 
Police, has been kind enough, on knowing that I was a 
representative of THE SUN, to give me a few minutes 
of his just now priceless time. …I asked Mr. Anderson 
why the bloodhounds were not employed. His answer 

18 Rumbelow, D. The Complete Jack the Ripper, Virgin Books Limited,  
 1988.
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was: “At 11 o’clock the last murder was discovered, 
and we knew of it here in Scotland Yard a few minutes 
later. The officer who had wired us…”

Corroborating the veracity of the New York World 
reporting on Tumblety was from the British paper the 
Evening Post, on February 16, 1889. The Evening Post wrote 
an article in response to Tumblety publishing his February 
1889 autobiography, titling the article, “Sketch of the Life of 
the Gifted, Eccentric, and World-famed Dr. Tumblety;” a take 
on the title of Tumblety’s 1889 autobiography. The article 
begins by stating,

The New York World devotes considerable space to a 
notice of an autobiography just published in America 
by Dr. Francis Tumblety, who was arrested in London 
on suspicion in connection with the Whitechapel 
murders, but who was release immediately it was 
found there was no evidence to incriminate him...

The British reporter then writes, “The World is probably 
not aware that Dr. Tumblety was afterwards taken into 
custody on another charge...” Not only was this not 
published in the United States, but it also shows that the 
journalists at the Evening Post investigated the Tumblety 
Whitechapel arrest and confirmed that Tumblety was 
arrested on suspicion.

On December 1, 1888, Greaves continued to report that 
Tumblety was initially arrested on suspicion. Significant 
to this particular report, Greaves received accurate 
information on Tumblety sneaking off to Havre where he 
was “last seen”:

Copyright, 1888, by The Press Publishing Company 
(New York World), 

[SPECIAL CABLE DESPATCH TO THE WORLD.]

LONDON, Dec. 1 - The last seen of Dr. Tumblety 
was at Havre, and it is taken for granted that he has 
sailed for New York. It will be remembered that 
the doctor, who is known in this country for his 
eccentricities, was arrested some time ago in London 
on suspicion of being concerned in the perpetration 
of the Whitechapel murders. The police, being unable 
to procure the necessary evidence against him in 
connection therewith, decided to hold him for trial for 
another offense a statute which was passed shortly 
after the publication in the Pall Mall Gazette of “The 
Maiden Tribute.” And as a direct consequence thereof 
Dr. Tumblety was committed for trial and liberated on 
bail...

On December 2, 1888, the day this dispatch hit the 
streets, Tumblety arrived in New York Harbor on the 
La Bretagne, which left Le Havre at noon on November 
24, 1888. Knowing Greaves visited Scotland Yard on a 

weekly basis and that the amazingly specific information 
he released about a sighting at Le Havre would have been 
known by the police and by few others, this suggests his 
Scotland Yard informant was indeed the source. Scotland 
Yard having knowledge of Tumblety in Le Havre on or 
about November 23, 1888 has corroboration from New 
York City’s Chief Inspector Thomas F. Byrnes. When Francis 
Tumblety arrived in New York Harbor on the steamship 
La Bretagne on December 2, 1888, two New York City 
detectives were observed waiting for him. A New Orleans 
Daily Picayune journalist in New York City stated in the 
December 10, 1888 issue that on December 4, “Two New 
York detectives and one London detective were on the dock 
when he [Tumblety] landed here and followed the carriage 
which took him...” The New York World even reported 
on the very same day the names of these detectives, 
“The two keen-looking men jumped into another cab and 
followed him. The fine-looking man was the notorious Dr. 
Francis Twomblety or Tumblety, and his pursuers were 
two of Inspector Byrnes’s best men, Crowley and Hickey.” 
“Inspector Byrnes”, as he was known by his subordinates, 
was Chief Inspector of New York City’s detective bureau 
in 1888. The reporter from the New York Sun added an 
additional statement made by Byrnes in their December 4, 
1888 issue which explained why Detectives Crowley and 
Hickey beat Tumblety to the docks,

...Inspector Byrnes said yesterday that he knew of 
Tumblety’s expected arrival in this city a week ago and 
had determined to make sure that his information was 
correct by having men who knew him on the wharf 
when the steamer arrived. Tumblety was short enough 
of luggage to make it appear that his departure from 
the other side was hurried. He was among the first 
to leave the steamer, and he went direct to a house 
in Tenth street, just west of Third avenue, where 
furnished rooms are let. He will probably be an object 
of curiosity to the police for some time, but Inspector 
Byrnes said that no one has any right to bother 
him for what occurred across the ocean, unless the 
Government becomes interested and issues a warrant 
for his detention.

Having been informed by Scotland Yard, it is not a 
surprise that Byrnes immediately knew that the particular 
charge Tumblety fled from was not extraditable, as 
reported by the New York World on December 4, 1888:

Inspector Byrnes was asked what his object in 
shadowing Twomblety. “I simply wanted to put a tag 
on him.” he replied, “so that we can tell where he is. 
Of course, he cannot be arrested, for there is no proof 
in his complicity in the Whitechapel murders, and the 
crime for which he was under bond in London is not 
extraditable.”
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Remember, the reporter from the New York Sun added 
that Byrnes’ detectives would arrest Tumblety if Scotland 
Yard “issues a warrant for his detentions” in the near future 
specific to the Whitechapel murders case. Byrnes makes 
it clear this is why he had two of his detectives waiting 
for Tumblety at the docks and then follow him when he 
knew he was legally free. In view of Scotland Yard having 
full knowledge of Tumblety being seen in Havre, then 
quickly dispatching this information to the New York City 
Police Department, Byrnes’ point that they could quickly 
act upon a warrant for Tumblety’s detention is highly 
suggestive that he believed his British counterparts had an 
above normal interest in Tumblety.

There were actually two reasons why the New York 
press, and the public for that matter, had concerns about 
this Scotland Yard fugitive now in their midst. The first 
concern was that Tumblety was reported to have been 
arrested on suspicion for the Whitechapel murders, and 
the second was the “re-arrest” of a “convictable” charge 
involving the Babylon exposures, the Maiden Tribute Act, 

DECEMBER 4, 1888 
New York Tribune

DR. TUMBLETY ARRIVES IN NEW YORK.

Inspector Byrnes promptly received reports from 
his men regarding the new arrival, and ordered his 
subordinates quietly to keep an eye on the doctor. He has 
been charged with a fondness for collecting anatomical 
specimens, and this has made his connection with the 
Whitechapel atrocities appear probable. It is a fact 
that after he was discharged for lack of evidence from 
the accusation of being implicated in the Whitechapel 
horrors he was re-arrested in London for a violation of 
the “Maiden Tribute” act...

Even if Tumblety was not known as a Jack the Ripper 
suspect, he was now considered by the public as a sexual 
predatory threat to a certain segment of the American 
population - girls. It is a misconception that the public 
in 1888 had knowledge of Tumblety’s arrest for gross 
indecency. The Maiden Tribute Act is explained in its name; 
an act signed into law as a direct result of sexual abuse.

against young maidens, or girls. In July 1885, the editor and 
investigator for the British newspaper Pall Mall Gazette, 
W.T. Stead wrote a series of twelve articles collectively 
known as the “Maiden Tribute of Modern Babylon,” which 
was about the problem of child prostitution in England, 
specifically about girls.19 For example, one particular 
article was titled, “The Violation of Virgins.” Another 
article was titled, “How Girls Were Bought and Ruined.” 
The phrase “Maiden Tribute” referred to the prostitution, 
abduction, procurement and sale of young English virgins. 
Note that in the entire series of articles, the terms “girl/

girls” or “maiden” were used 115 times, while the term 
“boy/boys” was never used, and “young men” was used 
only once. While a Bill was introduced into legislation in 
1881, it stalled until the Maiden Tribute of Modern Babylon 
articles were published and caused public outrage. The 
Criminal Law Amendment Act of 1885 resulted. Even this 
particular law had little to do with homosexuality until 
MP Henry Labouchere pushed for an amendment, which 
clarified the legal term of gross indecency as criminal 
sexual activity between men short of sodomy (required 
penetration).

Sergeant Timothy J. Golden, one of the detectives who waiting  
on the docks for Tumblety. Golden had a history with Tumblety

The following New York World report in its December 
9, 1888 issue demonstrates the public’s concern about 
Tumblety’s predatory interest in girls. The article was 
titled “Afraid of Tumblety”:

The school children of Public School No. 25, and the 
people living in the neighborhood of Sumner and 
Lewis avenues... in Brooklyn, were alarmed yesterday 
by the report that the notorious Dr. Tumblety, the 
Whitechapel suspect, has been prowling around that 
portion of the city insulting young girls.

It makes sense that the press and public believed the 
reference to Maidens meant girls, since Jack the Ripper 
mutilated females. The following report supports this 
continued fear. Soon after Tumblety arrived in New York 
City on December 2, 1888 he vanished. While journalists 
in New York City had no idea where Tumblety went, a 

19 WTSRS, W.T. Stead Resource Site, 2018. www.attackingthedevil. 
 co.uk/pmg/tribute/mt1.php
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 Western New York newspaper, the Waterloo Observer, 
did. Tumblety was hiding out in their town of Waterloo, 
New York, which was about 40 miles east of Rochester, 
New York. Tumblety’s sister, Elizabeth Powderly, along 
with her family, lived in Waterloo. With Tumblety being 
reported to be a Jack the Ripper suspect and arrested on a 
charge involving the Maiden Tribute Act, note the Waterloo 
residents’ fears for both women and girls:

Wild rumors are afloat about villains in many villages 
and cities assaulting, insulting and molesting women 
and young girls on public streets after dark. All these 
places have a modified prototype of the White Chapel 
murderer. ‘Dick the Slasher.’ The announcement that 
Dr. Tumblety had come to New York and departed for a 
rural retreat, in the fancy of many timid females he has 
been located in Waterloo. And this is the more certain; 
since the veritable doctor spent a summer here some 
ten years ago. Moreover, during the past week, a young 
lady was met about seven o’clock, in the evening on a 
public street in the first ward by a man who said, ‘You 
are the girl I want,’ and tried to seize her by the neck, 
when she beat him in the face with an umbrella and he 
fled. Also, in the lower ward, a woman was followed 
for a long distance in a menacing manner, and sought 
safety in a neighbor’s house and company home. If 
there is anything going on in this line more serious than 
trying to frighten timid females, the villain ought to be 
run down and punished.

One particular Associated Press article in the December 
5, 1888 issue of New Ulm Weekly Review titled “Jack the 
Ripper, Ubiquitous” is more specific and accurate about a 
lesser charge Tumblety was arrested for, but the reporter 
seems to have had no idea about the second charge of gross 
indecency,

Police Superintendent Campbell of Brooklyn received 
a cable dispatch from Mr. Anderson, the deputy chief of 
the London police, asking him to make some inquiries 
about Francis Tumblety, who is under arrest in England 
on the charge of indecent assault. 

While it is true that one of the lesser charges against 
Tumblety was indecent assault, this criminal infraction on 
its own was not gender specific. A search in the database of 
The Proceedings of the Old Bailey, London’s Central Criminal 
Court 1674-1913 website between May 1888 and December 
1888 came up with nine cases of indecent assault, and in 
each case the offence was a male adult assaulting an under-
aged girl.20 One case was a man named Kirk Gorringe who 
pleaded guilty of indecent assault upon thirteen-year-old 
Alice Mary Cole on July 2, 1888. Another case was a William 
Ward, who was found guilty of indecent assault upon Amy 
Turton, under aged 13, on September 17, 1888. In view 
of this, along with the Associated Press report, it seems 

unlikely the public would have inferred Tumblety was 
committing indecent assault upon a young man.

Tumblety eventually returned to NYC and even gave an 
interview to the New York World at the end of January 1889. 
Within six months, Tumblety found himself in trouble with 
the law again in New York City:

The notorious Dr. Francis Tumblety, who was arrested 
on Nov. 18 last in London, on suspicion of being the 
Whitechapel murderer... For women he is said to have 
an aversion amounting to positive hatred, and this, for 
one reason, led to his arrest in London as being possibly 
“Jack the Ripper.” There was no evidence of murder 
upon which to hold him, so he was detained on two 
less serious, but more degrading charges, but bailed 
in the sum of $1,500, jumped his bail and returned to 
New York. He has visited and is known personally to 
many people in every city in the world, but no one ever 
knew him to have a friend, and his life and antecedents 
are unknown to any save himself. He was dressed very 
shabbily this morning… He lives at 82 Clinton Place. 

New York World, June 5, 1889

The significance of this article is that it reported on a 
particular fact that no-one but British officials knew of up 
until 1993, upon Stewart Evans’ acquisition of the Littlechild 
letter. Remember, the public did not know the “Modern 
Babylon exposures” and Maiden Tribute Act referred to 
the minimal section of gross indecency in Tumblety’s case. 
Further, they did not know Tumblety was charged with 
two misdemeanors, gross indecency and indecent assault. 
This New York World article, though, reported on two 
“less serious, but more degrading charges.” The New York 
World correspondent, who was not Greaves but a reporter 
stationed in New York City, must have known about both 
the gross indecency and indecent assault charges. If true,  

20 Hitchcock T., Shoemaker R., Emsley C., Howard S., and McLaughlin  
 L., et al. The Old Bailey Proceedings Online, 1674-1913 (www. 
 oldbaileyonline.org, version 7.0, 24 March 2012). 

this reporter did not merely read old newspaper articles, 
but must have received his information from a New York 
World “Tumblety” file, a file filled with information collected 
by E. Tracy Greaves out of London from the previous 
year. Might Greaves have received this information from 
Central Criminal Court records and not Scotland Yard? 
Two facts conflict with this. First, we know that Greaves 
had a Scotland Yard informant he used on information 
dealing with the Whitechapel murders, and second, foreign 
correspondents received their court information from the 
London dailies, and we know Tumblety’s case was never in 
the newspapers. Lastly, the New York World correspondent 
from New York City stated Tumblety’s arrest on suspicion 
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was on November 18, and the court records specifically 
stated that he was initially received into custody on 
November 7, eleven days earlier.

Just as E. Tracy Greaves’ predecessor, T. C. Crawford, 
held the reigns as the New York World’s Chief London 
correspondent for three years, Greaves did as well, returning 
to New York in 1892,21 to be replaced by Fred Doneka. He 
soon married a New York City socialite, the British actress 
and widow Ethel Greybrooke, who at the time was a 
member of Frohman’s acting company at New York City’s 
Lyceum Theatre. Greybrooke’s first husband, actor Henry 
Holland, died on March 26, 1891 due to alcoholism.22 There 
were a couple curious connections with Henry Holland and 
the Whitechapel crimes. Holland was a member of Richard 
Mansfield’s acting company and played a roll in Mansfield’s 
Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, which opened on 
August 5, 1888, in London’s Lyceum Theatre.23 Colorful 
reviews of the play were in the British newspapers the very 
next day, commenting upon Mansfield’s transformation 
from Dr. Jekyll to Mr. Hyde:

His devilish gloating over evil, his malignant 
sarcasms, his fierce energy of hate and reveling in 
all sinful impulses awaken strange sensations in the 
spectator…”24

How ironic that on the very next evening, Martha Tabram 
was murdered. Then, written in the New York World’s 
Evening Edition, December 3, 1888, possibly by E. Tracy 
Greaves himself, we see Henry Holland involving himself in 
the Whitechapel murders investigation:

Miss Ethel Greybrooke’s husband, Henry Holland, who 
was a member of Mansfield’s company in London, says 
that he and a friend went out “amateur detecting” in 
Whitechapel and nearly got “run in.” They had a firm 
conviction that they could discover the Whitechapel 
fiend.”

Greaves soon left the New York World and became the 
managing editor for the Philadelphia North American, but 
he eventually returned to New York City filling various 
editor positions for the New York Times and The Journal.26 
In another strange coincidence, Greaves passed away on 
July 17, 1905 from the very same disease that contributed 
to Tumblety’s death, kidney disease. 

E. Tracy Greaves, the London correspondent for the New 
York World in the fall of 1888, was the journalist who broke 
the story that Francis Tumblety was arrested on suspicion 
for the Whitechapel crimes, and he claimed to have had 
a Scotland Yard informant who gave him information on 
case. Greaves very likely never met Tumblety in London, 
since he would have had no knowledge of Tumblety’s 
committal hearing on November 14, 1888. The hearing 

was never published in the British newspapers, which was 
the usual source for court cases for foreign correspondents. 
Additionally, Greaves believed Tumblety was still in 
custody five days after he was released on bail, which was 
just two days before Tumblety was in France. Each story 
in his November 17, 1888 news dispatch, including the 
“Kumblety” story, were never reported in any newspapers. 
The information Greaves reported on, such as Sir George 
Arthur’s arrest and Tumblety being seen in Le Havre just 
before sailing on to New York, was inside information which 
Scotland Yard, and few others, would have been privy to. 
The New York World published accurate information on 
Tumblety being arrested on two lesser charges; a fact no 
one knew until the 1990s. These lines of evidence lead to 
one credible conclusion; Greaves’ scoop on Tumblety’s 
arrest on suspicion for the Whitechapel crimes came from 
his Scotland Yard informant. The Scotland Yard file on 
Tumblety has been lost to history, including any official 
arrest documents. This may cause some to conclude that 
Tumblety was never arrested, but these stubborn and 
corroborating facts.

21 Town Topics, Journal of Society, July 20, 1893, V. 30, p. 17.

22 Pittsburg Dispatch, March 28, 1891.

23 The Daily News, August 6, 1888.

24 Ibid.

25 Rockaway Beach NY Wave of Long Island, July 22. 1905.
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GREGG MORGAN

Perhaps the most enduring myth with regards to Jack 
the Ripper is that the police knew his identity. The notion 
that the murderer benefitted from an establishment 
cover-up to shield both his identity and the reason for 
the crimes is widely dismissed. Yet, beyond the fantasises 
of Stephen Knight, Thomas Stowell, Joseph Gorman et al, 
there persists the suggestion that at some time following 
the murders, the police were able to put a name to the 
murderer. This can be attributed to both the boastful 
reminiscences of police officers who had worked on the 
investigation, as well as the willingness of some modern 
commentators to believe them.

Chief amongst those who claimed that Jack the Ripper 
had indeed been unmasked is Sir Robert Anderson, who 
stated in both print and public that the murderer had 
been placed in an asylum following the murders.

In his memoirs, Anderson stated that a low-class Polish 
Jew had committed the murders, explaining his reticence 
on actually naming the man as a means of upholding the 
traditions of his old department. Donald Swanson appears 
to support Anderson’s claims, his marginalia confirming 
that a suspect, whom he names as Kosminski, was 
positively identified by a fellow Jew. The claim, by both 
Anderson and Swanson, that this man (taken to be either 
Joseph Lawende or Israel Schwartz) positively identified 
Kosminski, yet then refused to testify to this fact, would 
appear to be legally unsound. It is also highly improbable 
that the police would release the man they now believed 
to be Jack the Ripper into his brother’s care, as Swanson 
claims.

Although Kosminski was clearly a suspect, it is only 

Swanson and Anderson (who were close friends) who 
seem to have convinced themselves in later years that 
he was Jack the Ripper. Melville Macnaghten named 
Kosminski as a suspect, yet his preferred candidate was MJ 
Druitt. Frederick Abberline felt that George Chapman was 
the killer, while John Littlechild offered Francis Tumblety 
as a likely suspect. It is impossible to reconcile this 
disparity in the suggested candidature of Jack the Ripper 
with Anderson’s claim that the Ripper had been positively 
identified. It is also notable that the day following Frances 
Coles’ murder in February 1891, Anderson was one of 
several senior officers who attended the murder site in the 
belief that she may have been a victim of Jack the Ripper. 
This is at odds with his subsequent claim that Kosminski, 
who had been placed in Colney Hatch Lunatic asylum the 
previous week, had by then been identified as the killer.

There was no consensus between the senior officers 
who investigated the case as to the true identity of Jack 
the Ripper and, the putative identification of Kosminski 
aside, no suggestion that the killer was known to the 
police. While in their dotage, several senior figures in the 
investigation suggested, with various degrees of certainty, 
a possible name for the killer. Yet none offer any firm 
evidence that the police ever knew who Jack the Ripper 
was.

DR. JUAN BAUTISTA PFEIFFER

In order to the question, my answer is neither. It’s not 
a paradox, and is coincident with several philosophical 
schools of ancient Greece, the skeptics, who doubted about 
everything. I don’t know if my response is interesting or 
edifying, but I think it is irrefutable.

The Big Question 

Did the Police Know the 
Identity of the Ripper?

In the last issue we introduced a new feature - The Big Question - in which we asked whether officers investigating 
the crimes knew the identitiy of the killer. Below we publish a selection of your responses.
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PAT MARSHALL

My great grandfather’s brother was Henry Cox, who 
was working undercover in 1888 and wrote about the 
Ripper in his memoir:

We had many people under 
observation while the murders 
were being perpetrated, but it 
was not until the discovery of 
the body of Mary Kelly had been 
made that we seemed to get upon 
the trail. Certain investigations 
made by several of our cleverest 
detectives made it apparent to us 

that a man living in the East End of London was *not 
unlikely* to have been connected with the crimes.

and

There were several other officers with me, and I think 
there can be no harm in stating that the opinion of 
most of them was that the man they were watching 
had something to do with the crimes. 

Finally, at the end he said (like so many police officers):

He was never arrested for the reason that not the 
slightest scrap of evidence could be found to connect 
him with the crimes.

I believe they thought they knew him, but could not 
prove it legally. Or in short... maybe!

PAUL WILLIAMS

The police were not a single 
entity. Two different forces 
investigated the Whitechapel 
murders and several of their 
officers suspected different 
individuals. Officers from other 
forces, including overseas, also 
made accusations. Only one, Sir 
Robert Anderson, stated that the 

guilty party was known. He based this assertion on an 
eyewitness identification not documented in any surviving 
official police source.

Two witnesses have been suggested, Israel Schwartz 
and Joseph Lawende. Schwartz saw Elizabeth Stride being 
assaulted by a man just before her body was found. If 
he positively identified that man, then the police could 
reasonably state that they knew her killer. Only Anderson 
did so. There are reasons to doubt his confidence, not least 

because the witness refused to testify. If it was Schwartz, 
there was no supporting inquest statement and a jury may 
not convict solely on a somewhat secret and unorthodox 
identification possibly made years after the crime. Not 
that a conviction was required. The police would later 
know who killed Bessie Taylor and Mary Spink, just as they 
know today who was responsible for the disappearance of 
Suzy Lamplugh.

In private notes Chief Inspector Swanson referred 
to the man accused by Anderson as the “suspect”. Not 
the “killer”. Sir Melville Macnaghten knew of this man, 
though not of the identification, and preferred a different 
suspect. At least two officers should have been present at 
the identification, but neither ever endorsed Anderson’s 
claim. Nor can we, without knowing the identity of the 
witness or the circumstances of the identification.

All this is irrelevant because Jack the Ripper did not 
kill anyone. Jack the Ripper never existed. The name 
comes from a letter sent to the Central News Agency. The 
consensus, formed by the police with hindsight, was that a 
reporter wrote it. Both Anderson and Macnaghten stated 
that they knew his identity, and a case can be made that 
they had evidence to support this belief. 

The police never knew who the Whitechapel murderer 
was, but perhaps they did know the man who created the 
Ripper.

TREVOR MARRIOTT

The answer to this question is clearly no. I have 
answered this question in my book Jack the Ripper: The 
Real Truth. I quote the relevant passage from the book:

Whilst scouring the archives I came across 
another interesting Home Office file numbered HO 
144/221A49301G. This related to the payment of 
additional expenses to police officers drafted into 
Whitechapel at the time of the murders. It has been 
long suggested that a short time after the Mary Kelly 
murder in November 1888 the police operation in 
Whitechapel was wound down. Researchers suggest 
that it was because the police knew the identity of the 
killer, and that fact that he could not kill again. This 
could relate to the Druitt theory, or perhaps Tumblety 
fleeing the country, or Kosminski being caged in a 
lunatic asylum.

The truth is that this file shows that the police who 
were drafted into Whitechapel were kept on at great 
additional expense long after the Mary Kelly murder. In 
fact they were not wound down for some considerable 
time even after the Kelly murder.

In July 1889 in Whitechapel there was still a 
compliment of three sergeants and thirty-nine 
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constables from other divisions outside Whitechapel, 
that decreased slightly in January 1890 to three 
sergeants and twenty-six constables and in March 
1890 it was reduced even more to two sergeants 
and eleven constables which may indicate that they 
suspected the murder of Alice McKenzie in July 1889 
as being the work of the Ripper.

This same file contains memos from many senior 
officers regarding the concerns over the cost of this 
extra manpower. Clearly this shows that up until then 
the police did not have any clue as to the identity of 
Jack the Ripper or any other killer or killers. So that 
must now rule Druitt, Tumblety and Ostrog out totally, 
as well as weakening the case against Kosminski 
even more, because had Kosminski been the killer as 
suggested by Anderson and Swanson in later years 
then what explanation can there be for all the extra 
money which was spent on having police patrols in 
Whitechapel up until, and well after March 1890.

 It raises another question, 
if Macnaghten, Anderson 
and Swanson all knew and 
believed Kosminski were 
the killer then why was 
James Sadler suspected of 
being Jack the Ripper in 
1891 following the murder 
of Frances Coles in Ripper-
like fashion? Swanson was 
personally involved in this case. Then there is Thomas 
Cutbush in 1891 and William Grant Grainger in 1895, 
the latter inflicted abdominal wounds to a prostitute 
who actually survived. Both were suspected by police 
at the time as being the Ripper.

So anyone believing that the police did know the 
identity of the killer, or killers, at the time or thereafter 
is misguided, or blinkered by the facts surrounding their 
own theories for suggesting the police did know.

Many thanks to everyone who took the time to send in their thoughts. Our next Big Question is given below. 
Please submit your contributions of up to 500 words to contact@ripperologist.co.uk before 15th September 
2018. Again, we’ll make a selection for the pages of Ripperologist 163.

WHICH OF THE WITNESS TESTIMONIES IS THE MOST IMPORTANT?
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I’m going to start off by telling you how I got interested 
in Jack the Ripper and in crime in general. When I was 
a small boy, about 10 years old, my father brought 
back from work a volume he’d borrowed called The 50 
Most Amazing Crimes In The Last 100 Years published 
by Odhams Press in about 1930. This thing contained 
a little picture of the murderer at the head of each 
article. You know, Crippen and Wainwright, and so on. 
Except that at the beginning of the article on Jack the 
Ripper there was just a huge black question mark. 

We were told not to read this book and of course the 
first thing we did was to read it as soon as our parents were 
out of the house. And I found this whole thing about the 
Ripper gruesomely fascinating. I talked to my grandfather 
about it - my maternal grandfather - and he said that he 
had lived around the East End of London at the time of 
the Ripper murders in 1888 and that he had been told 
that he mustn’t go out at night because the Ripper was 
around. He produced for me a magazine called Answers, 
which came out with a magazine called Titbits during the 
war, and it had an article by a secretary of General Booth 
of the Salvation Army. You know… I’ve got it slightly wrong 
haven’t I? It was an article perhaps by Booth himself? It is 
in David Streatfield’s Ripper bibliography there. Anyway, 
the point about this thing was that General Booth was 
absolutely convinced that his secretary was Jack the 
Ripper. He said this man had horrible dreams of blood and 
one day he said to Booth “Carroty Nell will be the next to 
go.” Actually she wasn’t one of the usual Ripper victims, 

she was a later one wasn’t she? Frances Coles I think her 
name was.

Anyway, so I got very interested in the Jack the Ripper 
murders and when I first went to London at the age of 20 
- when I just got married - the first thing I did was to go 
around the East End of London to look at the Ripper sites 
that then remained. I think most of them were there with 
the exception of Miller’s Court, which had been knocked 
down long ago, and I was going to see all of them. And I 
started to write a novel called Ritual in the Dark, which 
was based upon the sort of area and upon the Ripper 
murders. But since I knew obviously nothing about Jack 
the Ripper, I decided to base the murders on Peter Kürten, 
the Düsseldorf sadist of the late 1920s, who killed about 
nine people. I got the book out from the British Museum 
reading room, the first place I went to again as soon as I 
got to London, and I saw this book called The Sadist in the 
catalogue by Karl Berg. Berg had talked to Kürten when he 
was in prison - as the sort of prison psychiatrist - and was 
extremely interested by the fact that Kürten was so honest 
and open about his urges, he obviously really enjoyed 
talking about them.

