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‘Heaven has no rage like love to hatred turned,
 Nor hell a fury like a woman scorned.’ 



 



 




William Congreve, The Mourning Bride, III, 8 




 




  







For Dad, a hard act to follow
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PROLOGUE
 

 

I clearly remember my first eureka moment, that split-second when, in an instant, everything became crystal clear, and the previously obscure was now bindingly obvious. 

I was born in the early 1950s and grew up in rural Northamptonshire during an era when young children were expected to listen to what their elders had to say. Usually I found their talk to be dull, but occasionally the conversation would become more interesting. At such times, I would listen eagerly and the hours would fly.

It was on one of these occasions that I heard about a mysterious character called Jack the Ripper. He captured my imagination and has continued to haunt my life ever since. He was said to have murdered his unfortunate victims, all ‘fallen women’, in London’s East End district of Whitechapel during the autumn of 1888. The killings were all brutal, bloody and carried out using a scalpel-sharp knife. One of the reasons for his notoriety was that he was never caught.

There was great conjecture about the murderer’s identity; was he a doctor, a lawyer, or even a member of the Royal Family? Some of those whose enthralling discussions I absorbed so readily had been young themselves in 1888. The impact that the events of that year made on them must have been immense, because more than 70 years afterwards, they were still talking about the murders.

So it has been for me too. From my early introduction to the present day, I have theorised endlessly about the murderer’s identity and possible motives for the terrible crimes. I devoured anything and everything on the subject, from books, newspaper and magazine articles, to cinema, television and radio programmes. Cuttings about the ‘latest discovery’ are crammed inside the covers of more than fifty books about the Ripper on my bookshelves.

Four authors in particular have influenced my views on the Whitechapel murders. Stephen Knight, in his best-selling book Jack the Ripper: The Final Solution (1976), declared that he had solved the mystery once and for all. The Manchester Evening News review of the book asserted that Knight had “tied up so many loose ends”. Prince Albert Victor, Duke of Clarence, a grandson of Queen Victoria, had married a Catholic in a secret ceremony and she had given birth to his child, Knight claimed. When the Establishment found out about the affair, the young woman was abducted and disappeared following a police raid, and her friends, five prostitutes from Whitechapel, then tried to blackmail the Royal Family. Sir William Gull, the Queen’s surgeon, had taken it upon himself to solve the problem. As a high-ranking Freemason, he set about his task in what was alleged to be true Masonic style; tracking down each of the conspirators, then cutting their throats and disembowelling them. The bodies of one of the victims was discovered in Mitre Square, which, Knight maintained, held great symbolic significance for Freemasons, while another had her intestines thrown over her shoulder, as further evidence of Masonic ritual and involvement. 

For a while, this hypothesis satisfied me and I convinced myself that the case had been solved at last, but it troubled me at the same time. Though I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, something was wrong, including the question of which shoulder was demanded by Masonic ceremony, and all the loose ends had most definitely not been tied up.

The Whitechapel murders raise many questions, most of which have never been satisfactorily answered or explained. Why was the throat of the first victim, Polly Nichols, cut twice – when she was already dead? She had been suffocated or strangled – as evidenced by the dark blue colour of her tongue according to the medical report of Dr Rees Ralph Llewellyn, the police surgeon who performed the post mortem.

Why, when the second victim, Annie Chapman, was murdered, was the pocket of her apron almost torn off? For what reason were a number of personal items arranged neatly by her feet? Why, and for what reason, was Chapman’s uterus ripped out of her body and taken away by the murderer?

When Elizabeth Stride’s body was discovered, lying inside an open gateway in Berner Street, only her throat had been cut and nothing more. Why just a cut throat when, up to that point, the injuries inflicted on the two previous victims had been getting worse in their severity?

When Catherine Eddowes’s mutilated body was found in a dark corner of Mitre Square, why was the inverted letter ‘V’ carved into each of her cheeks and what did it mean? Why were her nose, ears, lips and eyelids slashed? And why had her uterus and left kidney been cut out of her body and removed from the scene of the crime? 

What was the meaning of the cryptic message inscribed on the black brick door surround at the Wentworth model apartments in Goulston Street?



The Juwes are


The men That


             Will not


be Blamed


       for nothing




 



Were they written in the murderer’s own hand? And did the murderer deposit a bloodied part of Catherine Eddowes’s apron on the ground in the doorway, to draw attention to the strange message, as has been supposed, or might there be an entirely different explanation for both the writing and the severed part of the soiled apron?

Mary Jane Kelly, a young, pretty Irish girl, was the murderer’s fifth and final victim. Said to have been born in Limerick in Ireland, Mary Kelly moved to Wales with her family when she was very young. While she lived in Wales, the young Mary learned her new tongue and adopted the accent of her childhood friends. She later lived with a cousin in Cardiff before moving to London in 1884 with her young son. She was just twenty-one.

Four years later, Mary Kelly was killed in her tiny rented room during the early hours of a cold November morning on the day of the Lord Mayor’s Show. She was more horrendously disfigured than any of the previous victims, and her death posed the most important question of all.

After that murder, Mrs. Caroline Maxwell, a housewife, gave a written statement to the police, and later also swore on oath at Kelly’s inquest, that she had both seen the victim and carried on a conversation with her at the entrance to Miller’s Court where Mary Kelly had lived. But this had happened, Mrs Maxwell insisted, several hours after it has been conclusively established that Kelly was dead. How was this possible?

A more general question was why the murderer appeared to have no sexual interest in any of the victims? None of them had been raped, or sexually interfered with, or had their undergarments removed – save for the purpose of cutting up their bodies. And all of them, with the exception of Mary Kelly, appeared to have voluntarily lain down, as though they were expected to perform the sexual act. 

Was it significant that the first four murders took place within the relatively short time-frame of thirty days, while the fifth and last killing took place more than five weeks after the fourth murder? Was there some reason for this delay, and, if so, what might it have been?

What was the catalyst for the murders? What momentous event or series of events could have turned someone into a brutal, serial killer – carrying out horrific murders, almost beyond comprehension, even by the standards of Ed Gein, on whose character Alfred Hitchcock’s Norman Bates and Tom Harris’s Buffalo Bill were both based? Edward Theodore Gein, born in 1906, a serial killer from Plainfield, Wisconsin, whose gruesome death toll is unknown, adopted the practice of murdering his victims, then fashioning household items from their skin, bones and body parts. Convicted of murder in the first degree, Gein was found legally insane and committed to a mental hospital, where he remained until his death in 1984. 

Why did the murders end with the inconceivably savage disfigurement of Mary Kelly? Had the murderer finally achieved his purpose, and if so, what was that purpose?   

And finally, the most elusive question of all: why was the murderer never caught?  

None of these questions has ever been answered satisfactorily.  

Philip Sugden’s The Complete History of Jack the Ripper (2002), a meticulously researched almanac, provides information on almost everything that anyone could wish to know about the Whitechapel murders – except the answers to the questions who and why? But while Sugden did not actually provide the answers I was looking for, at least he succeeded unwittingly in pointing me in the right direction.   

I had expected Patricia Cornwell’s book Portrait of a Killer: Jack the Ripper Case Closed (2002) to provide the conclusive evidence for which I was searching. But, regrettably, this book also failed to live up to expectations. Despite the thorough and deep research that Cornwell had undertaken, I was disappointed that her proposed suspect, Walter Richard Sickert (1860-1942), the German-born English impressionist painter, was supported by so little, if any, concrete evidence. Her ‘proof’ seemed to consist of several of Sickert’s drawings, pictures, canvases and a number of anonymous and denigrating letters sent to the police which Sickert may or may not have written. The ‘Dear Boss’ letter, delivered to Scotland Yard almost three weeks after the murder of the second victim, Annie Chapman, which Cornwell claimed Sickert had written, was an important pillar of the writer’s case and it was that letter which gave birth to the infamous sobriquet Jack the Ripper. Sir Robert Anderson, Assistant Commissioner of the Criminal Investigation Department, Scotland Yard, declared in Criminals and Crime (1907) that “the letters were the work of an enterprising journalist”, but was unable to provide the evidence needed to substantiate his claim. It was not until well over one hundred years later that his theory was confirmed, by Dr Andrew Cook, in Jack the Ripper: Case Closed (2009), who established that the letter was indeed written by a journalist. Walter Sickert did not write that letter. 

