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            FOREWORD

         
 
         The Black Museum is now called the Crime Museum. The original Black Museum came into being in 1875, when exhibits that had been acquired as evidence and produced in court in connection with various crimes were collected together and privately displayed in a cellar in 1 Palace Place, Old Scotland Yard, Whitehall. Ten years later, the augmented collection was moved to a small back room on the second floor of the offices of the Convict Supervision Department. By then the objects on display, consisting mainly of weapons, and all carefully labelled, numbered about 150.
         
 
         In 1890, when the Metropolitan Police began moving into their impressive new headquarters at New Scotland Yard on the Victoria Embankment (designed by Norman Shaw, RA), the museum went too. It was then called the Police Museum, its primary object being to provide some lessons in criminology for young policemen and its secondary one to act as a repository for artefacts associated with celebrated crimes and criminals. Privileged visitors, criminologists, lawyers, policemen and people working with the police were guided around the museum by the curator, who over the previous century has always been a former policeman, with a special responsibility for the cataloguing, maintenance and display of the exhibits, and for dealing with correspondence from criminologists all over the world.
 
         In 1968, when the Metropolitan Police moved into their modern high-rise premises at 10 The Broadway, London SW1, the museum – by now officially called the Crime Museum – occupied a large room on the second floor. Eleven years later, on the 150th anniversary of the founding of the Metropolitan Police force, it was decided to reassess, reorganise and modernise every aspect of the museum – as well as the three other Metropolitan Police museums: the Historical Museum on the top floor of Bow Street police station; the Thames Museum at Wapping; and the Training Museum in Hendon Training School. The last had taken over the instructional role previously shared with the Crime Museum, which was now able to fulfil its entire function as a museum. Its original title was restored, and on 12 October 1981 the Black Museum, on the first floor of New Scotland Yard, was officially reopened by the Commissioner, Sir David McNee.
 
         The Black Museum’s historical collection of articles and exhibits was and is unique. It covers more than murder. Other sections deal with Forgeries, Espionage, Drugs, Offensive Weapons, Abortions, Gaming, Housebreaking, Bombs and Sieges, and Crime pre-1900. The museum also houses displays concentrating on particular crimes, such as the Great Train Robbery and the attempted kidnapping of Princess Anne, and possesses such peculiar exhibits as Mata Hari’s visiting card, a fake Cullinan diamond, a loving-cup skull with silver handles, two death masks of Heinrich Himmler, and thirty-two plaster casts of the heads of hanged criminals, men and women, executed in the first half of the nineteenth century at Newgate in London, at Derby and York. The heads, still bearing the mark of the rope, are said to have been made to record the features of those who were executed. Many criminals then used aliases, and the only way of identifying them after death (before the use of photographs and fingerprints) was to keep these plaster likenesses. In addition, some if not all of the heads were probably made for doctors or phrenologists bent on proving theories about the physiognomy of criminal types by examining the bumps and shape of a criminal’s head after its owner was dead and gone.
         
 
         Visitors’ books, also maintained in the museum, contain records of a different sort: the signatures of such notable persons as King George V, Edward, Prince of Wales, Stanley Baldwin, Sir Arthur Sullivan, WS Gilbert, Captain Shaw of the London Fire Brigade, and William Marwood, executioner.

         There is an undisplayed mass of other material (newspapers, cuttings, photographs, documents, letters and miscellaneous objects) relating to the exhibits on show and to other crimes. This material is kept under lock and key, generally in cabinets or cupboards below the showcases and mainly because space is restricted, but also because some of the items – for instance, the police photographs of Gordon Cummins’s victims – are too obscene to be shown. The museum was rearranged and refurbished early in 2008.

         I first visited the Black Museum in 1979. It was a most interesting and very disturbing experience. There was a certain grim fascination in seeing the actual instruments and implements used by criminals, infamous or otherwise, and in seeing other more innocuous items given a sinister cast in the context of their use. But the effect of the exhibits on display was cumulatively shocking. They presented a dreadful picture of ruthlessness, greed, cruelty, lust, envy and hate, of man’s inhumanity to man – and especially to women. There was nothing of kindness or consideration. There was no nobility, save that of the policemen murdered on duty. There was very little mercy. But the museum made me realise what a policeman must endure in the course of his duty: what sights he sees, what dangers he faces, what depraved and evil people he has to deal with so that others may live secure. The museum also made me curious to know more about the people whose stories were shadowed by the exhibits on display.

         This book deals with a very few of the murders investigated by the officers of the Metropolitan Police between 1875 and 1975. This hundred-year period embraces many of the major murder cases in the history of Scotland Yard as well as the major advances in crime detection. The museum has some exhibits relating to murders before 1875 (notably a letter written by the poisoner William Palmer) and several associated with murders after 1975 (notably the murder of Lesley Whittle by Donald Neilson in 1975 and the murders of Dennis Nilsen a few years later). But, writing in 1982, I felt that the grief suffered by families whose relatives had been murdered after 1975 was too recent to be revived by a detailed account. The murder that ends this book, that of Mrs Muriel McKay, seemed a fitting conclusion to the whole sequence, having been more publicised than most and being in many ways extraordinary.
         

         The accounts of these particular murders of the Black Museum have been dealt with as case histories, with an emphasis on factual, social and historical detail, and on the characters and backgrounds of both the victim and the killer. Principal sources are listed at the back of the book, but in the main, statements and court proceedings have formed the basis for each story. No dialogue has been invented; it has been reproduced from statements and evidence given by the murderer as well as by witnesses and the police. What was said or alleged at the time by those most closely involved in a murder case may not always be true, but it is, I feel, of paramount importance in understanding the events that lead up to an act of murder and the complex motives and personalities of those most closely concerned. Like the superintendent or inspector in charge of a case I have tried to find out exactly what happened and why. It is my impression that the police officers investigating a murder ultimately have a clearer understanding of character, method and motive than some of the lawyers who take part in the ensuing trial. A court of law is seldom a place where the whole truth is told or revealed. It is in some respects a theatre of deception, with witnesses, defendants and barristers seeking to deceive the jury and each other. Even the judge, the arbitrator of truth, can mislead and be misled through ignorance or bias. But in a police station, although a suspect may lie as much as he likes, a truer picture of events and character is more likely to be attained in the end. Police reports concerning a murder and sent to a chief constable or commissioner are most sensible, lucid presentations of comment and fact. It is a pity they are not also available to the members of a jury in a court of law.

         In researching and writing this book in the early 1980s, since revised for this edition, I was afforded the constant and generous cooperation of New Scotland Yard. I would particularly like to thank the following for their individual assistance at the time: Peter Neivens; Patricia Plank and the staff of the Commissioner’s Reference Library; the Museums’ Coordinator, Paul Williams; and the then Curator of the Black Museum, Bill Waddell. More recently, various Home Office and Ministry of Justice departments have also been helpful in updating information about the subsequent lives and deaths of those in this book who were given a prison sentence or detained in Broadmoor, and in this instance I would like to thank Les Blacklaw, Miss L Douglas, Kathryn Coleman, Emma Reed, David Keysell and Dave Norris, as well as Syd Norris and Sandy Macfarlane. The two Curators of the Museum who succeeded Bill Waddell have also been unfailingly helpful. My special thanks to John Ross, and to Alan McCormick, the present Curator of the Crime Museum.
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            INTRODUCTION

         
 
         Murder is a very rare event in Britain. Its exceptional nature is, in fact, part of its fascination. More than ten times as many people are killed on the roads each year as are victims of a murderer.
         
 
         In 1980, 564 cases of murder, manslaughter and infanticide, all now classed as homicide, were currently recorded in England and Wales. On the roads of Britain in 1979-80, 6,352 people were killed and 81,000 injured. It must be said, however, that these figures for death on the roads were the lowest for thirty years and that the homicide figure was unnaturally high. Indeed, the car-death figure, when compared with that of other decades and with the number of cars on the roads, shows an astonishing decrease in fatalities. In 1931, for instance, when 1,104,000 cars and vans were on the roads, 6,691 people were killed and over 200,000 injured. Yet in 1979-80, with over 15 million cars on the road, the death toll was much lower, as was the number of those injured. The worst year for road fatalities was, significantly, 1941, the second full year of the Second World War, when the blackout was in full force: 9,169 people were killed that year. It is worth noting that deaths caused by reckless driving are not classified as homicide by the police, who recorded 235 such deaths on the roads in Britain in 1980.
 
         The year 1980 was unusual in terms of homicide in that, of 564 homicides, seventy occurred in fires – thirty-seven in a Soho club and ten in a hostel in Kilburn. In addition, twenty-three deaths that had occurred in fires in the Hull area between 1973 and 1978, when they were regarded as accidental, were recorded as homicides in 1980. This meant that the homicide figure for 1980, without the unusually high figure of deaths in fires, would have been under 500 – a great reduction on the 551 homicides recorded in 1979. Instead, with the figure of seventy deaths in fires included, the overall number of recorded homicides in 1980 (564) was the highest on record.
 
         Although this figure was very small when compared with road fatalities and when seen against the total population of this country, it nonetheless showed a small increase in deaths by murder, manslaughter and infanticide. The figure, seen as a percentage per million of the population of England and Wales, was 11.5. In 1970, when 339 homicides were ultimately recorded, the figure was seven per cent.
         
 
         There is no doubt that we live in an increasingly violent society, in which more violence is being committed by the young and in which even more is directed against women and the elderly. In London in 1980, there were 13,984 incidents involving robbery, mugging and violent theft – an increase of 20 per cent on the previous year. Of the victims involved in these incidents, nearly 2,000 were over the age of sixty, and 3,387 were over fifty. And in the 584,137 serious offences recorded in London in 1980, 25 per cent of those arrested were aged between ten and sixteen.
 
         Nonetheless, although there has been a vast increase in all types of crime since 1900, the comparative rise in murder is very slight, and there is little variation in the kinds and causes of murder. The commonest murders are still domestic ones – of a wife by her husband, of a woman by a lover, of a child by a parent. Of 456 murders examined in the period 1957-60 (70 per cent of those victims over the age of sixteen were women) the victim and the murderer were related in 53 per cent of all cases. In 27.9 per cent they were known to each other and 19.1 per cent were strangers. This is very similar to the Home Office statistical interpretation of the figures for homicide between 1970 and 1980: when about 50 per cent of the victims and killers were related, when over 30 per cent knew each other and about 19 per cent were strangers. A notable feature of the Home Office statistics is that infants less than one year old, viewed as a percentage of that age group in the population, were most at risk.
 
         The survey of the 1957-60 murders, carried out by Terence Morris and Louis Blom-Cooper, also found that a very high percentage of the murderers had previous criminal records, usually for property offences, and that 70 per cent of the men convicted of capital murder in 1960 had previous convictions. It was also found that murderers were predominantly of the lower classes; that many of these had been in the services or were merchant seamen; that not a few were coloured; and that many murders were associated with heavy drinking.
         
 
         Sir John MacDonnell wrote in 1905 that murder was ‘an incident in miserable lives in which disputes, quarrels, angry words and blows are common’. This still applied 75 years later – as the 1980 Home Office Criminal Statistics for England and Wales show when listing the apparent circumstances of homicides in 1970 and in 1980.
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                        	239         
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                        	Homicide of women undergoing illegal abortion             
                        	 
                        	              
                        	4
                        	              
                        	0         
                     
         
                                  
                        	Other circumstances, including sex attack             
                        	 
                        	              
                        	51
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         Compared with the 1950s, there was less shooting or gas poisoning in the 1970s, and a much-reduced use of the blunt instrument – a reflection of changing social conditions. One constant was, however, murder by strangulation or asphyxiation.
         
 
         The Home Office list of figures for offences recorded as homicide in the decade 1970-1980 by apparent method of killing was as follows.
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         The increasing use of sharp instruments in violent crimes from 1998 to 2007 has become a cause for some alarm. National Health Service statistics published in 2008 showed that in the previous ten years there had been a 32 per cent rise in the number of patients being treated for stab wounds or similar injuries. Home Office statistics also revealed that police in England and Wales had recorded 22,151 offences involving knives in 2007. Of these, 7,409 offences had occurred in London, where twenty teenagers had died. In one week in July 2008, twelve people were stabbed to death in the UK. Despite these knife-crime figures, the Home Office said that overall crime in 2008, as recorded by the police, was down by 9 per cent.
 
         The term ‘homicide’ covers the offences of murder, manslaughter and infanticide. Murder and manslaughter are common law offences that have never been defined by statute. In the Home Office statistics for 2005-2006, covering the period up to 9 October 2006, it should be noted that ‘homicide offences are shown according to the year in which the police initially recorded the offence as homicide’ and do not necessarily mark the year in which the homicide occurred.
         
 
         A summary of these statistics reveals that 766 deaths in England and Wales in 2005-2006 were recorded by the police – a decrease of 9 per cent since 2004-2005. Of that number, 67 per cent were male deaths. The most common method of killing, at 28 per cent, involved a sharp instrument. Compared to the seventy-five victims who were shot and killed in 2004-2005, only fifty were shot in 2005-2006. In general, female victims were more likely to be killed by someone they knew. For instance, 54 per cent of female victims knew the main suspect, compared with 38 per cent of male victims. But the main suspect was known by 67 per cent of victims under the age of sixteen, 44 per cent of whom had been killed by their parents. At 38 per million of the population, children aged one year old and less were the age group most at risk, baby boys being the most vulnerable.
         
 
         Several multiple deaths this century have bumped up the annual homicide statistics. The London bombings of 7 July 2006, in which fifty-two people died, accounted for 7 per cent of the homicides in 2005-2006. In 2003-2004, in Morecambe Bay, twenty cockle-pickers were drowned; 172 victims were attributed to Dr Harold Shipman in the 2002-2003 statistics – although well over 200 deaths were later accredited to him; and in the period 2000-2001, fifty-eight people in a group of Chinese nationals being smuggled into the UK in a lorry suffocated en route.
 
         Of some interest is the fact that suicide (there were 4,200 in Britain in 1979), homicide and mental illness are connected and complementary. Between 1900 and 1949, 29 per cent of the persons suspected of murder committed suicide, a proportion that rose to 33 per cent in the next decade. Again, between 1900 and 1949, 21.4 per cent of the persons found guilty of murder were also adjudged to be insane or unfit to plead. This figure rose in the next decade to 26.5 per cent. It seems that a person suffering from morbid depression, frustration or anxiety, whose mental balance is disturbed, may, as that mental stress or illness increases, commit either suicide or murder. If it is murder, that person may recover as a result of such an act, or become insane. There also seems to be a case for viewing murder as an act of displaced self-destruction, when the disturbed person, unable to kill himself or herself, kills someone near as a substitute. Some women, unable to kill themselves or a husband or a lover, direct their act of destruction against someone more vulnerable – a child – almost as a token sacrifice.
 
         Another factor connected with the causes of murder is the actual or subconscious yearning of a nonentity for notoriety, a desire inflamed these days by the ease with which other nonentities achieve a spurious fame through appearing on television or from the inflated attentions of the press. People desire to be noticed, to be distinguished in some way by what they are or do. In some cases, where a person is totally undistinguished and untalented, desperate measures are taken to remedy the defect.
 