Peter Kürten, as you probably know, was born sort of 
about 1890 to an extremely poor family in Cologne, Köln-
Mulheim, and his father was in prison quite a lot for incest 
with the sisters and I think Kürten sort of had incestuous 
relations with his sisters. He also got to know a sadistic 
dog catcher who lived in the same building and the sadistic 

Spotlight on Rippercast

Colin Wilson at the 
1996 Jack the Ripper 

Conference
Welcome to the second instalment in our new series, SPOTLIGHT ON RIPPERCAST, in which Rippercast host 
Jonathan Menges transcribes excerpts from his extensive vault of Ripper-related podcast discussions.
This edition features the lecture delivered by renowned Ripper author and commentator Colin Wilson at the first 
Jack the Ripper Conference, which took place over the weekend of 12th-14th April 1996 at Ipswich. The audio 
for this talk was made available by Mark Ripper, who purchased a CD copy of the original cassette recording 
from Any Amount of Books on Charing Cross Road, where a large number of books belonging to Jeremy Beadle 
ended up following his death.
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dog catcher taught him how to masturbate the dogs and 
said, you know, “Once you’d masturbated a dog it would 
sort of never leave you, it’s permanently enthusiastic about 
you”, and also the dog catcher enjoyed being cruel to the 
dogs and Kürten picked up this taste from him. Now, the 
interesting thing as you can see is that Kürten was living 
in a very steamy sexual atmosphere, and, as you know, 
basically serial murder is about sex. They’re pretty well all 
sex murderers - there are small number of exceptions in 
my book A Plague of Murder - people like Beverley Allitt. 
In fact, as far as I can see, no serial killer so far has been a 
genuine female serial killer. Aileen Wuornos, for example, 
obviously killed for money. 

Beverley Allitt (left) and Aileen Wournos

Anyway, I wrote this thing Ritual in the Dark and I had 
three central characters in Ritual in the Dark. There was 
the hero, and he was what I called an ‘outsider’, a term I 
borrowed from George Bernard Shaw who had said that 
he in those days was a complete outsider. He said, ‘I was 
outside politics, outside religion, outside society,’ and so 
on. It seemed to me that this idea of ‘outsider’ was very 
interesting. Somebody who feels himself alienated from 
the society around him. He feels in his senses that he has 
something important to do and say, but that somehow 
the society he lives in prevents him from doing this. And, 
obviously, I very felt much in this position myself because 
I had been born into working-class family in Leicester. My 
dad was in the boot and shoe industry and worked for 
about three quid a week throughout the 1930s and went 
into the Army during the war. I left school when I was 16. 
Obviously I would’ve liked to go to university but at that 
time - I was born in 1931 - you just didn’t really get the 
opportunity. And what happened, in fact, was that I went 
back to school as a lab assistant when I was 16. But in the 
meantime, in the few months between leaving school and 
going back, I’d been so utterly miserable in the job they 
gave me.

I got a job in a wool warehouse that involved weighing 
the wool when it came into the factory in hanks and then 

reweighing it when it went out of the factory wound onto 
bobbins. And this was incredibly boring and incredibly 
hard work and it was from 8 o’clock in the morning 
until 6 in the evening and Saturday mornings - and I 
hated it, obviously. I had this feeling that I was stuck on 
a permanent treadmill and I’d never get off of it. That it 
was going to be like this for the rest of my life. And I could 
see that I was fairly intelligent and it seemed pretty stupid 
that someone like myself should be in this position, not 
being able to do the kind of thing you wanted to do. And 
so I spent all of my time reading poetry. I’d get back from 
work feeling very tired and very self-pitying and start off 
by reading the most miserable poetry I could find, like 
Edgar Allan Poe’s ‘For Annie’. She took to a proper coffin 
and said ‘Thank Heaven! The crisis, the danger is past and 
the fever called “Living” is over at last” and so on. And T.S. 
Eliot’s Waste Land. And gradually as I read on I would get 
more and more cheerful and then I didn’t mind reading 
quite sort of happy things. And then I’m feeling absolutely 
marvelous. 

It struck me as extremely interesting. Through the 
exercise of the imagination you can get yourself out of a 
totally miserable situation and suddenly would feel strong 
enough for anything, as it were. But what bothered me 
was that anytime this would happen and I got into this 
feeling of tremendous euphoria then the next day would 
start and the whole thing would start over again as if what 
fate was doing was draining your energy and causing you 
to replenish yourself and making you start again from 
the beginning. I actually decided that I wanted to commit 
suicide. I thought, God is obviously playing some kind of 
stupid game with me; the only way to get my own back is 
to kill myself and refuse to go on. And by this time I was 
working as a lab assistant and I wrote in my diary at great 
length about this feeling I had. That life was absolutely 
meaningless and pointless. And then when I went off to 
night school at the analytical chemistry class I decided that 
I would kill myself by taking potassium cyanide, which 
you know only takes a few seconds to kill you. I went into 
the room a bit late and the group were gathered around 
with the professor at the desk in the center. I went over 
to the reagent shelf and took down the bottle of cyanide 
off the shelf and, as I was uncorking it, suddenly I had an 
incredibly clear vision of myself a couple of seconds in the 
future, with an awful pain in the pit of my stomach. And 
suddenly, something very peculiar happened. I turned 
into two people. It was as if I was standing beside myself 
and here was this little bloody idiot called Colin Wilson 
sort of drowning in self-pity, about to kill himself. And the 
trouble was that if he killed himself, he’d kill me too! And 
I objected strongly to this! And quite suddenly the whole 
thing seemed stupid. So, I just closed up the bottle and felt 
absolutely superb. I went back to the desk and for days 
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afterwards I had this odd sense of walking on air, of being 
strong enough for anything. 

So, it is striking that being pushed to extremes, as these 
people I called ‘outsiders’ were, did somehow reveal to 
you what life was all about. And if they don’t let these 
people live inside, so to speak, then they experience these 
extremes and therefore they can live from the beginning 
to the end of their lives never questioning who they are or 
what they’re here for. 

And so I began to write this book 
The Outsider while I was writing Ritual 
in the Dark. Because Ritual in the Dark 
had a hero who was basically a kind of 
intellectual outsider, a bit like Nietzsche. 
And there was another character in the 
book who is really based on Van Gogh, 
who was a painter. And there was another 
character in the book, the murderer, 
who in fact is a physical outsider and 
that I was thinking of as being based on 
the dancer Vaslav Nijinsky. And one day 
I was expounding this idea to a friend of 
mine, Bill Hopkins, as we were walking 
along, and I said “You know, the thing is 
that the hero of the book has discipline 
over his intellect but not over his body 
or his emotions. The Van Gogh character 
has discipline over his emotions but not 
over his body or his intellect and the 
Nijinsky character has discipline over 
his body but not over his emotions or 
his intellect. And all of them really need 
to combine into one person so to speak, 
if you’re going to have any kind of real 
self-control and any chance of really 
enjoying life and being in control of your 
life instead being a kind of slave.” And 
he said “You ought to write that down,” 
and so I went back home that Christmas 
and having nothing else to do - I was 
stuck in London while my girlfriend had gone back home 
to her family - I started to write this thing The Outsider. I 
just made notes about the basic kind of people I wanted to 
include in the book. Now, at that stage I had a chapter in 
the book called ‘The Outsider as Criminal’. 

I don’t know whether any of you have ever read The 
Outsider but the thing starts off with a character in a novel 
by Henri Barbusse called L’Enfer or ‘Hell’. In fact when I 
was cycling to the British Museum two or three days after 
Christmas, since it had reopened, I remembered on my 
way there this novel, in which a man had discovered a 
tiny hole in the wall of his hotel room and spent all of his 

time peering through this hole at the lives of the people 
who came and went in the next room. Which was kind of, 
you know, a room for hire. Actually this was based upon 
a real case in which some character had been caught 
doing this and peering at the girls undressing in the next 
room. That’s how Barbusse got the idea for this. But he 
then made the novel about an absolutely typical outsider. 
This man, at the beginning of the novel, said that he feels 

completely alienated and he feels that 
the reason he’s alienated is that, he says, 
“I see too deep and too much”. And he 
feels that when other people talk about 
truth, they don’t really mean it. They’re 
willing to accept social façades rather 
than the truth. And it’s at this point 
that he discovers the hole in the wall 
and feels, watching these little dramas 
taking place in the next room - you 
know, a young married couple spending 
their first night there and so on and so 
forth - that he really is seeing the truth of 
human existence instead of this sort of 
social façade that traps everybody else. 
But the significance is that the novel 
begins with him saying - on the air up on 
top of a tram a girl is sitting; her dress 
blows up slightly in the wind - and then 
he says “It’s not a woman I want. It’s all 
women, and I seek them in those around 
me one by one”. At this point he picks 
up a prostitute and goes to bed with her 
and says “It was like a sudden falling 
down”, an absolute anti-climax, this was 
not what he wanted at all. So what did 
he want? This is the interesting question 
for me. 

When I was a child I used to find that 
I was fascinated by water. If we went 
on a kind of seaside holiday by bus and 
went over a river or lake I would peer 
out of the back window with a kind of 

eagerness. The feeling that there’s something thrilling 
about wide sheets of water. Yet, what could you do? If the 
bus stopped and you were allowed to get out, you didn’t 
want to drink it. If you tried to swim in it you can’t stop 
from being muddy and cold. In a sense the water is a 
kind of ‘confidence trick’. And I have a feeling that sex is 
basically the same kind of thing. And this is what serial 
murder in a sense is all about. Anyway I decided that I 
would do a chapter in The Outsider called ‘The Outsider as 
Criminal’ which would be about people like Peter Kürten. 
My publisher, Gollancz, said “No. Really the book is about 
fictional people; it would be a mistake to drag in real 
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people,” so that chapter never got written. Or, rather, a bit 
of it got written and published as a sort of appendix in my 
Encyclopedia of Murder. 

But you can see: this idea of outsiders in all the questions 
they raise and “Truth. What do they mean by it?”, which is 
one of the quotations from L’Enfer, and the whole question 
of criminality fitted in very closely together. I could see that 
there was such a close link there that if I that if could I sort 
of prise this apart I would come across something of deep 
interest. To begin with, it struck me that the kind of line we 
draw between criminals and normal people is really non-
existent. Not only are we all capable of crime but also the 
criminal himself is never entirely criminal. Very often he 
experiences a curious sense of not being involved in the act 
at all. The crime is in fact an attempt to get into life. Involved 
in a sort of deeper sense. This feeling, in other words, that 
you’re separated from reality by a kind of ‘wall of glass’ 
which enables you to see the things, and yet nevertheless 
you can’t break through it. This feeling that Karl Marx called 
‘alienation’ seems to be one of the most basic and familiar 
things with so-called ‘outsiders’. And since then I’ve been 
trying to solve that problem in various terms.

That suicide attempt taught me rather one interesting 
thing. I’d always been fascinated by that episode in Graham 
Greene in which Greene describes deciding to commit 
suicide with a revolver he found in his brother’s cupboard, 
and going out into Berkhamsted Common and playing 
Russian roulette. Putting one bullet in the chambers, 
spinning the chambers, pointing it at his head and pulling 
the trigger. When there was just a click he looked down 
into the barrel and found that the bullet had now come 
into position. And he said he experienced an overwhelming 
feeling of absolute sheer delight. He said it was as if a light 
had been turned on and I suddenly saw that the whole world 
is absolutely wonderful. Now the interesting thing is, if you 
turn a light on when you go into a dark room, what you see 
is what was there before you turned the light on anyway. In 
other words that feeling that Graham Greene got, ‘the light 
is absolutely superb’, was obviously a basic kind of truth, 
which came to him when he played Russian roulette. He 
said he went on and did this half a dozen more times, and 
unfortunately failed to blow his brains out because I think 
he’s a terrible bloody writer. With this sort of gloom and 
pessimism and so on, which has no…

Anyhow, this fact that you can, when placed under 
crisis, experience a sudden feeling of tremendous certainty 
seemed to me very important. Again Dostoevsky caught 
it in Crime and Punishment, where Raskolnikov, who has 
murdered an old pawnbrokeress and thinks that he may 
be executed, suddenly thinks ‘If I had to stand on a narrow 
ledge forever and ever, in eternal darkness, in an eternal 
tempest, I’d still rather do that than die at once’. Now the 

interesting thing is, you can imagine, if somebody now put 
a gun to your forehead and said “What is it ? Am I going to 
pull the trigger or you going to stand on the narrow edge 
for the rest of your life? You would say “No! The ledge!” But, 
what would you do on the narrow ledge? 

What I’m trying to get at is you know perfectly well 
that there is a sense in which… Did you know that this 
happened to Dostoyevsky? He had been taken in front of 
a firing squad in Semyonovski Square for being a member 
of a revolutionary group. And he said in the last three 
minutes that he felt he had to live, he devoted one minute 
to sort of thinking about the past, one minute to actually 
thinking about the present - looking around and seeing the 
sun shining on the cupola domes of the churches - and one 
minute to thinking about the future. And at that moment, 
somebody rode up with a pardon and he was allowed to go 
back to his cell. One of the prisoners with him went insane. 
Now, imagine how you would feel, back in your cell. You 
wouldn’t mind if you are in a cell. You wouldn’t mind if you 
are in a well! You would be absolutely, ecstatically happy 
at just not having been killed. And it’s that peculiar kind 
of intensity that we can build up when we want to, and we 
tend not to, that is the basic problem.

I call this the robot. We’ve all got a kind of robot inside 
us that does things for us. So you learn to type painfully 
and slowly, key by key, and then the robot takes it over and 
does it a lot quicker than you could. Or you learn to ride a 
bicycle or you learn to swim or you learn to ski or learn to 
talk French, in each case you do it painfully and slowly and 
then the robot takes it over and does it far better than you 
do. The only trouble with this is that the robot not only does 
the things you want it to do like typing or talking French, but 
he does the things you don’t want him to do. So you go for 
a beautiful country walk, which you find absolutely superb, 
but the third time you do it the robot is walking instead of 
you. You listen to a symphony that moves you deeply, and 
the tenth time you listen to it is the robot listening instead 
of you, particularly when you get tired. I’ve said I’ve even 
caught him making love to my wife. And this is one of the 
basic problems with the robot, he keeps doing things we 
should be doing ourselves. If you can get your energies up 
to much higher standard, to a much higher level… you see, 
you can say that all human beings are 50% what you might 
call robots and 50% what you might call the real you. So 
we’re roughly 50/50, and as soon as you get tired down 
goes the real you and up goes the robot and suddenly you’re 
51% robot. Very often you can drive home, for example, 
and not remember the drive because the robot has taken 
over and done it for you. Now on the other hand when you 
are really happy and excited you are 51% the real you, and 
that’s what happened with Graham Greene. The interesting 
thing about these moments is that you feel that it would be 
so easy to remain in this state always, 51% real you. There 
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was some horrible little twit who was the head of music 
at the BBC, Hans Keller. The most loathsome man I’ve ever 
come across. And yet he once did an interesting broadcast 
in which he said that just before the outbreak of the Second 
World War, when Jews were being killed in Germany in 
great numbers, he prayed - he was a German Jew - “Oh God, 
just get me out of Germany and I promise I will never be 
unhappy for the rest of my life.” The bloody little idiot was. 
I mean he was that sort of person. Small-minded. But the 
fact remains, you can see, that if you were in that position, 
you would also see that it would be terribly easy never to be 
unhappy for the rest of your life. And when you think about 
this, as it say it, you can see in a glimpse how easy would be. 
But how do you do it?

This is the problem that’s so fascinated me. Now, it 
became obvious to me that one of the basic ways that 
human beings have of doing it is sex. Sex tends to raise us 
temporarily to a higher level. Think, for example, of the serial 
killer Ted Bundy. Bundy, on the University of Washington 
campus in Seattle, is walking past a window when he sees a 
girl taking her clothes off without the curtains drawn. He’s 
instantly in a state of wild sexual excitement and from then 
on begins to play the Peeping Tom, he said, “as a kind of 
project”. He kept on doing it for two or three years because 
he found that was more sexually exciting than going to bed 
with an actual girl. Then one day when he was peering in 
through some window where he knew the girl never quite 
drew the curtains before she got undressed, he found the 
back door open and went in. He got to the girl’s bedroom 
and she screamed and so he ran away. He thought, “Oh god, 
what am I doing? I will never, never, never do it again!” 
Yet, he found that this peculiar drug of peeping in through 
windows was so intoxicating that he kept on doing it. And 
so the next time he found the door open he went in to the 
room and attacked the girl with an iron bar, and even so, 
was in such a state of fevered excitement that he couldn’t 
commit rape or something, he thought it would have been 
an impossibility. Instead, he attacked her with the iron bar 
and left her badly brain-damaged and went away. The next 
time this happened he actually kidnapped a girl, dragged 
her into his car and took her away to some distant mountain 
and spent the whole night raping her, and then obviously 
had to kill her. From then on, as you know, he went on to kill 
something like 40 women, and probably more. 

Now, the interesting thing about Bundy is that when he 
appeared in court, no-one could understand this. When 
he said he was innocent, everybody totally believed it. 
He was a good-looking, articulate young man. He’d been 
a good student, and they couldn’t see any reason why he 
would want to rape girls: he could obviously sort of get 
girls, as indeed he did. He even got one of the strangest and 
most interesting things… for some reason this business of 

the sexual attack is a kind of narcotic that is completely 
addictive, not only is it addictive, but for some weird reason 
it tends to get worse. That is to say, that a person who starts 
off as Bundy did, with an ordinary attack, ends by being 
incredibly sadistic. And the reason for this, I think, could be 
the reason given by an American who was in the FBI named 
Hazelwood. Hazelwood commented, “Sex crime is not 
about sex, it’s about power”. He said that in the case of one 
sex criminal who used to put on tennis shoes two sizes too 
large for him before he committed the rape, and he would 
follow the girl for days noting her exact routine and then 
would break into her flat. And this man said, as he stood by 
the bed actually prepared to commit the rape, that that was 
the least interesting part of it. He could have at that point 
easily turned up and gone away. So, Hazelwood said “Well, 
why didn’t you?” He said “Well if you’ll forgive me for saying 
so Mr. Hazelwood, at that point it would’ve been a crime not 
to do it, after having put so much trouble into it.”

Ted Bundy

You see, what actually drove him was this feeling like 
Bundy had of having a project, and of doing something 
with deep interest. It’s the business of focusing totally 
and intently upon something which suddenly gives you a 
strange sense of purpose and drive. It’s that you canalize 
your energies, and when we canalize our energies we feel 
happy. We all want to find something that deeply interests 
us. T.E. Lawrence once said “Happiness is absorption”, and 
we all recognize just what he meant. Once you purposefully 
canalize your energies totally, you have this peculiar feeling 
of certainty and drive. Now, the interesting thing is that 
you can do that quite obviously without needing some 
external source. For example, in masturbation, which is 
focusing on an imaginative object - in the case of a male an 
imaginative female - in carrying it through to the point of 
orgasm. This is very interesting. If you come to think of it, if 
you were very hungry, you can sit down and imagine a large 
meal as much as you like, and it still doesn’t satisfy you, or 
even begin to satisfy you. If you’re very thirsty, imagining 
drinking doesn’t satisfy you. If you’re so utterly bored and 
badly want to travel, no matter how much you sit down 
and think about travelling, it doesn’t satisfy you. Imagine 
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trapping your hand in a drawer. You can imagine going 
‘ouch’, and yet it’s not really the proper thing - you know, 
pain. Sex is the only department, in fact, in which we can 
use the imagination to go through a physical process which 
will result in its normal end product: an orgasm.

There is a sense in which masturbation is the highest 
faculty that human beings have yet developed. For example, 
animals can’t masturbate in the ordinary sense. I once 
asked Abraham Maslow, an American professor who had 
studied monkeys in the Bronx Zoo for years, had he ever 
seen a monkey masturbating without the presence of 
another monkey and he said no. In other words, we human 
beings possess peculiar faculty of the imagination which is 
somehow the key to our humanity. And you can also see 
that it would be the key to what you would do on the narrow 
ledge forever and ever. If on the narrow ledge you can 
envisage clearly enough being on the point of death then 
instantly that enormous surge of vitality, which Graham 
Greene experienced when he pulled the trigger, you can 
induce it at any given moment. I call it the flow experience. 
You experience it if you’re very hungry and you eat a meal. 
You experience it when you’re dying to go to the lavatory, 
and you relax. The flow experience is just this feeling of 
‘Whew, thank heavens for that’. 

The flow experience has the effect of changing us little 
by little. When we are young, the world is full of obstacles 
and difficulties and things we’re not allowed to do. All 
prohibitions and so on. And little by little, growing up means 
overcoming prohibitions. You remember how as a kid you 
wished you could say up till all hours like your parents and 
go where you liked, it’s all overcoming prohibitions, one by 
one. This growing process means that all you want to do is to 
experience what happens when a prohibition breaks down. 
In other words, the flow experience. It seems to me that 
the flow experience is the key to crime of all kinds, except 
for just the ordinary sort of criminality for the purpose of 
making a living. Baudelaire once said, “Everything in the 
world exudes crime,” a completely romantic idea, but what 
he meant by it was that this notion of crime as something 
capable of arousing us to a peculiar obsessiveness is of 
terrific importance. It produces the same kind of intensity 
as great poetry or great music or whatever else. Dostoevsky 
proposed to write a novel called ‘The Life of a Great Sinner’ 
about a man who sins his way to salvation. The idea being 
that if you sinned enough you would keep experiencing flow 
experiences and gradually you would grow up so much that 
you would become finally a thoroughly and totally mature 
human being who would be able to put crime behind him. 
That’s the theory behind it.

You know that Victorian book called My Secret Life? Has 
anyone ever read it? It’s an interesting book by a Victorian 
who decided he would devote his whole life to sex - some 

sort of Victorian gentleman - it’s anonymous - the thing 
is about 3,000 pages long, so it’s two huge volumes - and 
he just describes sex from the age of about seven when he 
first raised the bed clothes when his little sister was asleep 
and when he and a friend stood in the basement area of 
a shop peering up through the grating at women’s skirts 
as they went past, and then an enormous long succession 
of prostitutes and women he’s had an affair with, and he 
carries on doing this all of his life. As far as I can tell this 
book covers about 30 or 40 years. Now what strikes me as so 
interesting about this is the fact that not only must you have 
a tremendous amount of persistence to continue doing this 
for 40 years, but also you must have a tremendous amount 
of stupidity. Didn’t he ever notice that it was the same thing 
that he was doing over and over again?

It strikes me, and this is really the basis of what I am 
talking about at the moment, sex is based fundamentally 
upon a kind of illusion and it seems to me that nature or 
God or the life force or whatever has screwed up completely 
in making the sexual attraction so enormously important 
to human beings. Animals simply respond to the smell of 
the bitch on heat. Human beings have got into the habit not 
only of being able to have sex all year round, which means 
that, you know, they’re not periodic, but it also means that 
they can conjure up sexual excitement whenever they like, 
and this it seems to me is the fundamental problem. Think 
of someone like Bundy killing again and again and again. 

You see about six months ago a friend sent me an 
autobiography by an American called Danny Rolling who is 
the Gainesville killer. I don’t know whether you remember, 
in about 1987 there were five students killed on the 
Gainesville campus in Florida in the course of about three 
days, and half the students left the campus and he wasn’t 
caught for a long time, and then was finally caught and 
turned out to be this character, Danny Rolling. And he did 
an autobiography explaining exactly how he came to be this 
type of killer. The interesting thing is that what you gather 
reading the autobiography is that he’s an extremely decent 
kind of person. The fact that he really cares about people 
comes over. A few years ago I got into correspondence with 
Ian Brady, and the one thing that comes over from Brady - 
I’d heard that he was an extremely intelligent person - he 
wrote to me out of the blue - and it struck me, this is an 
extremely intelligent person: surely he would respond, so 
to speak, to ideas, and indeed he does - he’s read Nietzsche 
and Dostoevsky and Tolstoy and all the rest of it. And yet 
when I’ve been corresponding with Brady for a few months 
I realize that the problem with Brady is that he is a total 
obsessive and his obsession is anti-authoritarianism; for 
example he feels that the film Reservoir Dogs is one of the 
greatest films ever made. I don’t know if you seen it - it’s 
kind of an anti-police film. In a letter to me the other day 
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Brady said “Why are you so damn conservative? You’re 
always supporting the people who are in power at the 
moment. You never seem to want to support good honest 
crooks!” This peculiar notion that he seems to have is that 
it is possible to be somehow a completely honest criminal 
because you’re in a society which is so rotten, that to lash 
back in this way shows that you in fact have some kind of 
free will and originality. I keep pointing out to him that two 
blacks don’t make a white. And that, if he was a burglar and 
somebody mugged him on his way home with his swag, he 
feel extremely resentful and feel like calling the police. That 
basically we all have this feeling that there is a perfectly 
clear and dividing line between crime and living an ordinary 
life. And we feel that living an ordinary life involves being 
involved with other people. Funny, in a sense, being decent. 

If somebody walks up to you in the street and asks you the 
time, you know that this is a perfectly reasonable request 
because there is a sense that we’re all together, we’re all in 
this together. And normally if you can help somebody, you 
probably do because, once again, were all in this together, 
and helping somebody makes you feel good. Now in Brady’s 
case, it’s quite obvious that he tries to keep this morality, so 
to speak, for himself and the people he likes, and the rest of 
society as far as he is concerned are beyond a certain pale, 
at which point they’re all aliens who deserve what they 
get. But, how can you put children on that side of the pale? 
Brady told me that, he said, he’d done absolutely everything 
and said this in a rather proud sort of way. And I said, 
but, is it true - the thing that he said to a journalist called 
Fred Harrison - that at a certain point you felt completely 
empty? And he acknowledged, “Yes this was true”. That by 
the time he killed, I think it was more than five children, he 
experienced a curious sense of meaninglessness. The sense 
that life had become pointless and it was at this point of 
course that he was caught. I even suspect, inside me, that 
he wanted to be caught.

Lord Byron said that he’d been seduced by a servant girl 
when he was nine years old and from then on sex never 
meant much to him, because he had it too early. Can you 
begin to see why this would be so? Why, if you’d had too 
much - too early? Supposing you’d been born the son of 
a multi-millionaire, or daughter, and you were allowed 
anything you wanted. It would lead to a peculiar sense of 
purposelessness. When I was at technical school we used 
to have a weaving class where you wove scarves on things 
called flatbed machines, which were two beds of needles 
opposite one another and you pulled a thing called a 
camshaft across and back and all of the little needles went 
one by one and it knitted a scarf. Now, what you had to do is 
put a kind of heavy weight through the first row of stitches 
so it pulled downwards and then go on knitting away 
quite happily. And, with a little luck, you have got yourself 
a scarf. If, on the other hand, you let the weight touch the 

floor, taking the weight off the needles, the wool climbed 
up around the needles and makes a horrible mess. Human 
beings need a weight on the needles. Take the weight off 
the needles and we go into the same state as Byron or Ian 
Brady. In other words, all experiences require that you put 
as much into the experience as the experience puts into 
you. And if you want to start having experiences by only 
putting, so to speak, half the effort into it, the result is some 
peculiar screw up. Even if you eat a meal casually without 
really thinking about it, you can quite easily get indigestion. 
On the other hand, think what happens when you’re feeling 
sick and then suddenly something interests you. And 
instantly your sickness goes away. The moment your mind 
goes into gear, so to speak, like one of those central heating 
boilers starting up, quite suddenly you feel absolutely 
splendid. You experience the freedom feeling.