Patricia Cornwell also claimed that Sickert suffered from a misshapen penis and was incapable of consummating the sexual act. This, she suggested, caused in him such a hatred of women that he was compelled to murder them, dissect their bodies, and remove their reproductive organs. But at no stage did she explain why the murders began and, just as importantly, why they ended so abruptly. There is no mention in Cornwell’s book of the extraordinary and compelling evidence given by Mrs Caroline Maxwell – which is central to the Kelly murder. 

Disappointingly, none of the answers I hoped to find were provided in Patricia Cornwell’s book and there was little or no other persuasive evidence to suggest that Walter Sickert was anything other than an oddity or a misfit – traits that are not sufficient to merit him being called a serial killer. 

In 2004, my father, an active and perceptive amateur historian, then aged ninety-two, began to research his latest subject, Sir John Williams, born in 1840, the third of four brothers on a small farm in Gwynfe, a village near Carmarthen in west Wales. John Williams had struggled to rise above his humble origins, and went on to become a physician to royalty and Professor of Obstetric Medicine at University College Hospital in London. In June 1905, after his early and unexpected retirement two years earlier, the deputation he headed won the sixteen-month fight to establish the National Library of Wales in Aberystwyth. 

Sometime after the result of my father’s research into the life of Sir John Williams was published in the South Wales Evening Post, the book Uncle Jack (2005) appeared. Within its pages, the author Tony Williams identified his great-great-uncle, Sir John Williams, as “Britain’s most notorious murderer”. 

My father refused to believe that Williams, a gifted, brilliant and philanthropic doctor, could possibly be Jack the Ripper. Reading Uncle Jack did nothing to change that view. If anything, it reinforced my father’s opinion that, while Williams may have shared the same weaknesses as many of his fellow men as far as women were concerned, this did not make him a murderer. In any event, what motive could he possibly have had? Sadly, like all books written on the subject to date, Uncle Jack was also a huge disappointment to me. The many questions and explanations I was seeking remained unanswered. 

As my father and I worked our way through the long list of suspects, we listed the essential attributes the murderer would have to have in order to accomplish, and get away with, the terrible crimes: a knowledge of anatomy, some surgical skill, access to specialist knives, the baffling ability to disappear into thin air, and a motive, at the very least, to commit murder. Then my father’s eyes suddenly lit up and he told me whom he thought the murderer could have been….

That was my first eureka moment. 

The realisation had come about as he recalled a short extract, just seven words, from a passage in one of the many scores of books we had read. It supported its author’s contention as to the identity of his suspect perfectly, but it didn’t ring true for us. It was only when we turned the passage about, that its true meaning, and the possible identity of the murderer, became clear, and the motive behind one of the murders, at least, was now patently obvious.

But simple conjecture, however plausible, is never enough, and so we began our own line of research. As our investigation progressed and the evidence mounted, the person my father identified as the Whitechapel murderer became increasingly probable. Like pieces in a jigsaw, one important fact after another slotted neatly and effortlessly into place. Just as a thick London fog might lift to reveal a clear blue sky, the picture of what really happened all those decades ago gradually began to emerge. Not only were we able to confirm the murderer’s identity, we also unearthed the catalyst for the killings – why they started, why they ended, the motive for all the murders and an explanation for the injuries inflicted on each of the murdered women. 

After an intensive investigation lasting almost three years, I finally had the answers to my questions: Jack the Ripper: The Hand of a Woman is the result of that research. 




CHRONOLOGY OF THE MURDERS
 


 

Friday, 31 August

 Mary Ann Nichols, known as Polly, was 43. Her body was discovered at 3.40 a.m. in a gateway in Buck’s Row, Whitechapel. Her throat had been cut twice, her abdomen ripped open. 


 



Saturday, 8 September

 Annie Chapman, known as Dark Annie, was 47. Her body was discovered at 6.00 a.m. in a backyard in Hanbury Street, Whitechapel. Her throat had been cut, her abdomen ripped open. Her uterus had been excised from her body and removed from the scene. 


 



Sunday, 30 September

 Elizabeth Stride, known as Long Liz, was 45. Her body was discovered at 1.00 a.m. inside an open gateway to Dutfield’s Yard in Berner Street, Whitechapel. Her throat had been cut. She was the first of two victims to be murdered that night in what came to be known as the ‘double event’. 


 



Catherine Eddowes, the second victim to be murdered that night, was 46. Her body was discovered at 1.44 a.m. in Mitre Square, Whitechapel. Her throat had been cut, her face mutilated, her abdomen ripped open, and her uterus and left kidney both excised and removed from the scene.


 



Friday, 9 November

 Mary Jane Kelly at 25 was by far the youngest victim. Her body was discovered at 11.00 a.m. in a rented room at 13 Miller’s Court, Whitechapel. Her throat had been severed, her body hacked to pieces and almost all her internal organs removed. They were recovered later, except for her heart. No trace of it was ever found. 


 



In the autumn of 1888, the bodies of these five women, all of them prostitutes, were discovered in Whitechapel within a one-mile radius of each other. The murders were investigated by the finest senior detectives from Scotland Yard, recognised then as the best and most efficient police force in the world. Despite the most intensive hunt for a killer ever carried out in Britain up to that time, no one was caught, nor was the reason why such terrible crimes had been carried out ever discovered. In the many decades that followed, innumerable theories have been put forward as to the identity of the killer, none of them conclusive. Up to now, the identity of the murderer and the motive behind the murders have remained insoluble mysteries. 




CHAPTER 1
 

9 November 1888

 

 

It surpassed Dante’s vision of hell. Not in his wildest imagination could the supreme medieval poet have dreamed up a scene of such horror. There was blood everywhere: on the bed, on the floor, on the walls and even on the ceiling. Pieces of skin, flayed from the victim’s abdomen, and flesh from her thighs lay on a small bedside table; more skin and lumps of flesh, hacked from her arms and legs, were left on a larger table. Several feet of intestines and the young woman’s spleen were strewn across the bed, where blood had soaked through the thin mattress and dripped silently into a widening, crimson pool on the floor. Her uterus, kidneys and one severed breast had been pushed under her head. The other breast lay beside her right foot. Her liver nestled between her feet on a coverlet caked in yet more blood. The stench of blood and gore was overwhelming – enough to make a person retch. The small room at number 13 Miller’s Court was truly hell on earth. 

Mary Kelly was an attractive young woman and the final victim of the Whitechapel murderer, more popularly known as Jack the Ripper. Her stiffening corpse lay on its back near to the left-hand side of the bed. Her face, drained of colour, was turned away from the wall, her sightless pale blue eyes having lost their shine, stared from behind a thin grey film towards the middle of the room. She was almost naked, save for a sheer linen undergarment which had been slashed away at the front. Her right carotid artery had been savagely cut, and her throat severed to the spine, which was deeply scored by the blade of a knife; a torrent of blood from the gaping wound had matted almost all her long, light-coloured hair. Her nose had been hacked off and lay on one side, while her cheeks, eyebrows and ears were partially removed. Several cuts ran obliquely from her lips to her chin and her face was covered in so much blood that she was barely recognisable. Her knees were bent and her legs had been forced unnaturally wide apart. Mary Kelly’s torso was torn open from her ribs to her private parts, her insides viciously ripped out. Her right arm was placed in such a way that her hand was pushed inside the now empty cavity of her belly. With her entire body hideously disfigured, she resembled a slaughtered beast hanging on a butcher’s hook rather than a human being, and certainly not a young, attractive woman. 