         Bruce Lee, aged twenty – his real name was Peter Dinsdale – killed people by setting fire to the houses in which they lived in and around Hull. Said to be suffering from a psychopathic personality disorder, he admitted in court to twenty-six cases of manslaughter on the grounds of diminished responsibility and to ten charges of arson. He was committed on 20 January 1981 to a psychiatric institution in Liverpool for an indefinite period. His counsel, Mr Harry Ognall, QC, said at Dinsdale’s trial: ‘No words of mine could assist this crippled, solitary and profoundly disordered young man. This pathetic nobody has, by his deeds, achieved a notorious immortality.’ Perhaps this was one of Dinsdale’s unacknowledged desires.
         
 
         It was certainly the aim of seventeen-year-old Marcus Serjeant, from Capel le Ferne in Kent, who on 13 June 1981 fired five blank shots at the Queen as she rode down the Mall to the ceremony of Trooping the Colour in Horse Guards Parade. Tried under Section 2 of the Treason Act, he was sentenced to five years in jail. He claimed he had been influenced by the shooting of John Lennon and by the assassination attempt on President Reagan. To a friend he wrote: ‘I am going to stun and mystify the whole world with nothing more than a gun … I may in a dramatic moment become the most famous teenager in the whole world. I will remain famous for the rest of my life.’
 
         Such a desire was probably not shared by Crippen, Christie or Haigh. But the last two certainly relished their notoriety, and they may have been subconsciously influenced by a desire to be different, to do something alien, at least to become notable by doing something notorious, like taking another person’s life.
 
         One interesting trait shared by many murderers is their use of pseudonyms. It appears that they assume false names not only to evade detection, but chiefly to invent for themselves new personas – as though they cannot bear to be what they are.
 
         In most if not all premeditated murders, the act of murder is not the only solution to a particular emotional or mental problem. Yet it is the one way out that a potential murderer chooses. There are many and complex reasons for this, apart from the minor factors outlined above. There is supposedly an X factor, a chemical reason – strictly speaking, an extra Y chromosome in the genetic structure of a few people – that turns them into psychopaths, if not into killers. There is undoubtedly a rage in the blood and in the mind that leads to murder, whatever its cause. But what the murderers in this book have in common – and most are to some degree amoral, vain, cunning, cruel, avaricious, selfish, stupid and bad – is that without exception they are, and behave, like fools.
 
         What is also interesting is the fact that not a few, earlier in their lives, suffered blows to their heads or were involved in accidents that might have resulted in such damage. Could it be that damage to their frontal lobes impairs those areas of the brain controlling common sense, compassion, pity and remorse, and that physical or chemical factors should be added to genetic factors of omission and excess?
 
         There is one other factor that the case histories in this book reveal – the apparent significance of place in the perpetration of a murder. This may only be an oddity. But in this connection it should be noted that of the thirty-seven women poisoners executed for murder between 1843 and 1955 (sixty-eight women in all were hanged in this period), twenty lived in towns and seventeen in the country. Of the latter, five lived in or near Boston in Lincolnshire and six in and around Ipswich in Suffolk. The Ipswich murders may have been imitative – they all occurred within a period of eight years – but the Boston murders were many years apart.
         
 
         In considering the murders described in this book, one wonders how great a part chance and coincidence played in the following facts: that Miss Holland and Mrs McKay were murdered within a few miles of each other, and near Bishop’s Stortford, near where the poisoner George Chapman ran a pub and where Harry Roberts went to ground; that Mrs Deeming and Mr Maybrick died within a few miles of each other in Liverpool; that Frederick Deeming, Mrs Maybrick, Mahon, Armstrong, Kennedy and Wrenn at some time all lived in Liverpool; that Parker and Probert, Haigh, Thorne and Mahon killed within a twenty-mile radius of Lewes in Sussex (at Portslade, Crawley, Crowborough and Langney); that Mrs Pearcey and Samuel Furnace killed within a few hundred yards of each other in Camden – a mile away from Crippen’s house and 2 miles from where the Seddons lived; and that of forty-one murders in the London area, only eight were committed south of the River Thames.
 
         And why is it that so many victims and murderers in this book have visited and stayed at Bournemouth? The town has had some sensational murders, such as that of Irene Wilkins in 1921 by Thomas Allaway, that of Mr Rattenbury by George Stoner in 1935, that of Walter Dinivan by Joseph Williams in 1939, and that of Doreen Marshall by Neville Heath in 1946. But Samuel Dougal, George Smith, Major Armstrong, the Thompsons, Ronald True, Emily Kaye, Frederick Browne, Neville Heath – and Montague Druitt – all stayed there within a few months of a murder. They did not choose other resorts nearer London for their visits, like Brighton or Eastbourne, or any further away to the north. Why Bournemouth?
 
         What is most remarkable, however, is the number of murderers – indeed, mass murderers – who were born and brought up west and south of Leeds. The Wartime Ripper, Gordon Cummins, was born in New Earswick, to the north of York. Although Haigh was not born in Yorkshire, he was brought up from an early age in Outwood, south of Leeds. Christie was born and lived in a suburb of Halifax. The Black Panther, Donald Neilson, was born in Morley south of Leeds and lived in Bradford to the west; and the Yorkshire Ripper, Peter Sutcliffe, was born in Shipley and brought up in Bingley. To them can be added Peter Dinsdale, the killer-arsonist who came from Hull – to the east of Leeds, but on the same latitude – and Dr Harold Shipman. Although Shipman was born in Nottingham, he graduated from the Leeds School of Medicine in 1970, and spent his first few years as a doctor in the West Riding of Yorkshire, where it is thought he first began to kill.
 
         Finally, besides these mass murderers, there are ten Yorkshiremen who between them caused the deaths of over 1,200 men and women. James Berry, chief executioner, was born in Heckmondwike, south-west of Leeds (between Christie and Haigh), and lived in Bradford. The three Pierrepoints – Tom, Harry and Albert, all chief executioners, who between them hanged 834 people – came from Clayton, a western suburb of Bradford. The last two also lived in Huddersfield, as did another executioner, Thomas Scott. Executioner Steve Wade was yet another Yorkshireman, from Doncaster. The four executioner Billingtons – father James and his three sons, Thomas, William and John – all came from Bolton in Yorkshire. Whoever said that God was a Yorkshireman was worshipping some strange gods indeed.
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            CHARLES PEACE
 
            THE MURDER OF ARTHUR DYSON, 1876
            

         
 
         
            Murder is often compounded with theft and sex – which is to say that it frequently results from a compulsive desire to deprive, or a compulsion not to be deprived of, one’s desire. Fortunately, much thieving seems to be related to a low or inadequate sexual capability. But not always. A randy thief or robber has therefore more problems than his undersexed counterpart – problems that can lead to murder. As they did in the case of Charles Frederick Peace.
            

         

         He was born in Sheffield on 14 May 1832, the son of a respected shoemaker. He was not a good scholar, but was very dexterous, making artistic shapes and objects out of bits of twisted paper. Apprenticed at a rolling mill, he was badly injured when a piece of red-hot steel rammed his leg, leaving him with a limp. He learned to play the violin with sufficient flair and skill to be billed at local concerts as ‘The Modern Paganini’. He also took part in amateur theatricals. When he was about twenty, in search of other excitements and reluctant to earn a living, he began to thieve. He was unsuccessful at first, and was jailed four times, with sentences of one month, four, six and seven years. During this period he wandered from town to town, and in 1859 met and married Mrs Hannah Ward – a widow with a son, Willie. He returned to Sheffield in 1872. Three years later, he set up shop in Darnall as a picture-framer and gilder. He was also a collector and seller of musical instruments and bric-a-brac.
         

         In 1875, Peace was forty-three. He was, according to a police description: ‘Thin and slightly built, 5 ft 4 ins or 5 ins, grey hair … He looks ten years older. He lacks one or more fingers of his left hand, walks with his legs rather wide apart, speaks somewhat peculiarly, as though his tongue was too large for his mouth, and is a great boaster.’ He was also shrewd, cunning, selfish, salacious, ugly, agile as a monkey and very strong.

         Peace became involved with his neighbours in Britannia Road, the Dysons. Very tall (6 ft 5 in) and genteel, Arthur Dyson was a civil engineer, working with railway companies. He was in America when he met his future wife, a young Irish girl called Katherine. She was tall, buxom and blooming, and fond of a drink. They married in Cleveland, Ohio. The couple often had rows. Peace – ‘If I make up my mind to a thing I am bound to have it’ – became familiar with the Dysons and enamoured of young Mrs Dyson, who unwisely responded to his attentions. It seems they visited pubs and music halls together and that their place of assignation was a garret in an empty house between their two homes. Peace took to calling on the Dysons at any time, including mealtimes. Mr Dyson put his foot down. But Mrs Dyson continued, accidentally or intentionally, to associate with Peace. In June 1876, he was forbidden to call on them any more. Arthur Dyson wrote on a visiting card, ‘Charles Peace is requested not to interfere with my family,’ and threw it into Peace’s yard.
         

         This was something Peace could not endure. He pestered and threatened the Dysons. ‘We couldn’t get rid of him,’ said Mrs Dyson, talking later to the Sheffield Independent’s reporter. ‘I can hardly describe all that he did to annoy us after he was informed that he was not wanted at our house. He would come and stand outside the window at night and look in, leering all the while … He had a way of creeping and crawling about, and of coming upon you suddenly unawares … He wanted me to leave my husband.’
         

         One Saturday in July 1876, Peace tripped up Mr Dyson in the street, and that evening pulled a gun on Mrs Dyson as she stood outside her house complaining to neighbours about the assault. He said: ‘I will blow your bloody brains out and your husband’s too!’ A magistrate’s warrant was obtained for his arrest and he fled with his family to Hull, where Mrs Peace ran an eating-house.

         For a time the Dysons were, it appears, undisturbed. But on 26 October, they moved house, to Banner Cross Terrace in Ecclesall Road, and when they arrived (their furniture had gone ahead), Peace walked out of their front door. He said: ‘I am here to annoy you, and I will annoy you wherever you go.’

         A month later, on Wednesday, 29 November 1876, Peace was seen hanging about Banner Cross Terrace between 7 and 8 pm. It was later suggested in court that Mrs Dyson and Peace had had a rendezvous in the Stag Hotel the evening before.

         At eight o’clock on the 29th, Mrs Dyson put her little boy, aged five, to bed. She came downstairs, to the back parlour where her husband was reading, and about ten past eight she put on her clogs, took a lantern and, leaving the rear door open, went to the outside closet, which stood in a passage at the end of the terrace. It was a moonlit night. Peace later claimed that she left the house when he whistled for her. Her closet visit was brief. When she opened the door to emerge, Peace stood before her. ‘Speak, or I’ll fire,’ he said, presumably meaning the opposite. She shrieked, slammed the door and locked it. Mr Dyson rushed out of the rear door of the house and around the corner of the building. As he did so his wife fled from the closet. He pushed past her, pursuing Peace down the passage and on to the pavement. According to Peace, there was a struggle. He fired one shot, he said, to frighten Dyson. It missed. ‘My blood was up,’ said Peace. ‘I knew if I was captured, it would mean transportation for life. That made me determined to get off.’ A second shot was fired, striking Dyson in the head. The shots were fired in quick succession. Mr Dyson fell on to his back, and his wife screamed: ‘Murder! You villain, you have shot my husband!’ Within minutes Arthur Dyson was dead.

         Peace ran off, but in doing so dropped a small packet, containing more than twenty notes and letters and Dyson’s card requesting Peace not to interfere. The notes, clearly written by a woman, included lines such as: ‘You can give me something as a keepsake if you like’ – ‘Will see you as soon as I possibly can’ – ‘You must not venture for he is watching’ – ‘Not today anyhow, he is not very well’ – ‘I will give you the wink when the coast is clear – ‘He is gone out, come now for I must have a drink’ – ‘Send me a drink. I am nearly dead’ – ‘Meet me in the Wicker, hope nothing will turn up to prevent it’ – ‘He is out now so be quick.’
         

         From then on Charlie Peace was on the run, wanted for murder, with a reward on his head of £100. Burgling as he went from town to town and narrowly evading capture, he came in time to London, where he eventually settled in 5 East Terrace, Evelina Road, Peckham. His wife, Hannah, was installed in the basement with her son, Willie. Peace occupied the other rooms with a widowed girlfriend, Susan Grey (or Bailey), aged about thirty – ‘A dreadful woman for drink and snuff,’ said Peace. They passed themselves off as Mr and Mrs Thompson and before long she bore him a son. The house was richly furnished, adorned with a quick turnover of other people’s possessions, and alive with dogs, cats and rabbits, canaries, parrots and cockatoos. As the women were always quarrelling it must have been a very clamorous household. In the evenings, Peace sometimes entertained friends and neighbours with musical soirées, at which he played a fiddle he had made himself, recited monologues and sang.
         

         Meanwhile, he continued his trade, driving around south London by day in his pony and trap to look for likely ‘cribs’ to crack, returning to them at night with his tools concealed in a violin case. He dressed well – ‘The police never think of suspecting anyone who wears good clothes’ – and looked quite different from his Sheffield self, having shaved off his beard, dyed his hair black and stained his face; he also wore spectacles. He became more successful, more daring than ever, and although his burglaries attracted much attention in the papers, no one knew who the culprit could be. Every Sunday he went to church with Susan Thompson.

         It seems in the end that someone grassed on him, perhaps one or other of his women. Certainly the police were out in unusually large numbers in the early hours of Thursday, 10 October 1878 in the south-eastern London suburb of Blackheath.

         About 2 am PC Edward Robinson noticed a flickering light in the rear rooms of 2 St John’s Park. He summoned the assistance of PC William Girling and Sergeant Charles Brown, and the latter went round to the front and rang the doorbell, while the other two hovered by the garden wall at the rear. They saw the roving light inside the house go out and a figure make a quick exit from the dining-room window on to the lawn. PC Robinson chased him across the moonlit garden, and was 6 yards away when Peace turned and shouted: ‘Keep back, keep off, or by God, I’ll shoot you!’ PC Robinson said: ‘You had better not!’

         Peace fired three times, according to Robinson, narrowly missing the constable’s head. He rushed at Peace. A fourth shot missed, but as they struggled – ‘You bugger, I’ll settle you this time!’ cried Peace – a fifth shot entered Robinson’s right arm above the elbow. Undaunted, but no doubt now enraged, Robinson flung Peace on the ground, seized the revolver and hit Peace with it several times. ‘You bugger!’ said Peace, ‘I’ll give you something else!’ And he allegedly reached for some weapon in one of his pockets. But by then Girling, followed by Brown, had come to Robinson’s assistance and Peace was overpowered.
         

         While he was being searched, Peace made another attempt to escape and was incapacitated by a blow from Girling’s truncheon. A spirit flask, a cheque book and a letter-case, stolen from the house, were found on the captive burglar, as well as a small crowbar, an auger, a jemmy, a gimlet, a centre-bit, a hand-vice and two chisels.