Soon after The Outsider 
came out I got a letter from 
an American professor of 
psychology called Maslow, 
who told me that he’d 
stopped studying sick 
people because they talked 
about nothing but their 
sickness. He said that instead 
he’d decided to study the 
healthiest people he could 
find, because nobody had 
ever studied healthy people 

before. So, he asked around amongst his friends, ‘Who is 
the healthiest person you know?’ and they gave him a 
list of people. He studied these people and he discovered 
something very interesting. That all healthy people have, 
with great frequency, what he called peak experiences. 
Experiences of sudden, bubbling, overwhelming happiness. 
For example, a young mother was sitting and watching her 
husband and children eating breakfast when a beam of 
sunlight came in through the window. She thought ‘My God, 
aren’t I lucky!’ and went into a peak experience. A Marine 
who had been in the South Pacific for several years without 
seeing a woman went back to base and saw a nurse, and 
suddenly had a peak experience because he said he realized 
that women are different from men. Now, you would say 
“Well of course they’re different, we all know that. “ But 
that’s not true. We don’t. Chesterton once said “We say 
‘Thank you’ when someone passes the salt, but we don’t 
mean it.” We say the earth is round but we don’t mean it. 
An astronaut in space can say the earth is round and mean 
it. It’s that odd ability to say something and mean it that 
makes all the difference. And so when - she was lucky 
before she had a peak experience - but suddenly the beam 
of sunlight came through the window and reminded her, 
and quite suddenly she went into the peak experience. She 

Professor Maslow
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suddenly saw that she was lucky. It’s like saying ‘Thank you’ 
for the salt and meaning it.

You can see there’s something odd about this isn’t there? 
It’s like looking in a mirror and seeing your own face. 
That’s what she did in a sense. Now, Maslow discovered 
that nearly all his students had these peak experiences and 
could talk in class about them. One of them, for example, 
was a young jazz drummer. A young boy who was working 
his way through college by working as a jazz drummer in 
the evenings, and he said he had a peak experience once 
when he was drumming away at about 2 o’clock in the 
morning and suddenly he said he was drumming perfectly. 
He couldn’t do a thing wrong, and he went into the peak 
experience. William James says that a footballer can play the 
game brilliantly and yet one day, suddenly, the game starts 
playing him. And then he plays perfectly. So, we all know 
what this means. Now can you see that Graham Greene did 
the same thing when he pointed the gun at his head? When 
you get into these peculiar states you raise your energy to a 
higher level, and suddenly it’s the real you doing it instead 
of the robot - or rather, the robot is so totally in your control 
- that you can do something absolutely perfectly. 

Now, unfortunately, one of the intensest experiences 
that most human beings have is the sexual experience. And 
this certainly applies very much to young males. I mean 
it is my own experience as a teenager that I just thought 
about sex something like 99.9% of the time. Every girl who 
walked past me in the street was infinitely interesting. 
And yet, you soon realize that if there’s any possibility of 
actually satisfying this urge - as like, let’s say, a popstar has 
the opportunity to, with lots and lots of women - that you 
feel exactly like Ian Brady. A peculiar sense of mere boring 
repetition: this is obviously because you’re not putting 
enough into it, and therefore the robot takes over and does 
it instead of you. If somebody could invent some kind of 
electrical device like a switch in your chest that you can 
flick up and turn off the robot, this would save the human 
race all its problems. War would disappear, crime would 
disappear; because nearly all of these things are due to this 
desire for the flow experience, for the intensity experience, 
and the feeling that you’ve got to do something interesting, 
something that focuses and concentrates your whole 
attention.

I pointed out to Brady and the problem with using sex 
as a means of achieving the peak experience, and hopefully 
achieving some kind of mystical absolute - as the author 
of My Secret Life did - is that the sexual elevator doesn’t 
go all the way to the roof. It stops halfway, and if you 
want to get to the roof you have to get out and walk the 
rest of the way. In fact, saints and aesthetics know that 
you have to walk the whole way from the ground floor. 
This is why they apparently do preposterous things like 

lying on beds of nails and flogging themselves and so on. 
They are simply trying to wake up the mind, recognizing 
that fundamentally it’s fast asleep. A female psychiatrist I 
knew - a very unconventional one - told me that whenever 
she was left alone in somebody’s house she immediately 
experienced a powerful urge to go through the drawers. 
And you can see why. She’s sitting in the house, and she 
thinks, you know, what have I got to do? What is there to 
do? Let’s do something naughty. Let’s go and look through 
their drawers. This urge to do something naughty to get rid 
of boredom is one of the most fundamental human urges.

Now, unfortunately there are a percentage of human 
beings who need to live purposefully. Robert Ardrey told 
me an interesting story about the Korean War. Apparently 
there were no escapes of American soldiers from the 
Chinese, and when they tried to find out why this was they 
discovered that the Chinese watched the soldiers carefully 
for a while and then they separated out from them all of 
those who appeared to have any kind of drive or enterprise. 
And they put those into a separate compound under heavy 
guard, and they found they could leave the rest the soldiers 
with no guard at all because they wouldn’t try to escape. 
Once they weeded out that 5%, that one in 20 what you 
might call the ‘King Rats’, the rest of them quite suddenly 
kind of became a soggy mass of dough. 

You’re obviously all members of the 5%, or you wouldn’t 
be here talking about Jack the Ripper. But think what 
happens when a person who is a member of the 5% has no 
chance to express his rightful dominance. 5% is hell of a lot 
of people, it could be millions and millions and millions of 
people and they never all have a chance to be pop stars or 
whatever to express themselves. As often as not they are 
living, as Thoreau says, lives of quiet desperation. And so 
you get ‘outsiders’, and so also you get criminals who make 
a habit of crime, because it becomes a kind of drug.

In other words, the first thing you would say about 
most serial killers is that they belong to the dominant 5%, 
and unfortunately they’ve taken this extremely insidious 
route - the sexual route. And I must confess I’m absolutely 
delighted that by the time my first book The Outsider came 
out, I was already settled with my present wife because it’s 
a tremendous temptation to go to all the parties and meet 
pretty girls and get into this habit of going to bed. My friend 
Bill Hopkins, who had the same experience, his first book 
was a great success, was having seven affairs at the same 
time and what’s more, for him, the interesting thing was, 
the girls all knew one another! He had to keep it a common 
secret. There’s something really preposterous about this 
kind of masochism, and yet I must confess, it’s the kind of 
thing that you can terribly easily get drawn into. Because 
sex does give us this sense that it’s going to provide us 
with a glimpse of reality, a glimpse of purpose, a glimpse 
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of something higher than the everyday routine, and that’s 
going to snap you out of the robot. But, in fact, it does 
nothing of the sort.

Here is the rather interesting and terrifying thing. Next 
weekend I have got a man coming to see me called Wilton 
Earle, from America. He is the author of a book called Final 
Truth. Has anyone read it? It’s the most sickening book 
ever written. It’s almost unreadable. I mean, no one has 
succeeded in reading it to the end. It is the story about the 
worst serial killer of this century, a man called Pee-Wee 
Gaskins. Gaskins was born into an incredibly poor family. 
You get this again and again, this childhood abuse thing. 
Incidentally, one of the odd things: I think, so far, that all 
serial killers have been working-class. I’m not saying that 
a middle-class or an upper-class serial killer couldn’t exist, 
but for the most part they’ve been working class simply 
because this creates that kind of intense frustration which 
can burst out in serial murder. Gaskins, living a sort of 
life in South Carolina as the son of a poor laborer, quickly 
with two friends of his got involved with minor burglary 
and so on. One day they all decided that - they’d been to 
bed with prostitutes by the time they were 15 or 16 - and 
they decided what they wanted to do was to go to bed with 
someone who was not a prostitute and one of the three 
said, “What about my sister?” And so they invited her to the 
cinema with them but didn’t take her to the cinema they 
took her away to an empty house and spent the afternoon 
raping her and Gaskins said it was so good we just could not 
stop. Afterwards, when the parents found out, they sort of 
got the worst beating of their lives. But I’m convinced that 
this was the beginning of turning Gaskins into a serial killer. 
“It was so good that we couldn’t stop.”

Now Gaskins went on as a burglar and all this kind 
of thing, and spent several periods in prison for minor 
sexual assaults. Then one day when he was in prison for 
attempting to rape a girl he suddenly thought, “This is 
stupid. If I murder the girls, they can’t call the police.” And 
he said it was like a revelation, like St. Paul on the road to 
Damascus. And so, from then on this is what he began to 
do. The interesting thing is the first time he put this into 
practice, he didn’t just rape the girl, he sort of went into 
really nasty sadism. I won’t go into all the stuff, you can read 
yourself in Final Truth if you want to. Incidentally, Wilton 
Earle who, as I say, is coming to see me next weekend, is 
suffering from cancer and he’s pretty convinced that it was 
working with Gaskins on this book that gave him cancer. He 
said the feeling of being there with someone who describes 
- committed something like 120 murders, all sadistic - 
in one case he took three days to kill a girl - he said that 
working with Gaskins was a horrific experience. And this 
chap didn’t look and doesn’t sound like a serial killer - I’ve 
got a tape of him. He was executed in 1990 - you know he 

had this deep southern accent and he’d pick up some girl 
and he’d say “A little girl like you shouldn’t be out here on 
their own on the beach” and so on, they would completely 
trust him. What interests me was - why did he get more 
and more and more sadistic? There’s some weird chemical 
thing about sex which means that it goes on given its own 
head to develop into a peculiar kind of sickening intensity, 
a nauseating intensity. 

Now, you can see that this is obviously one of the basic 
problems in modern civilization, because sex crime did not 
exist until Jack the Ripper. Jack the Ripper was the first sex 
criminal. I mean you may say, that’s silly, what about Nero, 
what about Caligula, what about Ivan the Terrible? But you 
know we’re talking about sort of upper-class people who 
were able to do exactly what they wanted. If you’re talking 
about ordinary lower-class people then this did not happen 
until the second half, in fact the last quarter, of the 19th 
century. Look at the Newgate Calendar, which, as you know, 
was published about 1777. Out of something like 300 or 400 
cases in this huge fat book, there are only three that could 
be construed as sex crimes and they’re not sex crimes in our 
modern sense - you know, a vicar who seduced a servant 
girl and that kind of thing. Of actually committing murder 
for sex - it would not have occurred to them. It certainly 
wouldn’t have occurred to the Victorians for whom sex was 
so cheap you could go out and get a virgin for five shillings. 

Maslow came up with an extremely interesting theory 
which he called the ‘Hierarchy of Needs’. What he said 
briefly was this: If you are starving and you think the only 
thing you would want is one good meal a day, and if you 
could just have lunch you would be ecstatically happy. But 
in point of fact when you reach the point of being very well 
fed, the next level emerges which is the need for a roof over 
your head. Security. So every tramp dreams of a country 
cottage with roses around the door. And if you get that level, 
then the next level emerges which is the sexual level. I don’t 
just mean sex, I mean the need for loving, having another 
person and this kind of thing. Being in love. And if that level 
is satisfied than the next level emerges which is the level of 
self-esteem: the need to be respected and liked. So people 
will say “Good morning, Mr. Smith”. This is the level at which 
people join Rotary clubs and that type of thing. Women give 
coffee mornings and sell Tupperware. Then if you satisfy 
this level, Maslow said then there is a fifth level, which 
doesn’t invariably emerge, but often does. This is a purely 
creative level. He called it ‘self-actualization’. And what this 
means basically is that people want to do something and 
do it well. Obviously an artist would be an example of this, 
but even a sailor putting ships in bottles is an example of 
self-actualization. Now, self-actualization does not emerge 
in all cases, but the rest of the four levels we all go through 
to some extent. Now, think about it. The rather interesting 
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thing is that the levels of crime in the past two centuries 
have followed Maslow’s four levels. 

By the time the Newgate Calendar came out, most people 
were living at such a level of poverty and misery that nearly 
all crime was purely for food. And you got people like Burke 
and Hare, the body snatchers, killing people just for the 
sake of a few shillings they got off the corpses. They were 
living on that kind of low level. In the 19th century, you 
suddenly get a new kind of murder. You suddenly get the 
murder of middle class people who value their homes and 
their houses and their respectability more than anything 
else. 

Actually, the best example in the 19th century is this lady 
Belle Gunness, in America, one of the few genuine female 
serial killers, who did in fact murder for precisely that 
purpose. She got herself a nice big house. She very badly 
wanted a house because she had been extremely poverty-
stricken, and so she bought herself a sort of brothel, a place 
that had been a brothel, and from then on went on killing 
people she advertised for who came along and married 
her. And then they ended up under the ground. That is a 
good example of Maslow’s second-level. Now at that point 
the third level emerges: the sexual level. And this, as I said, 
emerged clearly with Jack the Ripper. There had been a 
couple of sex killers which I mention in my book A Plague 
of Murder before then, but Jack the Ripper was the first 
real major sex killer. And then you get almost a century up 
to the present time of sex crimes. But towards the end of 
the 1950s you got a new type of crime emerging - you’ve 
got what I call the high IQ killer. People who are rather 
intelligent and feel that they ought to be somebody with a 
capital S. Self-esteem. 

There’s a chap called Robert Smith in Arizona. A 19-year-
old student who took a lot of women into a beauty parlor, 
made them all lie on the floor and then shot them in the 
back of the head. When asked why he did it he said “I 
wanted to become known - to get myself a name.” Ian Brady 
is a pure example of the self-esteem killer. It wasn’t really 
sex that drove Brady, it was his feeling that he was more 
intelligent than the average person and he was in a society 
that did not recognize this, and if they didn’t recognize 
this then the society deserve what it got. If it was going to 
suppress intelligent people like himself. That’s what the 
Moors murders were really about, and also of course the 
business of the power thing with Myra Hindley. 

This is again an extremely interesting aspect. Maslow 
did a series of experiments in which he was trying to work 
out dominance in women. And oddly enough he found 
that human beings fall into three dominance groups: high 
dominance, medium dominance and low dominance, with 
no overlapping between them, or very little. The high 
dominance women were, as you would expect, precisely 

five percent of the total, and they tended to be rather 
promiscuous, sexually experimental, masturbated a great 
deal, tried lesbianism, and all this kind of thing, but above 
all they wanted a male that was more dominant than 
themselves. And one woman who was extremely dominant 
found it completely impossible to find a more dominant 
male. When she did finally find a man who was more or 
less her own level of dominance, she would provoke him 
until he beat her up and then flung her on the bed and more 
or less raped her, and this was her only really satisfying 
sexual experience. Now you get a whole big middle group 
of women who are medium dominance women who are 
basically really one-man women; they are sort of looking 
for Mr. Right and want to get married and have children; 
they’re the kind of women, Maslow found, who like to be 
taken to nice restaurants, given flowers and, you know, 
listen to music by soft light. They are capable of promiscuity 
but they’re not all that that interested in it. And finally you 
get the low dominance group who are women who are 
absolutely terrified of men anyway and who really would 
like the kind of man who admired them from a distance for 
years without daring to say anything. 

Ian Brady and Myra Hindley

Incidentally the high dominance women thought the male 
sexual organ was absolutely beautiful; medium dominance 
women thought it was okay; and the low dominance 
women thought it was absolutely horrible and ugly. Now 
the interesting thing was the high dominance group of 
women: like all the other women in the other dominance 
groups, and I’m afraid this is going to upset anybody who’s 
a member of female lib, women always wanted a man who 
was slightly more dominant than themselves but not too 
much. A male who was much more dominant would terrify 
them.

Maslow actually devised tests for married couples who 
would go along and he’d give them these psychological 
tests to find out whether they were suitable, and if the 
dominance gap between the male and the female was 
absolutely right that he would tell them that they would 
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have a good marriage. Now the curious thing about all this is 
that the dominant gap between the men and women would 
always be the same way around; it was never the woman 
more dominant than the man. So, what you appear to have 
is, there’s some kind of biological basis for this thing. High 
dominant males would happily go to bed with anything, 
whether she was high dominant, medium dominant or 
low dominance. But, they were only interested personally 
in high dominant women. They can only have a personal 
relationship with somebody within their own dominance 
group. 

So, think of what happened in the case of the Moors 
murders. Brady was extremely high dominant. Myra is very 
much definitely middle dominant. She wrote in her diary 
when she first me Ian, “Oh, Ian is wonderful! I would love 
to marry Ian and live with him happily ever after.” If you’ve  
read Emlyn Williams’ book on it, Beyond Belief, what 
happened is that after not paying any attention to her for 
a full year, Brady finally invites her out to a New Year’s 
Eve party or something, takes her back and takes her 
virginity on their first evening. Obviously what he’s getting 
is a terrific kick of a high dominant male with a medium 
dominant female, completely under his thumb. Myra is a 
sort of extremely religious devout Catholic - loves children, 
loves animals, and so Brady converts her to the Marquis 
de Sade, atheism and so on. She is rather prudish, so he 
convinces her to have pornographic pictures taken of 
herself and so on. Each time he gets a sort of kick after 
imposing his will. So, you can see that the Moors murders 
are basically are first of all about dominance between two 
people. Leopold and Loeb with the same kind of thing -  
dominance between two people, and the higher dominant 
person getting enormous pleasure out of imposing his 
dominance on the other person. And they’re also about this 
business of, so to speak, the flow experience. The illusion 
that you’ll reach some kind of ultimate by being allowed to 
do absolutely what you want to do. 

This is an idea that’s been around since the Sixties, as 
you know. You remember all the wife-swapping craze in the 
Sixties? Wilhelm Reich was the person who first preached 
this. “Why don’t human beings get rid of their shame about 
sex and recognize it’s good and everybody should have 
as much they like and all the rest of it?” In San Francisco, 
for example, they did an experiment in the 1960s and the 
result was sort of absolute boredom. And then, the kind of 
thing that emerges at the end of the Sixties, like the Charles 
Manson murders, because it was all mixed up with drugs. 
A friend of mine said he was at some of these wild parties 
involving crazy and complicated social activities with three 
women at the same time. And it struck him, it was so funny 
that he burst into rolls of laughter and disgusted everybody 
else in the room. You can see why.

I’ve got to shut up now… but what I’m trying to say - 
let me make my central point here - we’re talking about 
the fact that when you have experience, you put as much 
of yourself into the experience as the experience puts 
into you. When you’re hungry and you’re eating a good 
dinner you’re putting a terrific amount of concentration 
into the experience. When you’re lying in bed on a winter 
morning and you’ve got to get up in five minutes, the bed 
never seems so warm and delicious because you’re putting 
so much into actually lying there in the bed. Can you see 
what I’m saying? The answer to life lies in there, behind 
your forehead in your own mind. The philosopher Edmund 
Husserl said that all perception is intentional. It’s like firing 
an arrow at an object. If you look at your watch without 
firing an arrow at it, you don’t see the time. You have to look 
at it again in five minutes. Everything we do is intentional 
and we don’t recognize it. You recognize it when eating is 
concerned; you recognize it when sex is concerned, because 
emotive activities, usually you have to put something into 
it yourself. But where perception is concerned - you think 
you open your eyes and things just walk in and impress 
themselves onto your brain. You know that this is not true. 
If you were in an art gallery then you’ve got to put a certain 
amount of pride while looking at a picture, otherwise you’d 
see nothing. If you walked around an art gallery with a bad 
hangover you wouldn’t really see the pictures. And that 
would be exactly like going into an art gallery with the lights 
turned right down so that you couldn’t see the pictures. In 
some funny way your gaze is like two headlights. 

Now, what I’ve been doing all my life is trying to develop 
techniques in which we would naturally use this turning 
the gaze of the headlights. Learning this trick of total focus, 
and I’m convinced that the human race is on the point of an 
evolutionary leap to a higher stage; that we’ve now reached 
this stage where we’re about to develop this peculiar 
power. When I said I think that masturbation is one of the 
highest faculties we’ve developed, it sounds like a joke. Yet 
it is the only faculty in which we can exercise intentionality 
on its own, without an object. If you can induce the feeling 
that Graham Greene induced by pulling the trigger, you 
can see that whenever you wanted you could have a peak 
experience. It really all depends on the intensity and focus 
of your intentionality. 

Anyway, I’m sorry to end on such an abstract note - so I’d 
better shut up now. 



To listen to the complete broadcast of this episode, or explore other 
podcast releases by Rippercast, visit www.casebook.org/podcast.
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On December 27th 1878, teenage acrobat Zazel 
was hoisted high above the audience at The London 
Aquarium. She nimbly slipped feet-first into the 
mouth of a giant cannon suspended over a large 
safety net stretched across the space. A well-dressed 
gentleman held a burning taper. The audience heard 
him say clearly ‘Are You ready?’ A little voice replied 
from inside the cannon ‘Yes!’ Bang! In a flash of light 
and smoke Zazel flew through the air, falling safely 
in the net to the wild applause and cheering of the 
excited audience.

Zazel at the mouth of the cannon. Farini standing to right

On December 27th 1878, teenage acrobat Zazel was 
hoisted high above the audience at the Exhibition Palace 
in Dublin. She nimbly slipped feet-first into the mouth of 
a giant cannon. A well-dressed gentleman held a burning 
taper. The audience heard him say clearly ‘Are You ready?’ 
A little voice replied from inside the cannon ‘Yes!’

‘The Original Zazel’ performing twice a day in two 
distant cities, at almost the exact same time each day. How 
could this be?

Two days later a small flurry of letters to the Freeman’s 
Journal questioned whether Zazel was ‘a spirit capable of 
being in two places at the same time’. One wag wondered 
if ‘she is shot from the “monster gun” in Westminster in 
time to delight her Dublin admirers every day!’

Zazel and the cannon were the creations of The Great 
Farini, the Showman, inventor and entrepreneur who had 
brought many new stage marvels to an eager public. He 
is credited with inventing the safety net, a vital piece of 
equipment for any aerialist.

Someone had slipped up by having adverts for both the 
London and Dublin shows splashed across all the major 
British newspapers.

In 1884 Farini finally admitted in public that there 
had been two understudies to Zazel: ‘So when that young 
lady showed any signs of being troublesome one of her 
companions was always ready to take her place.’2

1 Collections.vam.ac.uk Sheet Music, HUNT G.W (composer), Charles  
 Sheard & Co. (publisher)

2 ‘A Showman’s Life’, The Era, October 11th 1884

Zazel – 
The Human Cannonball

By HEATHER TWEED

Zazel, Zazel that beautiful belle, Zazel, Zazel, that charming young girl 
It’s wonderful fun when she’s shot from the gun; 

I could live and die for Zazel.1

Sung by George Leybourne, Victorian music hall star. 
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Zazel had made the error of asking Farini for more 
money, and in protest refused to perform one night.

Ten years later, in another Era article, ‘A Chat With G. 
A. Farini’, the Great Showman admitted that there were 
actually four Zazels, all secretly trained by him, dotted 
across London, each unaware of the other’s existence.

Farini, ever the canny showman, had also calculated 
that if he requested payment direct to him for the act he 
could take a bigger cut of the fee. Avoiding paying a named 
performer also opened up other creative opportunities.

Cue Multiple Zazels!

It was not unusual for other artistes, showmen or 
managers to copy acts and call them very similar names, 
but Farini was an early exponent in cloning his own act, to 
the benefit of the manager but detrimental to the artist.

The first Zazel was Rosa Mathilda Richter, born in 
Lambeth in 1860 to a circus agent and a circus dancer. 
Her passport application states she is ‘5 ft. 3ins with a 
round face and chin and hazel eyes.’ Farini’s keen eye for 
detail would have been put to good use in finding similar 
teenage girls so he could clone his act.

 Rosa Richter, the original Zazel   
© Victoria and Albert Museum

In 1884 she married the handsome, older George Starr, a 
right-hand man to Barnum and Bailey’s famous circus, and 

later manager of The Crystal Palace in London. Marriage 
records show that they actually married on October 14th 
1912 in Salem Massachusetts, three years before George 
died. They simply wrote the number of years they had 
lived together on each English census.

The second Zazel was Elizabeth Wallett. She also kept 
showbiz in the family by marrying Albert Roche in 1881 
when she was only 19.

The act was complex and dangerous for the performer. 
The mechanism was not a true cannon, but a development 
of Farini’s earlier ‘Lulu Leap’ contraption, using a 
propulsion spring with an explosion of smoke and noise to 
thrill the audience and create the impression of a working 
cannon.

Safety concerns for child performers were regularly 
brought up in Parliament, by social reformers and debated 
in newsprint. The Zazels had a number of falls, including 
one in Plymouth where the safety net was apparently 
rotted through. The Greenock Advertiser in May 1879 was 
scathing in its attack of the motives for going to see Zazel 
and other young performers:

For her lithe figure is always almost nude... A naked girl 
hovering upon the brink of death naturally “fetches” 
all London... that if but a loop of the net were to give 
way the graceful nudity above them would be picked 
up a mangled corpse.

In 1877 Mr Wybrow Robertson, manager of the Royal 
Aquarium, was forced to defend his safety record when 
he was officially contacted by the Chief Commissioner of 
Police after concerns were voiced by the Home Secretary, 
Mr Cross. His riposte was to send certificates by three 
London surgeons along with his letter to the newspapers, 
claiming that in their opinion ‘there is nothing dangerous 
in the performance either to life or limb.’

He also extended a splendid and novel invitation from 
Farini to Mr Cross and the Commissioner; a demonstration 
of the cannon to show ‘practically not only the entire 
absence of danger, but even the novel and pleasurable 
sensation of being fired into the air, if either of you will 
honour him by being puffed into space.’3

The daring aerialists also had supporters from 
interesting quarters. In 1877 Zazel’s act received ‘a 
peculiar endorsement - from the Reverend S.D. Headlam, 
Curate of St. Matthew’s, Bethnal Green, who commented 
in a lecture that, “...the pluck, the nerve, the agility which 
we see in Zazel at the aquarium are as admirable in my 
mind the exquisite grace and beauty and form.”’4

 
3 Northern Whig, April 27th 1877 
4 Peacock p.239
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Zazel had to keep stiff and rigid when inside the barrel, 
then relax and go limp at exactly the right moment to fall 
safely into the net below. ‘The reverse: limpness at the 
point of explosion or rigidity while falling, could be fatal.’ 
Audiences took to calling the cannon ‘The Vampire Trap’5

In 1881, to clarify his position and stop his acts and 
patents being stolen, Farini had a series of adverts printed 
in newspapers. The advert mentioned that he had taken 
out patents under his birth name William L Hunt. He 
specifically mentioned his Zazel invention and stated that 
the patents ‘..cover any mechanism to propel a performer 
out of a cannon.. causing an explosion of gunpowder.’ With 
a stern warning that anyone infringing his copyright in 
any way would be prosecuted.

Zazel sweetly sang ‘It is so easy’ during her performance, 
along with spectacle and costume, another trademark 
Farini touch with all his acts.

The Prince of Wales saw her act at least twice and Royal 
Academician G.F. Watts declared ‘Zazel’s figure the most 
perfect he ever saw’.6

In the reserved front row of the Aquarium in 1877 
William Gladstone (between stints as Prime Minister), 

W.E. Foster and future Prime Minister Lord Rosebery sat 
‘breathlessly watching the preparations for the firing off 
of Zazel’.7 Lord Rosebery was apparently ‘equinanimous’, 
Foster bored those around him by explaining or 
suggesting reasons for events surrounding the trio, whilst 
‘Mr. Gladstone gave himself up to the fascination of the 
scene with the glee and the abandon of a schoolboy home 
for the holidays.’8 His work with other ‘fallen women’ was 
not remarked upon.

By 1880 the Rosa version of Zazel was headlining at 
Barnum’s in New York. She gracefully stepped out to 
‘The Zazel Gallop’ and built the teased expectation of 
the audience gently. First, she delicately balanced with 
a parasol on the high wire. Then she ascended to the 
trapeze, flying high over the heads of the audience. She 
stepped onto the little platform and without warning 
plunged head-first down to the net. The temporarily 

5 Peacock p.231

6 Illustrated Sporting and Dramatic News, May 26th 1877

7 Belfast Evening Telegraph, July 11th 1877

8 Ibid.
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terrified audience erupted in thunderous applause once they saw 
Zazel land safely in the net. This was all part of the act.

Farini always claimed that his pupils and performers were safe, 
saying ‘I used to supervise every detail of a performance’.9 It’s not 
clear how this was achieved on the night that Zazel was performing 
in two distant cities.

In 1891 at a Las Vegas show Rosa walked on her fine wire, 
suspended 50 ft above ground. The wire suddenly snapped and she 
fell, landing heavily on her back. George Speaight tells us that she 
‘broke her back, and spent the rest of her life in a steel corset’.