At that time of year, November, and during the colder winter months, damp mists rising from the Essex marshes would drift towards London driven by light, easterly winds. There, they combined with the toxic black smoke spewed from a hundred thousand chimneys to create a permanent miasma: the filthy, poisonous, sulphurous mist of a London pea soup fog.

At 8.30 a.m. several hours after the murder on that same cold grey morning, a woman emerged from Miller’s Court. She walked briskly up the narrow stone passageway to the corner of the lane, and then turned right into Dorset Street. Mrs Caroline Maxwell, a housewife who lived in a lodging house opposite the arched entrance to the court, saw her, though her vision would have been somewhat impaired by the thick foul mists swirling around the streets.

While the finer features of the woman were obscured, Maxwell could see the brightly coloured clothes she was wearing: a green bodice, a brown linsey skirt and a red knitted crossover shawl. They were the very same clothes that Mary Kelly had been wearing when Caroline Maxwell had met her the previous day.

Maxwell called out to her across the street, as the woman hurried from the passageway. “What, Mary, brings you up so early?”

The woman immediately turned towards her.

‘I have the horrors of the drink upon me as I have been drinking for some days past,’ the woman replied in a familiar Welsh accent.

After a further brief exchange, it started to rain, and both women moved on.

Shortly after 11.00, more than two hours later, Thomas Bowyer, a shop assistant, called to Kelly’s room to collect from her 29 shillings in rent arrears. When there was no reply, he went to a side window where he knew there was a broken pane of glass. He reached in, pushed aside a dirty old coat that served as a curtain, and peered into the room. Once his eyes adjusted to the dim light, what he saw caused him to jerk backwards, and he fell to the ground in shock. Bowyer picked himself up, fled to the shop nearby where he worked and quickly came back with his employer, John McCarthy, who was both a grocer and Kelly’s landlord. McCarthy put his eye to the window, and then he too recoiled in startled horror. 

McCarthy immediately sent Bowyer to Commercial Street police station to summon help. He soon returned to Miller’s Court with two police officers: Inspectors Walter Beck and Walter Dew. Beck looked in through the same broken window and what he saw appalled him. He pleaded with Dew not to look, but his advice was ignored and Dew took his turn at the window. There, in the darkness of the small room, he saw a terrible sight which he would never forget.


 



In a ceremony that dates from the time of Magna Carta, the annual Lord Mayor’s Show in London is traditionally held on the second Friday in November. A procession accompanies the new, incoming Lord Mayor to the Royal Courts of Justice in the Strand. There, he is presented to the King or Queen and Judges of the High Court, and swears his oath of loyalty to the Crown. The event is a pleasant and enjoyable affair, generally regarded as a welcome break at what is usually a dreary time of year. This particular day, bitter cold, wet and with dark rain-clouds covering the entire sky, was no exception, and even if it was not destined to be enjoyable, it was certainly going to be unforgettable, but for an entirely unexpected reason. 

For a brief time, the atrocities that had plunged Whitechapel into a state of terror that autumn were forgotten in the excitement of the moment. The colour, music and pageantry of the procession were a welcome and diverting distraction for the many thousands of visitors who had come to the East End of London, and who packed the pavements to watch the show. But as the long cortege slowly emerged from the mists on Ludgate Hill, two small boys mischievously joined in at the front. The incoming Lord Mayor, Sir James Whitehead, who led the parade, hung fast to the reins of his startled white horse, and tried hard not to fall as the boys in front of him waved large boards above their heads, danced and jumped about. Gradually, as the procession drew closer, a deathly hush descended on the crowds. The celebratory flags and festival banners were lowered, the music and cheering died away and an ominous silence filled the air.

Written on the boards the boys were waving was the latest newspaper headline: 



    Another


Whitechapel


    Murder


    The Star





 



Detective Inspector Frederick George Abberline, Scotland Yard’s best and most experienced detective, and officer appointed to coordinate the murder investigation, arrived at Miller’s Court at 11.30 a.m., soon after the alarm was raised. He was accompanied by Detective Sergeant George Godley, who had been assigned to assist him following the discovery of the body of Mary Ann Nichols ten weeks before. There they joined Inspectors Walter Beck and Walter Dew, Dr George Bagster Phillips, the police surgeon for the Metropolitan Police, who had arrived 15 minutes before, Thomas Bowyer and John McCarthy. 

Abberline requested tracker dogs – bloodhounds – to pursue the murderer’s scent, though recent trials on Hampstead Heath to assess their effectiveness had produced inconclusive results. While they waited for the bloodhounds, Burgho and Barnaby, to arrive, Abberline ordered cordons to be placed at the entrance to Miller’s Court. These were to prevent the crowds, who were now abandoning the Lord Mayor’s procession in their thousands, from descending on the crime scene. These onlookers were already blocking Dorset Street, and hundreds more continued to arrive as the news of yet another murder spread. 

By noon, forty more police had arrived at Miller’s Court, and while some struggled to hold back the quickly growing crowd, others questioned witnesses, took statements and searched the small paved yard of the court, the seven tenement houses, the dustbin and the narrow passageway that led past McCarthy’s shop, for evidence, clues and traces of blood.

It was not until early afternoon – more than two hours after Bowyer’s gruesome discovery – that the detectives learned that the bloodhounds would not be coming after all. Their use had been discontinued just over a week earlier, unbeknown to the detectives, and they were no longer available. At 1.30 p.m. the door of 13 Miller’s Court was forced open, and Inspector Abberline, D.S. George Godley, Inspectors Walter Beck and Walter Dew followed Dr George Phillips, and squeezed into Mary Kelly’s single-room apartment. They yanked away the dirty old coat from the window, allowing light to flood into the room. What Bowyer, McCarthy, Beck and Dew had glimpsed through the window was bad enough, but in bright daylight the scene was infinitely worse. All five men were horrified, and some of them became physically ill at the ghastly sight that confronted them. 

The dwelling was small – no more than five or six paces from wall to wall. It contained an old wooden bed, a small bedside table, a larger table, a cupboard, two chairs and a washstand. A faded reproduction of ‘The Fisherman’s Widow’ by the English artist Frank Bramley hung from a nail above the mantelpiece in what might have been half-hearted attempt to lift the young woman’s spirits in such dismal surroundings. Given the painting’s subject matter – a sad-looking woman staring at a large wooden memorial cross in a desolate graveyard – it seemed unlikely to succeed.

Dr Thomas Bond, another police surgeon, arrived at Miller’s Court at 2.00 p.m. and, together, the two doctors examined the victim’s remains while the four detectives searched the room for clues, and continued their fingertip search of the court.

With forensic detection in its infancy, Scotland Yard’s Fingerprint Bureau yet to be established, and effective DNA profiling still more than a century away, the detectives had little more to assist them than their own eyes and gut instinct. As they searched the room, they noticed that a fire in the hearth had burned so fiercely that it had melted the handle and spout of a kettle standing on the hob. Abberline probed the large grey mound of cold ashes in the fireplace. As he prodded and poked, a piece of curved wire emerged; it was about eight inches long and attached to it was a small piece of charred material, the remains of a woman’s felt hat. Further investigation of the ashes produced two more pieces of material. The larger, also burnt at the edges, twelve inches square and dark brown in colour, was all that remained of a woman’s cotton twill skirt. A smaller piece of black velvet might have been the remains of a cape.

The police brought in a professional photographer, Joe Martin of Cannon Street Road, to photograph the remains of the victim. Already a veteran of three photographic murder assignments in Whitechapel that autumn at Scotland Yard’s request, Martin produced a pin-sharp image of his latest, and most grotesque, subject. It is one of only two known likenesses of Mary Jane Kelly. 

When the photographer had left, the doctors continued their lengthy examination of the corpse and began to reconstruct the young woman’s body. They collected the pieces of skin, as well as the flesh and organs which had been ripped from the victim and strewn across the bed and about the room. Every body part, no matter how small, was carefully retrieved and replaced in and on the corpse in the approximate position it would have occupied in life.