         As Robinson was now feeling faint from loss of blood, the other two policemen took charge of Peace. He was escorted to Park Row police station near the Royal Naval College at Greenwich and not far from the River Thames. There he was charged with burglary and with the wounding of PC Robinson with intent to murder. He gave his name as ‘John Ward’, and when asked where he lived he replied: ‘Find out!’ Inspector John Bonney of Blackheath Road police station was put in charge of the case, and later that morning Peace was brought before Detective Inspector Henry Phillips, local head of the newly formed Criminal Investigation Department of Scotland Yard, the CID.

         DI Phillips later wrote a full, vivid and as yet unpublished memoir of his involvement with Peace. Writing in 1899, he said that Peace’s ‘repulsive’ appearance could be verified by the wax image of him in Madame Tussauds – where it is to this day.

         On the morning of 10 October 1878, Phillips and Bonney tried to elicit information from the bloody-minded burglar, who exclaimed: ‘If you want to know where I live, find out! It’s your business!’ Bonney threatened to thrash him – ‘All to no purpose,’ Phillips wrote.

         Peace was then lodged in Newgate Prison, where he was visited by DI Phillips more than once. Phillips wrote later: ‘He was very talkative and boasted of his misdeeds as if they were something to be proud of.’ Phillips concluded that although Peace could seem ‘religious-minded’ and a ‘nice quiet old man’, he was really ‘a canting hypocrite’.

         The following month, on 19 November 18978, Peace was tried under the name of John Ward at the Central Criminal Court in the Old Bailey, charged with the attempted murder of PC Edward Robinson. The judge was Mr Justice Hawkins; Mr Pollard was the prosecutor and Mr Montague Williams spoke on the prisoner’s behalf.

         After a four-minute consultation, the jury found Peace guilty. Asked by Mr Reed, the clerk of the court, if he had anything to say before judgement was pronounced, the prisoner made a lengthy, whining, almost grovelling speech that apparently impressed most of his listeners except the judge. Peace said:

         
            I swear before God I never had the intention to kill the policeman. All I meant was to frighten him in order that I might get away. If I had the intention to kill him I could easily have done it … I declare I did not fire five shots. I only fired four shots … I really did not know the pistol was loaded, and I hope, my lord, you will have mercy upon me. I feel that I have disgraced myself and am not fit to live or die … Give me a chance, my lord, to regain my freedom, and you shall not, with the help of God, have any cause to regret passing a merciful sentence upon me. Oh my lord, you yourself do expect mercy from the hands of your great and merciful God. Oh my lord, do have mercy upon me, a most wretched, miserable man – a man that am not fit to die. I am not fit to live; but with the help of my God, I will try to become a good man … 
            

         

         Peace was sentenced to penal servitude for life.

         The judge then called PC Robinson forward, commended his courageous conduct, recommended him for promotion and for a reward of £25. Robinson was duly promoted to sergeant, and for many years a waxwork of him stood in Madame Tussauds beside that of Charles Peace.
         

         The prisoner was incarcerated in Pentonville Prison, which in 1878, wrote Phillips, was ‘a preparatory prison for all convicts sentenced to Penal Servitude. It was here they performed the first nine months of their sentence, under what was known as the solitary system.’

         Meanwhile, under pressure from the police, Susan Thompson had revealed the true identity of Mr Thompson, alias John Ward. She told DI Phillips: ‘He is the greatest criminal that ever lived and so you will find out. He used to live at Darnall near Sheffield and is wanted for murder and there is a reward for his arrest.’ Susan Thompson eventually claimed and received that reward – £100.
         

         Phillips was sent north by the Director of the CID, Mr Howard Vincent, to pursue his inquiries and to find Hannah Peace (or Ward), who had returned with her son to Sheffield. It seems that Phillips had never been north of Finchley, and his experiences over the next few weeks left a lasting impression. Over twenty years later he wrote: ‘We went by the Midland Railway, all the way in the dark. The Country looked very dismal, but was lighted up by various bonfires, it being the 5th November.’ He was also very impressed by the Yorkshire police – ‘I had never got in contact with such men before. They seemed to have the Knack of making you feel you had known them for years.’

         Hannah Peace (or Ward), by now aged fifty, was traced to a cottage in Darnall – ‘a wild barren-looking country, the more so in November,’ wrote Phillips. In the cottage he found a number of items which he deemed to be stolen property and arrested Hannah Peace. She appeared before the Sheffield magistrates, was remanded for a week, and some time before Christmas was taken by Phillips back to London on an overnight train. She then appeared at the Old Bailey on 14 January 1879, charged with receiving stolen goods. She was acquitted, however, on the grounds that she was Peace’s wife – although this was never actually proved – and therefore acted under his authority.

         Early on the morning of Wednesday, 22 January 1879, Peace was taken, manacled and in his convict’s garb, from Pentonville Prison to Sheffield for the magistrate’s hearing into the Dyson murder. Attended by two warders, he was put on the 5.15 am express from London to Sheffield. It was very cold; up north there was snow on the ground. Peace was very troublesome during the journey, but all went well until the train neared Sheffield. It passed through Worksop and going full speed reached the Yorkshire border, where the railway line ran parallel with a canal. Phillips wrote:
         

         
            Peace was well acquainted with the locality. He expressed a wish to pass water, and for that purpose the window was lowered and he faced it. He was wearing handcuffs and with a chain six inches long, so that he had some use of his hands – and he immediately sprang through the window. One of the warders caught him by the left foot. There he held him suspended, of course with the head downwards. He kicked the warder with the right foot and struggled with all his might to get free. The Chief Warder was unable to render his colleague any assistance because the Warder’s body occupied the whole of the space of the open window. He hastened to the opposite side of the Carriage and pulled the Cord to alarm the Guard, but the Cord would not act. But some gentlemen in the next compartment, seeing the state of affairs, assisted the efforts of the Chief Warder to stop the train. All this time the struggle was going on between the Warder and the Convict, and eventually Peace succeeded in kicking off his shoe and, his head striking the footboard of the Carriage, he fell on the line.
            

         

         When the train eventually came to a halt, the two warders ran for over a mile back along the railway line and found their prisoner prostrate in the snow and apparently dead. To their relief he soon recovered consciousness, professing to be in great pain from a bloody wound in his head and dying of cold. A slow train heading for Sheffield chanced to appear and was stopped by the two warders. Peace was lifted up and dumped in the guard’s van at the rear. The train then proceeded on its way, arriving at Sheffield at 9.20 am. Phillips later described the scene:

         
            An immense crowd had assembled to get sight of this great Criminal and the excitement became intense when the 8.54 Express arrived without him. The Guard reported that Peace had escaped. The crowd were unbelieving and they suggested that the statement was a ruse to get the crowd away. But when they saw a sword and a rug and a bag belonging to the Warders brought from an empty carriage and handed to Inspector Bird, it was then generally believed that the statement was true and that Peace had escaped from Custody and that the Warders were on his track. At the Sheffield Police Court great preparations had been made for the reception of Charles Peace and the Court was crowded. All the persons required to be in attendance were present, except one, and that was the Prisoner … Mr Jackson, Chief Constable of Sheffield, entered the Court in a state of some excitement and made the startling statement to the Bench that Peace had escaped from the Warders. The ordinary business of the Court proceeded, when it suddenly became known that Peace had been captured and was actually in Sheffield.
            

         

         In a police station cell, Peace was examined by two surgeons. He had a severe scalp wound and concussion and vomited periodically. He complained of being cold. His wounds were dressed and he was laid on a bed in the cell and covered with rugs. ‘There the little old man lay,’ wrote Phillips, ‘with his head peeping out of the rugs, guarded by two Officers. During the first hour he was frequently roused and he partook of some brandy. At first, force had to be used to get him to take it, but subsequently he drank without any trouble. At the same time he said he should prefer whisky.’

         Two days later, the surgeons certified that Peace was fit enough to attend court. In fact the court went to him, and the magistrate’s hearing was held on Friday, 24 January, by candlelight in the corridor outside his cell.

         Still swathed in rugs and bandages and hunched on a chair, Peace cursed, groaned, complained and endlessly interrupted the proceedings. ‘What are we here for? What is this?’ he protested. The magistrate replied: ‘This is the preliminary enquiry which is being proceeded with after being adjourned.’ Said Peace: ‘I wish to God there was something across my shoulders! I’m very cold! It isn’t justice. Oh, dear. If I killed myself it’d be no matter. I ought to have a remand. I feel I want it, and I must have one!’

         The hearing was attended by Mrs Dyson, who had been brought back to England from America, whither she had gone after her husband’s death. As the prosecution’s principal witness she seemed to enjoy the drama of her situation and was evidently not put out by Peace’s appearance and aspersions. When she took the oath without lifting her veil, Peace remarked: ‘Will you be kind enough to take your veil off? You haven’t kissed the book.’

         Committed for trial at Leeds Assizes, he was taken by train to Wakefield Prison. A large crowd again assembled at Sheffield’s railway station, this time to witness his departure. Professing to be helpless, he was carried from the police van by prison warders. He looked pale and haggard, despite his brown complexion, and had a white bandage around his head. ‘He wore his Convict suit,’ wrote Phillips, ‘and very comical he looked in the cap surmounting the bandage and appeared as feeble as a Child.’

         In Wakefield Prison, Peace spent the next few days writing penitential and moralising letters. One, on 26 January, was to Susan Thompson:

         
            My dear Sue – This is a fearful affair that has befallen me, but I hope you will not foresake [sic] me, as you have been my bosom friend, and you have oftimes said you loved me, and would die for me. What I hope and trust you will do is sell the goods I left you to raise money to engage a Barrister to save me from the perjury of that villainous woman Kate Dyson … I hope you will not forget the love we have had for each other … I am very ill from the effects of the jump from the train. I tried to kill myself to save all further trouble and distress, and to be buried at Darnall. I remain your ever true lover till death.
            

         

         Sue Thompson replied:

         
            Dear Jack, I received your letter and am truly sorry to receive one from you from a Prison … I sold some of the goods before Hannah and I went away and I shared with her the money that was in the house … I had nothing to depend upon, and have not a friend of my own, but what have turned their backs upon me, my life indeed is most miserable. I am sorry you made such a rash attempt upon your life … You are doing me a great injury by saying I have been out to work with you. Do not die with such a base falsehood upon your conscience, for you know I am young and have my home and character to redeem. I pity you and myself to think we should have met … Yours, etc – Sue.
            

         

         On Tuesday, 4 February 1879, Charles Peace was put on trial at Leeds Assizes before Mr Justice Lopes; the prosecutor was Mr Campbell Foster, QC, and the accused was defended by Mr Frank Lockwood. The court was packed, many of the women being armed with opera glasses. Peace, wizened and unshaven, his scarred head and hollow features bristling with thin grey hairs, sat in an armchair within a spiked enclosure.

         The prosecution’s chief witness, Mrs Dyson, although evidently embarrassed by the implications of some of the prosecution’s more personal questions, behaved with a degree of indecorum, even levity. When asked by Campbell Foster how wide the passage was outside the closet she replied: ‘I don’t know, I am not an architect.’ To the question: ‘Did anything touch your husband before he fell on his back?’ she replied: ‘The bullet touched him.’ ‘I didn’t ask that,’ scolded Campbell Foster. ‘Did Peace touch him with his foot?’ She retorted: ‘No, but the bullet touched him.’ There was laughter in court. Campbell Foster was more successful in implying that Mrs Dyson had had an association with Peace, that he gave her a ring, that she continued to meet him after her husband had expressed his dislike of Peace, and had been photographed with him at the Sheffield Summer Fair in 1876. She denied that letters and notes referring to assignations were in her handwriting. But she was forced to admit when confronted by witnesses, that she had gone with Peace to some pubs and music halls. However, she denied that she had ever been evicted from a pub for being drunk, and that she was with Peace in the Stag Hotel the night before her husband was killed.
         

         Various witnesses corroborated the circumstances surrounding the shooting of Arthur Dyson. Mr Lockwood, defending, proposed that the shooting was accidental, that Peace’s threats were meaningless, and that the prosecution’s principal witness was unreliable and her evidence tainted and uncorroborated. The judge told the jury that the plea of provocation failed altogether ‘where preconceived ill-will against the deceased was proved’.

         The jury took fifteen minutes to reach a verdict of ‘guilty of wilful murder’, and Peace was sentenced to death. On being asked if he had anything to say, he murmured: ‘Will it be any use for me to say anything?’
         

         Peace was removed to Armley Jail in Leeds where, in penitential mood, he made a full confession of all his crimes to the Reverend JH Littlewood, vicar of Darnall. In it, he revealed that he had shot another policeman – and killed him – in Manchester on 1 August 1876, four months before the death of Arthur Dyson.
         

         Peace’s story was that PC Nicholas Cock and another constable had disturbed him when he was about to burgle a group of prosperous houses called Whalley Range. PC Cock surprised Peace as he climbed over a wall and shouted at him to stand where he was. ‘This policeman was as determined a man as myself,’ said Peace, ‘and after I had fired wide at him, I observed him seize his staff, which was in his pocket, and he was rushing at me and about to strike me. I then fired the second time. “Ah, you bugger,” he said, and fell. I could not take as careful an aim as I would have done, and the ball, missing the arm, struck him in the breast. I got away, which was all I wanted.’

         Two young Irish brothers called Habron, farm labourers, were accused of the crime at Manchester Assizes and one of them, William Habron, aged nineteen, was sentenced to death on 28 November 1876 – the day before the murder of Arthur Dyson. William’s brother, John was found not guilty, and the jury added a recommendation for mercy to William Habron ‘on the grounds of his youth’. For three weeks he was confined in a condemned cell. But on 19 December the Home Secretary granted a reprieve and William’s sentence was commuted to one of penal servitude for life. He was sent to Portland Prison, where he remained for over two years.

         Peace had watched the Habron trial from the public gallery and kept silent. He said later: ‘What man would have done otherwise in my position?’ But now that he was to be executed himself, he told the Reverend Littlewood that he thought it right ‘in the sight of God and man to clear the young man’. He ended his confession by saying: ‘What I have said is nothing but the truth and this is my dying words. I have done my duty and leave the rest to you.’

         Charles Peace was hanged by William Marwood at Armley Jail in Leeds at 8 am on 25 February 1879.

         His last days were spent in interminable letter-writing and prayer and the Christian exhortation of others. But his reprobate real self prevailed. Of his last breakfast he said: ‘This is bloody rotten bacon!’ And when a warder began banging on the door as Peace lingered overlong in the lavatory on the morning of his execution, he shouted: ‘You’re in a hell of a hurry! Are you going to be hanged or am I?’ On the scaffold he refused to wear the white hood – ‘Don’t! I want to look’ – and insisted on making a speech of forgiveness, repentance and trust in the Lord. Four journalists who were present wrote down his last words, spoken as his resolution left him: ‘I should like a drink. Have you a drink to give me?’ As he spoke, Marwood, the executioner, released the trap door. Peace fell; the vertebrae at the base of his head fractured and dislocated, and his spinal cord was severed.
         

         He wrote his own epitaph for the memorial card which he himself had printed in jail: ‘In memory of Charles Peace who was executed in Armley Prison, Tuesday, February 25th 1879. For that I done but never intended.’