In the spring of 1881 Rosa stood at the third-floor window of a 
building in New York. She ‘tied her skirts round her knees’10 then 
threw herself into the air. ‘She was not bent on suicide’11 and landed 
comfortably in the safety net below. This particular performance was 
orchestrated by the New York Fire Brigade to prove that provided 
‘they kept their nerve’,12 women could easily escape a burning 
building without injury.

Elizabeth died at the age of 22 giving birth to a girl, Pearl Lulu. 
Her husband Albert had died shortly before. Pearl did not survive 
the birth.

Rosa died in 1937 at the age of 77, outliving her husband by 24 
years.

9 The Era, June 30th 1894

10 Ibid

11 Ibid

12 Ibid
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Behind Brass Badges  
and Iron Bars

Cops and Criminals Offer 
Their Personal Solutions on  

How to Capture Jack the Ripper (Pt 1)
By NINA and HOWARD BROWN

“He has also received the greatest tribute that a doting world pays to men of genius - the tribute of imitation. He has 
imitators in Africa, in New Zealand, in Australia. His disciples have attempted to imitate the feats of their great prototype 
in every great American city. They have sprung up in Canada, in Mexico, in South America and in the remotest islands of 
the sea. This monster of human depravity, or this helpless victim of an insane delusion, is the most talked about man in 
the world today.”

 S.W. Foss, Boston Globe, February 17th, 1889

One could argue 
that Charles Stewart 
Parnell, MP for Cork 
City during the 1880s 
and the leader of 
the Irish Nationalist 
movement, was publi-
cized as much as Jack 
the Ripper was in the 
British press beginning 
in early 1889 and for 
years to come. On the 
other hand, the man or 
woman in the street, 
whether in the UK 

or America, or in fact, just about every place else, 
undoubtedly were more interested in the seemingly 
never ending exploits of the Ripper. The opening 
quote above was published following the murder 
of Ellen Bury by her husband William Henry Bury 
in Dundee, Scotland. He was considered a possible 
suspect, albeit a dark horse, in the police quest for the 
East End killer and naturally newspapers linked him 
to Jack the Ripper as they would other bad eggs such 
as Frederick Deeming and Neill Cream, both in 1892, 
and a decade later in the case of George Chapman 
(1903); serial murderers, one and all.

While Parnell, Benjamin Harrison (American President 
in 1888) or the Bryant & May Match Girls (on strike in 
1888), to name but a few, were frequently in the news, far 
fewer people today are familiar with their names or roles 
in history when compared to the Ripper.

The following article was the first of back-to-back “Q&A” 
sessions published in the Boston Globe during November 
1888 in which American police officials and convicts at  
Sing Sing, NYC were asked not only what they thought the 
motive was behind the Ripper’s reign of terror, but how 
they personally would go about apprehending him. This 
first article showcases a dozen police officials from all 
across America offering their plan of action if they were in 
charge of London’s police departments. 

One quick note: The prevailing theory commonly 
repeated in articles featuring both New York Inspector 
Thomas Byrnes and the London force was that he was quick 
to condemn his comrades in blue across the pond. This is 
false. While Byrnes’s belief that positioning prostitutes on 
the street to lure the Ripper with the possible result of 
one of them being murdered while in decoy duty would 
be a good exchange if the killer was captured is somewhat 
disturbing, his views on the London constabulary are far 
more grounded. Those views are included in the Globe 
article.

Parnell
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HOW TO FIND HIM
What Sir Charles Warren Should Have Done 

To Catch The Maniac Of Whitechapel 
Interview With Experts Here And Elsewhere 
Chief Wade Would Be Led By Circumstances 

In Pittsburg They Would Cast A Drag-Net Over The 
City 

In Brooklyn They Would Search Everywhere For A 
Clew 

In Chicago They Would Catch Him Right Off,  
But They Don’t Say How

In view of the mystery surrounding the long series of 
Whitechapel murders, the failure of the London police 
to solve the problem or throw the least ray of light 
upon it and the consequent resignation of Sir Charles 
Warren from the office of chief of police in obedience 
to the popular demand, The Globe instructed its 
representatives here and elsewhere to interview 
leading police officials upon the value of the methods 
already employed in London and what better methods 
could have been resorted to in their stead. As a result 
it presents the opinions given below:

WHAT CHIEF WADE THINKS.
Cast-Iron Methods Not To Be Depended Upon  

In The Detection Of Criminals.
Rufus R. Wade, the chief of the State [Massachusetts] 
police was busy at work, but found time when 
interviewed by a Globe reporter this morning to 
give up some of his valuable time to talk about the 
mysteries of Whitechapel. He had no criticism to make 
on the efforts of the London police in their efforts to 
find out the man who had committed the crimes.
“No man,” he said, “can sit in an office and lay out a plan 
for the detection of any criminal. Although, if we knew 
the full particulars and all the investigations that have 
been made, a plan could be made that would answer, 
yet conditions that arise at any moment would so alter 
the plans that they would be useless. The state force 
has some very able men on it. yet when a case occurs 
we have to be governed solely by the new conditions. 
No cast-iron plans will do in police work. If the London 
police do not succeed in finding the murderer, it will 
not be because they have not had experience enough 
in such cases nor because they have not capable 
detectives. From all that I have read, I should say that 
they were doing all in their power to find the man and 
it is no fault of theirs that they have not. The chief of 
police there has resigned probably because he could 
not stand the unfavorable criticism that has been 
directed at him. In cases like these you will always 
find that there are more people who will criticize than 
there are that will assist the police, and this class will 
be the ones who will give the least assistance to the 
police. In the present condition of affairs in London, 
the excitement must be very great and every person 
in the city is virtually a detective, and any information 
that they might find will be promptly burned over 
to the police. Although men may not be giving 

their time to the discovery of the murderer, yet the 
suspicious action of any stranger would be reported 
at once. Therefore, we may say that the whole city is 
one great army of detectives. The crimes have been 
committed in a section of the city and among a class 
where ordinary disturbances or noises would attract 
no attention. That makes detection doubly difficult. 
The man that perpetrates these fearful murders is 
evidently the worst kind of his class - a man insane 
on that subject and on no other. He appears probably 
to all his friends as rational on all subjects and as no 
third person knows of his ideas, even much less his 
deeds and as he leaves no clew, the case is doubly 
difficult. He will be discovered in time. If he keeps on 
he will make some slip that will undoubtedly lead to 
his identification. We have in this State a half dozen 
murders that have never been solved, yet it would be 
a great injustice to say that the police officials have 
not done everything in their power to discover the 
persons who committed the deeds. The Bell murder 
and the Mitchell woman are two cases. In the former 
case the murderer was seen to walk up Tremont street 
and disappear near the railroad, yet he has never been 
found. In the Mitchell mystery detectives worked on 
the case for months without securing evidence that 
would convict anybody.
In the mysterious disappearance of Carrie Whitney, 
the pretty post office typewriter, every effort was 
made to find her and yet the mystery is as great today 
as it was the day after she disappeared. Yet in all these 
instances no one say that every effort was not made to 
solve the mystery. The Carlton murder at Watertown 
has never been cleared up. The smartest detective has 
not formulated a rule that will work in any two cases 
and for that reason I forbear to criticize the London 
police, for we know that they have good men and then 
the conditions there are different from any city in the 
world.”
When asked if the French method would have any 
advantage over the English, Chief Wade was in doubt. 
“The French have a system of espionage over citizens 
and strangers that would not be tolerated in any 
English liberty-loving country, and for that reason the 
two could hardly be compared, although he doubted if 
under the circumstances the French detective would 
do better work. The greatest publicity that can be 
given in a case like this helps to discover the murderer 
and that plan should followed always. It does no harm 
at any rate.”

SUPERINTENDENT SMALL
Has His Plan Down Fine, But Refuses, Sharply, 

Though Modestly, To Give It Away.
Superintendent of the City [Boston] Police Cyrus 
Small said that he had a theory of the cause of the 
Whitechapel murderer’s action, and knew what he 
would do if a similar case happened in this city, but 
did not wish to figure in the public prints, and again he 
thought the case too far from Boston to be of interest 
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to the public; so he declared rather sharply he would 
say nothing about it.

CHAIRMAN WHITING.
Doesn’t Know What Prompts The Fiend  

and Wouldn’t Tell If He Did.
Chairman Whiting of the Metropolitan board of 
[Boston] police commissioners said: “If these crimes 
were committed in Boston, I should certainly say 
nothing to anybody about my plans, and I shall not 
depart from my custom to say what the London police 
should do. What causes the fiend to commit all these 
crimes? I don’t know.” And the rotund chairman rushed 
into his private office and closed the door.

COLONEL DIETSCH OF CINCINNATI
Confesses That The Whole Subject  

Puzzles Him Greatly.
 Colonel Phil Dietsch, chief of police of this city, is 
somewhat puzzled over the fact that the Whitechapel 
murderer has not been caught. “It is inexplicable by 
me,” said the chief this morning, “that the incarnate 
fiend has escaped detection so long. I have no theory to 
advance on the subject, although I have read carefully 
every phase of the various crimes committed in that 
community.
That the murderer has not been caught undoubtedly 
reflects on the London officers, and it is no surprise to 
me that the popular indignation has forced Sir Charles 
to resign.”
Chief Dietsch stated that at one time he was of the 
opinion that the numerous horrible Whitechapel 
murders were the work of some man insane from love 
or jealousy, and that he had taken this means of seeking 
his revenge. but he has given up this theory because 
of the slowness of the London police in hunting the 
murderer down.

INSPECTOR BYRNES RETICENT
He Refuses To Give Murderers  

The Means Of Escaping His Men
Chief Inspector (Thomas) Byrnes, who is acting 
superintendent in the absence of Mr. Murray, when 
called upon, said that he had heard of the resignation 
of Mr. Warren, and when asked how he would act if 
confronted by such horrible crimes reflected a moment 
and said:
“In my position as inspector of police and in charge of 
the detective force of this city I would say that, if we ever 
had the misfortune of meeting such outrages, or any 
similar to those which were penetrated at Whitechapel, 
I would consider it an act of great imprudence for me 
to advertise what schemes I should resort to or what 
action I should undertake with the detective forces 
of this city for the purpose of apprehending and 
prosecuting the person who committed the offenses. 
Such a course would be precisely what the offender 
would want. It is not my province or wish to criticize 

the action, or lack of action, in others who have already 
held a similar position elsewhere, always presuming 
that they do the very best they can under their 
circumstances. It is easier always to condemn others 
than it is to succeed in their special line of work, and 
appreciating the difficulties that surround the London 
police in this dilemma, I have no desire or intention of 
sitting in judgment upon them.”

CHIEF MURPHY OF JERSEY CITY
Would Concentrate His Attention  

Upon The Question Of Motive
Chief of Police Benjamin Murphy of Jersey City (N.J.) 
was not at all averse to talking about the Whitechapel 
murders to a Globe man, who visited him.
“I have made a close study of the subject of police 
administration,” he said, “and I must confess I don’t 
see how it is that the police authorities in London have 
failed, after so many daring exploits by this murderer, 
to discover who he is, or at least to obtain some clew 
to his identity.
In my mind there can be no doubt that all these 
butcheries were committed by one and the same 
person. From the similarity of the circumstances in 
each case I should judge that the person was a maniac, 
but he is evidently a very cunning one, for he knows 
how to hide himself afterwards.
In discovering who it is, the probable motive for the 
crime should be regarded, and as far as I can judge 
the London police have paid very little attention to 
this important consideration. I have held a theory all 
along that the murderer had become insane, as a result 
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of association with the degraded class of society from 
which he invariably selects his victims.
It would seem that his crimes were all perpetrated in 
the most diabolical spirit of revenge and the motive 
must be found in some deep injury which was received 
from such people as a class. I should think some clew 
might be found by searching inquiries among the 
medical profession of the great city.
Besides the step I have suggested, however, there are 
other effective means which might be taken to prevent 
a repetition of the crimes, if not to discover the criminal, 
which I have not heard that the London police have 
taken, and I have read all the accounts of these murders 
very carefully. The principal one is to have the district 
more carefully patrolled.
I do not mean that the force of uniformed officers 
should be increased, but that policemen in garb that 
would completely disguise them should be on duty in 
that particular locality day and night. Let the force be 
doubled or quadrupled, if necessary, and the murderer 
would surely be captured, or he would be driven away.”

SUPERINTENDENT CAMPBELL
Would Flood The Whole Territory With Officers

Superintendent Campbell of the Brooklyn police has 
grown gray in the service, and in his time has unraveled 
many tangled mysteries.
“If murders had been committed here in Brooklyn 
similar to those that have happened in the Whitechapel 
district in London, what course would you pursue in 
order to catch the murderer?”
A Globe man put this question to the superintendent.
“The question you ask me,” responded the officer, “is 
a hard one to answer. I don’t wish to reflect on the 
method followed by the English police and I don’t wish 
to appear in the least egotistical, but I will say that I 
don’t think that, if such a crime was committed here, it 
would go unpunished.
My first precaution would be to cover the ground with 
officers in all shapes and forms. The first thing I would 
do after the crime was reported would be to search 
everywhere for a clew. My men on the ground would 
be dressed in all costumes, and they would circulate 
among the people at all times and watch. It is impossible 
to say now exactly what I would do if such a case arose. 
Sometimes our movements depend on what appears on 
the face as one of the most insignificant clews, and a 
man can never tell what he would do until the occasion 
arrives for him to act.
A man on this side of the water can have no conception 
of the disadvantages - the density and the character of 
the population and the fact that no one has seen the 
murderer - under which the English authorities are 
working, and therefore it would be unfair for anyone 
here in this country to criticize our English brethren 
or compare what they would do here to what is being 
done there.”

CHIEF O’MEARA OF PITTSBURG
Ready To Resort To Heroic Measures  

To Catch The Villain
It is the opinion of Chief of Detectives Roger O’Meara 
that the Whitechapel murderer is a religious fanatic 
who believes it is his mission to murder abandoned 
women and mutilate their bodies. But good police work 
would soon catch him. He cannot commit these crimes 
without having blood on his clothes. He must be as 
bloody as a butcher.
The crimes were all committed within a space of a 
couple of squares. The fact the bodies are yet warm 
when discovered leads O’Meara to believe that London’s 
big police force could have formed a network around 
the district and prevented the escape of a single person.
“Every house ought to have been searched and every 
person examined in view of such crimes. No person 
would object to such proceedings. They are certainly 
wonderful crimes and they place London in a very bad 
light. A policeman ought to know every person living 
on his beat and ought to know when a stranger comes 
on it.”

PHILADELPHIA OFFICIALS
Not Inclined To Criticize Methods In Vogue  

3,000 Miles Away
Chief of Detectives Wood of this city declines to 
criticize the police of London in connection with the 
Whitechapel murders.
“London is over 3,000 miles away,” said Chief Wood this 
morning, “and without being on the spot, I would not 
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assume to pass an opinion in regard to the efficiency 
or lack of efficiency of the police. Of course I have 
an opinion or theory as to the characteristics of the 
perpetrator of this series of horrible deeds. I think he 
is a crank who has been injured physically by a fallen 
woman and that his physical ailment has resulted in 
the impairment of his intellect. A monomaniac taking 
the form of a relentless vengeance against this class 
is an easy transition in a man of this kind, and I have 
no doubt that the murderer, whetted by his frequent 
crimes, has become more and more imbued with this 
idea as he has slain each of his victims.”

Chief of Police Lamon is equally disinclined to criticize. 
“It is true,” said he, “that the London police are 
supposed to be more efficient than those on this side of 
the water and they are said to possess greater faculties 
for detective work, but I do not know what they have 
done. If it were here that the murders occurred, we 
would use every man on the force and watch every 
doorway in the city be we would arrest the murderer 
and prevent a repetition of the crimes. Such a series of 
butcheries could not take place in this city - of that I 
am sure- without the murderer being caught. I think 
he is some crazy man who has been wronged either 
by disease or robbery, by the class of females among 
whom he operates with such fearful results.”

BUFFALO ON LONDON

Asst. Superintendent Cusick Characterizes  
Scotland Yard Methods As Nonsensical

Assistant Police Supt. Cusick said, this morning, to a 
Globe correspondent:

“It is hard for us to understand how the police there 
have failed to get any clews. Their force is apparently 
more or less disorganized and that may account for it. It 
would do little good to send American detectives there 
for obstacles would be thrown in their way.

The Whitechapel fiend may be a lunatic, but he is very 
shrewd. He may be a religious maniac who thinks he 
has a mission to exterminate abandoned women. The 
fiend stays in London all the time. He has got no pals or 
he would have been betrayed before this.”

Mr. Cusick thought the methods of the London officers 
all wrong and the bloodhound business all nonsense.

CHICAGO CONFIDENCE

The Police Superintendent Of That City  
Would Emigrate If His Name Was Warren

“It is utterly incomprehensible to me,” said Super-
intendent of Police Hubbard, “that these Whitechapel 
murders are permitted to go on and not a trace is 
found of the murderer. With the immense police force 
of London and the large number and experience of the 
detectives, spies, and secret agents, it is certainly very 
strange. I see Sir Charles Warren has resigned. I should 
think he would resign. If such a series of crimes had 
happened in a city where I was chief of police I would 
not only resign, but get out of the country.

I don’t want to boast about Chicago’s police force, but 
I am sure that if such things happened here we would 
have captured the murderer long ago. I think he would 
have been caught in any American city where there is 
a well-organized detective bureau. Of course he is a 
homicidal maniac and very cunning, as such creatures 
always are. But in view of the fact that it has long been 
certain that he would seek other victims, it is beyond 
my comprehension why a trap has not been laid for 
him that would catch him. They must have some pretty 
antique methods in London police work.”

[Note: Police Superintendent George W. Hubbard’s 
position as 28th head of the Chicago P.D. began on April 
17th, 1888. He resigned in 1889 having served for barely 
one year. His cause of death remains unknown, as are the 
location of his remains.]

ONE OF A CLASS

The St. Louis Rule Is To Lay All Crimes To  
The Anarchists But Hunt For A ‘Wronged Man’

The Globe correspondent asked Chief Huebler of the St. 
Louis police force for his opinion in London police work 
in the Whitechapel crimes. the crimes he believed to be 
the work of a maniac, committed for revenge. 

“The criminal is probably a member of that class of 
which every large community has many specimens, 
known as a ‘wronged man’. In this case the man, judging 
from the class of his victims, has been wronged by 
being terribly injured in health. In every large city there 
are many of this class of wronged persons constantly 
under police surveillance. As to the London police and 
their apparent inability to cope with the criminal, the 
worst feature I see is their slow systematic process of 
red tape. Quick action, with as little routine as possible, 
is what is needed. I don’t believe such criminals could 
long go undetected in any American city. We would 
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plunge right into the matter, making every officer on 
the force assist in capturing the human monster. Every 
wronged man or woman in every section of the city 
would be shadowed. This, in my judgment, is what 
should be done in London.
I have no comment to make on the capacity of Sir 
Charles Warren, just resigned from the head of the 
London metropolitan police. Speaking on the theory of 
wronged men, I will cite a St. Louis case. A little over a 
year ago we had a series of incendiary fires. Twenty six 
occurred inside 24 hours. We laid it to anarchists on the 
surface, but felt the incendiary to be a wronged man. 
The policy I have mentioned was adopted and one of 
the best citizens of St. Louis was arrested and proved 
to have set fire to every one of the buildings. He is now 
in the State insane asylum. Every section of London, not 
only the Whitechapel district, but districts far remote 
from there, should be shadowed by every police officer 
and detective auxiliaries for known ‘wronged men or 
women’. The criminal may be, and probably is, of the 
educated and cultured class, and may live in the most 
aristocratic part of London, but operates in the slums, 
seeking revenge on the class of women of whom he is a 
real or imaginary victim.”



NINA and HOWARD BROWN are the proprietors of  
JTRforums.com.

THE WHITECHAPEL ALBUM
JACK THE RIPPER’S EAST END IN 1995

This 50-page hardback book features a nostalgic look back at ‘Jack’s’ 
East End as it was captured, in colour, in 1995 by enthusiastic 

photographer and Ripperologist, Ray Luff.

True Crime bookdealer Loretta Lay recently acquired Ray’s catalogue 
of over 430 photographs, and with Adam Wood’s expertise and in-

depth knowledge of the East End, the results have been published in 
this limited edition book, with 87 carefully-selected photographs to 
represent the area as it was 23 years ago, along with six rare black/

white photographs taken in the mid-1960s.

AVAILABLE FROM MANGOBOOKS.CO.UK
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Ford Hermann Hueffer was born in December 1873 
at 5 Fair Lawn Villas, Merton, the son of the German 
emigrant and musicologist Francis Hueffer and his 
wife Catherine, who was the daughter of the celebrated 
Pre-Raphaelite painter Ford Madox Brown. Although 
he never went to university, he settled on a literary 
career at an early age, publishing his first book at the 
age of 17. 

Since he was a great admirer of his artist grandfather, 
he called himself Ford Madox Hueffer. He hob-nobbed 
with various literary lions of the time, like Ruskin, Carlyle 
and Holman Hunt, met Prince Kropotkin, and once offered 
Turgenev a chair. In 1894, young Hueffer eloped with his 
girlfriend Elsie Martindale, whose father did not approve 
of her befriending an impecunious literary man, and 
they married in Gloucester. His early books all received 
lukewarm receptions, but Hueffer remained convinced 
that he possessed superior literary talent. In spite of the 
birth of two daughters, his marriage was soon on the rocks; 
in 1904, he suffered a nervous breakdown and was sent 
to Germany to recuperate. Returning home, he finally met 
with literary success: several novels of his were critically 
acclaimed and widely-read, and he founded and edited 
the English Review, an important forum for modernist 
literature. There was scandal when he moved in with the 
socialite Violet Hunt, a woman eleven years older than 
him, living openly with her at her Kensington house. 
When he asked his wife for a divorce, she refused, and this 
inspired him to return to his native Germany, seeking to 
become a German citizen to be able to get a divorce and 
marry his beloved Violet. But Kaiser Bill’s empire was 
no haven for immoral foreigners seeking to divorce their 
lawful wives, and when Hueffer and Violet returned to 
London as man and wife, Elsie took them to court for the 
right to be called ‘Mrs Ford Madox Hueffer’ and won. This 
society scandal inspired Hueffer’s greatest early novel 

The Good Soldier, a modernist work widely praised by the 
critics. When the Great War broke out, Hueffer showed 
what he was made of, bravely joining the army in 1915 
as an officer in the Welsh Regiment. He was blown up and 
concussed at the Somme, so badly that for several days 
he could not even remember his own name, and gassed 
and invalided back home at Ypres. His traumatic wartime 
experiences, and the fear that people would think he was 
one of the hated Krauts, caused him to change his name to 
Ford Madox Ford in 1919.

Constantly on the lookout for likely female companions, 
Ford Madox Ford left Violet Hunt in 1919, to set up home 
with the Australian painter Stella Bowen, who was twenty 
years his junior, and who had come to London to study 
under Sickert at the Westminster School of Art, leaving his 
two former partners to contest the right of being the real 
‘Mrs Hueffer’. Ford and Stella set up home together in a 
Sussex cottage for a while and they had a daughter, but he 
was not cut out for rural life and they soon moved to Cap 
Ferrat in France. After Ford had written his masterpiece 
Parade’s End, about his wartime experiences, he became 
a worldwide literary lion among those of modernist 
propensities. He was particularly popular in America, 
and liked to give lecture tours there, taking a flat in New 
York. He separated from Stella Bowen in 1928 and set 
up home with the American painter Janice Biala instead. 
Although never a bestselling author in his lifetime, being 
an intellectual whose books were read only by a select 
few, he managed to make a comfortable living for himself, 
travelling between New York, Paris and Provence, and 
producing books until the end of his life in 1939. Today, 
he is widely renowned as a modernist author, and many 
of his books are still in print.

In 1931, Ford Madox Ford published a second volume 
of memoirs, covering the years 1894-1914. In this book, 

Ford Madox Ford,  
Murder House Detective 

By JAN BONDESON
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he made an unexpected detour into Victorian murder 
house detection, as he wrote about his old music master 
John Francis Borschitzky:

I used to have violin lessons from the queer, tragic 
Borschitzky, whose dismal adventure caused Euston 
Square to be rechristened. He came home late at 
night and found his landlady murdered in the kitchen. 
Being nearly blind he fell over the body, got himself 
covered with blood and as a foreigner and a musician 
was at once arrested by the intelligent police. He 
was of course acquitted but the trial caused so much 
sensation as the ‘Euston Square murder’ that the 
respectable inhabitants petitioned to have the name of 
the square changed and it became Endsleigh Gardens.

Poor Borschitzky was a small, bald man with an 
immense nose who wore his greyish hair brushed 
stiffly forward into peaks, and his Gladstone collars 
came forward into peaks equally stiff. He was usually 
dressed in an immensely long frock-coat which nearly 
hid his tiny legs and enormous feet. He spoke the most 
extravagant pidgin English I have ever imagined and 
told the longest and most extraordinary stories.

His stories went like this: Zair voss a Gris-chun met 
a Chew. ‘E sez to ‘im ‘You uckly Chew I haf ad a mos’ 
‘orible tream. It voss a mos’ ‘orible tream. I tream I co 
to dhe Chewish Evven an it voss a mos’ ‘orible place. Ze 
spidoons voss all filzy an ze dapples coffred viz creese 
and dher voss no sand on de floor and de praziers voss 
dhick wiz rust. O it voss a mos’ ‘orible place and it voss 
fool fool fool of ‘orible uckly Chews spiddin on ze floor 
and schmoking; schmoking filthy filthy paipes.’ ‘Dad 
voss vairy curious’, sez ze Chew. ‘I also haf a tream. I 
tream I co do dhe Gris-chun Evven. O, an it voss a mos’ 
loffly place. De spidoons voss of prass zat shone laike 
cold and dhe sand on der floor laike silber. Ond de 
dapples voss viter ass a snotrift ond de praziers voss 
silber ond de dobacco boxes oll retty do be smoaked: 
O it voss a mos’ loffly place. Loffly; loffly! Ontly … zer 
vos nowun in it!’

Towards the end of his life great troubles fell on 
poor Borschitzky. His mainstay had for years been 
the preparatory school to which I was sent. All his 
other pupils fell away; no orchestra would any longer 
employ him of play his compositions. Then his old 
friends, the owners of the school, died. They had 
supported him for years in spite of his peculiarities. 
The new owners of the school dismissed him. Then 
he had nothing and was perhaps seventy-two. He 
packed up his never-played compositions in several 
bundles and took them to the British Museum Library. 
Doctor Garnett told him kindly that the Museum only 
accepted the compositions of the dead. He went to the 
Post-Office at the corner of Endsleigh Gardens, mailed 
the parcel to the Museum and then back to his room. 

He tidied it very thoroughly and destroyed a number 
of papers. Then he went out and by the railings of the 
Square before his windows cut his throat. If he had 
done it indoors it would have cost his landlady a great 
deal of trouble and have made a horrid mess for her 
to clean up.

But still, when in Continental cathedrals I hear the 
boom of the serpent and the sharp tap of the cantor as 
he starts the choir in its plain-song, I see the form of 
poor Borschitzky with his bow held over his beloved 
fiddle and the school choir with its mouths all open 
before him. He taps magisterially three times with his 
bow, his sidelocks stick forward, his coat-tails hanging 
down to his enormous boots. ‘Van! Doo! Dree … Pom-
Pom,’ he shouts and off we all go on his rendering of 
the words that accompany the Ninth Symphony. God 
send him an old leather cushion stuffed with straw for 
his hard chair in his Chewish Evven … and send to all 
old, worn-out artists to be as considerate in their final 
distress.



Ford Madox Ford was partially right: there was a Euston 
Square murder, discovered in 1879, involving the unsolved 
slaying of Miss Matilda Hacker. The southern part of 
Euston Square had its name changed to Endsleigh Gardens 
as a result of the murder, but the northern part, including 
the murder house at 4 Euston Square, kept its old name. 
Today, Euston Square is known only for having given 
its name to a Tube station; the murder house, together 
with the surviving remnant of the northern terrace, was 
flattened in the 1960s for the expansion of Euston Station. 
No such person as John Francis Borschitzky was in any 
way connected with the Euston Square murder, however.