One of the doctors also raked through the ashes in the grate, but there was nothing left to find. The corpse, sewn together as well as it could be, was removed to the mortuary in the late afternoon. But despite a thorough search of the room, the court, and the passageway to Dorset Street, one organ could not be located. The victim’s heart was missing. 

The stub of a solitary candle stood on top of a broken wine glass placed on the small bedside table. Lying across a chair was Mary Kelly’s underwear, but her outer clothes were nowhere to be found. The damaged kettle, coupled with the large pile of ashes, provided confirmation of an intense blaze. Following a two-day investigation at the murder scene, the detectives reasoned that the murderer must have burned Kelly’s clothes in order to generate more light to see by as he carried out his terrible work, though they were at a loss to explain why he had not burned her underwear also. Afterwards, the murderer had left and made good his escape. It was a rational enough conclusion to draw.

And it would have been, except that there is no record of anyone seeing Mary Kelly wearing the hat and clothes, the remnants of which were found in her fireplace, and for the strange testimony of Mrs Caroline Maxwell. She gave a written statement to the police, and later testified under oath at the inquest which commenced on Monday, 12 November, that she had both seen Mary Kelly and spoken with her on the morning of the murder: the woman whose features were obscured by the fog; the woman who was wearing a green bodice, a brown linsey skirt and a red knitted crossover shawl; the woman who had spoken with a Welsh accent….

As to the time of Mary Kelly’s death, the police investigation turned up two witnesses, both residents of Miller’s Court, who had heard a cry of ‘Murder!’ just before 4.00 a.m. Dr Thomas Bond estimated Kelly’s time of death as between 1.00 a.m. and 2.00 a.m. Dr George Bagster Phillips estimated the time of her death as between 4.45 a.m. and 5.45 a.m. However, the latter gave his opinion that a body ripped apart in such a cold room would lose heat far more quickly than a victim whose body had not been so extensively mutilated. That morning the outside temperature had dropped to almost 39 degrees Fahrenheit, so it had been quite cold. 

Whether Mary Kelly died as early as 1.00 a.m., or at 4.00 a.m. when the two independent witnesses heard what may have been her last scream for help, or even as late as 5.45 a.m., which Dr Phillips estimated as the latest time of death, it is certain that she was already dead by the time of Caroline Maxwell’s encounter with the woman she believed to be Mary Kelly at 8.30 a.m. that same morning.

This anomaly in the evidence has never been satisfactorily explained. The dilemma would haunt Inspectors Frederick Abberline and Walter Dew to the end of their days. Philip Sugden, in The Complete History of Jack the Ripper, described it as, “an unanswered riddle”. Stephen Knight, in Jack the Ripper: The Final Solution, said it “is one of the enduring mysteries of the case”. 

In its edition published on 10 November, the day after the murder, an editorial in The Times ran: “The murders, so cunningly continued, are carried out with a completeness which altogether baffles investigators. Not a trace is left of the murderer, and there is no purpose in the crime to afford the slightest clue…”. 

During the course of Mary Kelly’s murder, and the subsequent mutilations to her body, the murderer would, according to the doctors who examined the corpse, have been covered in a great deal of blood, especially on his hands and clothing. Near the side of the building in which the murdered woman lived, and fixed to the end wall, was a hand-operated water pump. However, no one who was covered in blood could have used the pump in daylight without the risk of being seen from any one of the tenement houses opposite; though perhaps unbeknown to the murderer, three of them were currently unoccupied. Sunrise on that day was at 7.07, but by the time the murderer was making good an escape, that time was already long past.

But if the clothes that had been burned in the fire – a woman’s felt hat, a dark brown skirt and a black velvet cape – were not Mary Kelly’s clothes, and Kelly was not known to own a hat, they could have been the blood-stained clothes of the murderer. If the murderer then dressed in Kelly’s clean outer clothes in order to escape, this might explain how Caroline Maxwell believed that she had encountered Mary Kelly. 

What all this means is that over 120 years of traditional thinking has to be set aside. The persistent, single-minded belief that the Whitechapel murders were committed by a man must now be replaced by the possibility that the murderer known as Jack the Ripper could actually have been a woman.




CHAPTER 2
 

 

There are several, generally held misconceptions about the Whitechapel murders. One is that the victims were all hacked to death with a knife. They weren’t. The first victim, Mary Ann Nichols, ‘Polly’, was throttled to death before her throat was cut. Another is that the bodies of the five victims were ripped to pieces. Again, they weren’t. The third victim, Elizabeth Stride, was found with her throat cut, but no further mutilations were inflicted on her body. Yet another supposition is that all the victims were murdered under cover of darkness. Wrong again. The estimated time of death of the second victim, Annie Chapman, was 5.30 a.m., more than forty minutes after dawn and five minutes after sunrise. The most important misconception of all, however, is that Jack the Ripper must have been a man. 

The hypothesis that the Whitechapel murderer may have been a woman is not new. Detective Inspector Frederick Abberline had briefly discussed the prospect with a colleague, Dr Thomas Dutton, after the murder of Mary Kelly, and it was Abberline himself who suggested that the killer might indeed have been a woman. Dutton considered the notion unlikely, but suggested that if it were a woman, the only kind of person capable of committing such horrendous crimes would have to be a midwife, and a mad midwife at that.

The idea had some merit. A midwife would possess the anatomical knowledge necessary to locate the uterus and other organs in the female body; she would have easy access to surgical knives, and the very nature of her profession would enable her to explain away any blood on her clothing and to account for the late hours when she was out and about on the streets. An element of madness thrown in for good measure would provide a valid reason why she had been driven to murder and maim in the first place. 

But it seemed to my father and me that madness was too convenient an excuse. When an explanation cannot be found for some form of irrational behaviour, then describing it as an act of madness provides a neat answer – the easy way out, because no further explanation or answer is required to be given. The assumption was that madness explained everything. Or at least it might have done were it not for the fact that the Whitechapel murders raised so many questions that not even the charge of madness could explain. Abberline must have thought so too, because he doesn’t appear to have pursued his Mad Midwife theory any further. 

The only woman mentioned as a possible suspect for the Whitechapel murders, though some two years later, was a Mary Pearcey from Kentish Town in north London.

Mary Pearcey, born in 1866, was the daughter of Thomas Wheeler, a convicted murderer, who was hanged on 29 November 1880. She was said, in contemporary newspaper reports, to have been an attractive woman with “lovely russet-coloured hair and pale blue eyes”. After a relationship with a carpenter – John Pearcey – from whom she took her surname, broke down, she moved in with a furniture remover, Frank Hogg, who was already involved in a relationship with a Phoebe Styles. Styles became pregnant by Hogg, and Mary Pearcey persuaded Hogg to marry Styles. Mary Pearcey and Phoebe Hogg became the best of friends, and Pearcey doted on Hogg’s baby, also named Phoebe.

On 24 October 1890, Phoebe Hogg went to Pearcey’s home with her baby. At about 4 o’clock in the afternoon, the neighbours heard shouting and loud screams. That evening, Hogg’s corpse was found on a rubbish heap in Hampstead, bearing the marks of a vicious assault. Her skull had been smashed and her throat cut so savagely that her head was almost severed from her body. It was eerily reminiscent of the assault on Catherine Eddowes, the Mitre Square victim, whose throat had also been slashed to the spine. A mile away from Mary Pearcey’s home, a baby’s pram was found abandoned, its cushions wet with blood. The body of Hogg’s eighteen-month-old baby was later found dead at a house in Finchley. She appeared to have been smothered. 

A blood-stained carving knife and a poker were found at Mary Pearcey’s home; blood spatters in one of the rooms suggested that the murder had taken place there, and the body removed to the Hampstead rubbish heap some time afterwards. If Pearcey had been responsible for the Whitechapel murders, this latest killing in Hampstead would have represented a sharp change in the murderer’s modus operandi since all the previous victims had been slaughtered where their bodies were discovered. Furthermore, Hogg’s body showed no sign of mutilation – a complete contrast to four of the Whitechapel murder victims. 