         On 19 March, William Habron was moved from Portland to Millbank Prison in London and then set free with a full pardon. He was told that his father had died six months earlier ‘of a broken heart’. He was given £1,000 in compensation ‘to ease his pain and anguish’.
         

         In due course, DI Henry Phillips donated some items that had been used by Peace in his burglaries to the Black Museum at Scotland Yard. A hundred years later, Phillips’s very informative, hand-written memoir was in turn donated to the museum by lorry driver Peter Coyle, on behalf of Phillips’s great-niece, Mrs Bell.
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            JACK THE RIPPER
 
            THE WHITECHAPEL MURDERS, 1888
            

         
 
         
            Fiction far outweighs fact in the volume of words used to describe the crimes, motives and character of Jack the Ripper. The facts are few, almost as few as the five murders he is believed to have committed. The fictions stem from the fact – despite mountains of theory and speculation – that no one knows for certain who he was. No single writer, in the last seventy years, has been able to establish the identity of the ‘Whitechapel Murderer’, as he was originally called. Significantly, the first full-length work on the subject, The Mystery of Jack the Ripper, was not published until more than a generation, forty-one years, after the murders. It was written by an Australian journalist, Leonard Matters. Since then, and despite confident claims by various writers that they have found The Answer, or The Final Solution, they have not. They fail to convince, to provide conclusive proof, their causes and case histories being spoiled by misconception, misreporting, error, and the perpetuation of earlier journalistic imaginings, assumptions and fancy unsupported by fact. The identity of the Whitechapel murderer is and will remain an enigma. He is not even definitely named in the so-called secret files of Scotland Yard.
            

         

         Five murders are known to have been committed by the Ripper, but two others were once thought to have been his work as well. The first was of Emma Smith, an ageing prostitute, who lived at 18 George Street, Spitalfields. She was attacked in Osborn Street in the early hours of 3 April 1888. Her face and ear were cut, and some instrument, not a knife, had been thrust violently up her vagina. She said she had been assaulted by four men, but could or would not identify them. She died the next day in the London Hospital of peritonitis. Four months later, at 3 am on 7 August, the body of Martha Tabram, aged thirty-five, was found on a staircase landing in George Yard Buildings in Commercial Street. Her throat and stomach had been stabbed or pierced thirty-nine times with something sharp like a bayonet. Earlier that night, she and another prostitute had been seen in the company of two soldiers, who were arrested and paraded with others in front of the second prostitute. But she failed or refused to identify either her own or the other woman’s partner.
         

         It should be remembered that in 1888 the East End of London, a few square miles, was inhabited by about 900,000 people, virtual outcasts living in conditions of extreme depravity, poverty and filth. Fifty-five per cent of East End children died before they were five. Each squalid room in each rotting lodging house was occupied by between five and seven persons – men, women and children. In Whitechapel, about 8,500 people crammed into 233 lodging houses every night, paying as much as 4d for a bed. The parish of Whitechapel was infested with about 80,000 artisans, labourers and derelicts, of whom the better-off – the poor, as opposed to the very poor – earned about £1 a week. The more menial tasks yielded a shilling a day, women being paid less than men. People lived from day to day, earning or stealing what they could to eat and stay alive. Drunkenness and prostitution were rampant. The Metropolitan Police estimated that in October 1888 about 1,200 of the lowest sort of prostitute plied their trade in the dingy Whitechapel streets. Consequently, women were assaulted and injured every night. Some were killed.
         

         Twenty-four days after the death of Martha Tabram there occurred the first of the accepted Ripper killings. At about 3.30 am on Friday, 31 August, Mary Ann Nichols, a forty-two-year-old prostitute, was murdered. She was found in Buck’s Row, lying on her back, her skirt pushed up above her knees; her eyes were open. Her throat had been slashed twice, from left to right, the second eight-inch-long cut almost severing the head. Blood from the cut had been absorbed by her stained and shabby clothes: a brown ulster, a brown linsey frock, two petticoats, stays and black wool stockings. She also wore a black straw bonnet. Her face was bruised. She was 5 ft 2 in tall and had lost five of her front teeth. It was not until her body was removed to the mortuary by the old Montague Street workhouse that other injuries were revealed. Her stomach had been hacked open and slashed several times. Mary Ann Nichols, also known as Polly, had lodged at 18 Thrawl Street, Spitalfields, as well as at 56 Flower and Dean Street. She was last seen alive at 2.30 am on the corner of Osborn Street, staggering drunkenly down Whitechapel Road towards Buck’s Row (now Durward Street).

         Because she, Tabram and Smith were all murdered within 300 yards of each other and were prostitutes, a connection was made between them that now seems insubstantial. A man known to have ill-treated prostitutes and to have been seen with Nichols became a prime suspect. Known as Leather Apron, he was a Jewish bootmaker, John Pizer – also called Jack.

         The next murder was eight days later. The body of Annie Chapman, aged forty-five, also known as Dark Annie, Annie Siffey or Sievey (she had lived with a man who made sieves), was found in the back yard of 29 Hanbury Street at 6 am on Saturday, 8 September. She lay on her back beside steps leading from a passage into the yard. Her knees were wide apart and her dirty black skirt pushed up over them. Her face was swollen and her chin and jaw were bruised; her tongue protruded from her mouth. Two deep and savage cuts had practically separated her head from her body. Her stomach had been torn open and pulled apart; sections of skin from the stomach lay on her shoulder – on the right was another piece of skin and a mess of small intestines. It was later established that she had been disembowelled – her uterus, part of the vagina and the bladder had been carved out and taken away.

         Slight bloodstains were discovered on the palings of a fence beside the body and specks of blood spattered the rear wall of the house above the prostrate corpse. Her rings were missing – they had been torn from her fingers. At her feet lay some pennies and two new farthings; a comb also lay by the body. Presumably this and the coins had been in the pocket under her skirt that had been ripped open. Other adjacent items, which probably had nothing to do with the murder, included part of an envelope stamped 28 August 1888 and bearing the crest of the Sussex Regiment on the back, as well as a piece of paper containing two pills – and a leather apron soaked with water and about two feet from a communal tap.
         

         Annie Chapman was a small (5 ft), stout woman with dark hair, blue eyes, a thick nose and two teeth missing from her lower jaw. She had lodged at 35 Dorset Street, from where she had been evicted at 2 am because she lacked the few pennies for a bed. Drunk and ill, she had wandered off towards Brushfield Street. She was last seen alive at 5.30 am (a clock was striking the half-hour) by a park-keeper’s wife who was on her way to market. She saw Chapman standing outside 29 Hanbury Street, haggling with a foreign-looking man, aged about forty, who was shabbily but respectably dressed and wearing a deerstalker, probably brown. Number 29 was a lodging house, occupied by seventeen people, none of whom heard anything untoward. But the street was not quiet: carts and workers were already moving up and down on their way to work.
         

         Several suspects were taken to Commercial Street police station for questioning on Sunday, 9 September, and in the early hours of Monday the 10th, John Pizer, Leather Apron, was found at 22 Mulberry Street and arrested. Witnesses said that two months earlier he had been ejected from 35 Dorset Street and that he wore a deerstalker hat. The police found five long-bladed knives in his lodgings, of a sort thought to have been used by the murderer. Pizer said that he used them in his boot-making trade. He protested his innocence, and his story that he had been in hiding in the Mulberry Street house for four days, since Thursday, was backed up by his stepmother and brother who lived there. He also had an alibi for the night Mary Ann Nichols was murdered – he was in a lodging house in Holloway Road.

         At the inquest on Annie Chapman, the leather apron found in the back yard not far from her body was identified as the property of John Richardson, whose widowed mother lived in 29 Hanbury Street. She had washed the apron on Thursday, leaving it by the fence, where it was found on Saturday by the police. Richardson had actually visited the house about 4.45 am on his way to work, to check that his mother’s padlocked cellar, which had recently been robbed, was intact. In the dawn light, he saw that it was and that the yard was empty.

         Another yard was the scene of the murder of Elizabeth Stride, a forty-four-year-old Swedish prostitute, also known as Long Liz. She was killed about 1 am on Sunday, 30 September, a wet and windy night. Her body was discovered by a hawker, Louis Diemschutz, who worked as a steward in a Jewish Socialist Club that backed onto the yard in Berner Street. As he drove into the yard in a pony and trap, the pony shied to the left, doing so twice and drawing the hawker’s attention to a heap of clothes on the ground. He poked at it with his whip and lit a match, which was snuffed out by the wind. But he had seen enough. He fetched help from the club, where the rowdy members were singing and dancing.
         

         Long Liz lay on her muddy left side, her legs drawn up, right arm over her stomach, her left arm extended behind her back, the hand clutching a packet of cashew nuts. Her right hand was bloody, and her mouth was slightly open. The bow of a check silk scarf around her throat had pulled tight and had turned to the left of her neck. The scarf’s lower edge was frayed, as if by a very sharp knife, which had also slit her throat from left to right, severing the windpipe. Bruises on her shoulders and chest indicated that she had been seized and forced down onto the ground when her throat had been cut. Her body was still warm. Evidently the murderer had been frightened off by the returning pony and trap. There were no other injuries or mutilations. It was noted at the mortuary that the dead woman had no teeth in her left lower jaw.

         Like Nichols and Chapman, Stride was married but separated from her husband. Like them, she was something of an alcoholic. She had lived in Fashion Street with a labourer called Michael Kidney, who had then moved to 35 Dorset Street. But on the Tuesday before her death she had walked out, lodging instead at 32 Flower and Dean Street. On the Saturday night she had been seen by a labourer, William Marshall, at about 11.45 pm in Berner Street, talking to a mild-voiced, middle-aged, stout and decently dressed man, wearing a cutaway coat. He had looked like a clerk to Marshall: he wore no gloves, carried no stick or anything else in his hands, and on his head was ‘a round cap with a small peak to it’ like a sailor’s hat. He kissed Long Liz and he said: ‘You would say anything but your prayers.’ Then they walked down the street.

         She was seen again in Berner Street at about 12.30 am by a policeman, PC Smith. He described Stride’s companion as they stood and talked together as ‘of respectable appearance … He had a newspaper parcel in his hand.’ The man was about 5 ft 7 in tall, wore an overcoat and dark trousers and had a dark, hard felt deerstalker on his head. Smith gave the man’s age as ‘about twenty-eight’. The Police Gazette later expanded this description to ‘complexion dark, small dark moustache; dress, black diagonal coat, hard felt hat, collar and tie’.
         

         A third witness, a box-maker, James Brown, crossed Berner Street at about 12.45 am and noticed a couple standing by a wall. He heard the woman say: ‘Not tonight. Some other night’ A glance revealed to him that the man was wearing a long dark coat. The Gazette elaborated Brown’s description as follows: ‘Age about thirty, height 5 ft 5 ins; complexion fair, hair dark, small brown moustache, full face, broad shoulders; dress, dark jacket and trousers, black cap with peak.’
         

         Are Smith and Brown describing the same man? And was he the man who killed Elizabeth Stride at about 1 am and on being disturbed by the pony and trap fled westwards towards Aldgate?

         Just after 1.30 am and half a mile to the west in Duke Street, three Jews, one of whom was a Mr Lawende, saw a man talking to a woman in Church Passage, which led into Mitre Square. She was wearing a black jacket and bonnet and was about three or four inches shorter than the man. He was later described in the Police Gazette as: ‘Aged thirty, height 5 ft 7 ins, or 8 ins; complexion fair, moustache fair, medium build; dress: pepper and salt colour loose jacket, grey cloth cap with peak of some material, reddish neckerchief tied in knots; appearance of a sailor.’ The woman was Catherine Eddowes, aged forty-three. Less than ten minutes later she was dead.
         

         She had been married to a man called Conway, but for seven years she had lived at 6 Fashion Street with another man, John Kelly, and accordingly called herself Kate Kelly. That Saturday night she had been arrested in Aldgate about 8.30 pm: she was drunk and disorderly. Taken to Bishopsgate police station, she had been left to sober up in a cell and was discharged at 1 am – at the same time as Elizabeth Stride’s throat was cut in the yard off Berner Street. Eddowes walked off southwards, down Houndsditch towards Aldgate High Street and Mitre Square, as Stride’s murderer hurried westwards towards her.

         At 1.45 am, her body was discovered by the bull’s-eye lamp of PC Watkins as he walked on his beat through the square. It lay on its back in a corner. ‘I have been in the force a long while,’ said Watkins, ‘but I never saw such a sight.’ The body had been ripped open, said Watkins, like a pig in the market. The left leg was extended and the right leg bent. The throat had been deeply slit and the face had been slashed and cut. There were also abrasions on both cheeks. Both sets of eyelids had been nicked and part of the nose and the right ear had been sliced off. The trunk had been torn apart from the sternum to the groin by a series of disjointed thrusts, the pointed knife that was employed being angled from right to left. The woman had been disembowelled – entrails had been thrown across her right shoulder. The uterus and the left kidney had been cut away and removed.

         Police sketches and photographs of Catherine Eddowes’s body greatly minimise the view that the murderer had some anatomical knowledge, or took ‘at least five minutes’ over his work. He clearly worked in a frenzy – cutting the throats of his victims, ripping their bodies and pulling out organs with neither care nor skill, and all in a couple of minutes at the most. He would have worked with speed, frantic with bloodlust and also fearful of being caught. He may have had a very rough knowledge of anatomy, sufficient for him to knowingly silence each victim by severing her windpipe, and he might have known what a womb looked like (he removed two) and have been able to distinguish such a comparatively small and obscure item among the mass of organs in the gut. But this does not mean that he had had any actual medical experience or had been a butcher, slaughterman, farmer or hunter of any sort.
         

         The idea propounded at the time by some doctors, that the throats of the victims had been cut (the cause of death) as they lay on the ground, is in reality not very likely – unless the women were already unconscious, or dead. For despite their dirty clothes and drunken state, they are unlikely to have stretched out on the much dirtier, muddy ground to have sex. This service would most likely have been provided standing up against a wall, with their backs to it – or facing it. And it is unlikely that the women were suffocated or strangled before their throats were cut. If they had been strangled, they would surely have fought for their lives. But in no case was there any sign of a struggle, nor were any bruises found on the women’s necks where pressure in strangulation would have been applied. Despite the cut throats, some such marks, if they had been there, must have remained. There were, however, bruises and abrasions on the faces of the women, about the chin and jaw. Stride’s shoulders were also bruised.
         

         It seems likely that the murderer seized the women from behind, with his left arm or hand gripping face or chin and forcing it upwards, thereby stifling any cry and exposing the throat to the long-bladed knife in his right hand. He would then cut from left to right. In every case, the drunken women were taken by surprise. Despite the fact that people were awake and within a few yards of the murders, there was evidently never any resistance or any sound.