Instead, John Francis Borschitzky played a part in 
another unsolved murder at the time, one that also 
changed the name of the street where it was committed. 
Borschitzky was a native of Bohemia, who had moved 
to London before 1850; he was active as an orchestra 
violinist, and as a composer of music. He published several 
slender volumes of music, which were given brief praise 
by the London musical journalists, with the exception of a 
forthright critic in The Examiner of 1871, who wrote that 
“In M. Borschitzky’s compositions and publications, we 
have a very curious collection of vocal and instrumental 
music, designed as a part of that peculiar method of 
educating children known as the Kinder-Garten system. 
Throughout the whole of these school compositions, there 
is a deficiency of simple and catching airs, likely to attract 
the favour of children. The marches for the pianoforte, to be 
played to the ‘Gymnastic exercises without apparatus,’ are 
sorely wanting in spirit and animation. The words of the 
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Kinder-Garten alphabet song are exceedingly ridiculous, 
and must sound especially so when they are sung to music 
resembling a Scotch psalm tune, and introduced by an 
elaborate prelude.”

The truth seems to have been that John Francis 
Borschitzky was an eccentric who never learnt to master 
the English language, or to write proper lyrics to his 
compositions. In 1876, he moved into the tall terraced 
house at 4 Burton Crescent, Bloomsbury, as the sole lodger 
in the household of the elderly widow Mrs Rachel Samuel. 
On December 10 1878, Borschitzky went out in the evening 
to play in a theatre orchestra. When he returned to the 
house just before midnight, he was annoyed to find that his 
late-night supper was not ready for him, as it should have 
been, in his ground floor back sitting room. He went down 
to the kitchen to investigate, finding Mrs Samuel lying dead 
on the stone floor, in a large pool of blood. She had been 
brutally beaten to death. The horrified Borschitzky ran off 
to the house of one of Mrs Samuel’s sons nearby, returning 
to 4 Burton Crescent with Mr Judah Samuel, a police 
constable and a doctor. He was never treated as a suspect 
by the police, as falsely alleged by Ford Madox Ford, since 
he had a cast-iron alibi from his fellow musicians, having 
been fiddling away in the theatre orchestra all night. 

John Francis Borschitzky discovers of the murder  
of Mrs Samuel at Burton Crescent,  

from the Illustrated Police News, January 4 1879

It turned out that Mrs Samuel had formerly employed 
a servant named Mary Donovan, who was much given to 
drunkenness. She was the last person to have seen Mrs 
Samuel alive, and the police arrested her as the prime 
murder suspect. When she was brought before the Bow 

Street police court on December 14 1878, Borschitzky 
was the first witness called: “I am a professor of music, 
living at 4, Burton Crescent. I have lived there over two 
years. On Wednesday night I returned home a little before 
twelve o’clock and let myself in with a latch-key. Not 
finding my supper I went into the front kitchen to look 
for it, when I saw my landlady, Mrs Samuel, lying on the 
floor. I thought at first that she had fainted and called 
out to her and shook her; but on looking at her with 
the light of a candle I discovered that there was blood 
on her, and I knew then that there was foul play.” The 
police and prosecutors did their best to pin the guilt on 
Mary Donovan: she was a woman of dissolute manners, 
and bloodstains had been found on her clothes. But after 
repeated sessions at the Bow Street police court, Mary 
Donovan was discharged due to the lack of evidence, 
and the murder of Mrs Samuel was never solved.  

Mary Donovan at Bow Street,  
from the Illustrated Police News, December 28 1878

After a second unsolved murder in the same street 
in 1884, the name was changed to Cartwright Gardens, 
which the remaining western terrace retains to this day; 
the eastern terrace, containing the two murder houses at 4 
and 12 Burton Crescent, was pulled down in the 1960s for 
the construction of London University’s halls of residence. 
In 2015, the halls of residence were themselves flattened, 
and the ghosts from the two murder houses could frolic 
in the open air once more, but not for long: a tall modern 
building of forbidding aspect has since been constructed 
on the site.

John Francis Borschitzky went on with his life as well as 
he could after his involvement in the first Burton Crescent 
murder. His eccentric manner and poor English meant that 
he sometimes had difficulties to find employment, but he 
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was considered a fit person to teach Ford Madox Hueffer 
the violin. In the 1890s he seriously struggled to support 
himself in his old age: his eyesight was failing, and he had 
recently lost an appointment in a school at Folkestone, 
which furnished his sole source of income. In October 1897, 
the 76-year-old Borschitzky lodged at 22 Burton Crescent, 
yet another house in the eastern ‘murder terrace’ in the 
heart of the Bloomsbury ‘murder neighbourhood’. 

He gave copies of all his musical compositions to the 
British Museum, in the vain hope that some person would 
one day appreciate them. He was becoming increasingly 
depressed, saying that now his life’s work was secure in 
the Museum, he should die when his work was all done. 
On Friday October 22, he left 22 Burton Crescent without 
saying ‘Good morning’, as he invariably did under normal 
circumstances. The butcher Charles Scott saw Borschitzky 
leaning against the railings in Duke’s Street, not far from 
Burton Crescent, when there was suddenly the gleam of 
steel as the despondent old man cut his own throat with a 
razor. Scott took the razor away from him and called a police 
sergeant nearby, and Borschitzky was taken to University 
College Hospital, where he expired an hour after admission.

The coroner’s inquest on John Francis Borschitzky was 
opened on October 26 1897. Several witnesses gave an 
account of the old composer’s final hours alive, and a letter 
left behind by him was read aloud: 

To the Coroner, - Sir, - My weak eyes are the cause of 
my suicide, and I fear to become a burden to others. 
As I have no relative that I know of alive, and my forty 
years’ work might be scattered anyhow, so for the 
last two years, when my eyes began to trouble me, I 

spent all my spare time and money to have the music 
plates corrected and re-engraved, and my manuscripts 
revised, as I wish to leave them to posterity. Now, all 
my works are in the British Museum for the next 
generations, whenever they may be wanted. The 
pleasure the working at my compositions gave me is 
an ample reward to me. I thank God that He sent me to 
England, and just at the time (1849) when my service 
in pedagogia music was wanted. I thank the English 
people for their hospitality. All my employers are the 
originators of my compositions. I published the music 
for my own use. If I kept it quasi-secret, it was because 
I could not do justice to both business and profession. 
I have never been really ill, but now it seems to me 
that all the ills man is heir to have accumulated in an 
indescribable agony. This is not wilful murder. But it 
would be wrong for me to complain, for nobody could 
wish for a more agreeable visit for three-quarters of a 
century than I have had. Even in the fourth quarter I 
joyfully prepared my works for the British Museum. My 
feet are trembling, I feel I am going to do wrong, but it 
must be done. It is my last effort in this world. Yours 
&c J.F. Borschitzky PS Please sent the enclosed to Miss 
Blumenthal. She is executrix of my last will.

But all the old composer possessed in the world was the 
copyrights for his long-forgotten music, which he left to the 
Orphanage for Children of Musicians.



We must rejoice that Ford Madox Ford devoted himself 
to literature rather than criminology or murder house 
detection, since his account of John Francis Borschitzky’s  

Vignettes on the Burton Crescent murder,  
L-R:  The house in Burton Crescent; The area in Burton Crescent; Mary Donovan 

from Lloyd’s News, October 13 1907
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An old photograph of the murder house at No. 4 Burton Crescent

various misadventures hardly contains a true word. Firstly, 
the old composer was involved in the first Burton Crescent 
murder of 1878 rather than the Euston Square murder of 
1879; secondly, he was a witness rather than a suspect, 
and never stood trial for the crime; thirdly, he managed 
to donate his compositions to the British Museum during 
his lifetime, and the real motive for his suicide was failing 
eyesight and a fear of becoming dependent on other people. 
There is nothing to suggest, from the original accounts of 
the Burton Crescent murder, that Borschitzky was nearly 
blind already at that time, that he got himself stained with 
blood, or that he was ever arrested by the police. By all 
accounts, Ford Madox Ford was fully compos mentis when 
he wrote his book of memoirs in 1930 or so, nor is there 
evidence that he did use drugs or drink to excess, but his 
memories of his old violin master seem to have undergone 
a strange, phantasmagorical transformation in his mind, to 
involve murder, scandal and a pointless suicide.



On the Burton Crescent murders, see J. Bondeson, Rivals 
of the Ripper (Stroud 2016) and Ripperologist 149.



JAN BONDESON is a senior lecturer and consultant rheumatologist 
at Cardiff University. He is the author of Rivals of the Ripper, Murder 
Houses of London, The London Monster, The Great Pretenders, Blood 
on the Snow and other true crime books, as well as the bestselling 
Buried Alive.

The remaining terrace of Cartwright Gardens as it stands today
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INTRODUCTION

A victorious warrior begins his homeward journey 
as a long besieged city lies in ashes and ruins. As the 
gods quarrel over his fate, he wanders for many years, 
encountering nymphs, princesses, witches, ghosts 
and monsters. 

A young man leaves his ancestral home to seek his 
fortune in Paris, where he joins an élite regiment and 
makes best friends with three fellow soldiers. Together 
they defy the most powerful man in France to save the 
honour of their Queen.

A white hunter leads an expedition into the interior of 
Africa searching for the fabled King Solomon’s Mines. 

An army officer resigns his commission as his 
regiment goes to war. His reasons for doing so are strictly 
honourable, but three fellow officers and his fiancée call 
him a coward. He must redeem himself if he is to win back 
his beloved and regain the respect of his peers.

A young boy travels to a desert island in a quest for 
buried treasure. On his side stands a brotherhood of 
stalwart heroes; against him, an assemblage of dastardly 
villains led by a charismatic one-legged pirate.

These stories are all tales of adventure. It is not 
difficult to recognise them as such; yet, which exactly 
are the features which make them what they are? Some 
have defined them as tales in which danger intrudes in 
an otherwise ordinary life and still others as tales whose 
protagonists move from safety to danger and, after a 
series of stirring events, back to safety. In an 1884 essay 
Robert Louis Stevenson, who knew a thing or two about 
the subject, stated: ‘Danger is the matter with which this 
class of novel deals; fear, the passion with which it idly 
trifles; and the characters are portrayed only so far as they 
realise the sense of danger and provoke the sympathy of 
fear.’

Stevenson further identified three fairly distinct main 
classes of novels: ‘first, the novel of adventure, which 
appeals to certain almost sensual and quite illogical 
tendencies in man; second, the novel of character, which 
appeals to our intellectual appreciation of man’s foibles 
and mingled and inconstant motives; and third, the 
dramatic novel, which deals with the same stuff as the 
serious theatre, and appeals to our emotional nature and 
moral judgment.’ 

We know that tales of adventure are fast-paced and 
short in character development, that they exalt heroism 
and self-sacrifice, that they often take place in faraway 
lands and exotic locales, and that their protagonists are 
almost always men, and often men who carry swords 
or pistols or bows. While the stories are enjoyed by 
grownups of both sexes, many of them were written for 
boys. When Henry James wrote that he had been a child, 
but had never been on a quest for buried treasure – a clear 
reference to Treasure Island - Stevenson replied: ‘Here is, 
indeed, a wilful paradox; for if he has never been on a 
quest for buried treasure, it can be demonstrated that he 
has never been a child. There never was a child (unless 
Master James) but has hunted gold, and been a pirate, and 
a military commander, and a bandit of the mountains; 
but has fought, and suffered shipwreck and prison, and 
imbrued its little hands in gore, and gallantly retrieved 
the lost battle, and triumphantly protected innocence and 
beauty.’ 

Tales of adventure have existed at all times in all 
literatures. One of the earliest, The Odyssey, was the 
creation of a Greek poet in the 8th century BC. The Middle 
Ages saw the advent of the romance, a term loosely used, 
in J A Cuddon’s words, ‘to describe a narrative of heroic 
or spectacular achievements, of chivalry, of gallant love, 
of deeds of derring-do.’ The exploits of King Arthur and 

Victorian Fiction

Gleams from the Dark Continent: 

The Wizard  
of Swazi Swamp
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Edited with an introduction by Eduardo Zinna
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Sir Lancelot, of Alexander and Achilles, of Charlemagne 
and Roland, of the Cid Campeador and the Caballero Zifar, 
of Grettir the Strong and Erik the Red, stimulated the 
medieval imagination. In 1719, Daniel Defoe produced a 
template for the modern adventure tale in 
Robinson Crusoe. The nineteenth century 
brought widespread literacy, an expanding 
reading public, cheaper and faster printing 
machinery and, as a consequence, an 
unprecedented proliferation of books, 
newspapers and magazines. These 
publications consumed large amounts of 
fiction and non-fiction as they strove to 
meet demand. Tales of adventure, detective 
stories, ghost tales and science fiction novels 
thrived. 

Many authors of the adventure tale were 
British and American, and so were their protagonists. By 
contrast, their sidekicks and adversaries often belonged 
to other races and other countries. Noteworthy among 
writers of other nationalities who also 
contributed to the flourishing of the genre 
were the Frenchmen Alexandre Dumas and 
Jules Verne, and the Italian Emilio Salgari. 
They penned adventure classics whose 
main characters were French, Italian, Indian, 
Chinese or Malay, and their villains, on 
occasion, American or British. 

It has been pointed out that British 
tales of adventure tend to deal with the 
acquisition and preservation of the Empire 
and American ones with the exploration and 
expansion of the frontier. In both cases, the 
protagonists are usually treated with great 
reverence and the local populations with a modicum of 
disdain. These narratives are often Manichean in nature 
and have no room for equality among cultures or respect 
for noble foes; they describe conflicts between the powers 
of light and the demons of darkness as understood by 
people who at that time held a strong view of their own 
superiority. The more debased, vicious and savage their 
opponents were made to appear, the more gallant the 
tale’s heroes looked. The terms casually used in some of 
these stories to describe other nationalities and other 
races would be unacceptable in our politically correct era. 

Our Victorian Fiction selection for this issue of 
Ripperologist has for protagonists a couple of British 
adventurers, Frank Denviers and Harold, the narrator, and 
Hassan, their Arab guide. After winding their way through 
Asia in a series of stories later collected as Shafts from 
an Eastern Quiver, they head for Africa in further stories 
collected as Gleams from the Dark Continent. Early in their 
African journey, they assist Kass, a Wadigo chieftain, and 

his tribe in their struggle against a band of Arab slavers. 
To show their gratitude, Kass and several Wadigos follow 
Denviers and Harold and feature prominently in their 

subsequent adventures.

The author of The Wizard of Swazi 
Swamp, Charles J Mansford, is a bit of an 
enigma himself. No information but the 
most basic is readily available about him. 
He was born Charles Jodrell Mansford 
in Finchley, Middlesex, in 1863, and was 
by profession a schoolmaster. In 1896 he 
was Headmaster of the newly reopened 
Lady Manners School, also known as the 
Bakewell Grammar School, a secondary 
school located in Bakewell, a market town in 
the Peak District National Park, Derbyshire. 
Mansford was a regular contributor to the 

Strand, Pall Mall and Windsor magazines and published 
several adventure and boy’s school novels and stories. 
The former included the above-mentioned Shafts from an 

Eastern Quiver and Gleams from the Dark 
Continent, The Great Green Serpent, Under 
the Naga Banner, A Bride’s Experiment. A 
Story of Australian Bush Life, The Adventures 
of Mark Paton and Other Stories, and Sword 
of Scarlet. His boy’s school novels included 
Bully, Fag or Hero, Fags and the Kings, 
Prefect and Fag and The Fourth Form at 
Westbourne. Mansford died on 18 January 
1943.

The Wizard of Swazi Swamp was 
published in The Strand Magazine No. 56 
(August 1895). A character in the story is 
Swazi, King of the people and the land that 

bear his name. There was in the 18th century a King called 
Mswati – another form of Swazi. The Kingdom of Swaziland 
became a British Protectorate in 1906, and held this status 
until 1968, when it became an independent country. On 
19 April 2018, King Mswati III announced that Swaziland 
would now be known as the Kingdom of eSwatini to mark 
the 50th anniversary of its independence. The new name, 
eSwatini, means ‘land of the Swazi’ in the Swazi language.

I have taken the text of this story from its original 
publication in the Strand. As usual, I have updated 
spelling and punctuation to bring them in line with 
modern usage. I have also made one substantive change. 
In one passage, Mansford refers to a lion cub as a ‘whelp’. 
At the time, ‘whelp’ meant ‘young of lion, tiger, bear or 
wolf’. At present, according to the OED, that acceptation 
is archaic and ‘whelp’ means only ‘young dog, puppy’. I 
have accordingly substituted ‘cub’ for ‘whelp’ in the text to 
avoid any possible confusion.

50

Ripperologist 162  June / July 2018



I.

Tongues of silvery water ran in and lapped the rock-
strewn beach of an island on which we were encamped 
some weeks after our adventure at the strange City of Kor. 
In order to rest our Wadigo followers after a dreary march, 
we had constructed some boats of bark, and crossed the 
lake with the intention of remaining several days upon the 
thickly- wooded island. 

On the second night after our arrival it fell to the turn of 
Kass to keep watch, and, wishing to consult him on some 
matter, I joined the Wadigo. For some time afterwards we 
stood together, silently looking across the great sweep 
of waters, studded as they were with massy scarlet and 
white flowers, which raised their cup-like blossoms above 
the rippling surface of the lake. Suddenly Kass, whose 
peculiar dialect had become familiar, laid his hand upon 
my shoulder and pointed warningly to a dark speck upon 
the water. 

‘See!’ he whispered; ‘there; something moves upon the 

lake.’ 

Nearer and nearer the object came, until at last we 
knew it to be a canoe, as we saw the prow cleaving the 
waters, while the paddles were swiftly plied. Watching it 

closely in the light of the moon and yellow lantern stars, 
we saw that its sole occupant was a woman. 

‘What can she be out upon the lake alone for at night?’ I 
asked Kass, glancing into the Wadigo’s face. 

He returned no answer to my question, for, at that 
moment, the woman’s keen eyes caught sight of us as we 
stood watching her. Then, to our surprise, she rose in the 
canoe and seemed to beckon us. Again she grasped the 
paddles, and, uttering a cry of entreaty, she turned her 
frail vessel towards a narrow inlet, after entering which 
she leapt upon the low, rocky bank, and immediately 
afterwards flung herself prostrate before us. 

Kass gently raised her, and while I looked curiously at 
the woman, he endeavoured to learn from her why she 
had so strangely sought us out. From the many rows of 
shells which covered the garment of goatskin she wore, as 
well as from a bracelet of teeth adorning her right arm, I 
judged that the woman belonged to a tribe which Kass had 
recently described to us. Her features, however, were cast 
in a different mould, for in spite of the two huge tiger’s 
teeth which disfigured her ears, the woman seemed to 
represent a rather refined tribe of Africans. Her half-
clothed, and somewhat slender, form was surmounted 
by a fine, shapely head, while her skin was olive in hue, 
rendering prominent the intense black colour of her thick, 
clustering hair. I noticed, too, that Kass, after addressing 
her in the Wadigo dialect, quickly changed it for another 
of which I knew nothing. After a few minutes had elapsed 
the Wadigo turned to me and asked:

‘Would the White Chiefs care to go on a journey to save 
a man’s life?’ 

‘Where do you want us to go, and when?’ I said, 
answering his question with another. 

‘Where, I know not,’ he replied, ‘yet if the moon departs 
before ye reach the place, then shall ye be too late.’ 

‘Then I can promise nothing, Kass,’ I answered, ‘but 
come, I will wake the other White Chief, and then you 
must explain what it is that this woman seeks.’ 

We moved away together to where the rude huts which 
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our Wadigo followers had constructed were situated, and 
hastily rousing Denviers and Hassan, our Arab, we held a 
hurried consultation. From what Kass said, every minute 
was of importance, since we had some distance to cover if 
we agreed to make the adventure. We could get no clear 
idea from the woman’s words as to what was required of 
us. She had somehow heard that we were encamped upon 
the island, and, having a very exaggerated opinion of white 
men and their prowess, she wildly besought us to launch a 
canoe and make for a spot she would point out. 

‘Rather a queer request to make, certainly,’ commented 
Denviers to me, aside. ‘This woman evidently supposes 
that because we are white, instead of black, we have 
charmed lives.’ 

‘Kass tells me that her name is Mwicha. She declares 
that our Snakes are good,’ I replied, with a smile, ‘meaning, 
I suppose, that we are kindly protected by Fate from 
assegai thrusts. Shall we go?’ 

‘We may as well,’ he answered. ‘If a chance occurs on 
the way, we must try to learn from the woman what the 
object of our journey is to be, and, above all, we had better 
take our rifles with us.’ 

Leaving Hassan in charge of the camp, as we usually 
did, we quickly launched one of our bark canoes. The 
Arab watched our craft depart, little knowing under what 
circumstances we should see our faithful guide again. The 
woman sat in the stern, Kass in the prow of the canoe, 
while Denviers and I used the flat paddles with a will. 

Crossing the lake, we kept in the shadow of the trees 
which fringed the mainland, and so, for an hour or more, 
our frail canoe was thrust rapidly forward. Suddenly the 
silence of the night was broken by a great sound, the like 
of which, previous to that hour, we had not heard during 
our expedition across the Dark Continent. Mwicha, the 
native woman, bent forward and grasped my hands; 
understanding her movement, I ceased paddling, Denviers 
at once following my example. I heard the ripple of the 
water against the prow of the canoe as the latter went on 
some yards without being propelled, then again all was 
silent, till once more the place resounded with the noise 
which we had heard before. 

Taking a paddle from Denviers’s hand, Kass pressed the 
blade upon the bank, and then the four of us landed when 
the canoe lay alongside. Noiselessly we advanced, breast 
deep in reeds and rank herbage, till we saw before us a 
clear space, beyond which the trees rose once more. 

‘Down, Harold, down!’ whispered Denviers to me, 
hastily. ‘Look!’ 

We stooped at once and became motionless, then, 
glancing ahead, we saw whence the noise had come, and 
its cause. Down at the water’s edge we saw a lioness and 

a cub, while standing as guard over them was the male, 
his head being turned towards us as he grandly woke the 
echoes of the wilds about him. With the instinct of hunters, 
we raised our rifles. In a moment the woman, Mwicha, 
grasped mine by the barrel with one hand as she raised 
the other warningly and pointed towards the stem of a 
huge tree opposite, muttering something unintelligible 
into my ear as she did so. 

‘Wait and watch,’ so Kass explained her words. ‘We are 
in time at the Place of the Lions. Perhaps the lion may slay 
instead; who knows ?’ 

Something moved from behind the tree which faced 
us, whereupon the lioness, quick to take alarm, seized the 
cub in her mouth and dashed into cover, springing almost 
upon us as she went past. The male turned his head and 
faced the spot where a slight rustling had occurred - then, 
armed with a great shield of hide and a single assegai, 
there came forth a man who deliberately faced the angry 
beast. 

A strange, weird-looking being he was at whom we 
glanced. His hair, which was almost white, owing probably 
to his extreme age, hung down to his waist in matted 
disorder; while surmounting it he wore a curious head-
dress. The latter, like the apron which fell from his loins, 
was made of jackal skins, while fastened upon it were 
numerous beads and curious charms. Although his back 
was bent and his black skin was shrivelled upon his long, 
attenuated limbs, he turned a fierce and malignant glance 
upon the infuriated animal, which showed that he, at least, 
did not fear the result of the approaching combat. 

‘Nyoko, the great King’s wizard!’ the woman muttered. 
‘First the lion then the man will he slay, that the King may 
live! Would that blunt were his assegai and blind his eyes, 
that his naked feet might slip in his own life-stream, and 
the moon light up the lion feasting on his quivering flesh ! ‘ 

‘A very amiable wish, certainly,’ commented Denviers 
to me, as Kass explained its meaning. ‘To me it looks 
remarkably as if Nyoko, the distorted savage opposite, has 
the chance of a speedy release from life, unless when he 
seems to be getting the worst of it we can shoot the lion. 
Look!’ He stopped; for the strange combat between man 
and brute had begun. 

With one tremendous spring the lion was upon him; but 
Nyoko, the wizard, agilely slipped aside, quickly turning to 
face his foe in an instant. With his shield held so that it 
almost covered his body, the wizard peered over the top of 
it, holding his assegai ready. At him the lion sprang again, 
and a second time the wizard’s skill stood him good service 
in his need. Then, as the brute went by, Nyoko thrust hard 
at it with his assegai, but missed his mark. Retreating 
quickly a few yards, he waited for the attack once more. 
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I almost betrayed our presence as I gave a sharp, though 
low, cry at what followed, for so far as we then knew, the 
natives were possibly watching the contest concealed by 
the trees before us, although, as we afterwards discovered, 
it was not so. Bounding through the air, the lion struck the 
wizard’s shield a tremendous blow with its paws. Down 
to the earth the man went, covered by his shield of hide, 
as the maddened beast crashed heavily upon him. Then to 
our astonishment, just as we covered the brute with our 
rifles, Nyoko, raising his head and arm, suddenly lunged 
upward and nearly buried his assegai in the lion’s body. 
A dull roar of mingled wrath and mortal pain seemed to 
shake the ground on which we stood, then we saw the 
wizard extricate himself from beneath the shield on which 
the lifeless body of the lion fell, and rising, he bent over his 
defeated foe, straining with his two hands to tug out the 
assegai. 

We watched the wizard curiously, as he deftly stripped 
the skin from his slain enemy, then, throwing the trophy 
upon his arm, seized his shield and struck rapidly into 
the gloom of the forest trees before us. I turned hastily to 
Denviers and asked: 

‘Shall we follow him?’ 

Before my companion could reply, however, Mwicha, 
the native woman, who seemed to grasp the meaning of 
my words, motioned to where our canoe was fastened, and 
pointed there silently, as if our way must be upon the lake. 
Kass moved off immediately in the direction indicated, and 
knowing the value of his guidance in places so unknown 
as that, we at once followed him. Entering the canoe, we 
forced it rapidly but cautiously forward. After a while 
we found ourselves coasting along a swampy part of the 
mainland, which, for some distance inland, the waters of 
the lake inundated. With considerable difficulty the canoe 
was paddled up a shallow arm of the lake, until beyond 
the swamp the ground lay high as we passed on, with a 
scanty fringe of trees lining either bank, which broadened 
out farther on into dense forest land. 

‘Stay!’ cried Mwicha, suddenly. ‘When the wizard is seen 
to pass we must follow afoot,’ and accordingly we waited. 

‘Kass,’ said Denviers to our Wadigo, who had changed 
his position in the canoe in order to converse with Mwicha, 
‘why have we been brought here?’ 

‘Soon shall ye know,’ the Wadigo answered, ‘for we are 
past the dreaded swamp of Swazi, and Mwicha has told me 
why she seeks our aid. Strange is the reason; stranger still 
what ye shall see and hear. Listen, then!’ 

II.

‘I am not of the tribe that Swazi, King of the land which 
bears his name, has rule over, although in the hut of one 

of his chiefs of late have I lived,’ began Kass, repeating 
the words which Mwicha, the native woman, had used. 
‘As many as the leaves of the forest are the young men 
of Swazi, whose spears and assegais are early washed in 
the blood of their foes. So feared are they, that the tribes 
dwelling about the lake to meet them in battle dare not, for 
their strength bends and breaks when Swazi shields crash 
against theirs, as they follow the chiefs who lead them on. 
So it comes about that, in fear, many tribes have owned 
Swazi’s rule, and sent great presents to him that he may let 
them live, nor blot them out, as often they fear he will do. 

‘Among the tribes whom Swazi once reduced was that 
of the Wanas, which held out longest against him, but their 
King being slain, at last they yielded, and Swazi named 
Chika, a young chief, as their headsman under him. Much 
as the latter wished to shake off Swazi’s yoke he could not, 
for the Wanas became like children; they ceased to point 
their assegais, nor longer slew the great forest beasts that 
their skins might become hard and tough for the making 
of shields of hide. So Swazi, who knew these things, was 
glad, and as the men of this conquered tribe became many, 
some of them he took as slaves and others he sold to the 
Arabs, who, as ye know, ever deal in such wares. Heavier 
and heavier, harder and harder to bear, became the tribute 
paid to Swazi, who at last sent a chief, saying that Chika 
was disloyal, and calling upon the tribe to slay him. He 
demanded, too, that every head of cattle within the land 
where the Wanas dwelt should be driven into his, Swazi’s, 
country, that he might share them among his own people. 