Mary Pearcey was charged with Phoebe Hogg’s murder, and, despite her protestations of innocence, she was found guilty and hanged at Newgate prison on 23 December 1890. She was just 24 years old.

While it seems unlikely that Pearcey was responsible for the Whitechapel murders, the idea that they might have been committed by a woman was at least seriously considered by detectives from Scotland Yard in late 1890. 

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, creator of the fictional private detective Sherlock Holmes, also expressed his opinion that the murderer might have disguised himself as a woman, both to avoid capture and to allow him to meet with women without arousing their suspicions. Sir Arthur also thought that the murderer might have been a midwife. 

Ten days after the murder of Annie Chapman, the Rev. Lord Sydney Godolphin Osborne, a perceptive and regular contributor to The Times who used the acronym S.G.O., wrote in the newspaper’s letter columns that he thought he could detect the hand of a woman in the murders. The analogy he drew appeared to suggest that jealousy between two women living together (perhaps in a lesbian relationship, though Osborne was unclear on the point) had led to violence, and therefore jealousy might have been the motive for the murders. It was Osborne’s belief “that one or both of these Whitechapel murders [Mary Ann Nichols and Annie Chapman] may have been committed by female hands” (The Times, 18 September 1888). This premise was almost explored further in Tom Cullen’s Autumn of Terror: Jack the Ripper, His Crimes and Times (1965). 

Joseph Barnett, Mary Kelly’s former lover, hinted in his statement to the police that Kelly was a lesbian. He had enjoyed an 18-month relationship with Mary Kelly which ended ten days before her murder. He implied that Kelly was involved in a sexual relationship with Maria Harvey, a laundress, who lived in nearby New Court off Dorset Street. Earlier that week, on the nights of 4 and 5 November, Harvey had stayed with Kelly in her room. They had also spent the afternoon on the day before the murder in each other’s company. Harvey left Kelly that evening when Barnett arrived, and even though Harvey knew that Barnett could be troublesome, she told the police in her statement that she was unconcerned about leaving the two of them alone together, and she departed. 

Many think that it should have been Tom Cullen’s proposition that Harvey returned to Miller’s Court early the following morning, and murdered Kelly in a fit of jealous rage. But Cullen veered away from the idea and proposed instead Montague Druitt, a failed barrister, who committed suicide a month after the murder of Mary Kelly; Inspector Abberline cleared him as a murder suspect, later describing it as ‘another idle story’. It was a missed opportunity to consider a woman as a suspect for the crime, and there was even a plausible motive. However, there was not a single shred of evidence connecting Maria Harvey with Mary Kelly’s death, or for that matter, the four previous killings, and Abberline never considered Harvey as a suspect.

On 29 September, exactly three weeks after the murder of Annie Chapman, the infamous ‘Dear Boss’ letter was delivered to Scotland Yard. It had been received by the Central News Agency two days before, but had been considered a hoax and the Agency delayed passing it on to the police. At first, it appeared to be just another one of the many hundreds of letters that Scotland Yard had received about the Whitechapel murders up to that time. The authors of some of these letters taunted the police in their efforts to capture the murderer. Others berated them for not having done so, while even more claimed the dark and dubious distinction of being the actual murderer. All these letters had to be investigated, which took up valuable police time and resources, and a handful of hoaxers were arrested and charged, including two women. But what was different about this particular letter, the text reproduced here in full, was not that its author claimed to be the murderer, but that it appeared to be spattered with blood, and the disturbing name signed at its end.



25 Sept 1888
  


Dear Boss




 


I keep on hearing the police


have caught me but they won’t 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 no time to


squeal. How can they catch me now.


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 shall do I shall clip


the lady’s ears off and send to the


police officers just for jolly wouldn’t


you. Keep this letter back till I


do a bit more work then give


it out straight. My knife is so nice


and sharp. I want to get to work


right away if I get a chance.




 


Good luck. 
  

Yours truly
  

Don’t mind me giving the trade name 




 



Written on the bottom of the letter at right angles to the main body of the text was:



wasn’t 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
  


Jack the Ripper




 



The ‘name genie’ had escaped from the bottle, never to be returned, and that was part of the problem. Up until this time, the murderer had acquired the androgynous title ‘The Whitechapel Murderer’ and, as such, could have been either male or female. Jack the Ripper, however, was specifically male and the name now became synonymous with the Whitechapel murders. But a forensic investigation and comparison of handwriting samples carried out by Dr Andrew Cook, in Jack the Ripper: Case Closed (2009), proved beyond reasonable doubt that the letter was written by Frederick Best, a journalist. He was employed by Thomas P. O’Connor, journalist, politician and editor of the London Star newspaper, founded the previous year, and which published its first edition on 3 May 1888. It was, no doubt, a deliberate ploy – or conspiracy – by O’Connor and Best to increase circulation figures, in which event it was hugely successful. The day after the murder of Mary Kelly, 300,000 copies of the Star were sold, more than any other evening newspaper. The fact that the letter was a hoax was neither here nor there. The nickname sank deep into the public’s psyche and, from that moment on, it became almost impossible for anyone to consider that the murderer could have been anyone other than a man. 

Early on in our investigation I realised just how hard it was going to be to overturn such deeply held and ingrained beliefs. When I briefly mentioned our hypothesis to my sister, her initial reaction was “It couldn’t have been a woman, because everyone knows that Jack the Ripper was a man.” In fact virtually nothing is known about the Ripper, including the question of his or her sex. 

When writing his memoirs during his retirement in 1938, fifty years after the murders, Walter Dew, the young inspector in the CID who was involved in the investigation, expressed what was probably the view of the entire Metropolitan and City Police forces when he said: “I was on the spot, actively engaged throughout the whole series of crimes, I ought to know something about it. Yet I have to confess I am as mystified now as I was then by the man’s [my italics] amazing elusiveness.” Speaking of efforts made by the police to discourage further attacks before the double murder, Dew expressed his amazement that “the Ripper, or any other human being, could have penetrated that area and got away again…. It seemed as though the fiend set out deliberately to prove that he could defeat every effort to capture him [my italics].” Recalling the search for the murderer, Dew said, “One of the  strongest inferences to be deduced from the crimes was that the man [my italics] we were hunting was probably a sexual maniac. This angle of the investigation was pursued relentlessly.” 

These were incredible beliefs for the police department to hold, assuming that they were the views of the police as a whole – although it seems likely that they were – bearing in mind that there was never any solid evidence to support the contention that the perpetrator of the crimes was a man. It also goes some way to explaining the ‘invisibility’ claims made by earlier writers; that the murderer simply and mysteriously vanished after committing each and every crime.

As for the murderer being a sexual maniac, there was no medical evidence to prove that any of the victims was raped, had had recent intercourse, or even that any sexual interest was shown in them. In short, there was no evidence whatever to indicate that the crimes were sexually motivated.

Writing in The Independent, on 18 May 2006, under the headline ‘Was Jack the Ripper a woman?’, Kathy Marks in Sydney, Australia reported that an Australian scientist, Ian Findlay, a professor of molecular and forensic diagnostics, had “developed a profiling technique enabling him to extract DNA from a single cell or strand of hair up to 160 years old”. He had taken swabs from the gum used to seal some of the envelopes that had contained the anonymous letters sent to Scotland Yard, and what were believed to be samples of blood spattered on the ‘Dear Boss’ letter, and had subjected them to his analysis. While the results were inconclusive, Findlay managed to construct a partial profile and concluded that “It’s possible the Ripper could be female” – in fact, all he had managed to achieve was the discovery that whoever had sealed the envelopes might have been a woman, and the blood might have been a woman’s blood. 