         Catherine Eddowes wore a black cloth jacket with an imitation fur collar; her black straw bonnet was trimmed with beads and velvet; her dark green dress was patterned with michaelmas daisies and lilies. In her pockets were a handkerchief, a comb, two clay pipes, a cigarette case, a matchbox containing some cotton, a ball of worsted, a mitten, a small tin box containing tea and sugar, five pieces of soap and a blunt table-knife. Around her neck was a ribbon and ‘a piece of old white coarse apron’, presumably in place of a scarf. The three previous victims had also worn scarves. Part of this bloodstained apron had been cut off, and was found at the bottom of some common stairs leading to 108-119 Wentworth Dwellings, Goulston Street (north-east of Mitre Square and on the way to Spitalfields) at 2.55 am.
         

         PC Long, who noticed the bloody rag during his night patrol, stated that at 2.20 am it had not been there. Nor, he said, had a five-lined message written in chalk on a black-bricked wall in the passage: ‘The Juwes are / The men that / Will not / be Blamed for nothing.’ When the Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police, Sir Charles Warren, arrived in Goulston Street about 5 am, he ordered the words to be rubbed out, even before a daylight photograph could be taken of this possible clue. The words, however, were copied. Warren’s action was explained by his concern to avoid the exacerbation of prevailing anti-semitic prejudice. For apart from the fact that some main suspects had been Jews, the last four women had been murdered in Jewish areas and near buildings occupied by Jews.
         

         The ‘double event’ of the murders of Eddowes and Stride provided the press with even more sensational and lurid headlines and reports, and added further fuel to the clamour for the resignation of Sir Charles Warren and the Home Secretary. It was felt that not enough was being done to identify and apprehend the murderer, and the police were strongly criticised. Vigilance committees were formed, petitions signed and demonstrations made. Thousands of letters about the murders and the murderer’s identity were sent to the police and to the press, exhibiting every sort of social, sexual and racial prejudices.

         Meanwhile, in the East End, where large morbid crowds had gathered in the streets to view the scenes of the murders and indulge in rabid speculation, a ‘terrible quiet’ descended.
         

         Then a letter and a postcard, received by the Central News Agency, were published with the permission of the police on 3 October. From now on the murderer had a name – Jack the Ripper.

         The letter, addressed to The Boss, Central News Office, London City, was dated 25 September 1888 and posted in the East End on 27 September, the Thursday before the double murder in the early hours of Sunday, 30 September. It read:
         

         
            Dear Boss 
            

            I keep on hearing the police have caught me but they wont fix me just yet. I have laughed when they look so clever and talk about being on the right track. That joke about Leather Apron gave me real fits. I am down on whores and I shant quit ripping them till I do get buckled. Grand work the last job was. I gave the lady (Annie Chapman) no time to squeal … I love my work and want to start again. You will soon hear of me with my funny little games. I saved some of the proper red stuff in a ginger beer bottle over the last job to write with but it went thick like glue and I cant use it. Red ink is fit enough I hope ha ha. The next job I do I shall clip the ladys ears off and send to the police officers just for jolly wouldnt you. Keep this letter back till I do a bit more work, then give it out straight. My knife’s nice and sharp I want to get to work right away if I get a chance. Good luck. 
            

            yours truly 
            

            Jack the Ripper
            

            
                

            

            Dont mind me giving the trade name 
            

            wasnt good enough to post this before I got all 
            

            the red ink off my hands curse it. No luck yet. 
            

            They say I’m a doctor now ha ha.
            

         

         The letter was followed a few days later by a postcard. It was postmarked 1 October – the Monday after the double murder and not, as many writers have said, on the same day – even ‘a few hours after’ the murders of Stride and Eddowes. The postcard was probably written at least 24 hours after the murders, and after details of them had been sensationally splashed in the Monday morning papers. It was addressed to: Central News Office, London City, EC:
         

         
            I wasnt codding dear old Boss when I gave you the tip. youll hear about saucy Jackys work tomorrow double event this time number one squealed a bit couldnt finish straight off. had no time to get ears for police thanks for keeping last letter back till I got to work again. Jack the Ripper
            

         

         The postcard might have been written on Sunday the 30th, anything from twelve to twenty hours after the murders, which were within the few hours after midnight. It might have been written by someone in the locality who had heard of the ‘double event’, or indeed by a journalist, or by anyone connected with the police or medical investigations. In no way does the postcard betoken any foreknowledge of the murders.
         

         Misconception and myth also cloud the next alleged communication from the murderer. Seventeen days after the murders of Stride and Eddowes, on Tuesday, 16 October, at either 5 pm or 8 pm (there were two postal deliveries in the evening in those days), a builder, Mr George Lusk, who was chairman of the Whitechapel Vigilance Committee and lived in Alderney Street, Mile End, received a small brown paper parcel, 3 1⁄2 inches square. Within was a cardboard box that contained half a kidney. The postmark was indecipherable, although post-office workers thought the parcel could have been posted in the Eastern or East Central areas. A brief letter came with the stinking kidney, with an address at the top – ‘From hell’.

         
            Sor I send you half the kidne I took from one women prasarved it for you tother piece I fried and ate it was very nise I may send you the bloody knif that took it out if you only wate a whil longer. 
            

            signed Catch me when you can Mishter Lusk 
            

         

         The writer of this note is probably not the same man who penned the ‘Jack the Ripper’ epistles. Apart from the fact that the handwriting is different, the spelling of the Ripper letter and card are superior and written in quite a neat copper-plate. A curious feature of the note to Mr Lusk is the oddly illiterate spelling – it seems deliberate. Words like ‘half’, ‘piece’, ‘fried’ and ‘bloody’ are properly spelt, yet ‘kidne’, ‘prasarved’, ‘nise’, ‘knif’, ‘wate’ and ‘whit’ are not, being given a sort of phonetic spelling which in three cases is merely attained by the omission of the last letters – ‘kidne’, ‘knif’ and ‘whit’. Yet in the last two words, the silent letters ‘k’ and ‘h’ are included. There is also an obvious Irishness to the spelling of ‘Sor’ and ‘Mishter’.

         Mr Lusk had already been bothered by a prowler and other letters, and was at first inclined to dismiss the kidney as a disagreeable hoax. But friends advised him to submit the half kidney to the inspection of the police and doctors, and on 18 October Dr Openshaw, at the Pathological Museum, after examining the offensive organ, concluded that the kidney had come from a woman who drank, had Bright’s Disease, and that it was part of a left kidney. He thought it had been removed within the last three weeks. It had also been preserved in spirits after its removal.
         

         It has since been assumed that the kidney was the one missing from the body of drunken Catherine Eddowes. There is no proof of this. Eddowes was buried in the City of London Cemetery at Ilford on 8 October, so there was no chance of direct verification or of comparing the alleged length of renal artery attached to the postal kidney and that still in the murdered woman. It is also virtually impossible – it would have been completely so in 1888 – to tell whether a kidney comes from a woman or a man. Moreover, Bright’s Disease, which infected the kidney, is not necessarily caused by alcoholism, and the postal kidney had been put in spirits within a few hours of its removal – something the murderer of Eddowes would surely not have thought of or had time to do.
         

         Assumptions and error have gilded the half-kidney since it was sent to Mr Lusk. The sender was most probably a morbid hoaxer, possibly a medical student or hospital worker, who must have been much gratified by the success of his little device. On 29 October, another illiterate letter was sent, this time to Dr Openshaw:

         
            Old boss you was rite it was the left kidny i was goin to hopperate agin clos to your ospitle just as i was goin to dror my nife along of er bloomin throte them cusses of coppers spoilt the game but i guess i wil be on the job soon and will send you another bit innerds Jack the ripper.
            

         

         An interesting feature of the letters quoted above, one or two of which are thought by some to have possibly been written by the actual Whitechapel murderer, is that the addresses were correct (and correctly spelt) and that none of them was addressed to the police – who, in fact, received thousands of letters. This is odd, for murderers with a literary leaning invariably feel bound to communicate with the police, and with no one else – with the exception of Dr Cream, who wrote to everyone.
         

         Sir Robert Anderson, who became head of the CID at the Yard in September 1888, said later: ‘The “Jack the Ripper” letter which is preserved in the Police Museum at New Scotland Yard is the creation of an enterprising journalist.’ And Sir Melville Macnaghten, who became Assistant Chief Constable at the Yard in 1889 and head of the CID in 1903, wrote: ‘In this ghastly production I have always thought I could discern the stained finger of the journalist – indeed, a year later I had shrewd suspicions as to the actual author! But whoever did pen the gruesome stuff, it is certain to my mind that it was not the mad miscreant who had committed the murders.’

         The fifth and final murder generally attributed to the Ripper happened forty days after the ‘double event’. It was different in that the victim, a prostitute, was young and attractive, was killed indoors and more horribly and extensively mutilated than any female murder victim before, or perhaps since.

         Mary Jane Kelly – also known as Dark Mary, Mary Ann and Marie – aged twenty-four, was murdered in the early hours of Friday, 9 November, in a back room of 26 Dorset Street. Two women in nearby but separate rooms said they heard a woman cry ‘Murder’ about 3.45 am. Mary Kell’s lodging, rented for four shillings a week, was Room 13 in the house and had its own entrance, a side-door opening into a passage called Miller’s Court. Until 30 October she had shared the room with her common-law husband, Joseph Barnett. After a stormy row he left her, since when another prostitute had stayed with her occasionally.
         

         Kelly’s body was discovered about 10.45 am by her landlord’s assistant, Thomas Bowyer, who had been sent to ask her for the thirty-five shillings she owed in rent. Getting no answer to his knocking – the door was locked – he peered through a broken window, removing rags that filled the gap and pulling aside a curtain to do so. The police were sent for, but as the Commissioner, Sir Charles Warren, had chosen to resign the day before, the police force were in some confusion. Kelly’s room was not entered (at first by the window) until 1.30 pm.

         The bloodstained room was sparsely furnished. Mary Kelly, wearing the remains of a chemise or slip, was lying on her back on a bed, where she had been placed after the murderer cut her throat. By the light of a fire, fuelled by clothes and other items he found in the room (although Kelly’s clothes, folded on a chair, were not so used), he set to work mutilating the body, which was stabbed, slashed, skinned, gutted and ripped apart. Her nose and breasts were cut off and dumped on a table; entrails were extracted; some were removed; other parts lay on the bed. Mary Kelly was nearly three months pregnant.

         The last person believed to have seen her alive was George Hutchinson, an unemployed labourer. He had known Kelly for three years. He met her in Thrawl Street as he walked towards Flower and Dean Street about 2 am. She said: ‘Hutchinson, will you lend me sixpence?’ ‘I can’t,’ he replied. ‘I’ve spent all my money going down to Romford.’ She shrugged. ‘Good morning,’ she said. ‘I must go and find some money.’ She walked off, and a man coming in the opposite direction accosted her – they both laughed. Hutchinson watched. He heard Kelly say: ‘All right.’ ‘You’ll be all right for what I’ve told you,’ said the man. They walked towards Hutchinson and passed him – he was standing under a lamp outside a pub, the Queen’s Head. The man lowered his head and his hat as he passed. But Hutchinson was later able to describe him as being about thirty-four, 5 ft 6 in tall, dark-haired, with a small moustache curled up at the ends. He was dressed in a long dark coat, with a dark jacket and trousers; his waistcoat was as pale as his face, and across it was a gold chain. He wore a white shirt, button boots with gaiters and his black tie had a horseshoe-shaped pin in it. He seemed quite respectable, and Jewish.

         Hutchinson’s description is very exact: it seems too good to be true. He goes on to say that he followed Kelly and her pick-up into Dorset Street, where they stood talking by Miller’s Court for a couple of minutes. He heard Kelly say: ‘All right, my dear. Come along – you’ll be comfortable.’ The man kissed her, and they went into Miller’s Court. Hutchinson waited, but they failed to reappear.

         Nothing is known about Hutchinson that might lend credence or otherwise to his statement. The man he saw need not have been Kelly’s murderer – she was not killed until at least an hour and a half later. Unlike the dark gentleman who chatted quite carelessly outside Miller’s Court, the murderer would have been very careful, one imagines, about not being seen with Mary Kelly and certainly not so near her room.
         

         The rest is silence, apart from the clamour of speculation at the time, as well as generations later, about the identity of the Whitechapel murderer.
         

         Another heavy-drinking prostitute, Alice McKenzie, was murdered in Whitechapel, in Castle Alley, on 17 July 1889. She was found in the street with her throat cut (or rather, stabbed twice); her dress had been pushed above her knees, and there were cuts and scratches on her stomach. However, the death of ‘Clay-pipe Alice’ is not thought to have been the work of the Ripper, who is generally believed to have died or to have been imprisoned for other crimes soon after the murder of Mary Kelly.

         Who was he? What happened to him? No one can say for certain. Sir Charles Warren is reported by his grandson to have believed the murderer ‘to be a sex maniac who committed suicide after the Miller’s Court murder – possibly the young doctor whose body was found in the Thames on December 31st 1888.’ Sir Robert Anderson, who became head of the CID in September 1888, wrote in his memoirs: ‘I am almost tempted to disclose the identity of the murderer … In saying that he was a Polish Jew, I am merely stating a definitely ascertained fact.’ A note scribbled in a copy of his memoirs given years later to the Crime Museum indicates that he believed the Ripper to be in fact a Polish barber, Aaron Kosminski.

         Sir Henry Smith, Acting Commissioner of the City Police at the time of the murders, thought the murderer must be the man described by Joseph Lawende. Chief Detective Inspector Abberline, who was the senior Yard detective investigating the murders, thought George Chapman (his real name was Severin Klosowski) was the killer. Chapman, a hairdresser’s assistant in Whitechapel in 1888, when he was twenty-three, was ultimately hanged in 1903 for poisoning his three wives – another kind of murder altogether. Other police officers involved at the time, such as Leeson and Dew, disagreed, writing in their autobiographies: ‘Nobody will ever know’ – ‘I am as mystified now as I was then.’

         In February 1894, one man, Sir Melville Macnaghten, wrote what must be the most sensible account of the murders. It was a hand-written seven-page memorandum deposited in the Ripper file to discredit and disprove a newspaper story that a deranged fetishist, Thomas Cutbush, was the Ripper. Cutbush was arrested in 1891 for maliciously wounding two women by stabbing them in the rear. He was found guilty but insane, and incarcerated in an asylum. Macnaghten states: ‘The Whitechapel murderer had 5 victims – & 5 victims only.’ They were: Nichols, Chapman, Stride, Eddowes and Kelly. Macnaghten continued:

         
            It will be noticed that the fury of the mutilations increased in each case, and, seemingly, the appetite only became sharpened by indulgence. It seems, then, highly improbable that the murderer would have suddenly stopped in November 88, and been content to recommence operations by merely prodding a girl behind some 2 years and 4 months afterwards. A much more rational theory is that the murderer’s brain gave way altogether after his awful glut in Miller’s Court, and that he immediately committed suicide, or, as a possible alternative, was found to be so hopelessly mad by his relations, that he was by them confined in some asylum. No one ever saw the Whitechapel Murderer, many homicidal maniacs were suspected, but no shadow of proof could be thrown on any one. I may mention the cases of 3 men, any one of whom would have been more likely than Cutbush to have committed this series of murders: 
            

            (1) A Mr MJ Druitt, said to be a doctor and of good family, who disappeared at the time of the Miller’s Court murder, and whose body (which was said to have been upwards of a month in the water) was found in the Thames on 31st Dec – or about 7 weeks after that murder. He was sexually insane and from private info I have little doubt but that his own family believed him to have been the murderer. 
            