‘Chika, the chief of the Wanas, listened in silence to the 
demand for his death and the spoliation of his tribe, till the 
chief who brought the hard request had concluded it. 

‘“Go now,” he said; “tell Swazi, your great King, that in 
three days he shall be answered.”
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‘“Swazi will not wait; he needs at once the Wanas’ 
answer,” cried the other.

‘“May I not live even three days?” asked Chika. “Leave 
me, lest I have thee speared! My message to Swazi has 
been spoken.”

‘Then the chief returned to Swazi. While gathering the 
men and women of the Wana tribe about him upon the 
plain where now is the great swamp, but which then was 
dry, Chika stood before them, spear in hand, and told of 
Swazi’s demand. 

‘“Ye Wana slaves,” he cried, “how long will ye be bought 
and sold like dull herds of cattle, without resisting Swazi’s 
demands? Whose hut has not lost one that he has asked 
for, and ye have given? Day after day ye work the ground, 
ye, who should leave such toil to women, and fit spear 
and assegai to your hands. Yet once, by Swazi’s tribe, was 
feared the bare name of Wanas, whom then great chiefs 
led on. So low are ye sunk that Swazi asks for your cattle - 
he thinks they will sell to traders for more than ye do. Still, 
he remembers that once ye were men; and fearing again 
ye may be, he seeks to slay me, lest turning at last upon the 
oppressor with me, ye blot out each one of his tribe.” 

‘Then Chika, holding out to those about him the heavy 
spear he gripped, continued: 

‘“Spear me, spear me, ye Wanas, that, unlike ye, I may 
die as a man should!” 

‘No one took the proffered spear, and Chika, glancing at 

them, saw that they were slowly kindling with the fire of 
his words and gestures. 

‘“Worse things yet shall come upon ye than ye suffer 
now like cattle!” he went on; “for when the tribes about 
shall want a word to mean a great coward, they shall call 

the one they taunt a Wana, and tell how Swazi blotted ye 
out. Are ye so afraid, ye who are the sons of chiefs? Chika, 
the one left to ye by your King, who fell in battle, asks will 
ye slay or be slain? If your tongues are heavy with fear and 
ye cannot lift them to answer, let your women speak and 
say, which shall it be?” 

‘“We will slay!” the Wanas cried, hoarsely, as they wildly 
flung up their hands in assent to Chika’s words. 

‘“Then back to your huts,” the chief cried: “night and 
day shall ye work to make shields and assegais as best ye 
can, for in three days the men of Swazi shall know that the 
Wanas, smitten too sorely, have turned at last!” 

‘Throughout the tribe that night the making and fitting 
of weapons went on. When day dawned, the Wanas slew 
their cattle, drying the steaming hides quickly in the sun, 
to turn them into shields. At last Swazi, receiving not the 
cattle nor the dead body of Chika, sent a band of braves 
into the Wanas’ territory. Of these but one returned to his 
tribesmen to tell them how the Wanas had risen and slain 
those who had gone there with him against them. 

‘Then Swazi sharpened his spears and assegais, and led 
his remaining warriors, who were as many as are the ants 
of a hill, against the revolted tribe. 

‘All that day, shield to shield, hand to hand, spear 
splintering spear, they fought - yea, they slew and were 
slain in turn, till the grey grass grew scarlet, and the earth 
could not sop up the pools upon it, which were as red as 
the waters of the lake are each day when the sun is lost 
and night comes on. Ah! Chika, the brave chief, was slain, 
and his great men also; yet the Wanas fought grimly on; 
yea, here and there a woman seized spear or assegai, as 
fitted her hand, and thrust at the swarming foes. On came 
Swazi’s men, still on, till not one man of the Wanas was 
living - and then Swazi won! Next the great King bade his 
braves finish their work, and women and children, too, 
were blotted out. Left for dead among a heap of slain, I’ - for 
Kass still narrated the woman’s story as if she told it - ‘yea, 
I crawled out and looked sadly upon the great plain. Even 
then the foul beasts that prowl were gorging upon those 
of my hut and tribe, who were too blind to see the wound 
which a Swazi spear had given me - for of all, I alone lived! 
Then into a hut I crept to wait the day, knowing not where 
to go, for the tribes about would not receive me, lest Swazi 
slew them because of it. 

‘The sun was up; I rose, struck into the forest, and there 
was seized by a body of braves sent by Swazi to burn the 
huts of the slain. 

‘“Why does a Wana still live?” cried one, and lifting his 
spear, he thrust it down at me as others held me fast. The 
point had touched me, when a young chief of Swazi thrust 
upward the descending spear, exclaiming: 
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‘“Spear her not. As I am Swazi’s favourite chief, the 
woman is fair!”

‘His words were listened to, and when the braves 
returned to Swazi’s territory, the young chief sought in 
turn that his deeds in battle should be rewarded by the 
great King. Asked what he wished, he begged a hut for me, 
and that I should become one of the tribe. Gladly I agreed, 
but Swazi, the King, at first would not. Yet were the words 
of the young chief smooth, and because of the many he had 
slain, Swazi heard him and consented. 

‘Not long after this, Swazi went forth to spear lions in 
the land where now is the swamp and once the Wanas 
dwelt. At night he lay down to rest where the battle had 
been, of which ye have heard. Strange things saw he, and 
in dread, he called upon Nyoko, the wizard, to explain 
what they might mean. Nyoko, who had much power over 
Swazi and desired more, soon stood before the great King. 

‘“Say on, great Swazi,” he cried; “first must thy slave 
hear what thou didst see, that he may tell what thou shalt 
see.” Then did Swazi speak strange words: 

‘“Nyoko, Ruler of the Rains and Maker of Charms to 
thy King, listen: It was night; the moon was up; among 
the reeds swashed the waters of the lake; beasts that love 
not day prowled; no wind shook the leaves; tired, I slept. 
Suddenly a sound woke me, a sound ever sweet to the ears 
of Swazi - the crash of shields and the whirring of assegais. 
Listening, I heard the cries of braves speared to death ; the 
shouts of men trampling down men; the screams of some 
thrust into the lake and drowning. Quickly I rose, seized 
shield and spear and hastened to battle. There I saw the 
Wanas in thousands, fighting against my own braves. Into 
the thick of the struggle I went and fought all through that 
night: Wana spears splintered against my shield in vain. At 
last my warriors seemed to win, when suddenly a woman 
lifted a spear and thrust at me. I felt no wound, yet strange 
it was, for in that hour I seemed to grow old; my arm 
failed; down dropped both spear and shield. My warriors 
who saw this ceased to fight, and lo! the Wanas, even they 

conquered my Swazi host. They smote them with assegais; 
thrust them through with spears; dragged them down 
with their hands as the wind flings down great trees. Then 
the waters of the lake came up and covered the land, so 
that I was forced for life to retreat. I made my way from 
the battle and sought for a place to die in, when, know that 
I stumbled. Looking down, I saw one of my braves. I bent 
and turned his body over to count the wounds upon his 
breast, and to see if I knew his face. He was not dead, for, 
lo! he rose and faced me! Then I asked why he lived when 
his tribe had been beaten in battle, and he answered me 
strangely. 

‘“‘Not dead are the men of Swazi,’ he cried; ‘surely they 
live to do thy will to the last, great King! - and he pointed 
to where lay those who had gone with me to spear the wild 
beasts. Again I touched a Swazi brave; he also rose, and 
wondered why I awoke him. Hear me, Nyoko, to whom 
many things are known. I fought not in a dream, I say, 
for my eyes saw Wana and Swazi braves contending, and 
truly did I lead on my own men. Yet long ago it is since we 
blotted out the Wanas; were the men I saw then alive that 
strange night? Say, Wizard of Swazi, what can this mean?’ 

‘Now, Nyoko, the wizard, glanced at Swazi’s shield 
and spear, and saw that they were bloodless. One enemy 
he had who laughed at his spells and charms, the young 
chief Alii, who had taken me to his hut. So Nyoko planned 
to deceive the King, and at the same time to bring trouble 
upon his enemy. 

‘“A great and a hard task is it to find out the meaning 
of what thou didst see, great Swazi,” he answered; “yet in 
three days will Nyoko, thy slave, discover its meaning!” 

‘So back to rule his tribe went Swazi, while Nyoko 
plucked simples and took strange charms by which to 
learn what the great King would know. These he cast into 
a fire, and after watching the strange shapes which the 
smoke took, he went to Swazi and said:

‘“Know, great Swazi, what thou wishest clear, is so. When 
the Wanas were slain, did all die? Not so; for a woman of 
the tribe has been permitted to dwell among us. She it was 
who appeared to thrust a spear at thee that dreadful night, 
when dead braves woke to fight in battle again. A spell is 
upon thee, great King, and thou shalt grow old even in a 
year unless it be removed. No Wana woman could bring 
this about; but she has taught one of thy chiefs to do evil to 
thee, for perhaps he longs to rule the tribe when thou art 
gone. Say, great Swazi, who can this chief be?” 

‘Swazi understood, yet because he knew that Alii had 
killed many of his foes, he would not listen to Nyoko’s 
counsel to slay him. Then it happened that a great storm 
swept the lake, so that its waters broke the banks and 
made the swamp which is even now before us. Again went 
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Nyoko to the King, pretending that Alii’s spell had caused 
this. 

‘“Lo!” he cried, “what I saw in the smoke was true, for 
the swamp which came about thee, Swazi, one night, is 
now real. Where thou didst see the warriors fight, have 
the waters come. Are Nyoko’s words wrong, then? Do not 
the men of the Swazi tribe say to each other, that every day 
their King becomes more bent? Hear me before it is too 
late, and let Nyoko cast the spell from thee.” 

‘Swazi was startled when he heard that the men of his 
tribe thought him old, for among them the elders are slain, 
that none may have to hunt to get them food - even so die 
their Kings. So Swazi bade the wizard say how he could 
avoid death, which none save Nyoko had done through the 
whole Swazi tribe. 

‘“Great Swazi, hear me,” answered Nyoko. “He who has 
bewitched thee is one of thy four great chiefs - it may not 
even be Alii, but that I cannot tell. At the Place of the Lions, 
great beasts have been seen many nights. Call the Swazis 
together this night and build the test fire, as is done in our 
tribe. I, alone, will slay a lion and bring its skin and head 
as the men are waiting thy words. To each of the four will 
I give a tooth from the lion and with it a charm. Those who 
have not bewitched thee need not fear aught, for thrusting 
their gifts into the fire, they will smoulder away. He who 
holds this spell upon thee need fear alone, for the charm 
will betray him by its flare. Let thy warriors seize him and 
spear him - so wilt thou live many years and carry a shield 
to battle. Yet, if my words thou wilt not hear, the Swazi 
tribe will be blotted out, even as thou didst so strangely 
see, for without thee who can lead them to win battles and 
spear their foes?” 

‘So Swazi has gathered his men about a fire in the forest, 
and they wait for Nyoko to carry to them the spoil of the 
lion and his charms. Whose portion think ye will flare save 
that of Alii, in whose hut I dwell? Will ye not save the chief 
I love? Nyoko fears the waters of the swamp, or would 
have come the way I brought ye -’ 

Kass stopped suddenly. We had no time to think of the 
danger that such an enterprise might bring us, for the 
Swazi woman at that moment left the boat, and concealed 
by a tree from Nyoko’s view, pointed out the wizard, even 
then on his way to the tribe. 

‘Come!’ she cried. And gripping our rifles we followed 
her as she cautiously led the way through the dense forest. 

III.

Nyoko, the wizard, who little suspected that he was 
being followed by us, kept on his way steadily for an hour 
or more, when the rude huts of the Swazi tribe were seen 
to rise up before us. Keeping under cover, we advanced 
until we came to a clearing, where we saw a number of 

Swazi’s men gathered about a fire, as the woman had 
declared. No sooner did Nyoko appear than the braves 
beat their spears upon their shields and loudly cried out 
the wizard’s name. Cautiously we drew nearer still, until 
we could distinguish the great King himself, who stood so 
that the glare of the glowing wood lit up his face distinctly. 
Nyoko had evidently persuaded him that his strength was 
really failing him, for, although he was scarcely of middle 
age, the King leant heavily upon a spear as he glanced into 
the wizard’s face when the latter approached. 

The braves drew to left and right as Nyoko advanced, 
and then we saw that four of them carried neither shield 
nor spear, while the rest glanced at them curiously as the 
wizard fronted the King. 

‘See!’ cried Nyoko, as he held up the tawny hide, to 
which the head still adhered, ‘great Swazi, the lion is slain!’

The wizard flung his trophy on the ground at the King’s 
feet; then, with the point of a spear, he dug out four of 
the lion’s teeth. These he placed each in a small bundle of 
herbs, whereupon the King harangued the tribe, evidently 
explaining to his braves the purpose for which they were 
assembled. Kass explained to us his concluding words as 
the braves caught them up and cried: ‘Yea, the innocent 
shall live, the guilty shall die!’ 

We watched the wizard as he approached the four 
unarmed braves and gave to each man his portion; 
then, standing beside the King, he waited for them to 
come forward to essay the strange test. We saw the first 
approach and fling his share upon the glowing wood. A 
great wave of anxiety passed over the brave’s face, as he 
waited in fear the result. Beyond a little smoke, nothing 
came from the fire, and those who favoured him at once 
raised a cry of satisfaction that he was not doomed to die. 
The second of the four next threw in his portion; he, too, 
escaped. Then Alii, the third of the unarmed braves, stood 
out. A great-limbed fellow he seemed, as he approached 
the fire and, without a quiver of his muscles, flung down 
his portion. Scornfully he glanced into the wizard’s face as, 
in a second, the fire leapt up with a great flame of scarlet 
that flung its light upon the trees around. 

‘Seize him!’ cried Nyoko, pointing to the brave as he 
spoke: ‘Alii it is who has bewitched the King! As ye are 
Swazi’s men and braves, seize the evil one; seize him, I say, 
and spear him!’ 

The guilt of Alii seemed to be at once accepted as 
proved by the others, for several of them ran forward and 
threw themselves upon the Swazi. Two of them he dashed 
to the ground with stunning blows, as they closed with 
him, but he was immediately overpowered. Forcing his 
arms behind him, the braves held him while Nyoko himself 
advanced, poising a great spear. Raising it in both hands 
he drew the weapon back above his head, the captive 
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scorning to appeal to the King even for his life.

Then, to our dismay, Mwicha, the woman who had led 
us there, dashed out from where we were concealed and 
caught from behind the wizard’s arms before he could 
crunch the spear into the body of his enemy! At once she 
was dragged away, while Nyoko again raised his spear, 
when Denviers, hastily levelling his rifle, fired at the 
wizard. Nyoko flung up his arms apart, then with the spear 
still gripped in one hand, he fell heavily forward at the feet 
of the brave whose death he had so subtly planned! 

‘Look out, we are in for it this time,’ cried Denviers to 
me as the Swazis turned and poured quickly down upon 
us. We beat them off with the butts of our rifles, clubbing 
them as they gathered about us, Kass doing all that he 
could to help us in that one-sided combat. 

‘Why are ye here?’ asked Swazi, when we were 
overpowered and dragged before him. Kass gave a reply 
which, as we expected, failed to appease Swazi. 

‘How came ye here?’ continued the King. Kass explained 
that we had entered his territory by way of the swamp. 

‘Then by way of the swamp shall ye die; so too shall the 
one ye came to save, since Nyoko is slain,’ he answered. 
At a sign from the King we were thrust from his presence, 
shut up in a mud hut, and closely guarded till day, when we 
were hurried through the forest by the way we came until 
the waters of the swamp stretched before us. Passing along 
its marshy side for some distance, the Swazis led us to a 
spot where several peculiarly-built boats were made fast 
to some upright stakes. The largest of these had paddles 
for about twenty men; its prow stood high out of the water, 
and this was adorned with a pair of buffalo horns, the skin 
of the slain animal hanging down loosely in front. Into this 
boat we were forced and held down by some of the braves, 
while the rest paddled vigorously forward to the middle of 
the swamp. 

The boat then stopped, and the Swazis began to lash 
our limbs fast together with thongs of hide, intending, we 
supposed, to throw us into the swamp to drown - when, 
suddenly, one of the braves raised an excited cry and 
pointed across the lake. We caught the sound of paddles 
striking the water, but before we could free ourselves, as 
we struggled to keep the Swazis from binding us, we heard 
the welcome voice of Hassan loudly urging on our Wadigo 
followers, whose bark canoes soon surrounded the boat in 
which we were held fast. Failing to keep them at bay, the 
Swazis flung us into the swamp and succeeded in getting 
their boat clear and away. With a few swift strokes of their 
paddles, the Swazis shot forward fifty yards or more ahead 
of the pursuing Wadigos.

‘Call to our men to return, Hassan,’ said Denviers, when 
we had been pulled into our faithful guide’s boat; and the 

Arab most reluctantly did so. 

Once more we struck across the swamp, then our 
canoes shot across the waters of the lake as we made for 
our island retreat. 

‘The sahibs have been successful, after all,’ said Hassan, 
in his grave way, ‘they have saved the one in whose cause 
they set out.’ The Arab, as he spoke, pointed to a canoe 
close to ours, and there we saw Alii, the young Swazi chief, 
who had been flung into the swamp with us. 

‘Why, surely that is Mwicha by his side,’ I exclaimed, as I 
caught sight of the woman’s face, wondering how the one 
who had led us to the chief’s rescue came there. 

‘Yes, sahib,’ answered Hassan ; ‘she heard that ye three 
were to be drowned in the swamp at day, and so for a 
second time she stole from the Swazi tribe and made for 
the island. Hearing how badly it fared with the sahibs, 
Hassan, the latchet of their shoes, manned the canoes 
with Wadigos, and waited for the Swazis to attempt their 
evil deed. Allah and Mahomet prospered us - the rest, the 
sahibs know.’ 

‘Your promptness saved our lives, Hassan,’ said Denviers, 
glancing into the Arab’s face. ‘What shall we do with these 
two : Alii, the young chief, and Mwicha, his bride?’ 

‘Let them journey with us at present, sahib,’ Hassan 
answered; ‘for we must start at once, lest Swazi may make 
an attack upon us.’ 

We changed our clothing, sodden with water and slime 
from the great Swazi swamp, then, having rested for a 
few hours, set out once more. Less than a week after, we 
entered the territory of a friendly tribe, to the King of which 
we made presents of cloth, and he, in return, allowed Alii 
and Mwicha to have a hut among those of his own people. 
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JACK THE RIPPER PICTURE BOOK
Paul Christian
CreateSpace Independent Publishing Platform, 2018
@Paul_Christian
@JackInevitable
softcover & ebook
26pp; illus
ISBN:1723485780
softcover £3.99 & ebook £1.52

This ‘book’ - and I use the 
word loosely - is a ‘taster’ for 
Paul Christian’s forthcoming 
The Inevitable Jack the Ripper. 
It’s a collection of photographs 
accompanied by a little basic 
text. You can probably find 
most of the photographs - 
or similar - on the internet 
for free and they include the 
usual photos of the victims, 
photos of the streets where 

the bodies were found, some portraits, such as ones of 
Sir Charles Warren and Walter Sickert, and a few photos 
of random things like a walking tour, a newspaper page, 
and a gravesite. Two illustrations are interesting; one 
is the author’s rough sketch of Kosminski, which is 
imaginative, to say the least, given that we have no idea 
what Kosminski looked like. The other is a photo of the 
grave of Starr Wood, and I suspect that only real Ripper 
nerds will have heard of him. He was a popular humorous 
cartoonist in the early years of the 20th century and in his 
1936 autobiography, My Life of Laughter, he mentioned 
being pursued by a mob which had mistaken him for Jack 

the Ripper. He escaped by hiding in a railway cloakroom. 

To be frank, this little collection of photos would be 
the illustrated section of any other book and not sold as a 
separate item, so it’s a cheek to charge £4 for it. 

RIPPER: THE COVERT LIFE OF WALTER SICKERT  
& TRUE IDENTITY OF JACK THE RIPPER
Thomas Elton
2018
ebook
31pp; illus;
ISBN:B07FB8WTVM
£4.53

This over-priced booklet 
is not easy to read because 
it seems to be a computer-
generated translation from 
some language other than 
English, so you encounter barely 
comprehensible sentences, 
sometimes incomprehensible 
ones, and odd things like Patricia 
Cornwell’s Portrait of a Killer: 
Case Closed called ‘Portrait of 
a Murderer, Jack the Ripper, 

Closed Business’. Aside from that, the book reproduces 
two or three of those photographs circulating on the 
internet that are supposed to be of the victims but aren’t, 
and that alone should recommend caution. 

Basically, Elton briefly explains some things about 
Walter Sickert and how he has been identified as or 
otherwise thought to have been involved with Jack the 
Ripper, briefly outlining the ‘evidence’ of Joseph Sickert, 

Reviews
Included in this issue: 

Jack the Ripper Picture Book, Ripper: The Covert Life of Walter Sickert  
& True Identity of Jack the Ripper, A Poisoned Life and more

It’s been another lean period for Jack the Ripper books and nothing on the subject worth your pennies has 
shown itself this time round, which is perhaps just as well because books concerning some other classic true 
crimes might make some demands on your spare cash (not that any cash seems to go spare these days!). 
Celebrated cases include Florence Maybrick and William Herbert Wallace, and two highlights were The Murder 
of Mary Ashford, an unsolved murder from 1817 with a repellant suspect, and a tale of gang warfare in 1920’s 
Sheffield that maybe resonates in today’s crime figures. The time travellers among you might find useful a 
couple of books about what to eat and how not to cause offence when you’re next back in the 19th century. 
As for historical mysteries, did Caligula, whose name is a synonym for depraved insanity, get a bad press, and 
can we tell from topography where King Arthur’s battles were fought? And there’s an excellent book about the 
remarkable warrior queen, Lady Æthelflaed, about whom I have learned a lot, not the least where to find “Æ” on 
the keyboard. And we round off with the unbelievable and fascinating story of the man-monster yeti.
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Jean Overton Fuller, and Patricia Cornwell, and from the 
title you might expect Elton to have settled on Walter 
Sickert for the Ripper’s mantle. But he hasn’t. Instead, he 
delves into the DNA-on-the-shawl evidence that Russell 
Edwards claimed was proof that the Ripper was Aaron 
Kosminski. Elton also says that Kosminski was ‘one of the 
six main suspects in 1888’, which, as far as we know, he 
wasn’t, and the source used by Elton for other Kosminski 
information seems to have been the Daily Mail. It’s all a bit 
confusing because Elton tends to repeat himself quite a 
bit, so he refers to the DNA stuff, dismisses it, then comes 
back to it as if Russell Edwards’ theory was something 
different. Elton cites someone named Mariusz Jankowski 
of the State Archives in Poznan, who refers to Seweryn 
Klosowski (aka George Chapman). Elton says Klosowski 
was executed in the United States.

This book is barely readable in places, isn’t based on a 
first-hand understanding of the evidence, contains errors 
and repetitive material, and, frankly, isn’t worth your time 
or your money.

BREWING IN LONDON
Johnny Homer
Stroud, Gloucestershire: Amberley Publishing, 2018
www.amberley-books.com
johnnyhomer.wordpress.com
softcover & ebook
96pp; illus (b&w and colour); biblio
ISBN:1445670256
softcover £14.99 & ebook 12.00

That October afternoon the 
metal hoop wrapped around 
the huge vat snapped, possibly 
presaging the disaster that was 
to come. The vat contained over 
one million litres of porter, a 
delicious, dark beer that was 
immensely popular with the 
market porters, from whom it 
allegedly took its name. It was 
claimed that it was first been 
brewed by a man named Ralph 

Harwood of the Bell Brewery in Shoreditch. But the huge 
vat with the snapped hoop was in the Horse Shoe Brewery 
belonging to Henry Meux and Co.’s and located at the top 
of Tottenham Court Road, where the Dominion Theatre 
now stands.

The date was 17 October 1814 and a little after the 
metal hoop snapped, the vat burst and a tidal wave of beer 
that reached 15-feet or more in height swept down the 
road, destroying two houses and drowning at least eight 

people in what must be one of the strangest disasters in 
London history: the Great Beer Flood.

Meux’s was just one of several brewers to have huge 
vats. The Red Lion Brewery’s porter vats were capable 
of holding 54 gallons, roughly 432,000 pints! It was 
widely considered to be the finest porter available. Oliver 
Goldsmith called it ‘black champagne’. 

Another brewery of note was the Albion Brewery, an 
impressive building on Whitechapel Road. It was owned 
by Mann, Crossman, Paulin and Charrington. Mann’s 
became particularly renowned for its Original Brown Ale 
(still made today, though by Marstons in Wolverhampton). 
The Albion’s tap or tap house - the nearest outlet for 
a brewery’s beer, generally part of the brewery or the 
nearest pub, and usually a showcase for the brewery’s 
beer - is particularly well-known in East End criminal 
history. On 9 March 1966, George Cornell and Albie 
Woods were drinking there when Ronnie Kray walked 
in, produced a Luger pistol, and shot Cornell in the head. 
Nobody in the pub saw anything because it was unhealthy 
to see anything when a Kray was involved, and it would be 
over two years before the twins were arrested, convicted, 
and sentenced to life imprisonment. The tap, of course, 
was The Blind Beggar pub in Whitechapel Road. A pub by 
that name has stood there since at least 1654. The current 
building was built in the 1890s.

The brewing giant was the Black Eagle Brewery in Brick 
Lane. Brewing there ceased in 1989, but in their heydey, 
they were producing as much as 500,000 barrels of beer a 
year, and in 1873 became the biggest brewer in the world. 

The remains of the Charrington brewery can be seen in 
the East End on the corner of Mile End Road and Cephas 
Avenue. 19-year-old Frederick Nicholas Charrington was 
passing a Whitechapel pub one day when he saw a mother 
in the doorway of a pub, pleading with her husband to 
leave and not spend his wages on booze. The husband 
struck the woman and knocked her into the gutter. To 
Charrington’s horror, he saw that the pub was one of 
his own. As you know, Charrington became a lifelong 
Temperance campaigner.

The pub was and to some extent still is central to 
London life and brewing was a major industry in the 
capital. Both are weaved in and out of the tapestry of 
the Jack the Ripper story and the history of the East End. 
Brewing in London is a smashing little book that packs in 
a lot of London brewing history, as well as having loads of 
black and white and colour photographs. 

Johnny Homer also has a great name for his person 
webpage - One man and his blog! 
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DINING WITH THE VICTORIANS:  
A DELICIOUS HISTORY
Emma Kay
Stroud, Gloucestershire: Amberley Publishing, 2018
www.amberley-books.com
First Published: Stroud, Gloucestershire, Amberley, 2015
softcover
256pp; illus (colour & b&w); biblio; index
ISBN:9781445677217
£9.99

The Victorian period saw huge 
changes in every aspect of eating, 
except, perhaps, healthy eating. 
Food quality improved, although 
much of it was adulterated 
- alum was added to bread, 
copper sulphate to beer, and 
so on - and the railways meant 
that food could be transported 
faster. Food preservation 
techniques improved with the 

introduction of canning, freezing, and drying, and cooking 
the food began to change as the old-fashioned cooking 
range was gradually replaced by gas and, towards the 
end of Victoria’s reign, electric ovens. Food also became 
plainer as a lot of people began rejecting the spiced and 
flavourful continental cooking that often masked inferior 
ingredients, preferring straightforward roast and boiled 
meats. People also experimented with foods from the 
Empire, soldiers returning from India bringing with them 
a taste for curry, and Jewish immigrants were noted for 
their fried fish.

John Mortimer, the creator of the immortal Rumpole 
of the Bailey, observed that Britain had given the world 
three great things: the rule of law, the herbaceous border, 
and afternoon tea. I am exceedingly grateful for all three, 
but the last holds a special place and is another Victorian 
innovation - the Victorians sat down to an unhealthily 
late dinner, so a light afternoon snack became necessary 
and it developed into something very elaborate and even 
today afternoon tea at London’s Savoy or Claridges, or the 
celebrated Betty’s in Yorkshire or (a shameless plug for 
one of my favourites) the Duddleswell Tearoom in Sussex, 
is a real and quintessentially English treat.