Stephen Knight ignored the possibility that the murderer might have been a woman in Jack the Ripper: The Final Solution, almost certainly because it would have undermined his conspiracy theory. It was his contention that Sir William Gull and his co-conspirators, John Netley, who became Prince Albert Victor’s coach driver when travelling incognito, and the flamboyant artist Walter Sickert, whom Princess Alexandra had asked to act as mentor to Prince Albert, or Eddy as he was known to his family, her immature son and heir apparent to the throne, had enticed Nichols, Chapman and Eddowes – on different nights – into a carriage. There, Gull swiftly despatched them by cutting their throats, then mutilated their bodies. Netley, assisted by Sickert, had then dumped the bodies where they were found soon afterwards. Stride was murdered outside the coach, and then Netley had thrown her body into a yard through an open gateway in Berner Street as Sir Robert Anderson, Assistant Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police, acted in the most unlikely guise of a look-out and fourth conspirator. 

Catherine Eddowes, the killer’s next victim within the hour, Knight claimed, had been murdered in the mistaken belief that she was Mary Kelly. Her body was deposited in Mitre Square, which, Knight maintained, held great significance for Freemasons. The mitre is an instrument used in architecture and consists of two straight pieces, usually made of wood, both bevelled at 45 degrees, where they are joined to form a right angle. It is also one of the two principal instruments of Freemasonry (the other being the compass) and is used in Masonic ceremonies.

It was, Knight suggested, the murder of Catherine Eddowes in Mitre Square that gave the Ripper a reputation for having supernatural powers, and he referred to the suggestion of an ‘invisible man’, which he said had been made by earlier writers. In other words, Knight suggested, “the sort of person whose presence on the streets would not have been noticed; like a policeman.” He could as easily have added ‘or a woman’, since such an obvious possibility must surely have presented itself to him. 


 



In the annals of crime, the incidence of females using knives in attacks is highly unusual, and the number of females who are driven to murder and mutilate their victims is rarer still. But they are not unheard of and there are in fact, several modern parallels with the Whitechapel murders.

In 2004 a gruesome news report rocked the United States and shocked the rest of the civilised world. The murdered body of a young woman had been discovered in her own home. She was identified as 28-year-old Bobbie Jo Stinnett from Kansas City, and she was eight months’ pregnant at the time of her death. She had been strangled, her stomach cut open and her unborn baby ripped out of her womb. The baby survived and was presented to family and friends as the murderer’s own child. What made the crime all the more appalling was that the convicted killer, 36-year-old Lisa Montgomery, was a woman. 

On 10 October 2011 another American, Annette Morales-Rodriguez from Wisconsin, was charged with the murder of a pregnant woman. Desperate to have a baby son with her new boyfriend, she invited heavily pregnant Martiza Ramirez-Cruz into her home. There Morales-Rodriguez battered her with a baseball bat before strangling her to death. She then used a knife to cut open her victim’s abdomen, and removed the foetus in an attempt to replicate a Caesarean operation she had seen on the Discovery Channel. At least five other similar cases of attacks on pregnant women in America have been reported. 

In March 2005, two sisters, Linda and Charlotte Mulhall, dubbed the ‘Scissor Sisters’, aged 30 and 32 years respectively, made headline news across Ireland when they demonstrated graphically that women murderers could be as vicious as their male counterparts. They had attacked and killed their mother, Kathleen’s, abusive lover, Farah Swaleh Noor, a Kenyan immigrant and known violent criminal, after he had made repeated sexual advances to Linda in her central Dublin terraced home. Mr Justice Carney, who presided at the sisters’ subsequent trial, made a chilling remark during sentencing when he said: “It was the most grotesque killing that has occurred in my professional lifetime.” 

In the evidence, it was revealed that, encouraged by their mother, Charlotte Mulhall had slit Noor’s throat with a Stanley knife – significantly she cut it twice – while her sister delivered several blows to his skull with a hammer. He was then stabbed repeatedly. But it was what the sisters did to Noor’s corpse that earned them notoriety. In order to dispose of their victim, they dragged Noor’s lifeless body to the bathroom where they dismembered it using a bread knife and a hammer. Over a period of several hours, the victim’s head, limbs and penis were severed; a towel was used to soak up the blood. The sisters then put the body parts into plastic bags. Some were dumped in Dublin’s Royal Canal, where a leg still wearing a sock surfaced ten days later. The bag containing the head was buried in a local park; then, at a later date, it was recovered and taken to a field where Linda Mulhall smashed the head to pieces with a hammer and allegedly buried the remains. Neither the murdered man’s head nor penis have been found. 

Charlotte Mulhall received a mandatory life sentence for murder. Linda Mulhall was given a fifteen-year sentence for manslaughter. Kathleen Mulhall, who initially fled to England, was later captured and brought back to Ireland. She received a five-year sentence for helping to clean the scene of the crime. Her daughters refused to testify against her in court. 


 



In what he saw as an established fact or truth of nature, Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936) demonstrated in his poem, ‘The Female of the Species’, penned in 1911, that it is the female, rather than the male, who has the greater propensity to commit violence. Two verses in particular convey this point most effectively: 



When the Himalayan peasant meets the he-bear in his pride,


He shouts to scare the monster, who will often turn aside.


But the she-bear thus accosted rends the peasant tooth and nail.


For the female of the species is more deadly than the male.




 


When the early Jesuit fathers preached to Hurons and Choctaws,


They prayed to be delivered from the vengeance of the squaws.


’Twas the women, not the warriors, turned those stark enthusiasts pale.


For the female of the species is more deadly than the male.




 



Having established that women are capable of committing the most terrible acts of murder and maiming, even though they may have never previously committed an act of violence, then using cleverness and cunning to try to avoid detection, my father and I thought it was at least possible that a woman could have been responsible for the Whitechapel murders. The remnants of women’s clothing found in the ashes of Mary Kelly’s fireplace, and the firm, consistent testimony given by Mrs Caroline Maxwell, both to the police in her written statement, and to Dr Roderick McDonald J.P., the coroner who presided over the inquest into Kelly’s death, merely confirmed to us that her murderer must have been a woman. 

Mrs Caroline Maxwell was a respectable married woman, the wife of an assistant lodging-house keeper in Dorset Street, Whitechapel. Despite the caution issued to her by the coroner during the inquest at the Shoreditch Town Hall, “You must be careful about your evidence, because it is different to other people’s,” Maxwell steadfastly maintained that she had told the truth. Walter Dew described her in his memoirs half a century later as “a sane and sensible woman”, adding that “her reputation was excellent”. But Caroline Maxwell’s evidence was not the starting point of our research. 

The list of Ripper suspects is not endless, but it is long. We found ourselves wading through the minutiae of a motley collection of rogues. One of the more popular contemporary suspects was Montague Druitt, the barrister who drowned himself three weeks after the last murder, thereby drawing suspicion to himself as a suspect; Abberline later dismissed him as such. Another suspect was George Chapman – no relation to Annie Chapman – who poisoned three of his wives; however, he was never known to have used a knife (although he had once threatened his wife with one). Then there was Francis Tumblety, a quack ‘doctor’ who collected uteri and kept them in specimen jars; Mary Kelly’s uterus, though cut out of her body, was not removed from the crime scene. Dr Thomas Neill Cream, another poisoner who secretly performed unlawful abortions but was supposedly in prison in the United States on the dates when the crimes were committed, was also an official suspect, and there are perhaps a dozen others, all of whom were, in our opinion, equally unlikely to have committed the murders. 

More recent theories have identified a similar number of candidates, including Sir William Gull, the suspect named by Stephen Knight, but much of Knight’s work was later discredited when Walter Sickert’s son, Joseph, who was then an old man himself, retracted his story which formed the basis of Knight’s tale, and admitted that it was a hoax. Patricia Cornwell also accused the twisted but unlikely artist Walter Sickert. Other popular suspects are Prince Albert Victor, Duke of Clarence, ‘Eddy,’ a grandson of Queen Victoria, who had an alibi for each of the nights when the murders were committed, and Sir John Williams, the sacrificial lamb offered by his great-great-nephew, author Tony Williams. 

However, the one important element missing in every case was that none of the suspects had a motive for committing the murders. We could find nothing in their backgrounds that would drive any of them to carry out such terrible, vicious crimes. None of the suspects had even the slightest connection with any of the victims – except one. 