            (2) Kosminski, a Polish Jew and resident in Whitechapel. This man became insane owing to many years indulgence in solitary vices. He had a great hatred of women, especially of the prostitute class, and had strong homicidal tendencies. He was removed to a lunatic asylum about March 1889. There were many crimes connected with this man which made him a strong ‘suspect’. 
            

            (3) Michael Ostrog, a Russian doctor, and a convict, who was frequently detained in a lunatic asylum as a homicidal maniac. This man’s antecedents were of the worst possible type, and his whereabouts at the time of the murders could never be ascertained.
            

         

         Next to nothing is known about Kosminski and Ostrog. Much more has since been revealed about Montague Druitt.

         Born on 15 August 1857 at Wimborne in Dorset, he was educated at Winchester College, where he was a prefect, played cricket for the First Eleven, was the best at playing Five’s, and won a scholarship to New College, Oxford. There he studied Classics and obtained a Third Class Honours degree in 1880. He may then have studied medicine for a year (he had a cousin who was a doctor) before switching to law, enrolling at the Inner Temple in May 1882. While he studied law, he taught at a crammer’s school in Blackheath, where forty-two boys were boarders. He was called to the Bar in April 1885. His father died in September, after which Druitt rented chambers at 9 King’s Bench Walk in the Temple. His career as a barrister was undistinguished and unrewarding; he continued to teach at the Blackheath school until he was sacked around 1 December 1888. The reason for the dismissal is not known: he may have shown homosexual tendencies or behaved unreasonably or oddly – the latter being not unlikely, as his mother had been certified as insane in July that year and put in a mental home in Chiswick. He apparently feared for his own sanity. Last seen alive on Monday, 3 December 1888, he penned a note – ‘Since Friday I felt I was going to be like Mother and the best thing was for me to die’ – weighted the pockets of his overcoat with stones and jumped or waded into the Thames. His body was found floating in the river near Chiswick on Monday, 31 December, four weeks after his disappearance. He was thirty-one.

         Was he the Ripper? We know that he was a keen cricketer. A member of the MCC, for several years he played for Blackheath and also for teams in Dorset. The day after Mary Ann Nichols was murdered (about 3.30 am on Friday, 31 August), MJ Druitt played cricket for Canford against Wimborne in Dorset (on Saturday, 1 September). Some five hours after the murder of Annie Chapman (about 5.45 am on Saturday, 8 September) Druitt was playing cricket for Blackheath in south London. Where was he, one wonders, on the night of 29-30 September and at dawn on Friday, 9 November? To the question ‘Could he have committed such atrocious crimes and then played cricket?’ the answer must be ‘Yes.’
         

         Of all the suspects, Druitt and Kosminski seem the ones most likely, from what we know now, to have been the Whitechapel murderer. But as in every other case there is no definite, conclusive proof. Other theories, about doctors, butchers, Jews, freemasons, lodgers, other murderers and a member of the monarchy (the Duke of Clarence), may reasonably, if regretfully, be dismissed. Of all the books written about the Whitechapel murders, the most useful are those by Donald Rumbelow, a police sergeant in the City, and Richard Whittington-Egan (see the Bibliography).

         One area of interest remains – the actual scenes of the murders and the addresses of the victims: Nichols, Chapman, Stride, Eddowes and Kelly. Why Whitechapel – rather than other areas of prostitution? And why, when about 1,200 prostitutes are said to have worked in Whitechapel, did the five murdered women, although murdered some distance apart, all live within a few hundred yards of each other? It is conceivable that they not only visited the same pubs and touted for custom in the same streets, but actually knew each other, at least by sight. Annie Chapman lived in 35 Dorset Street – so did Jack Pizer and Michael Kidney, with whom Elizabeth Stride used to live. Mary Kelly lived in and was killed at the back of 26 Dorset Street. Nichols, Stride and Eddowes all lodged at one time or another in Flower and Dean Street – as the last two also did in Fashion Street. Is it coincidence that these five possible acquaintances were killed?

         It’s also possible that all five women were neighbours of the Ripper and were known to him, at least by sight, and that he also lived in or near Flower and Dean Street or Fashion Street or Thrawl Street, which were all parallel to each other and led off the main north-south artery in Whitechapel, Commercial Street. It seems highly probable that the Ripper was a local man, well acquainted with all the streets, alleys, yards, pubs and lodging houses in the area, as well as the beats paraded nightly by the police. With bloody clothes he can’t have ventured far from the scenes of the murders, and a local man would have known the darkest, most poorly lit and less-populated routes back to where he lived. The cut-off piece of Eddowes’s bloodstained apron was found in Goulston Street, north-east of Mitre Square where Eddowes died. North-east of Goulston Street itself were the parallel streets of Flower and Dean, Fashion and Thrawl. It’s likely that the Ripper, hurrying away from Mitre Square, was on his way home when he dropped or discarded the piece of apron.

         He took great risks, killing where he did and displaying the bodies as he did. But that must have been part of his murderous urge, the thrill of the kill. And he killed in order to cut, not strangle his victims, swiftly and savagely using his knife. And if his victims knew him, at least by sight, they would not have felt unduly alarmed, especially if his manner and appearance were unexceptional, and not evidently those of a maniac or murderous psychopath, as fiction pictures him, but pleasant and persuasive, as actual murderers often are.
         

         From the many statements made by witnesses who might have seen him before or after the murders, some generalisations might be made – he was about thirty, about 5 ft 6 in and wore a hat or cap and had a moustache. And he probably lived in or near Flower and Dean Street, selecting his victims from among the many prostitutes he lived among.
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            FLORENCE MAYBRICK
 
            THE MURDER OF MR MAYBRICK, 1889
            

         
 
         
            Judges cannot ever be truly impartial, being inevitably led by their own opinions, background, education, sex and social position to exhibit an occasionally less than objective attitude to the accused, especially if the accused is a woman. Such bias was shown by the learned gentlemen who judged Edith Thompson, Alma Rattenbury, Ruth Ellis – and Florence Maybrick.
            

         

         Miss Florence Elizabeth Chandler was an American, a Southern belle from Alabama, who at the age of eighteen married Mr James Maybrick in London on 27 July 1881. She was the daughter of a banker from Mobile, and she and her future husband met on the White Star liner Baltic when she was on a tour of Europe with her mother. He was a forty-two-year-old English cotton-broker, a frequent visitor to America. His two brothers disapproved of the match, believing that Florence was as flighty, as suspect, as her thrice-married mother, Baroness von Roques.
         

         The Maybricks settled in Liverpool in 1884, eventually purchasing an imposing mansion, Battlecrease House (complete with modern flush toilets), in a southern suburb of the city called Aigburth. Living beyond their means, they were attended by four servants: a cook, two maids, and a nanny called Alice Yapp, who looked after the two young Maybrick children, a boy and a girl. Mrs Maybrick was given £7 a week by her husband to pay not only for the food and domestic requirements but also all the servants’ wages. Naturally, she was soon in debt.
         

         James Maybrick was a boorish, irascible man, and a lifelong hypochondriac. Ever complaining of being out of sorts, of pains and numbness and problems with his liver and his nerves, he was a believer in homoeopathic medicines, and was forever swallowing pills and pick-me-ups to improve his health and sexual potency; the mixtures included strychnine and arsenic. ‘I think I know a good deal of medicine,’ he once told a doctor.

         He maintained a mistress on the side, as Florence discovered by chance in 1887. The unhappy young woman found some consolation in the arms of one of her husband’s Liverpool friends, a tall and handsome young bachelor, Alfred Brierley, whom she met at a dance at Battlecrease House. In March 1889, the couple spent a weekend together in a London hotel. Mrs Maybrick made the arrangements. They planned to be there a week, but for some reason they left the hotel – Flatman’s in Henrietta Street – on the Monday, when Brierley paid the bill; Mrs Maybrick spent the rest of the week with friends. She said later: ‘Before we parted, he gave me to understand that he cared for somebody else and could not marry me, and that rather than face the disgrace of discovery he would blow his brains out. I then had such a revulsion of feeling I said we must end our intimacy at once.’ She returned to Liverpool on Friday, 28 March.
         

         The next day, she went to Aintree with her husband for the Grand National. There she happened to meet Brierley, and despite her revulsion and her husband’s wishes, she left his carriage and walked up the course with the young man. Maybrick was furious. She returned home on her own. He arrived ten minutes later. There was a row and at one point he punched her. Alice Yapp said later: ‘I heard Mr Maybrick say to Mrs Maybrick: “This scandal will be all over the town tomorrow!” They then went down into the hall, and I heard Mr Maybrick say: “Florrie, I never thought you would come to this.” They then went into the vestibule, and I heard Mr Maybrick say: “If you once cross this threshold you shall never enter these doors again!’” Mrs Maybrick had in fact ordered a cab and threatened to walk out of the house, but Nanny Yapp intervened, reminding her of her children – ‘I put my arm around her waist and took her upstairs. I made the bed for her that night and she slept in the dressing-room.’

         On Sunday, Mr Maybrick made a new will, excluding his wife. She went to see the family doctor, Dr Hopper, who said later:

         
            She complained that she was very unwell, that she had been up all night … and she asked my advice. I saw that she had a black eye. She said that her husband had been very unkind to her … and he had beaten her … She said that she had a very strong feeling against him, and could not bear him to come near her.
            

         

         She wanted a divorce. But the doctor was able to effect a reconciliation. She asked her husband’s forgiveness for considerable debts she had incurred (£1,200) and he paid them off – presumably with difficulty, as he was in debt himself.
         

         On 13 April, Mr Maybrick journeyed to London on business connected with his wife’s debts and stayed with his bachelor brother, Michael Maybrick, a singer and composer, in his flat in Wellington Mansions, Regents Park. Using the pseudonym Stephen Adams, Michael composed such hymns as ‘The Holy City’ and ‘Star of Bethlehem’. James Maybrick consulted Michael’s doctor, complaining of pains in his head and numbness in his right leg. After an hour-long examination the doctor concluded there was very little wrong with him, apart from indigestion, and he prescribed an aperient, a tonic, and liver pills. Mr Maybrick returned to Liverpool on 22 April.

         Soon after this, he met a friend of his – Sir James Poole, a former mayor of Liverpool, in the Palatine Club – who said later: ‘Someone made the remark that it was becoming the common custom to take poisonous medicines. [Maybrick] had an impetuous way and he blurted out: “I take poisonous medicines.” I said: “How horrid! Don’t you know, my dear friend, that the more you take of these things the more you require, and you will go on till they carry you off?”’ The previous year, in June, Mrs Maybrick had visited Dr Hopper. He said later: ‘She told me that Mr Maybrick was in the habit of taking some very strong medicine which had a bad influence on him; for he always seemed worse after each dose. She wished me to see him about it, as he was very reticent in the matter.’
         

         There seems no doubt that he was an eater of arsenic, among other poisons, and three American witnesses at the trial vouched that he often took arsenic in a cup of beef tea, saying it was ‘meat and liquor to him’ and ‘I take it when I can get it.’ A chemist from Norfolk in Virginia attested to the fact that Mr Maybrick’s consumption of ‘liquor arsenicalis’ given in a tonic, increased over eighteen months by 75 per cent.
         

         On or about Monday, 23 April, Mrs Maybrick bought one dozen flypapers from a chemist in Aigburth. She told him that the flies were troublesome in her kitchen. Each paper contained about one grain of arsenic, although the experts at her trial disagreed about the actual amount, saying it depended on whether the arsenic was extracted by boiling the papers or by soaking them in cold water.

         On or about that Monday, flypapers were seen by the nanny and a maid soaking in a basin on the Maybricks’ bedroom wash-stand. Mrs Maybrick later explained that the arsenic which she extracted from those flypapers was for a cosmetic preparation, a face-wash, something she had used for years; she wanted to clear up some skin trouble before going to a ball. A hairdresser, Mr Bioletti, later agreed that there was ‘an impression among ladies that it is good for the complexion’. It was also used, he said, as a depilatory.
         

         The following Saturday, the 27th, Mr Maybrick felt funny and was sick. He went to the Wirrall Races in the afternoon, got wet in the rain, and later dined with friends; his hands were so unsteady that he upset some wine.

         On Sunday morning the children’s doctor, Dr Humphreys, was sent for. Mr Maybrick was in bed, complaining about pains in his chest and his heart, caused, he said, by a strong cup of tea. He was afraid of becoming paralyzed. The doctor prescribed some diluted prussic acid, and forbade him to drink anything other than soda water and milk. Mrs Maybrick told the doctor that her husband had taken an overdose of strychnine. Two months earlier she had spoken to him about her husband’s habit of dosing himself with strychnine and had written in some concern to his brother, Michael, saying she had found a certain white powder which her husband habitually took. When Michael obliquely asked his brother about this, James Maybrick expostulated: ‘Whoever told you that? It’s a damned lie!’

         Dr Humphreys saw his patient again on 29 and 30 April. He concluded that Maybrick was a chronic dyspeptic and put him on a diet. On the night of 30 April, Florence Maybrick went to a fancy-dress ball with her brother-in-law, Edwin, a bachelor cotton merchant, who was staying in Battlecrease House after a recent visit to America.

         James Maybrick was back in his office on Wednesday, 1 May. Said brother Edwin: ‘Mrs Maybrick gave me a parcel to take to his office … It contained a brown jug in which there was some farinaceous food in liquid form [Barry’s Revalenta]. My brother poured the liquid into a saucepan and heated it over the fire, and he then poured it into a basin and partook of it. He remarked: “The cook has put some of that damned sherry in it, and she knows I don’t like it!”’
         

         By Friday, Maybrick was ill again and Dr Humphreys was summoned about 10 am. He later stated: ‘I found Mr Maybrick in the morning-room on the ground floor. He said he had not been so well since the day before, and he added that he did not think my medicine agreed with him. Mrs Maybrick was present and said: “You always say the same thing about anybody’s medicine after two or three days.”’ Dr Humphreys’s advice was ‘to go on the same for two or three weeks’. He went away and was called back at midnight. In the interim Mr Maybrick had gone out and had a Turkish bath. He was now in bed; he had been sick twice and complained of gnawing pains in his legs.

         On Saturday, his hands felt numb, and he was constantly sick. The doctor told Maybrick he should ‘abate his thirst by washing out with water or by sucking ice or a damp cloth’. On Sunday, his sore throat and foul tongue troubled him; Valentine’s meat juice was prescribed as well as the prussic acid solution. Mrs Maybrick then thought that a second opinion was unnecessary. She said: ‘He has seen so many [doctors] and they have done him so little good.’ She was in constant attendance on him day and night, sleeping in the dressing-room adjacent to the Maybricks’ bedroom.