Emma Kay is a popular food historian who is particularly 
noted for two books about Georgian food, Dining with the 
Georgians (2014) and The Georgian Kitchen (2015), and 
a book about old kitchen utensils, Vintage Kitchenalia 
(2016). Dining With the Victorians was originally published 
in hardback in 2015, but has now been issued in softcover, 
and it’s as fascinating as it is entertaining reading.

‘Jack the Ripper’ isn’t all about the murders, it’s about 

life in the late Victorian period, and what better way 
is there for learning about it than reading about every 
aspect of its food!

ELEGANT ETIQUETTE  
IN THE NINETEENTH CENTURY
Mallory James
Barnsley, South Yorkshire: Pen & Sword History, 2017
www.pen-and-sword.co.uk
behindthepast.com
softcover & ebook
137pp; illus; notes; biblio; index
ISBN:1526705206
softcover £12.99 & ebook £9.35

If you’ve done more 
time travelling than a few 
observational trips, you’ll know 
that nothing is going to get you 
into trouble faster than behaving 
improperly, so it would be to 
your advantage if you studied 
19th-century etiquette before 
jumping into your time machine 
and disappearing to take a look 
at Jack.

Seriously, though, if you are to fully understand how 
and why people behaved the way they did, it’s essential 
to understand the conventions of behaviour. For example, 
let’s consider the famous ‘Littlechild letter’ in which 
Littlechild apologised for troubling George R Sims with 
‘one more letter on the Ripper’, and wrote that ‘Letters 
as a rule are only a nuisance when they call for a reply 
but this does not need one.’ This could be interpreted as 
a class thing, a lowly policeman apologising for writing 
unsolicited to the famous playwright and journalist. Or 
Littlechild could just be telling Sims that he didn’t expect a 
reply. But the Victorians considered it impolite not to take 
the time to reply when someone had gone to the trouble 
to write, so letters could be a bit of a pain in the proverbial 
and Littlechild may have been absolving Sims of the need 
to reply. 

Etiquette changed a great deal in the 19th century, 
which opened in the era of strict manners conveyed in 
the novels of Jane Austen and finished in the world of 
Sherlock Holmes, but in Elegant Etiquette in the Nineteenth 
Century Mallory James provides a useful and entertaining 
introduction to what was unacceptable and acceptable to 
the Victorians. It’s a fun read - James is often tongue-in-
cheek - but also informative and full of tit-bits that might 
explain and make easier to understand many small but 
possibly significant aspects of the Ripper story.
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SHEFFIELD’S MOST NOTORIOUS GANGS
Ben W Johnson
Barnsley, South Yorkshire: Pen & Sword History, 2018
www.pen-and-sword.co.uk
@BenW_Johnson
softcover & ebook
150pp; illus; index
ISBN:1526702967
softcover £12.99 & ebook £8.97

There were in excess of 
fifteen thousand overcrowded 
and unsanitary back-to-back 
houses in Sheffield in the early 
1920s, hovels as bad as anything 
the London slums could have 
offered in the 19th century, 
and home to 70,000 men who 
had returned from the hell of 
the World War to be greeted by 
rampant unemployment. For 

many solace was found in gambling, which at least gave 
the hope of winning a decent sum for a small outlay. Illegal 
gambling was rife and one of those raking in the money 
was a bookmaker and bare-knuckle boxing promoter, Sam 
Garvin, the leader of the Park Gang. He wasn’t alone; a 
rival, George Mooney, led the Sky Edge Gang, and between 
them they dominated Sheffield. Even the Chief Constable, 
Lieut. Col. Hall-Dalwood, acknowledged that the police 
were inadequate to the task of taking back control of 
the streets, and Sheffield’s gangs and gang wars were so 
notorious that they made headlines across the country.

The turning point came in 1925 when a man named 
William Plommer was murdered by Wilfred and Lawrence 
Fowler. Hall-Dalwood formed what was called the Special 
Duty Squad, a group of hard-nut coppers who became 
known as the ‘Flying Squad’. To all intent and purposes, 
the job of the ‘Flying Squad’ was to intimidate and beat up 
the gangsters, and they took to this task with considerable 
enthusiasm. The gangsters had a long reach, however, and 
Hall-Dalwood ran into difficulties with the Sheffield Watch 
Committee. He was forced into premature retirement, but 
the gangsters should have appreciated the old adage that 
it’s better to stick with the devil you know. Hall-Dalwood 
was replaced by Percy Sillitoe.

Sillitoe was a child of the year of the Ripper, having been 
born in London in May 1888. He was a policeman and 
political officer in South Africa, but returned to Britain in 
1920 and was appointed Chief Constable of, successively, 
Chesterfield, the East Riding of Yorkshire, and, in 1926, 
Sheffield. He would go on to be appointed Chief Constable 
of Glasgow (where he dealt with the notorious razor 
gangs) and Kent, before succeeding Sir David Petrie as 
head of MI5. His reputation unfairly suffered at this time 

because of the defection of spies Burgess and Maclean and 
the discovery of the Cambridge spy ring. 

As Chief Constable of Sheffield, Sillitoe augmented the 
‘Flying Squad’, supported his men in every way he could, 
and ensured that the magistrates (many of whom it was 
alleged were terrorised by the gangs into handing out 
ludicrously light sentences) toughened up and dished 
out longer sentences. Wilfred and Lawrence Fowler were 
sentenced to death and despite trying every trick in the 
book to get the sentence overturned. They were hanged, 
the Home Secretary, Sir William Joynson Hicks, turning a 
deaf ear to every appeal they made. Ben Johnson describes 
their last months and eventually days in some detail, and 
I almost felt sympathy for the two men, especially when 
the authorities sent the brothers to the gallows a day 
apart and the brother doomed to die first did everything 
he could to claim that he alone was the guilty party, but 
the authorities were determined to make examples of the 
brothers.

There is at least one other book about the Sheffield 
gangs, J.P. Bean’s excellent The Sheffield Gang Wars 
(2004), and Sir Percy Sillitoe wrote an autobiography, 
Cloak Without Dagger (1955 - the Pan paperback has a 
wonderful period jacket illustration!), but Ben W Johnson 
has done a really good job of telling a disturbing story that 
belies the book’s rather parochial title. As we face rising 
crime rates, falling detection rates, and a CPS that can’t 
cope with the modern world, Johnson’s book hopefully 
doesn’t presage the city streets to come.

A POISONED LIFE
Richard Jay Hutto
Jefferson, North Carolina: McFarland, 2018
www.mcfarlandpub.com
www.rickhutto.com
softcover and ebook
190pp; illus; notes; biblio; index
ISBN: 781476670638
softcover £36.50 & ebook £17.35

The knock on the door went 
unanswered. ‘Pop’, as Howard 
Conkrite was known to the 
locals, had made one of his 
frequent calls at the old lady’s 
house to deliver milk, pass on 
messages, and generally check 
that she was okay, but nobody 
had come to the door. The old 
lady was dead. 

It was 23 October 1941. The 
old lady was unwashed, dressed in old and torn clothes, 
and lying dead amid the filth of the little house that 
stank of dirt and mess and age, that she shared with over 
twenty cats a bed teeming with vermin. The old lady had 
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once been a young, vibrant and beautiful woman, but 
she had married an older man who promised a life of 
respectability and the security that modest wealth could 
bring, but he turned out to be an unloving drug-addict 
whose business and wealth were as much a sham as the 
respectable persona he tried to present to the world. 
Almost inevitably, she succumbed to an affair and lost her 
children, her freedom, and almost her life as a result.

The old lady, of course, was Florence Chandler 
Maybrick, the young wife of a Liverpool cotton broker, 
James Maybrick, whose alleged murder in 1889, for which 
Florence was found guilty, was a cause celebre, and who 
some people believe wrote a ‘diary’ in which he admitted 
to having been Jack the Ripper. Lots of books have been 
written about the Maybricks and I expected this one to 
be just another re-hash of the same old story, but right 
from the first paragraph of his preface, Richard Hutto, a 
historian of the ‘Gilded Age’ (roughly the last 30-years 
of the 19th century, the equivalent of the late Victorian 
period in Britain), throws doubt on the facts as we 
understand them.

In Did She Kill Him? Kate Colquhoun describes 
Florence’s mother, Caroline, the Baroness Adolph von 
Roques, as ‘a woman with a history, by all accounts portly, 
loud, a flirt, unreliable and - relatively speaking - poor...’ 
But, says Hutto, ‘Tellingly’, ‘there is no source listed for 
that statement.’ The received picture of the Baroness is a 
consequence of the ‘bad press’ she received. Hutto even 
questions Trevor Christie’s definitive Etched in Arsenic!

Hutto’s book seems thoroughly researched and his 
control of the facts makes a clear and concise reading. The 
last chapter is a short, well-written and fair assessment of 
the Maybrick diary, quite rightly focussing on the lack of 
provenance, and is as up-to-date as it can be, citing Robert 
Smith’s discovery of the electrician’s story pointing to 
the possibility that the diary was found beneath the 
floorboards of Maybrick’s home, Battlecrease House. 
Whether it was or not is altogether another matter. 

Overall, I found Hutto’s excellent book both a 
particularly good introduction to the Maybrick case and a 
fresh take on some of the received wisdom; I look forward 
to hearing what better-informed Maybrickians think. 
However, there’s an eye-wateringly expensive cover price 
(especially considering that this is a 190-page softcover 
book) and the index is awful, but there are full notes and 
a useful bibliography, and I was delighted to see Debs Arif 
and JTR Forums receive an acknowledgement!  

THE MURDER OF MARY ASHFORD:  
THE CRIME THAT CHANGED ENGLISH LEGAL 
HISTORY
Naomi Clifford
Barnsley, West Yorkshire: Pen & Sword History, 2018
www.pen-and-sword.co.uk
www.naomiclifford.com
@NaomiClifford
softcover & ebook
224pp; illus; sources
ISBN:1473863384
softcover £14.99 & ebook £10.79

Googling something recently 
led to an article in the 
Birmingham Mail about two 
murders which bore quick 
remarkable similarities. The 
victims were both women, 
both unmarried, both the same 
age. They were both returning 
home from a dance, were both 
last seen alive on the same date 
(27 May), were both killed at 
roughly the same time on a Whit 

Monday, and were both killed in the same place. In both 
cases, the main suspect was surnamed Thornton and in 
neither case was anyone convicted of the crime. What 
made these two crimes even more remarkable was that 
they were committed over a century and a half apart.

The more recent victim was named Barbara Forrest 
and apart from a newspaper report of a request by her 
parents for DNA tests, very little expanded on that original 
story of the tragedy. As for the older case, there were 
several reprints of contemporary material on the subject 
and a more recent but brief 72-page book by Patrick 
Hayes and Mandy Farrar, One Morning in May (2002), but, 
extraordinarily, no detailed analysis. Until now.

On 26 May 1817, Mary Ashford left a party in a village 
near Birmingham. She was in the company of Abraham 
Thornton, who seems to have been a thoroughly nasty 
piece of work. Six hours later she was found dead, raped, 
her body dumped in a marl pit full of stagnant water. 
Thornton soon found himself fighting for his life in court 
and not garnering any more sympathy at the time than he 
does from the modern reader, but against the expectations 
of everyone, Thornton walked free, the evidence regarded 
as deficient. What was truly extraordinary, however, was 
that Mary Ashford’s brother then brought a private charge 
of murder against Thornton, and when asked in court 
whether he pleaded guilty or not guilty, Thornton said 

WANT US TO REVIEW YOUR BOOK? 
GET IN TOUCH AT CONTACT@MANGOBOOKS.CO.UK
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“Not guilty; and I am ready to defend the same with my 
body”, and taking a pair of large gauntlets or gloves from 
his counsel, he drew one over his hand and threw the other 
to the floor - it was a challenge to one-on-one combat, 
for all the world like Guy of Gisburn challenging Robin 
Hood, and it was the last time a trial by combat would be 
allowed in a British court of law. Sadly, Ashford was short, 
not particularly strong, and unable to adequately defend 
himself against the tall and strong Thornton, so Thornton 
again walked free.

I’d dearly love to know what happened to Abraham 
Thornton. If he was guilty, I’d like to think that he met 
a particularly unpleasant fate in which he experienced 
some of the terror that Mary Ashford felt during the last 
minutes of her life, but as far as is known he went to 
America, where he married and had children. As for poor 
Mary Ashford, she was remembered for decades after 
her death, the Illustrated Police News (12 August 1882) 
stating that her grave in Sutton Coldfield was “a place of 
pilgrimage for holidaymakers from Birmingham”, which 
just goes to show that people visiting the graves of the 
Ripper’s victims today isn’t that strange. 

Naomi Clifford’s previous book, Women and the Gallows 
1797-1837 (reviewed in Ripperologist 161), was an 
anthology telling the stories of a cross-section of women 
who had been executed in the 40-years before Victoria 
ascended the throne. It was very readable but didn’t give 
Clifford opportunity to get her teeth into an analysis and 
assessment of the evidence. The story of Mary Ashford 
is quite the opposite and rises to the challenge, telling 
the story of the murder and the extraordinary court 
proceedings with skill. And above all, she very plausibly 
explains who she thinks did kill Mary Ashford. 

A gruesome murder, a fascinating story, a great book, 
let down by the lack of a much-needed index. Nonetheless, 
highly recommended.

CRIMINAL WOMEN 1850-1920:  
RESEARCHING THE LIVES OF BRITAIN’S FEMALE 
OFFENDERS
Lucy Williams and Barry Godfrey
Barnsley, South Yorkshire: Pen & Sword Books Ltd, 2018
www.pen-and-sword.co.uk
waywardwomen.wordpress.com
@Lucy_E_Williams
softcover & ebook
205pp; illus; further reading; index
ISBN:1526718618
softcover £14.99 & ebook £10.79

The sub-title of this book suggests that it is a practical 
guide to the techniques and resources available for 
researching women criminals, but not much of this 
book does that. There’s an introduction providing the 
historical context for the study of female offending: 

this is a few short chapters 
looking at the types of crime 
women committed, the types 
of punishment they received, 
how they were dealt with in 
prison and the supervision 
they received after they were 
returned to the community. 
The final part of the book is a 
detailed guide to the archival 
and online resources. These 

two parts amount to some 70 of just over 200 pages. The 
rest of the book consists of 30 case histories, or mini-
biographies, of women sent to prison or a psychiatric 
institution like Broadmoor between 1850 and 1920. 
This isn’t meant as a criticism of the book, just a warning 
that if you have criminal ancestors or are interested in 
researching the lives of female criminals, and you are 
looking for a detailed guide about how to do it, this might 
not be the book for you. 

The thirty case studies are essentially a continuation of 
the stories Lucy Williams compiled in a previous volume, 
Wayward Women: Female Offending in Victorian England 
(2016). Most of the stories are tragic tales of wasted 
lives, although some of these ladies are on the fearsome 
side and there are some stories of hope, too, such as that 
of Sarah Davies. She’d turned to prostitution when 15 
and garnered several convictions for theft, but she was 
intelligent enough to realise that she needed to get well 
away from bad influences if she wasn’t to end up in chokey 
again, and on the day of her release from prison in 1884 
she headed straight for the Discharged Prisoners’ Aid 
Society, where she sought passage to America, and... well, 
sadly, nothing more has been found out about her. One of 
the frustrations of these compilations is that the author 
hardly ever researches the victim beyond their criminal 
record. Maybe they try and the information simply isn’t 
there.

There is one thing about this book that I must confess 
I have never encountered before - the index appears to 
be for another book entirely! An index isn’t quite as 
important for this book as it is with the Mary Ashford 
book, but it’s a pity that it should have one that belongs to 
a different book.

MURDER FILES FROM SCOTLAND YARD AND THE 
BLACK MUSEUM
R. Michael Gordon
Jefferson, North Carolina: Exposit (McFarland), 2018
www.expositbooks.com
softcover & ebook
272pp; illus; biblio; index
ISBN:1476672540
softcover £19.95 & ebook £14.52
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R. Michael Gordon is perhaps 
best-known for his Jack the 
Ripper books: Alias Jack the 
Ripper (2001), The American 
Murders of Jack the Ripper 
(2005), and the The Poison 
Murders of Jack the Ripper 
(2009), in which he develops 
his argument that the murderer 
was George Chapman, and the 
Ripperish The Thames Torso 

Murders of Victorian London (2002). Murder Files From 
Scotland Yard and the Black Museum is a collection of a 
fairly substantial essays concerning roughly thirty cases, 
starting in 1837 with James Greenacre and concluding 
with the Yorkshire Ripper, Peter Sutcliffe, in 1975-80. 

However, the bibliography lists a mere thirteen books 
and a whole host of websites, which suggests to me that 
this is yet another collection lifted from the internet, 
where the material can probably be read for free. It also 
causes me to seriously doubt whether R. Michael Gordon 
actually took any of his information from the files of 
Scotland Yard’s Black Museum (now-renamed the Crime 
Museum).

This is a run-of-the-mill anthology of true crimes. If 
that’s your cup of tea, settle back and enjoy, but I can’t say 
I noticed anything to lift it from the ordinary.

THE TELEPHONE MURDER:  
THE MYSTERIOUS DEATH OF JULIA WALLACE
Ronald Bartle
Hook, Hampshire: Waterside Press, 2018
www.WatersidePress.co.uk
First Published: London: Wildy, Simmonds & Hill, 2012
softcover & ebook
265pp; illus; select biblio; index
ISBN:190997656
softcover £19.95 & ebook £9.99

The murder of Julia Wallace, 
who was battered to death in 
the living room of her home 
is one of the great true crime 
mysteries - right up there with 
Constance Kent, Florence Bravo, 
and Florence Maybrick. 

In the early evening of 
Tuesday, 20 January 1931, 
William Hebert Wallace, a 
salesman for the Prudential 
Insurance Company, went to visit 

a man named R.M. Qualtrough, who lived at 25 Menlove 
Gardens East. The trouble was, although he searched for 
45-minutes and asked for assistance from various people 

he encountered, he couldn’t find any such address. On 
returning to his home, where neighbours observed him 
having difficulty getting into his house, Wallace found the 
body of his murdered wife.

The police investigation led to Wallace’s arrest and trial 
for murder. He was found guilty and sentenced to death, 
but the verdict was quashed by the Court of Criminal 
Appeal. A lot of people nevertheless thought Wallace 
was guilty and shunned him. He died less than two years 
later. Since then the argument has raged about whether 
Wallace was guilty or innocent, and, if he was innocent, 
who the murderer actually was and in particular whether 
a man named Richard Gordon Parry was the guilty party. 

The case is either clear-cut and straightforward or 
it is mind-bogglingly intricate, every detail seemingly 
capable of different interpretations, but Ronald Bartle, 
who was formerly Deputy Chief Stipendary Magistrate 
for Inner London, has brought his legal experience to 
bear and provides a detailed analysis that makes it easy 
to get to grips with the basics. Unfortunately, Bartley’s 
book contains some startling errors that should have 
been corrected for this new edition, such as his dating on 
page 131 of the execution of Timothy Evans to 1966 (he 
was in fact executed on 9 March 1950) and Derek Bentley 
to 1968 (he was hanged at Wandsworth Prison on 28 
January 1953), but it’s still a good, basic summation of 
the case. And a quick nod to Mango Books: there doesn’t 
appear to be a volume on the Wallace case in the Notable 
British Trials series! 

A POLICE OFFICER AND A GENTLEMAN:  
AF ‘MICHAEL’ WILCOX
Clive Emsley
London: Blue Lamp Books, 2018
www.BlueLampBooks.co.uk
hardcover & ebook
205pp; illus; references; index
ISBN:9781911273363
hardcover £2.00 & ebook £5.99

Wilcox was a self-effacing 
man who often thought others 
in the running for a vacancy he’d 
applied for were better suited to 
the job, a view with which those 
serving on the selections panels 
fortunately disagreed, and he 
enjoyed a distinguished police 
career that began as a copper 
patrolling a beat in Bristol and 
ended as Chief Constable of 

Hertfordshire.

During WWII, he was sent to Salerno in southern Italy, 
was rapidly promoted to Lieutenant Colonel, reorganised 
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the Italian Police, and after the war went to Austria, where 
he worked for the Inspector General of the British Public 
Safety Branch for Austria. This was John Reginald Hornby 
Nott-Bower, whom history doesn’t remember too kindly 
as Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police from 1953-
1958. He was, it appears, a lacklustre Commissioner, 
quite the wrong man to follow Sir Joseph Simpson, and 
he did nothing to combat increasing crime rates and 
much to damage morale in the police and to discourage 
recruitment. Wilcox apparently encountered a less-than 
sparkling Nott-Bower in Austria. According to Emsley, 
“by the end of the 1940s, [Nott-Bower] was noted for 
appearing to take rather more interest in bridge and 
riding.” Nott-Bower also wrote Public Safety in Austria, 
which would appear to have been lifted almost wholesale 
from a surviving report by Wilcox and possibly two other 
men - just “a cut and paste job”, as Emsley puts it. No 
wonder the Yard was riddled with corruption!

After demob, Wilcox became the Deputy Chief 
Constable of Buckinghamshire, then Chief Constable of 
Hertfordshire until he retired. 

I should say that I didn’t think I was going to enjoy 
this book. Clive Emsley is probably Britain’s finest police 
historian, and he’s also a good writer who can tell a clear 
and entertaining story, but I’d never heard of Wilcox 
and Emsley wasn’t describing any famous cases with 
which Wilcox was involved. This book was no doubt a 
very worthy biography, but likely to prove a struggle to 
read. However, the first paragraph of the introduction 
grabbed my interest. It concerns a photograph (which is 
reproduced) of a group of policemen, two of whom, sitting 
either side of an unidentified sergeant, were PC Ernest 
Emsley, the other was Inspector Wilcox.

A Police Officer and A Gentleman is the first title 
published by Blue Lamp Books, a serious new imprint 
from Mango Books devoted to police and detective history. 
There are several interesting-looking titles in the pipeline, 
including Policing From Bow Street, in which authors Peter 
Kennison and Alan Cook look at policing before Robert 
Peel, and A Girl In Blue, the memoir of WPC Lois Easter, 
who served with the Met during the 1960s and 70s.

CALIGULA: AN UNEXPECTED GENERAL
Lee Fratantuono
Barnsley, South Yorkshire: Pen & Sword Military, 2018
www.pen-and-sword.co.uk
hardcover & ebook
262pp; colour illus; notes; biblio; index
ISBN:1526711206
hardcover £25 & ebook £18.00

In 37 AD the Roman Emperor Tiberius died and was 
succeeded by Gaius Julius Caesar Germanicus, better 
known as ‘Caligula’, which means ‘little boot’ or ‘bootikins’, 

a nickname given to him when 
he was a child by the troops on 
the Rhine. He is remembered 
by history for being a depraved 
tyrant and completely insane.

Oddly enough, Caligula, 
who was the great-grandson 
of Augustus and the son of 
Germanicus, was very popular 
when he began his reign 
at the age of 24. This was 

mainly due, perhaps, to his liberal spending and lavish 
entertainments, which came were very welcome after 
the austerity of his predecessor, Tiberius, but he became 
seriously unwell seven months into his reign and was a 
changed man when restored to health. He demanded that 
he be treated as a god, allegedly committed incest with 
his three sisters, wanted to make his horse a consul in 
the Senate, and in 40 AD, stating his intention of visiting 
Britain, he took his troops no further than the seashore, 
where he had them collect seashells. The following year, 
the Praetorian Guard tired of his dangerous absurdities 
and had him assassinated, along with his wife, Caesonia, 
and his daughter.

Historians of Caligula are disadvantaged by the loss of 
what would almost certainly have been the most reliable 
account of his life and reign, his biography in the Annals, 
by Tacitus (56-120 AD), the greatest historian of his time. 
The Annals covered the reigns of Tiberius, Claudius and 
Nero, and we know it included a biography of Caligula, 
but it was among the substantial parts of the work that 
haven’t survived. In one part that we do have; Tacitus - who 
you may recall is the earliest secular source to mention 
Christians and Christ (who ‘suffered the extreme penalty 
during the reign of Tiberius at the hands of one of our 
procurators, Pontius Pilatus…’) - said that other historians 
of these emperors had been afraid to tell the truth when 
they were alive and their hatred for them coloured their 
accounts after they were dead. With this warning that 
we should take care when using the surviving sources, 
Tacitus leaves us to wonder whether Caligula has received 
a bad press.

Caligula’s excesses have been written about many 
times, often to the exclusion of his military capabilities 
and foreign policies. In this book Lee Fratantuono has 
addressed that problem; here is a military history of Rome 
during Caligula’s reign. Over twelve chapters Fratantuono 
presents and assesses the portrayal of Caligula in various 
surviving sources, including those by Suetonius, Dio 
Cassius, Josephus, Philo, and the younger Seneca and the 
elder Pliny. He concludes with a fresh look at the Caligulan 
reign and foreign policy. As the book promises, Caligula 
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emerges a rather more competent military strategist than 
hitherto thought.

This isn’t a lightweight read, as you can probably 
imagine, but it is well worth the investment if you want to 
know about Caligula and especially if you want to explore 
something of the man other than his fabled excesses.

BADON AND THE EARLY WARS FOR WESSEX,  
CIRCA 500 TO 710
David Cooper
Barnsley, South Yorkshire: Pen & Sword Military, 2018
www.pen-and-sword.co.uk
hardcover & ebook
260pp; maps; notes; biblio; index
ISBN:1526733579
hardcover £19.99 & ebook £14.39

It’s not immediately obvious 
that there are a number of 
parallels between Jack the 
Ripper and King Arthur. The 
identity of neither is known 
(and in the case of Arthur, it isn’t 
even known that he existed) 
and the bookshops are full 
of books offering conflicting 
theories about who they were. 
Of course, Arthur is a subject 
for legitimate academic study, 

up to a point; the books theorising about who he was and 
where he lived are dismissed as the work of dishonest 
‘amateur enthusiasts’ and their publishers as cynically 
profiting from a sincere but ill-informed public interest 
in the subject (Professor Guy Halsall in World of Arthur). 
Jack the Ripper isn’t legitimate, although there is some 
slight academic awakening to the public interest in the 
subject. The trouble is, in both cases the focus of interest 
is theorising about the identity, not facing up to the fact 
that the identity, if ever it was known, is irretrievably lost. 
It’s a futile exercise, perhaps, but so is trying to resolve 
The Mystery of Edwin Drood (see below).

An alternative approach to the subject of Arthur at least 
is an examination of topography and related archaeology. 
If we can’t know who Arthur was, perhaps we can see if 
the events associated with him (and his supposed and 
real successors) can be identified through a study of how 
archaeological finds show the passage of peoples and 
how that might fit with the written record. In this book, 
Cooper brings his experience as a Lieutenant Colonel 
in the British Army with a Masters degree in Defence 
and International Affairs to bear on how those Dark 
Age military commanders would have conducted their 
campaigns.

Arthur lived, if he lived at all, in the 5th century, one 

of the most crucial times in British history. For 350 years 
- that’s as long as we are from the reign of Charles II - 
Britain had been part of the Roman Empire and protected 
by large numbers of highly-trained soldiers, but, as the 
5th century dawned, the Roman troops were withdrawn 
and the Britons, ill-equipped in every sense, were told to 
defend themselves.

According to tradition, British shores were raided by 
various tribes of people called Alamanni, Angles, Frisians, 
Jutes, and Saxons, and the Britons followed a common 
Roman practice of hiring some of them to fight against 
the others, the mercenaries (the Romans called them 
foederati) being given land on which to settle as payment. 
However, the mercenaries turned against the Britons, the 
government collapsed and the leaderless Britons were 
helpless against their enemy. A 5th-century ecclesiastic 
named Gildas wrote a harrowing account of the death 
and destruction wrought from one shore to the other 
before the Britons managed to rally under a man named 
Ambrosius Aurelianus. Victories were won by both 
sides, but eventually, the Britons defeated the enemy so 
resoundingly that it took them half a century to recover. 
This battle, says Gildas, was fought at an unidentified 
place called Mount Badon. Tradition - though not Gildas - 
identified the leader as Arthur.