But after all the research my father had undertaken into this most distinguished of Welshmen, we thought – no, we knew – that Sir John Williams could not possibly have been involved in any of the murders. 


 



John Williams was born on 6 November 1840, the son of a farmer and part-time Methodist minister who died of typhoid fever when John was just two years old. His mother recognised her son’s potential and intellect at an early age and struggled to provide him with a good education. Young John attended school in Swansea, before going on to Glasgow University aged sixteen, where he studied mathematics for a year. His natural aptitude for the sciences took him to University College Hospital in London where he studied medicine for six years, working at both the Brompton Hospital for Consumption (tuberculosis) and the Great Ormond Street Hospital for Sick Children. He was, by all accounts, a brilliant student, studying under William Jenner for one, who was credited with the invention of the smallpox vaccine. 

He completed his medical course (M.R.C.S, and M.B., London) in 1866, and in 1867 he qualified as a doctor (M.D., London). At University College Hospital, he made several friends among his student colleagues, one of whom, Markus Beck, was the nephew of Joseph Lister, pioneer of antiseptic which he used to prevent death from infected wounds and injuries. By early recognition and adoption of Lister’s discovery, this later helped Dr Williams to become an outstanding surgeon. His work was unpaid at this time, so lack of money, rather than ability, forced him to return to Swansea, where he practised for five years as a local GP. 

During the time he worked in Swansea, Williams had the good fortune to meet Mary Elizabeth Ann Hughes, who was then quite young. She was the daughter of Richard Hughes, a wealthy businessman and tinplate factory owner. On 3 April 1872, the couple married in Libanus Chapel in the industrial town of Morriston, three miles to the north-east of Swansea. Following the wedding, they enjoyed a short working honeymoon abroad, which allowed Dr Williams to visit a number of hospitals and make acquaintances within the European medical profession. Markus Beck, incidentally, was to have been Williams’s best man at the wedding, but he missed the ceremony when he overslept on the train, although he arrived at the family mansion in the small village of Ynystawe, just north of Morriston, in time for the reception. On 23 July in that same year, and with his father-in-law’s generous financial assistance, the couple moved to London, where Williams pursued an extremely successful career in medicine. 

Not only did Dr Williams work at University College Hospital, but at the Westminster General Lying-in Hospital in Lambeth, London, where Joseph Lister was both President and consulting surgeon. In 1880, Dr John Williams was appointed Physician Accoucheur, along with Dr Francis Champneys, and they were the first to practice antiseptic midwifery in Britain. He also worked at the Royal Waterloo Hospital for Women and Children near Waterloo Station in London, and the Whitechapel Workhouse Infirmary in London’s East End.

Williams became as well known for his skill as a surgeon as for the care he took of his patients, whether rich or poor, whom he is said to have treated alike. He was once described by a fellow practitioner from France as “un opérateur sûr de sa main”. The literal translation of which is: a surgeon who knows his job.

Tony Williams produced records to show that Dr John Williams had attended two of the subsequent murder victims in the Whitechapel Workhouse Infirmary where he practiced on an irregular and voluntary basis. He had performed an abortion on a Mary Ann Nichols, the first murder victim, in 1885, and he had treated Catherine Eddowes, the fourth victim, for Bright’s Disease, a chronic inflammation of the kidneys in 1887. Therefore his connection with at least two of the Ripper victims was, according to Tony Williams, well established. He might also have known a third, Mary Kelly, the fifth and final victim.

Rumour within the Williams family had it that Sir John was something of a ladies’ man, and had indulged in numerous affairs during the course of his marriage. One of these relationships involved a girl called Mary. It is Tony Williams’s suggestion that in 1881 Dr Williams met the youthful, pretty Irish girl, Mary Kelly, when he had visited the Cardiff Infirmary where she was receiving treatment as an in-patient. She was the mother of a young child and had recently become widowed when her husband Jonathan Davies (or Davis) was killed in a mining accident, Williams maintained. He allegedly died in an explosion at Cwmparc Colliery, near Treorchy in the Rhondda Valley, which also claimed the lives of three other miners. Williams met Mary Kelly again when she moved up to London in 1884; they became lovers, conducted a torrid affair and even went to France together. 

A report appearing in the Daily News of 10 November 1888, the day after the murder, stated that an unnamed girl, who had known Mary Kelly for two years before her murder said, “Kelly was a Welsh woman, and could speak Welsh fluently”. But though Mary Kelly had lived in Wales, and all the available evidence suggests that she had lived in South Wales, she was in fact originally from Limerick in Ireland. 

While Tony Williams unwillingly attributed Mary Kelly’s brutal murder, and all four earlier murders, to his illustrious ancestor, he was vague as to the reasons why Dr John Williams should have stalked the lanes and alleyways of Whitechapel seeking out prostitutes to murder and butcher. He suggested obliquely that the collection of prostitutes’ body parts was for the purposes of his research into the causes of infertility. This, he explained, was why the murderer had excised and taken away uteri from Annie Chapman and Catherine Eddowes. But the suggestion that it was for research was, like the madness thesis, a glib explanation, and Tony Williams gave no credible reason as to why his great-great-uncle should have cut out Catherine Eddowes’s left kidney and taken it away. Even if it were so, research could in no way explain the extent of the ferociousness shown in his mistress, Mary Kelly’s, murder, or the reason why he had not removed her uterus from the scene of the crime. It had been cut out of her body, but had then been pushed under her head, where it was found by the doctors who examined her corpse. 

It seemed unlikely to my father and me that a medical professor, a specialist in gynaecology at the pinnacle of his career in one of the most famous teaching hospitals in the world, would have needed to murder prostitutes for their uteri. That such body parts were required for the purposes of Williams’s research is difficult, if not impossible, to comprehend when he would have been provided with an almost inexhaustible supply by the hospital where he worked. If uteri were needed for his research or to implant in his infertile wife as some sort of ground-breaking experiment, it is hard to believe that he would have chosen two middle-aged prostitutes as donors in preference to the young Mary Kelly, whose uterus had been removed from her body, but not taken away from the scene of the crime. His motive for the particularly vicious murder and horrendous mutilation of Kelly has, regrettably, never been properly explained. Tony Williams suggested that Kelly discovered that Dr John Williams was the Ripper, and tried to blackmail him, and so he killed her, but this explanation, when measured against the appalling litany of injuries the young woman sustained, stretched credulity beyond acceptable limits, and was, we thought, implausible. 

We were unable to find any obvious motive that might have turned Dr John Williams into a vicious serial killer. And why murder Mary Kelly at all? There was no apparent reason that would make Dr Williams want to murder his vivacious, fertile young mistress; to sever her throat to the spine, slash her face beyond recognition, hack her body to ribbons, cut off both her breasts, tear out her viscera, remove her reproductive organs and take away her heart. But as we pondered the mystery, we realised that there was someone who might have had every reason to murder the unfortunate young woman and rip her body to pieces: the doctor’s wife, Lizzie Williams.  




CHAPTER 3
 

 

It was clear to us that Dr John Williams’s wife, Mary Elizabeth Ann, whom he called ‘Lizzie’, could have murdered Mary Kelly. She was the woman whose felt hat, cotton twill skirt and velvet cape were found burned in the ashes of the fireplace in Mary Kelly’s room; she was the woman whom Caroline Maxwell had seen in the mist dressed in Kelly’s clothes; and she was the woman who turned to face Maxwell at her call, ‘Mary’, and replied to her in a Welsh accent as she was fleeing from the scene of her crime in Miller’s Court. 

Of all the suspects there have been down through the years, only Lizzie Williams possessed all the attributes the murderer would have needed, including, crucially, a motive, to commit murder. And the reason why she was never caught was because she was intelligent and confident, careful and determined, and – even to this day – few have suspected that the murderer was a woman. 