         At 8.30 am on Monday, 6 May, Dr Humphreys was back. ‘I told [him] to stop the Valentine’s beef juice … I was not surprised at it making Mr Maybrick sick, as it made many people sick.’ Humphreys now prescribed some arsenic, Fowler’s solution, which contained in all 1/25th of a grain, and that evening the patient was fed with Brand’s beef tea, some chicken broth, Neave’s food, and some milk and water. He continued to vomit, and a blister was applied to his stomach. On Tuesday morning he seemed better and told Dr Humphreys: ‘I am quite a different man today.’ Nonetheless, a second opinion was now sought by Edwin Maybrick. His choice, Dr Carter, arrived about 5 pm. Carter’s conclusion was that the patient was suffering from acute dyspepsia, resulting from ‘indiscretion of food, or drink, or both’. He prescribed a careful diet and small doses of sedatives. Both Carter and Humphreys thought Maybrick would be well in a few days.

         But on Wednesday, 8 May, there was a general turn for the worse. Two of the invalid’s friends, Mrs Matilda Briggs and Mrs Martha Hughes (they were sisters), called at the house in the morning and were told by Nanny Yapp about the soaking flypapers and other suspicious matters. Mrs Briggs took immediate action. She told the exhausted wife to send for a trained nurse. She spoke to Edwin. She also telegraphed Michael Maybrick in London – ‘Come at once. Strange things going on here.’

         The nurse arrived at 2.15 pm. About three o’clock, Mrs Maybrick came to the garden gate and gave Alice Yapp a letter to post. The young nanny was minding the Maybricks’ three-year-old daughter and walked to the post office with the child. On the way there the letter, according to Alice, was dropped in the dirt, and needed a new envelope. At any rate, she read the letter, failed to post it and handed it over to Edwin about half-past five. The letter was addressed to A. Brierley and had been written in reply to a somewhat frosty missive from him suggesting that he and Florence did not meet again until the autumn. Mrs Maybrick had written:
         

         
            Dearest – Since my return I have been nursing M day and night – he is sick unto death! … And now all depends upon how his strength will hold out … We are terribly anxious … But relieve your mind of all fear of discovery now and in the future. M has been delirious since Sunday and I know now he is perfectly ignorant of everything … and also that he has not been making any enquiries whatever!
            

         

         This was reported to Michael when he arrived from London that night. Edwin instructed the nurses to let no one else attend his sick brother, while Michael discussed the family’s suspicions with Dr Humphreys.

         The following day the patient was weaker, complaining of much pain in his rectum: he now had diarrhoea. His faeces and urine, a bottle of brandy and a bottle of Neave’s food were all examined for arsenic. None was found.

         That evening the cook (also called Humphreys) was followed downstairs by Mrs Maybrick, who said: ‘I am blamed for all this.’ ‘In what way?’ asked the cook. ‘In not getting other nurses and doctors,’ Mrs Maybrick replied. She went into the servants’ hall and began to cry. She said her position in the house was not worth anything, that Michael Maybrick, who had always had a spite against her, had turned her out of the master’s bedroom. The cook, who thought her mistress had been ‘very kind’ to Mr Maybrick and ‘was doing her best under the circumstances’, was much moved and said: ‘I would rather be in my own shoes than yours.’

         Nurse Gore came on duty at 11 pm and gave her charge some Valentine’s meat juice, and noticed how Mrs Maybrick removed the bottle (which had been provided by Edwin) and took it into the dressing room. She closed the door; a few minutes later she returned, placed the bottle in a ‘surreptitious manner’ on a bedside table, and sent the nurse to fetch some ice. Mrs Maybrick later explained:

         
            After Nurse Gore had given my husband beef tea, I went and sat on the bed beside him. He complained to me of being very sick and very depressed and he implored me then to give him this powder, which he had referred to early in the evening, and which I had declined to give him. I was overwrought, terribly anxious, miserably unhappy, and his evident distress utterly unnerved me. He had told me that the powder would not harm him, and that I could put it in his food. I then consented.’ But, she said, he didn’t take any of the powder, as he was asleep when she returned to the bedroom; later he was sick. The bottle was later found to contain half a grain of arsenic.
            

         

         On Friday, 10 May, James Maybrick was much weaker, with a very faint but rapid pulse; he was very restless and his tongue was foul. He was given sulphonal, nitro-glycerine, cocaine (for his throat) and some phosphoric acid (for his mouth). In the afternoon, Michael Maybrick caught Mrs Maybrick changing medicine from one bottle to another. ‘Florrie! How dare you tamper with the medicine!’ he cried. No arsenic was later found in the bottle that he removed.
         

         Later on that day, the duty nurse, Nurse Gallery, was administering some medicine, assisted by Florrie, when the patient said: ‘Don’t give me the wrong medicine again!’ That evening, according to Nurse Wilson, Mr Maybrick, who was now delirious, said to his wife: ‘Oh, Bunny, Bunny, how could you do it? I did not think it of you.’ ‘You silly old darling,’ said Mrs Maybrick. ‘Don’t trouble your head about things.’ Later, Mrs Maybrick said her husband had been referring to a whispered conversation she had had with him, confessing to her affair with Brierley, assuring him it was over, and asking for his forgiveness.

         On Saturday, 11 May, the doctors had a consultation after midday and concluded that their patient would never recover: his case was hopeless. His children were brought to him at 5 pm. James Maybrick died some three hours later. Florence Maybrick swooned and then retired to her bed in the dressing room. She was more or less confined there by the dead man’s brothers while a hasty search was made of the bedroom and the house by the servants, the nurses, the doctors, the brothers and Mrs Briggs.

         A sealed packet with a red label that read Arsenic, Poison (`for cats’ had been added) was found in a trunk. Arsenic was later detected in an imperfectly cleaned jug of Barry’s Revalenta and in two ordinary medicine bottles. Several small bottles and a scrap of handkerchief were discovered in a chocolate box: the scrap had traces of arsenic. Three bottles found in a man’s hat-box contained varying solutions of arsenic. In another hat-box were a glass and another handkerchief: both bore traces of milk and arsenic. More traces were found in the pocket of Mrs Maybrick’s dressing gown. There was enough arsenic in the house to poison fifty people.
         

         On Monday, 13 May, a post mortem was carried out by Doctors Carter, Humphreys and Barron. They concluded that death had been caused by some irritant poison acting on the stomach and bowels. But when the body was exhumed on 30 May, less than half a grain of arsenic (two grains would have been a fatal amount) was the total found in his liver, kidneys and intestines. There was none in his stomach, spleen, heart or lungs. There were, however, traces of strychnine, hyoscine, prussic acid and morphia.

         In the meantime, Mrs Maybrick had been detained on suspicion of causing her husband’s death. She had been removed to the hospital in Walton jail, after a magistrate formally opened the investigation in her bedroom, but not before a letter she wrote to Brierley – ‘Appearances may be against me, but before God I swear I am innocent’ – was intercepted by Mrs Briggs and given to the police.

         When Mrs Maybrick appeared at the brief magisterial hearing on 13 June, she was hissed at by a large number of women as she left the court. She hoped her trial would take place in London. ‘I shall receive an impartial verdict there,’ she wrote to her mother, ‘which I cannot expect from a jury in Liverpool, whose minds have come to a “moral conviction” … The tittle-tattle of servants, the public, friends and enemies, besides their personal feelings for Jim, must leave their traces and prejudice their minds, no matter what the defence is.’ She was advised otherwise, and the trial began at Liverpool Summer Assizes on Wednesday, 31 July 1889.
         

         There was an all-male Lancashire jury, including three plumbers and two farmers. Mrs Maybrick was defended by Sir Charles Russell, QC, MP, later the Lord Chief Justice. The medical experts agreed that Mr Maybrick had died of gastro-enteritis, but disputed whether this had been caused by arsenic, impure food or a chill. The defence claimed that there was an absence of most symptoms usually associated with arsenical poisoning, that the deceased had overdosed himself and died of natural causes, that Mrs Maybrick had no need to adopt the clumsy and uncertain contrivance of soaking flypapers (so openly) to get arsenic, when so much was available elsewhere in the house. She gave no evidence, but made an ill-advised statement, explaining her reasons for soaking the flypapers and what she was doing with the meat juice.

         The summing-up of the judge, Mr Justice Stephen, who was himself a very sick man, lasted two days. It was a rambling peroration, not without some errors of fact, laying emphasis on the accused’s admitted adultery with Brierley. The judge said:

         
            For a person to go on deliberately administering poison to a poor, helpless, sick man, upon whom she has already inflicted a dreadful injury – an injury fatal to married life – the person who could do such a thing must indeed be destitute of the least trace of feeling … Then you have to consider … the question of motives which might act upon this woman’s mind. When you come to consider that, you must remember the intrigue which she carried on with this man Brierley, and the feelings – it seems horrible to comparatively ordinary innocent people – a horrible and incredible thought, that a woman should be plotting the death of her husband in order that she might be left at liberty to follow her own degrading vices … There is no doubt that the propensities which lead persons to vices of that kind do kill all the more tender, all the more manly, or all the more womanly, feelings of the human mind.
            

         

         The jury, after an absence of three-quarters of an hour, found Florence Maybrick guilty of murder. Before sentence of death was passed she said: ‘With the exception of my intimacy with Mr Brierley, I am not guilty of this crime.’

         The judge was booed as he left the court. Meetings were held, letters were sent, petitions organised, and articles written (by doctors and lawyers) decrying the verdict – there was no appeal court then. Leading Americans, including the President, brought pressure to bear on the English authorities. The Home Secretary and the Lord Chancellor reviewed the case and interviewed the judge. Meanwhile, in Liverpool, Mrs Maybrick heard the gallows being erected in Walton jail.

         Then, on 22 August, the Home Office announced that the sentence had been commuted to penal servitude for life, without ‘the slightest reflection on the tribunal by which the prisoner was tried’ and with ‘the concurrence of the learned judge’. A message announcing the reprieve reached Walton jail at 1.30 am on 23 August, three days before the date set for Florence’s execution.
         

         Despite further efforts to obtain her release, Florence Maybrick remained in jail for fifteen years. The first nine months of her sentence were spent in solitary confinement; she was fed on bread and gruel, wore a brown dress marked with arrows and had to make at least five men’s shirts a week. Her imprisonment began in Woking jail and ended in Aylesbury. She was freed on 25 January 1904, when she went to France and visited her aged mother before returning to America, where she had not been for more than twenty years. For a time she was something of a celebrity and wrote a book called My Fifteen Lost Years. Soon after it was published, the Court of Criminal Appeal was established in 1907.
         

         She died in squalor, surrounded by cats in a Connecticut cottage, on 23 October 1941. She was seventy-eight. It was fifty-two years since her husband’s death and many years since the death of the judge, Mr Justice Stephen. He retired soon after the trial and died in a lunatic asylum.
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            MRS PEARCEY
          
            THE MURDER OF MRS HOGG, 1890
            

         
   
         
            Women rarely commit murder. Those who have done so have generally been poor, illiterate, aggressive if not volatile, mentally unstable, and poison is their usual method of bringing death. More than half (thirty-seven) of the women hanged for murder (sixty-eight) between 1843 and 1956 were poisoners. The murders women commit are mostly domestic ones – of a child, husband or lover, and occur when the murderess can no longer endure the anguish of a relationship or a situation. Children have often been murdered by women in a kind of misdirection of their anguish – as a substitute for the husband or lover, or for the suicide of the murderess herself. A very few women have murdered for gain, to improve their economic or social conditions. Some murder out of spite. Associated causes of murder where women have been concerned are sexual frustration, nymphomania, lesbianism, post-natal depression, the menopause, alcoholism and feeble-mindedness. In the case of Mrs Pearcey, sexual jealousy has been mooted as the mainspring of the murders she committed. They are more likely to have arisen from circumstances similar to those described in Congreve’s famous sentence: ‘Heaven has no rage like love to hatred turned, nor hell a fury like a woman scorned.’ 
            

         

         Mrs Pearcey was not, in fact, married. Her real and maiden name was Mary Eleanor Wheeler. But when she went to live with a man called Pearcey, she assumed the name and title of his wife, retaining both when, for reasons unknown, he left her. Male reporters later portrayed her as being tall and powerful, with striking almost masculine features, a full figure and fine eyes.
         

         A woman correspondent of the Pall Mall Budget described her as being ‘a woman of about five feet six, neither slight nor stout. There is nothing of the murderess in her appearance; in fact, she is a mild, harmless-looking woman. Her colouring is delicate and her hands are small and shapely. But she has not a single good feature in her face. Her eyes are dark and bright … Her mouth is large and badly formed, and her chin is weak and retreating.’
         

         Eleanor Pearcey’s emotional instability and depressing loneliness – her nearest relatives were an aged mother and an older sister – seem to have led her into a series of affairs, further solaced by drink. In 1890, at the age of twenty-four, she was on her way to being a full-time courtesan. The three rooms she occupied on the ground floor of 2 Priory Street, Kentish Town, were paid for by an admirer, Mr Crichton of Gravesend in Kent, who called on her once a week. The rooms were small but attractively furnished. On the left of the entrance hall of the house was her front parlour, in which there was an upright piano; folding doors opened on to a bedroom overlooking the yard at the rear. There was a tiny kitchen.
         

         Another admirer was a furniture remover, Frank Samuel Hogg. Him she apparently loved; she used to put a light in her window to let him know when she was free. A feckless, sentimental and selfish man, who had known Eleanor Pearcey for some time, he was vain enough, it appears, to imagine that all women who looked on him loved him, and was pleased to be proved right. One conquest, however, turned out to be a careless triumph in more ways than one. She became pregnant, and such was the weight of her family’s opinion, backed up by several large brothers, that Frank Hogg was persuaded to marry her. The marriage was not happy, and when his wife, Phoebe, a large, plain woman, duly produced a baby girl, also called Phoebe, this apparently so lowered her bearded husband’s self-esteem and increased his self-pity that he used to speak of suicide to his young bosom-friend, Eleanor Pearcey. He would weep in her arms and bemoan his wretched state, adding his frustrations to hers. As an alternative to suicide he talked of emigration. Both were anathema to Mrs Pearcey.

         Although she had known Phoebe Hogg before her marriage to Frank Hogg and had been friends with his sister Clara – the actual relationship between the three women appears to have been quite complex – Mrs Pearcey seems to have become increasingly jealous of Mrs Hogg and full of hate. Apparently Eleanor Pearcey felt that Frank was essential to her happiness and that the realisation of his happiness must be her prime aim. She wished to be his wife, to have him all to herself.

         In her letters she besought him not to kill himself, to go on living for her sake if not for his. In one, she wrote:

         
            You ask me if I was cross with you for coming only such a little while. If you knew how lonely I am you wouldn’t ask. I would be more than happy if I could see you for the same time each day, dear. You know I have a lot of time to spare and I cannot help thinking. I think and think until I get so dizzy that I don’t know what to do with myself. If it wasn’t for our love, dear, I don’t know what I should really do, and I am always afraid you will take that away, and then I should quite give up in despair, for that is the only thing I care for on earth. I cannot live without it now. I have no right to it, but you gave it to me, and I can’t give it up.
            

         

         It must have seemed that her emotional dilemma could only be resolved by the destruction of Phoebe Hogg, and all Mrs Pearcey’s passionate envy and frustration focused on the other, older woman, who had the benefit of Frank’s company every night and every day.