We now know that the horrendous destruction as 
described by Gildas is a considerable exaggeration, 
utterly unsupported by the archaeological evidence, but 
Cooper plausibly argues that what Gildas describes was a 
campaign fought by the Britons against the South Saxons 
under the leadership of their ‘king’, Ælle, who is thought 
to have ruled from c.477 to c.514. He was a particularly 
powerful king, identified by Bede as the first bretwalda, 
a term apparently meaning something like overlord 
or overking, indicating that he held authority over the 
Saxons of at least southern Britain. Strangely, however, 
after recording a few battles fought by Ælle, the Anglo-
Saxon Chronicle says nothing further about the South 
Saxons until recording the baptism of one of their kings 
in 675. This silence suggests that Ælle and the South 
Saxons suffered a military catastrophe that could well fit 
with Badon. Cooper further speculates that the location 
of Badon was Badbury Rings, a spectacular hill fort in 
east Dorset which has been identified with Badon since at 
least the 19th century. 

For me, the problem with this neat idea is that Gildas 
puts the battle almost immediately after the departure of 
the Roman troops, c.410, and locates the mercenary army 
in Kent. Nothing he says really allows us to infer that they 
embarked on a campaign of land seizure, and in fact he 
says that after the initial uprising they returned to the 
lands on which they had been settled. Nor does Gildas 
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say that they ever left those lands, the implication being 
that they were attacked and the Ambrosian victory was 
won there. Subsequent battles could, therefore, be seen 
as purely localised, the enemy seeking to move beyond 
their territories and the Britons trying to contain them. 
All the battles, including Badon, might have been fought 
in or near Kent.

Nevertheless, whether the Ambrosian wars were 
fought in Kent against an unknown enemy in the first half 
of the 5th century, or were later battles against Ælle and 
the South Saxons, Cooper may well have identified the 
movement of the latter towards the West Country. 

David Cooper also adds the weight of military evidence 
to many theories about the formation of Wessex, not 
the least of which being that the founder of the West 
Saxon dynasty may have been a Briton or part-Briton. 
His name was Cerdic, which was long ago noted as being 
Britsh, as was the name of his son, Cynric. The West 
Saxon genealogies assign British names to his father and 
grandfather, and the name of his great-grandfather seems 
to be derived from the name of a people, the Gewisse... But 
that’s another story.

I appreciate that this isn’t a book for everyone and 
certainly isn’t a primer, but it’s an interesting and thought-
provoking read about one of the great historical mysteries. 

ÆTHELFLEÆD, THE LADY OF THE MERCIANS
Edinburgh: John Donald, 2018
www.birlinn.co.uk
senchus.wordpress.com
vikingstrathclyde.wordpress.com
softcover
209pp; illus; appendix; notes; biblio, index
ISBN:9781910900161
£14.99

Another history-mystery 
coming from those times 
is Lady Ætherflæd. Almost 
everything about her life is a 
mystery, of course, but the real 
mystery is that in an age of male 
dominance she ruled an Anglo-
Saxon kingdom in her own 
right. She wasn’t the first - that 
honour goes to Seaxburh, who 
appears in some West Saxon 

regnal lists as ruling briefly in Wessex c.672, but nothing 
is known about her, whereas a fair bit is known or can be 
surmised about Ætherflæd.

One of the Germanic kingdoms created in the centuries 
following the end of Roman rule was Mercia, a name which 
probably means ‘border people’. It was located in what is 
now the Midlands. Much of the country was subservient 

to the Danes, although the tide was turning following 
King Alfred’s victory against them at Erdington in 878 
and parts of Mercia acknowledged Alfred’s overlordship, 
including its king, Æthelred, who at some point married 
Alfred’s daughter, Æthelflæd, a true warrior queen under 
whose rule Mercia reclaimed more territories from the 
Danes.

Æthelflæd died 1,1000 years ago, in 918, and, as I 
mentioned in a review of The Warrior Queen in the last  
issue of Ripperologist, the anniversary has been 
commemorated with various events, including the 
publication of three books, of which the current book, 
Æthelfleæd, The Lady of the Mercians, is the second. 
I suspect it is also probably the best. Tim Clarkson 
has written extensively about the ancient history of 
Scotland, including several books about the Picts, and 
in Ripperologist 150 I reviewed his excellent Scotland’s 
Merlin, an impressive investigation of the Merlin story, 
particularly the Lailoken legend (Lailoken was a bard 
driven mad by the slaughter he witnessed at the battle of 
Arderydd).

The current volume is typically exhaustive and 
absorbing. It isn’t heavy reading - Clarkson’s writing is 
easy to follow - but it can be a little heavy going, mainly 
because of all the strange ‘Ethel’ names, and particularly 
if you are new to the period. But Clarkson really is a 
wonderful guide and from an introduction in which he 
covers the basics, such as terminologies and sources, he 
moves through an account of Mercia and Wessex, then an 
account of Æthelflæd’s upbringing at King Alfred’s court, 
including the time she would have spent with Alfred 
hiding from the Danes. By the time you get to the last 
chapter, which looks at the legacy of Æthelflæd, you will 
have a comprehensive account of her life and times.

There are plenty of notes and sources, a full bibliography, 
and an index, plus illustrations and maps. It deserved to 
be published as a hardcover, as it will almost certainly be 
the definitive book about Æthelflæd for years to come.

THE MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD: CHARLES DICKENS’ 
UNFINISHED NOVEL AND OUR ENDLESS ATTEMPTS 
TO END IT
Pete Orford
Barnsley, South Yorkshire: Pen & Sword History, 2018
www.pen-and-sword.co.uk
hardcover & ebook
203pp; illus; notes; biblio; index
ISBN:1526724367
hardcover £19.99 & ebook £14.39

The two men went to the river together and watched 
a storm. The next morning, one of the men set out on a 
hike, but the other man couldn’t be found and the only 
jewellery he ever wore was found by the weir. Was the 
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missing murdered by the man 
off on a hike? Was the murderer 
someone else entirely? Or was 
there no murderer at all; had 
the missing man died in an 
accident or maybe not died at 
all? Unfortunately, we’ll never 
know.

The Mystery of Edwin 
Drood was the last novel 
written by Charles Dickens. 

It was scheduled to be serialised in twelve one shilling 
instalments, but Charles Dickens had completed only 
six instalments when he suddenly died on 9 June 1870. 
Since then considerable effort has been expended trying 
to figure out how Dickens planned to resolve the mystery, 
which presupposes that Dickens knew the solution, 
which he may not have done. There are clues, of course, 
even outright statements from people to whom Dickens 
allegedly confided his intentions, but all seem open to 
interpretation and re-interpretation. 

Attempts to provide an ending began almost as soon 
as it was realised that Dickens was dead and that he’d 
thoughtlessly and most frustratingly popped off without 
leaving a plot outline or chapter notes. There was even 
a trial staged in London in 1914 that involved Dickens 
scholars, with George Bernard Shaw as the foreman of the 
jury, and G.K. Chesterton, creator of the wonderful Father 
Brown stories, as the judge. In this book, Pete Orford 
guides you expertly through very nearly 150 years of 
labyrinthine theorising and speculation and bickering and 
detecting - and, ultimately, fun. Whether it’s discovering 
the identity of Jack the Ripper or the murderer of Edwin 
Drood, thinking is good for the brain, even when you know 
the solution never will be forthcoming!

YETI: AN ABOMINABLE HISTORY
Graham Hoyland
London: William Collins, 2018
WilliamCollinsBooks.com
www.grahamhoyland.com
hardcover and ebook
310pp; illus; biblio; index
ISBN:9780008279493
hardcover £20.00 & ebook £12.99

Back in the 1970s, I 
wrote something about 
supposedly mysterious 
disappearances for Pursuit, 
the journal of the Society 
for the Investigation of the 
Unexplained (SITU), which 
was edited by a colourful 
personality named Ivan 

T Sanderson. He founded the Society in 1967 and it 
enjoyed a reputation for objectively investigating reports 
of anomalous phenomena (Forteana). Sanderson, whose 
reputation has not fared well over the years, is generally 
credited with having coined the word ‘Cryptozoology’ to 
describe the study of and efforts to prove the existence of 
animals like the Loch Ness Monster and Himalayan Yeti, 
and his book, The Abominable Snowman, Legend Come To 
Life, having garnered multiple five star reviews on Amazon. 
But Sanderson himself has been dismissed as someone 
who “engaged in mystery-mongering and hype because 
that’s how he made a living”, his Yeti book is described 
as “full of... half-truths and downright fabrications”, and 
“Cryptozoology” is dismissed as a pseudoscience like 
UFOology and graphology. I mention this because Ivan 
T Sanderson crops an awful lot in Graham Hoyland’s 
excellent investigation of unknown animals.

Stories about the mysterious man-monster - some 
unknown animal or perhaps a surviving Neanderthal 
- living in the heights of the Himalayas, have been 
circulating since the days of Alexander the Great, who 
was told of something that had the body of a man but the 
horns, legs and feet of an animal, and ordered that one 
be brought to him. Perhaps needless to say, one wasn’t. 
And that’s pretty much been the trouble ever since - 
there’s no evidence. As Graham Hoyland writes, “no living 
specimen, no haplotype, no scalps, fingers, dung or even 
hair evidence worth a damn.”

Graham Hoyland is a climber (he was the 15th Briton 
up Everest), explorer, film director, and author, and after 
studying all the reports of the Yeti, his conclusion is 
that it doesn’t exist. I’m not spoiling anything by telling 
you that, you know that by chapter two anyway, but the 
story Hoyland has to tell is fascinating and often jaw-
dropping. Instead of the “gosh-wow” narratives about Yeti 
footprints and second-hand stories about Yeti sightings, 
Hoyland introduces an extraordinary cast of characters: 
Ivan T Sanderson, of course, and his one-time friend 
Bernard Heuvelmans, a genuine scientist and lifelong 
cryptozoologist whose objectivity was suppressed by a 
deep desire to believe creatures like the Yeti were real. 
Then there’s Heinrich Himmler’s Ancestral Heritage 
Society seeking proofs of the early history of the Aryan 
race. There are members of MI5 and the CIA funding and 
engaging in Yeti hunting as a cover as they try to put a 
powerful listening device in place to intercept Chinese 
radio traffic about their nuclear tests. And even a movie 
star, James Stewart, and his wife Gloria, smuggling to 
London a supposed Yeti finger nicked from a Nepalese 
monastery (when it was DNA tested in 2008 it proved to 
be human). As Hoyland examines the various Yeti stories, 
they are revealed as jokes, hoaxes, Sherpa myths, tales 
told to newspapers and lately to television in an effort 
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to raise money to undertake further explorations. And, 
of, course, to keep the tourist industry going. Yep, Yeti-
hunting holiday-makers add £25 million or thereabouts 
to the coffers.

About half of Hoyland’s book concerns the Yeti, in the 
other half he explores tales of other beasts - there’s a long 
piece about the Loch Ness Monster, and, of course, quite 
a detailed examination of Bigfoot, the North American 
version of Yeti. I wasn’t aware of the TV series Finding 
Bigfoot on the Animal Planet channel, but it pulls in big 
audiences and makes a lot of money, and it has run for 
nine seasons - nine seasons! That’s over 100 episodes, 
and they’ve not captured even one second of film of 
Bigfoot. Thank goodness American Ripper ran for only 
one season! Other non-monster stories that come under 
Hoyland’s microscope are the ‘Piltdown Man’, discovered 
in 1912 and long supposed to be the ‘missing link’ in 
human evolution, and the disturbing story of Zana, a 
woman apparently resembling an ape, who was caught by 
hunters in Georgia in the 1850s. 

Hoyland seems remarkably unperturbed by the 
catalogue of fakes and frauds revealed in his book, and he 
makes a number of witty asides that make you smile, but 
in the last chapter he turns very serious.

On one level these stories are unimportant, but on 
another it is clearly wrong to mislead people into believing 
something that isn’t true. It’s spreading so-called ‘fake 
news’ and sometimes doing that can be very dangerous. As 
Hoyland says, in 2016 there circulated a completely bogus 

story that claimed that a child sex-slave ring operated 
out of a Washington pizza restaurant called Comet Ping 
Pong. Believing the story, a chap named Maddison Welch 
turned up there with an assault rifle. Similarly, during the 
EU referendum leave campaigners had that infamous bus, 
on the side of which was the bogus claim that the £350 
million sent to the EU every week could be used to fund 
the NHS. Many people were persuaded to vote to leave the 
EU on the basis of that claim, which, in Hoyland’s opinion 
“will probably inflict profound damage on the nation’s 
economy.”

The response of those who defend these stories is 
equally worrying. The publisher of the Comet Ping Pong 
story acknowledged that it was based upon what he called 
“an incorrect narrative”, and Kellyanne Conway, Counsellor 
to President Donald Trump, similarly tried to obscure 
the false claims about the number of people present at 
Trump’s inauguration by calling them “alternative facts”. 

Of course, Hoyland is right. I’d like to think that most 
people take stories about the Yeti or Loch Ness monster 
with a large pinch of salt. I’d like to think that people do 
the same when the newspaper trumpet the latest Jack the 
Ripper nonsense as the real thing, but I have a horrible 
feeling that they don’t. I’m sure we all still encounter 
people saying, “it was a member of the royal family, wasn’t 
it?”, and it’s over forty years since that story was proved 
wrong? Maybe people truly are gullible. 

All reviews by Paul Begg
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THE RETURN OF THE RIPPER:  
A SHERLOCK HOLMES AND LUCY JAMES MYSTERY

Anna Elliott and Charles Veley 
Wilton Press, 2018 
ISBN 978-0999119143 
Paperback, 430pp. 
£11.97

The game is afoot once 
more in this clever and 
very enjoyable pastiche 
featuring the great consulting 
detective and his fearless and 
headstrong daughter, Lucy 
James. Not unexpectedly, 
Lucy has inherited her 
father’s sleuthing abilities, 
and together they make an 
insuperable crime-fighting 
partnership. Previously, 
they’ve foiled an assassination 

attempt on Queen Victoria, and defeated London’s 
most ruthless gang leader; now, in 1897, in their most 
challenging case to date, they must confront the dastardly 
Ripper who has returned to the darkened slums of the 
East End to continue his bloody work.

The Return of the Ripper is the seventh outing in the 
Sherlock Holmes and Lucy James series of mystery 
novels, and it’s the third novel in which Charles Veley 
has collaborated with his daughter Anna Elliott. Thus, we 
have a father and daughter team writing about a father 
and daughter team. I remember Charles Veley from the 
1980s when he used to produce excellent pulp horror 
novels about vampires, sadistic dentists, and murderous 
children. This Holmesian spin-off is a far more restrained 
and sophisticated entertainment, however, with none of 
the gore and rancidness of his earlier work, but it still 
offers an entertaining caper involving diamond smuggling 
and the Whitechapel murders. Wisely, the love interest 

between Lucy and police constable Jack Kelly is kept in 
the background.

A woman has been murdered in Mitre Square. Pinned 
to the underside of her coat lapel is a hand-written note: 
I RETURN. Days later, a second body is discovered in 
Hanbury Street. It appears that women are being held in 
captivity, groomed for slaughter, then sent out to die at 
specific locations in the East End wearing items of clothing 
‒ a petticoat from the Lambeth workhouse, a cloak with 
a grape stem in the pocket ‒ that will evoke the original 
Ripper scare. Is Jack back after a gap of nine years? Is 
he seeking to re-create his first round of murders? Or is 
there another fiend at large emulating Jack for a different 
purpose altogether? 

What we have here is an intriguing variation on the 
copycat theme. The novel is full of excitement and danger 
and odd little surreal moments such as a murder at a 
ventriloquists’ conference in Brighton. A spectacularly 
sinister dungeon makes an appearance towards the end 
of the book. Overall, I was very impressed with this novel: 
it combines closely observed Sherlockiana with a good 
knowledge of the Whitechapel murders to produce a 
thriller that is bound to delight both Ripperologists and 
fans of Conan Doyle.

TOM TIT AND THE MANIACS

Mark Connors 
Armley Press, 2018 
ISBN 978-09934811-9-2 
Paperback, 344pp. 
£8.99

A while back we reviewed Mark Blacklock’s I’m Jack, a 
fictional study of John Humble, the Wearside hoaxer. The 
following year Stevan Alcock published his debut novel 
Blood Relatives about gay teenage life in Peter Sutcliffe’s 
Leeds (reviewed in Rip #148). Now, from punk publisher 
Armley Press, comes Tom Tit and the Maniacs by Mark 
Connors, a disturbing tale about a small boy growing up 

Fiction Reviews
By DAVID GREEN

Included in this issue: 
The Return of the Ripper, Ripperville, The Prostitute’s Price  and more
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in the shadow of the Yorkshire 
Ripper.

Tom Wilkins is the narrator 
of the novel who turns eleven 
in the course of the story. 
He lives with his father and 
older sister Lynn in the village 
of Horsforth, now a suburb 
of Leeds. His hobbies are 
birdwatching and keeping 
a scrapbook of newspaper 
clippings about the Yorkshire 

Ripper murders. Tom’s mother is a patient at the nearby 
loony bin, High Royds, where Peter Sutcliffe might possibly 
be employed as a cleaner.

Against this backcloth of dysfunctional family history, 
serial murder and mental illness, Mark Connors weaves 
a powerful portrait of a young boy on the threshold of 
adolescence beginning to apprehend the world about 
him intellectually as well as emotionally. Not that Tom 
always grasps immediately what is going on: a good deal 
of the novel’s comic effect derives from his innocence and 
naivety and his confusion over adult behaviour.

Tom Tit utterly convinces with its period detail ‒ Black 
Jack aniseed chews, funeral cars the colour of Milky Bars, 
‘spazzers’ on Blue Peter, and Cannon. And there is real-
life crime, too: perverts in the woods, dead babies in the 
canal, and Sutcliffe with his hammer on the prowl in the 
West Riding. The book is full of sharp topical references 
and descriptions of life at school and at home, adding up 
to a vivid picture of boyhood at the turn of the 1970s. A 
fox’s long pink tongue is like a thin piece of boiled ham, 
and we catch a glimpse of the Ripper slouching on the sofa 
in front of the telly, his belly full of turkey and Christmas 
pud. There are laughs and bouts of farce, but there are 
also dangerous forces stalking the playing fields in this 
childhood Eden.

RIPPERVILLE: THE BLOOD OF WHITECHAPEL

Roger David Francis 
Averill Lodge Publishing, 2018 
ISBN 978-1722134563 
Paperback, 284pp.  
£7.99

Here’s a nasty little horror story in which a Victorian 
oil painting acts as a gateway linking Jack the Ripper to 
the present day. The author’s aim is to make your flesh 
creep, although he manages to disgust and shock in equal 
measure.

Alice lives above a small antiques emporium in the 
East End and on weekends she helps out in the shop. Her 
attention is drawn to a dark canvas that comes in as part 

of a job lot of household items: 
it clearly depicts the aftermath 
of murder, showing a tall man 
in a top hat looming over the 
figure of a woman huddled 
on the ground in a gas-lit 
alleyway at night. Disturbingly, 
the picture changes over time 
‒ shadows elongate, blood 
starts dripping from a knife, 
a dog appears in the corner of 
the picture, its hackles up and 

its teeth bared.

The painting is signed ‘Victor Stamford’ and it is 
dated 1888. In alternate chapters we are drip-fed the 
sordid details of Stamford’s life ‒ an abusive childhood, a 
career as a necrophilic mortuary assistant at the London 
Hospital, the drift into serial murder. Gradually, the past 
and the present begin to intersect and merge: Alice is 
being stalked by a mortician called Jack, and she finds 
herself being pulled back through time to that gas-lit 
alleyway and the Whitechapel murders. Can she influence 
history and prevent further murders?

Roger Francis has crafted a macabre, visceral thriller 
that successfully shuttles between contemporary London 
and a dark, terrifying Victorian version of it.

THE CASE OF THE INCESSANT JACK THE RIPPER 

Colin B Leonard 
Completely Novel, 2018 
ISBN 978-1787232594 
Kindle Edition, 280pp. 
£3.77

May 4th 1889. James 
Maybrick lies dying in his 
makeshift bedroom at 
Battlecrease House. Hidden 
beneath the floorboards, 
wrapped in paraffin paper, 
is his journal ‒ The Diary of 
Jack the Ripper. Maybrick 
falls asleep ‒ and awakens 
to find himself transported 
into the future: it is 2017 and 
he is in the body of 16-year-

old schoolboy Noah Hackwell (ha ha), who has recently 
suffered brain trauma following a cycling accident. When 
Noah/Maybrick is well enough to return to school, he 
surprises his history teacher by scoring full marks in 
a Victorian history test; he then stabs a class bully with 
a sharpened pencil. And sure enough, the urge to kill 
and mutilate soon reasserts itself. He gets on his school 
bike one day and pedals to The Culpeper (formerly The 
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Princess Alice) on Commercial Road, where he murders 
a prostitute, leaving a cryptic message in chalk on the 
wall of the pub (written in a round schoolboy hand, one 
imagines). Jack the Ripper is back!

When not at school, Noah/Maybrick starts dating a 
librarian from the Barbican, and together they attend the 
Friday evening session of the 2017 Jack the Ripper Crime 
Conference at the Marriott hotel in Liverpool where the 
topic under discussion, of course, is The Diary of Jack 
the Ripper. At this point I thought Noah/Maybrick was 
going to purchase a copy of Colin Leonard’s book from the 
Conference merchandise table so that he could read about 
himself buying a copy of Colin Leonard’s book at the 2017 
Conference merchandise table. It’s that kind of book.

Meanwhile, DI Augustine Haunt and his colleague 
Detective Tobias Pelling are assigned the Culpeper murder 
case. Haunt has Asperger’s syndrome, and fortuitously 
he’s also a staunch Maybrickian. Can Haunt and Pelling 
solve the case and track down the ‘psycho schizophrenic 
with the face of an angel’ before more women are killed? 

Colin Leonard is a paranormal thriller writer from 
Liverpool. He has come up with a wacky idea for a 
crime thriller that utilises the popular SF device of 
psychic transferral to bring Jack the Ripper kicking and 
screaming into the twenty-first century. The author isn’t 
particularly interested in the psychological experience 
of time travel itself, and nor is he principally concerned 
with the plight of the murder victims either in Victorian 
times or today; essentially this novel is a vehicle for Colin 
Leonard to promulgate his Maybrick as Jack the Ripper 
theory. Everything in the book is geared toward this single 
purpose. Consequently, at times the book takes on a rather 
preachy, hectoring tone, and I’m afraid entire sections of 
the book come close to resembling those interminable 
and incessant debates about the Ripper Diary on internet 
message boards. The book would have benefitted from 
a more forceful editorial presence: one character wears 
a ‘berry’ on his head, another has a ‘gait not unlike a 
whale attempting to free itself from a sandbank’. Seeking 
profundity, the author often contorts phrases until their 
sense is lost or they become gibberish (‘the non-identity 
on the singular level of personal aesthetic thrilled a 
nervous soul’).

Yet there is much to enjoy here, too. I cannot think of 
another novel in which the Ripper tourist industry and 
Ripperology itself have been so confidently brought into 
the fabric of a story. There are scenes set on a Ripper 
walking tour, in the Scotland Yard Crime Museum, at 
the Jack the Ripper Museum on Cable Street, and at the 
Liverpool Conference. There are also cameo appearances 
by your favourite Ripper moguls and plenty of in-jokes. I 
was certainly gripped by this novel, and I wanted to keep 

reading right to the end. 

THE PROSTITUTE’S PRICE 

Alan M Clark 
IFD Publishing, September 2018 
ISBN 978-0-9996656-1-9 
Paperback.  
$11.95

And so we come to The 
Prostitute’s Price, the fifth and 
final book in Alan M Clark’s 
magnificent series chronicling 
the lives of the victims of Jack 
the Ripper. This time it is Mary 
Kelly who takes centre stage.

The story is told in a series 
of brief narrative episodes, 
each conjuring the fleeting 
details of her life ‒ her 
childhood in Carmarthen, 

her marriage to Berwyn Davies, her experiences as a 
prostitute in Cardiff, Paris and London, and her relations 
with Joseph Fleming, Joe Barnett, and the Morganstone 
family. For the most part it is a ‘biographical’ account that 
is instantly recognisable and largely consistent with the 
putative ‘facts’ of her existence. More ambitiously, though, 
the novel commingles fact and fiction, blending actual or 
supposed events with invented characters and incidents 
to create an augmented version of historical events. At 
the same time, the author imagines his way into Mary’s 
mind, delving into the secrets of her heart and exploring 
the darkest corners of her soul. As a result, Mary Kelly is 
brought vibrantly to life, and allowed to speak with a voice 
that is authentic and compelling.

A crawling atmosphere of fear and dread pervades this 
novel, emanating only partly from Jack the Ripper and the 
looming horror of Miller’s Court. The story opens with 
Mary Kelly being attacked in Stepney by the brother of a 
disgruntled client, and throughout the novel she is stalked 
and hunted by these men. And there is Nick Shears, the 
leader of the vicious Gully Bleeders gang, who extorts 
protection money with the aid of a pair of sheep shears 
tucked in his trouser belt. The London sections of the 
novel teem with life, even if they are riddled with death 
and dying: it is a world of ladybirds and their clients, 
brothel-keepers and panderers, and a rich supporting cast 
of informers and hangers-on, grotesques and shady near-
criminal types. There is camaraderie of sorts and a sense 
of solidarity between Mary and the other working women 
as they gather in pubs and coffee houses, but there is 
betrayal, too, spite and treachery. A chance encounter 
between Mary and Jennie Weatherhead, an older woman 
with her own troubled past, sets in motion a shocking 
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series of events that will affect both their lives.

As we have seen, not all the characters in The Prostitute’s 
Price are real people. Halfway through the novel a 
character steps forward who is wholly invented. He is 
Edwin Dry, referred to in this book always as the ‘black-
eyed man’. He is an elusive figure in every way. We know 
for certain (or near certain) that he is the unidentified 
man with a dark moustache and ‘peculiar eyes’ seen by 
Thomas Bowyer in the company of Mary Kelly in Miller’s 
Court on 7 November; beyond that, he seems to be a 
freelance assassin with almost uncanny powers; he may 
be working under a police commission; he may be Jack the 
Ripper, or he may not. To begin with his role in the novel 
is simply to collate information provided by Mary and her 
friends. He tells her:

I require a sense of changes, disturbances ‒ the gutter-
talk, the huddled conversations. Rumour.

But his character grows in significance as the story 
unfolds, and he is given attributes and a presence that 
utterly galvanize the story, twisting the narrative in a 
completely new direction and adding an extra layer of 
mystery and suspense. 

Edwin Dry, the Deptford Assassin, is a character in 
several short fictions by the British author John Linwood 
Grant. Alan Clark is collaborating with him on this final 
book in the Ripper Victims series. They are independently 
writing separate but linked novels that share some of 
the same characters and some of the same scenes, but 
which approach the story from differing viewpoints. The 
two novels are being published separately as standalone 
creations, but at some point they will be combined into 

a single work with each author contributing alternate 
chapters. The Prostitute’s Price is Alan’s standalone novel; 
later this summer John Linwood Grant’s The Assassin’s 
Coin will be published, followed in the fall by the joint 
venture ‒ the hybrid ‒ tentatively entitled 13 Miller’s Court. 
They’ve embarked on an extremely bold experiment: it 
will be fascinating to see how things develop.

For now we have just the first section, The Prostitute’s 
Price. It is a stunning book; richly imagined and beautifully 
written in a pared-down, modest, unpretentious style. It 
is a story about love and friendship and desolation and 
grief, charged throughout with unease and a sense of the 
fragility of life. Reading Alan’s work I always find myself 
seeking out those small glimpses of light that leaven the 
sudden violence and suffering ‒ the sizzle of German 
sausages in a Spitalfields market, the blast of chocolate 
and mustard from the Taylor Brothers’ cocoa factory, a 
children’s toy village where the ghosts of prostitutes walk 
the streets in safety. 

I regard the five books that make up this series as 
unarguably one of the high points in Ripper fiction over 
the past 130 years.

 

IN THE NEXT ISSUE we review Ripper by Amy Cecil 
and Track the Ripper, the second volume in Katherine 
Ramsland’s The Heart of Darkness series. Plus all the latest 
Ripper fiction.

DAVID GREEN lives in Hampshire, England, where he works as a 
freelance book indexer. He is the author of The Havant Boy Ripper 
(Mango Books, 2018), an account of the Percy Searle murder case 
of 1888.
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