         Frank and Phoebe Hogg lived with his sister Clara and his mother in rooms at 141 Prince of Wales Road, Kentish Town. On Thursday, 23 October 1890 Mrs Hogg (now aged thirty-one) received a note from Mrs Pearcey inviting her to 2 Priory Street for tea. She showed the note to her sister. It said: ‘Dearest, come round this afternoon and bring our little darling. Don’t fail.’ But Mrs Hogg was for some reason unable to go there that day. Her sister later told the police that Mrs Pearcey had once invited Phoebe to go with her to Southend and look over an empty house.
         

         The next day, Friday the 24th, Eleanor Pearcey gave a small boy a penny to deliver a second note, and this time, without telling anyone where she was going, Phoebe Hogg left her house about 3.30 pm and set out, pushing her daughter in a bassinette or pram down Kentish Town Road and into Royal College Street towards the drab little road (now Ivor Street) where Mrs Pearcey lived. Mrs Hogg pulled the pram up the steps and parked it in the narrow entrance hall. Carrying the child, she then followed the younger, smaller woman either into the front parlour or into the pokey kitchen at the end of the hall.

         It was in the kitchen that Phoebe Hogg was slaughtered, despatched with a poker and more than one knife. Her skull was fractured and her throat so severely cut that her head was almost severed from her body. It seems that Mrs Hogg was not easy to kill, that she struggled and fought for her life: the arms of both women were bruised. Two window panes were broken and the kitchen’s walls and ceiling were spattered with blood. Mrs Pearcey’s neighbours heard what they called ‘banging and hammering’ at about four o’clock. Another neighbour said she heard a child screaming – or what sounded like a child. But like most good neighbours they hesitated to intrude, readily assuming in a noisy neighbourhood, where cries and fights were not unknown, that the rumpus was in some way connected with workmen repairing a pub on the corner.

         Afterwards, Mrs Pearcey probably washed her hands and the weapons, took off and washed her top-skirt, tried to scrub out the bloodstains on a rug, on the curtains and on an apron. At some point she heaved the body of the murdered woman into the pram, in which the little girl, whether alive or dead, also lay. She covered them both with an antimacassar. About six o’clock Mr and Mrs Butler, who lived in the second floor flat at the top of the stairs, returned separately to 2 Priory Street. Both knocked against the bassinette parked in the darkened hallway: Mrs Pearcey heard them and called out to each of them to take care.

         Some time after this, when it was quite dark, she put on her bonnet and went out, bumping the pram down the few steps at the front door on to the pavement and, turning right, wheeled her dreadful load away from the house into Chalk Farm Road, then up Adelaide Road and into Eton Avenue. Pushing the weighty pram before her, she sought some deserted place in the gas-lit streets where she might unburden herself, unobserved, of the pram and what it contained. The body of Mrs Hogg was deposited by a partly built house in Crossfield Road, near Swiss Cottage. The child was dumped on some waste land in Finchley Road.

         By now the child was dead, having suffocated, it is said, in the pram – no signs of violence were found on her. On the other hand, the little girl may have been suffocated in the house, perhaps by a cushion. The child is unlikely to have remained silent while her mother was murdered, or when both were put in the pram.
         

         As if in a daze, as if tied to the now empty pram, Eleanor Pearcey walked on for over a mile through the quieter, richer streets around Abbey Road, finally abandoning the pram in Hamilton Terrace, between Maida Vale and St John’s Wood. She then began the long walk home through the shadowed streets. In all, she walked about 6 miles that night.

         Evidently the horror of her deeds was too much for her. She was seen about 8 pm by a friend – possibly before she started out on her terrible errand – standing on a pavement near her home, staring vacantly about her, her face drawn and pale, her clothes much disordered and her hat askew. The friend, who had at first failed to recognise her, assumed that Mrs Pearcey was drunk and passed on without a word.

         Eleanor Pearcey seems not to have returned to her home until late at night. For at about 10 pm, Frank Hogg called on her. He had a latch-key and let himself in. No one answered his calls. Apart from a lamp in the bedroom, Mrs Pearcey’s rooms were in darkness, he said later. He peered, he said, into the front parlour, saw nothing untoward and withdrew. But he left a note saying ‘Twenty-past ten. Cannot stay.’

         Frank Hogg later alleged that he was unaware that his wife and Mrs Pearcey were on friendly terms. It seems that after calling at the house in Priory Street on his way home from work about ten o’clock, he walked on to Prince of Wales Road, where his wife’s absence had apparently caused no alarm. It was assumed in the Hogg household that Phoebe had gone to visit her sick father in Rickmansworth. Nonetheless, Frank Hogg sat up until 2 am awaiting her return.

         On Saturday morning he left home soon after six o’clock and went to work – he was employed in the furniture-moving business by his brother. He came home for breakfast about 8 am. About the same time the Hoggs’ landlady, Mrs Styles, who had heard rumours of a murder in Hampstead, said to Clara Hogg: ‘Have you heard of this dreadful murder?’ ‘What do you mean?’ asked Clara, adding ‘Tell me all about it. My sister-in-law has not been home all night. You gave me quite a turn. We have been enquiring in all directions and can’t find a trace of her.’ Clara went out to buy a morning paper and read that the body of a woman, brutally murdered, had been found by a police constable in Hampstead on Friday night. She talked to her brother and he set off for Rickmansworth to see if his wife was there. She decided to visit Mrs Pearcey.

         Eleanor Pearcey was at home, and the two women conversed in the front parlour. Clara Hogg asked Mrs Pearcey if she had seen or heard of Phoebe. Mrs Pearcey said ‘No.’ Clara rephrased the question and Mrs Pearcey then replied: ‘Well, as you press me, I will tell you. Phoebe wished me particularly not to say anything, and that is why I said “No.” She did come round at five o’clock. She asked me to mind the baby for a little while, and I refused. She also asked me to lend her some money. I could not lend her any, as I only had 1s 1 ½d in my purse.’ Phoebe, said Mrs Pearcey, then left the house. Clara Hogg was puzzled: she thought it most unlikely that her sister-in-law, who had a horror of being in debt, would ask for a loan, even a small one. However, she made no comment, only remarking that she intended to visit the Hampstead police and to ask to see the body of the woman who had been murdered the night before, in case it was Phoebe. She asked Mrs Pearcey to accompany her, for moral support.
         

         For some reason, Mrs Pearcey agreed – she could, after all, have invented some excuse. But her part in the murder of Mrs Hogg had probably been blotted out of her mind. DI Thomas Bannister took the two women from the police station to the Hampstead mortuary, where they were both shown the body of Mrs Hogg. The baby’s body was not found until the morning of the following day.

         Eleanor Pearcey said she was unable to recognise the unwashed, bloody mask of the woman on the mortuary table. ‘That’s not her,’ she said. ‘It’s not her. It’s not her! Let’s go away!’ She became hysterical. Clara said: ‘That’s her clothing.’ But she could not identify the features.

         DI Bannister took the two women out of the room and said to Clara: ‘Surely if she is a relative and you have been living together, you can form a reliable opinion as to whether it is the person or not.’ Both women were brought back to look at the body. Clara was still doubtful, and when she attempted to touch the corpse’s clothing, Mrs Pearcey cried out: ‘Oh, don’t touch her!’ and tried to pull Clara away. ‘Don’t drag me!’ scolded Clara. A doctor in attendance at the mortuary was then asked by Bannister to wash the face of the corpse. When this was done, Clara said: ‘Oh, that’s her. Don’t drag me!’ she added again.
         

         Detective Murray then took both women to see the bassinette, which Clara Hogg identified. Sergeant Beard was sent to accompany the women back to 141 Prince of Wales Road, where Frank Hogg and Mrs Styles were questioned. He was searched and in a pocket his key to 2 Priory Street was found. All three women and the unhappy husband were then asked to come to Hampstead police station for further questioning, and Mrs Pearcey was detained there. DI Bannister, mystified and made suspicious by her excessive and odd reaction in the mortuary, asked if one or two of his men could inspect her apartments. She agreed and said: ‘I would like to go with them.’

         About 3 pm she returned to Priory Street with Sergeants Nursey and Parsons. They examined her rooms. One of the sergeants then went out to send a telegram to DI Bannister. The other sergeant stayed and engaged Mrs Pearcey in conversation in the front parlour, where she played the piano and sang. She also talked about her ‘poor dear dead Phoebe’, whom she loved so much, and about the ‘dear baby, who was just beginning to prattle, oh, so prettily’.

         On receiving the telegram, DI Bannister went straight to 2 Priory Street. He spoke to Mrs Pearcey, questioned her as well as her neighbours and searched her rooms with one of his sergeants; she appeared to him to be distraught and her speech was somewhat incoherent. In the bloodstained kitchen he found two carving-knives, their handles similarly stained. A recently washed apron and skirt were also discovered, as well as a stained rug, smelling strongly of paraffin as if an attempt had been made to clean it. The curtains were missing – they and a bloody tablecloth were found in an outhouse. In the fender of the kitchen grate was a long, heavy poker with a ring handle: it was smeared with matted hair and blood.
         

         Bannister took the knives and the poker into the parlour, where Mrs Pearcey was now whistling and affecting indifference. Asked what she had been doing with the poker, she responded: ‘Killing mice, killing mice!’

         She could offer no sensible explanation for the bloodstained rooms. Bannister said to her: ‘Mrs Pearcey, I am going to arrest you for the murder of Mrs Hogg last night, also on suspicion of murdering the child, Phoebe Hogg.’ Mrs Pearcey jumped up and said: ‘You can arrest me if you like. I’m quite willing to go with you. But I think you have made a mistake.’ He took her to Kentish Town police station. On the way she commented: ‘I wouldn’t do such a thing. I wouldn’t hurt anyone.’

         In the police station, she was charged and searched. When she removed her gloves, her hands were seen to have cuts on them. She wore two rings: one of brass, the other a broad gold wedding ring, which was later proved to have been removed from Phoebe Hogg’s fingers. The search also revealed that Eleanor Pearcey’s underclothes, unchanged for twenty-four hours, were saturated with blood. They were removed and she was supplied with workhouse garments.

         Mrs Pearcey appeared at the Marylebone police court on 27 October charged with the murder of Mrs Hogg. She was sent for trial at the Central Criminal Court in the Old Bailey and appeared there, before Mr Justice Denman, on 1 December 1890. Mr Forrest Fulton and Mr CF Gill led for the Crown and the accused was defended by Mr Arthur Hutton. Still wearing her workhouse clothes, Mrs Pearcey gave no evidence and remained stonily impassive throughout the trial, seemingly indifferent to everything. The trial ended on its fourth day, when she was found guilty and sentenced to death.

         Eleanor Pearcey was hanged at Newgate Prison on Tuesday 23 December 1890, on a bitterly cold and foggy morning. A crowd of about 300 people gathered outside the prison gates. A reporter in the Pall Mall Budget wrote:
         

         
            The bell of St Sepulchre’s church commenced tolling at a quarter to eight, the tones ringing out sharply on the morning air. It had no effect upon the crowd, many of whom were women, and obscene and ribald jokes could be heard among every group, the females especially being fiercely denunciatory of the convict’s conduct … At one minute before eight o’clock a yell from the crowd proclaimed the fact that the black flag was hoisted, and directly after the crowd gave vent to their feelings in a loud cheer.
            

         

         The day before her execution, Mrs Pearcey was visited by her solicitor, Mr Palmer. She asked him to distribute certain trinkets as keepsakes to relatives and friends. She also asked him to put an advertisement in the Madrid papers, addressed to certain initials. Mr Palmer inquired if this had anything to do with the case. ‘Never mind,’ said Mrs Pearcey. He asked her: ‘Do you admit the justice of the sentence?’ ‘No,’ she replied. ‘I do not. I know nothing about the crime.’ ‘Are you satisfied with what we have done for your defence and the efforts we have since made on your behalf?’ ‘I am perfectly satisfied,’ she said. He continued: ‘If you have any facts to reveal and will let me know them, even at this late hour, I will lay them before the Home Secretary in the hope of obtaining mercy.’ ‘I have nothing more to say,’ she replied. ‘Don’t forget about those things. Goodbye.’ She walked away across the yard to her cell.
         

         She had repeatedly asked to see Frank Hogg, and permission had at last been given for him to visit her between two and four o’clock that Monday afternoon. Her expectation of seeing him again was great. But as time passed and he did not appear, she became ‘nervous and impatient’. When she realised that he would never appear she was overcome, and lay on her prison bed, her hands over her face, sobbing. After a while she controlled herself and got to her feet, her face now quite calm and composed. She sat down at a table in the cell and began to read.

         Her executioner was James Berry, a Yorkshireman and a former policeman and boot salesman, aged forty-two, who had been hangman since 1884. During this more recent occupation he hanged 131 people, including five women. In his autobiography he described Eleanor Pearcey’s last hours:

         
            The night before her execution was spent in the condemned cell, watched by three female warders, who stated that her fortitude was remarkable. When introduced to her, I said: ‘Good morning, madam,’ and she shook my proffered hand without any trace of emotion. She was certainly the most composed person in the whole party. Sir James Whitehead, the Sheriff of the County of London, asked her if she wished to make any statement, as her last opportunity for doing so was fast approaching, and after a moment’s pause she said: ‘My sentence is a just one, but a good deal of the evidence against me was false.’ As the procession was formed and one of the female warders stepped to each side of the prisoner, she turned to them with a considerate desire to save them the pain of the death scene and said: ‘You have no need to assist me, I can walk by myself.’ One of the women said that she did not mind, but was ready and willing to accompany Mrs Pearcey, who answered: ‘Oh, well, if you don’t mind going with me, I am pleased.’ She then kissed them all and quietly proceeded to her painless death.
            

         

         She weighed 9 stone and was given a 6 ft drop. Reporters, who had been excluded from the execution by special order of the sheriff, were also refused permission to see the body, which was, however, viewed by the coroner’s jury.

         Her final message duly appeared in the papers. It was: ‘Have not betrayed – Eleanor.’ After her death, Frank Hogg sold several items and furnishings connected with the murder, including the poker and the pram, to Madame Tussauds for a large fee, and for many years these items and a tableau containing a waxwork of Mrs Pearcey was a popular attraction there.
         

      

      
    

  


End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/title_page_online.jpg
eré:r.f of the
" Rloek Musoum

1875-1975

THE DARK SECRETS BEHIND MORE THAN A HUNDRED
YEARS OF THE MOST NOTORIOUS CRIMES IN ENGLAND

g mé;z %ﬁyﬂmfe‘

B

JOHN BLAKE





OPS/insertSpan.js
function setSpanIGP(){var clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-num');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-sub');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-author');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-contributor');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-other');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('caption');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);}function setSpaninPara(pClassList){for(i=0;i<=pClassList.length;i++){if(pClassList[i]){var para_html=pClassList[i].innerHTML;para_html='<span>'+para_html+'</span>';pClassList[i].innerHTML=para_html;}}}function init(){setSpanIGP();}window.onload=init;




OPS/9781843584414_cover_epub.jpg
,/ﬁtzré:r.f of the
—.z'/cg/ﬁwmm

gomé;x %jﬂwm{;





OPS/half_title_online.jpg
,%Wé:r.f of the
O&Mwmxm