But did Lizzie Williams really murder Mary Kelly? At almost forty years of age and having led a privileged and protected life, was she capable of murder? Would she know how to kill, even supposing that she wanted to? And it was not just the question of who had killed Mary Kelly that my father and I had to consider; four other murders had been committed that autumn, and the world’s best detectives and doctors considered that they had all been murdered by the same hand.

In 1889, a year after the murders, Sir Melville Macnaghten, Assistant Chief Constable in the Criminal Investigation Department at Scotland Yard, identified Mary Ann Nichols, Annie Chapman, Elizabeth Stride, Catherine Eddowes and Mary Kelly as victims of Jack the Ripper. It was, and perhaps still is, widely agreed by experts that these five women were the Ripper’s only victims and they became known as the ‘canonical five’. So, as impossible as it seemed, if Lizzie Williams murdered Mary Kelly, then she must have murdered all five women. 

But was it likely? We were eager to find out. We already knew a great deal about Sir John Williams, as he became when Queen Victoria conferred a baronetcy on him in 1894, from intensive research my father had carried out. He had also conducted an investigation into the life of Lizzie Williams (née Hughes) several years earlier which culminated in an article appearing in the South Wales Evening Post (14 May 2001). From information he had gathered, we knew that the marriage of John and Lizzie Williams was not happy. Dr John Williams desperately wanted a child, but his wife was infertile and unable to conceive. 

It was not until well into the twentieth century, shortly after the end of the second world war in fact, that the notion of infertility affecting men became accepted. Until this time it was generally believed that if a couple were unable to produce a child, the woman was to blame; those who were educated or had careers even more so, as it was considered that they had brought their misfortune on themselves. James Marion Syms (1813-1883) considered to be the father of American gynecology, stated that “probably the gynecologist of today is consulted more often with regards to the sterile condition of women, than for any other disease”. The ‘driving force’ behind Sir John Williams’s professional career involved his search for a cure for infertility in women. He therefore followed the traditional path in holding his wife accountable for her failure to produce an heir. We also believe that his arrogance and vanity would not have allowed for the possibility of an alternative explanation. We therefore pursued our investigation on the basis of the parties’ apparent belief; that it was Lizzie Williams who was infertile, and not her husband. 

While we had dismissed out of hand the possibility that Sir John Williams might have been the murderer, we found the additional family information provided by Tony Williams in his book Uncle Jack particularly helpful. If Dr Williams was the womaniser that his great-great-nephew says he was and had enjoyed an intimate and sustained relationship with Mary Kelly, as Tony Williams also claimed, a vitally important piece of the puzzle had fallen into place. 

We now knew that Dr John Williams had a direct connection with three of the Ripper’s victims: Mary Ann Nichols perhaps, and Catherine Eddowes, who were his patients, and Mary Kelly, who was his mistress. Attacks on three of the victims, Chapman, Eddowes and Kelly involved the removal of uteri – a hysterectomy – and it was this very operation that Dr Williams performed on a frequent basis in his work as the leading gynaecologist at University College Hospital. In the circumstances, it was difficult to avoid the same conclusion that Tony Williams had reached: that Dr Williams was in some way, either directly or indirectly, connected with the murders. However, while he struggled to ascribe a plausible motive for the murders to Dr Williams, he failed to take the further small, but obvious, step that would have led him to the realisation that it was not Dr John Williams who had the motive to kill Mary Kelly, but his wife. 

The consistent testimony of Mrs Caroline Maxwell, her written statement to the police and sworn evidence given during the inquest at Shoreditch Town Hall, identified a woman she believed to be Mary Kelly leaving Miller’s Court on the morning of the murder. But it was several hours after Mary Kelly was conclusively proved to be dead. This evidence, coupled with the remnants of a woman’s clothing found in the ashes in the fireplace of Kelly’s room; a felt hat, a dark brown cotton twill skirt and black velvet cape – clothes that no one had ever seen Kelly wearing – confirmed to us that her murderer must have been a woman. Lizzie Williams was an obvious suspect because of the intimate relationship that the victim, Mary Kelly, had formed with her husband. 

Lizzie Williams had not expected to encounter someone like Caroline Maxwell as she left Miller’s Court following the murder, but she was well prepared for such an eventuality. A Welsh accent was essential to convince Caroline Maxwell that she was speaking with Kelly, because though Kelly was Irish-born, she had spent her formative years in Wales and it is virtually certain that she spoke with a Welsh accent. Lizzie, who spoke with an English ‘twang’, could also speak with a Welsh accent if she required. She needed to be confident enough, both in speech and demeanour, to convince Caroline Maxwell that she was Mary Kelly. 

Lizzie Williams was both an accomplished musician and an actress. The information we were able to gather about her, some of it gleaned from the stack of postcards she received from her friends over many years, now kept by the National Library of Wales, demonstrates that she was intelligent and refined, talented and religious, even kindly. After the death of her mother, she had been brought up by a governess, Mary Bevan, and, as the only child of a wealthy, indulgent father, had almost certainly learned to think highly of herself, even though a photograph taken of her as a girl when she was about fifteen, shows that she was not a good-looking child. During her teenage years she performed at Eisteddfodau (Welsh festivals of music and drama). There is little doubt that whatever painful blows married life may have dealt her, Lizzie Williams was an intelligent and confident woman. 


 



Fog, much like the poverty which plagued London’s East End, was a major problem in the capital during the last decades of the nineteenth century, and did not improve until well into the following century when the Clean Air Act of 1956 came into force. A report in The Times on 5 December 1837, referring to the huge difficulties caused in London by thick fog the previous morning, read, “Not only was the darkness so great that the shops were all lighted up, but also every object in the streets, however near, was totally obscured from the view of the persons walking along.” 

As the nineteenth century progressed, the problem became worse owing to the growth of heavy industry which relied on coal for power, and an ever-increasing population which needed coal for cooking and heating. Almost thirty years later, an article published in The Times on 24 January 1865 made it clear that the problem was just as great for those indoors: “Even those who remained at home found a large clear fire but a poor mitigation of the unpleasant atmosphere that filled their comfortable rooms.” 

R. Russell, in his book London Fogs (1880), wrote: “A London fog is brown, reddish-yellow, or greenish, darkens more than a white fog, has a smoky, or sulphurous, smell, is often somewhat dryer than a country fog, and produces, when thick, a choking sensation. Instead of diminishing while the sun rises higher, it often increases in density, and some of the most lowering London fogs occur about midday or late in the afternoon. Sometimes the brown masses rise and interpose a thick curtain at a considerable elevation between earth and sky. A white cloth spread out on the ground rapidly turns dirty, and particles of soot attach themselves to every exposed object.” It was said that in the theatre, actors’ voices could be heard but their faces could not be seen. Even in hospitals, it sometimes proved impossible to perform surgical operations, owing to the choking sulphurous haze that seeped into operating theatres. Shops, offices and even homes throughout London were similarly affected. During the cooler months, certainly from the autumn of 1888 onwards until June or even July the following summer when it became warmer, fog was an everyday, inescapable fact of life. 

There is no doubt that from mid-October 1888 dirty grey fog enveloped the area in and around Miller’s Court. A brief contemporary account of the atmospheric conditions prevailing at the crime scene on the actual morning of Mary Kelly’s murder read: “About half way down this street on the right-hand side is Miller’s Court, the entrance to which is a narrow arched passage, and within a few yards of which, by the way, last night there loomed grimly through the murky air [my italics] a partly torn down bill….” (The Daily News, 10 November 1888). 

At the street entrance to the passage, foul noxious fog would have been thick enough to obscure Lizzie Williams’s facial features sufficiently so as to prevent Maxwell from seeing her clearly, even though she was only standing on the other side of Dorset Street, some twenty feet or so away. Maxwell said she looked ill, even though it is certain that she could not have seen her clearly, so perhaps her face looked ‘different’. Mary Kelly’s clothes would persuade Maxwell that she was talking with her. Lizzie Williams’s Welsh accent would have completed that illusion.

There was something else that persuaded my father and me that we were right in our deduction. At the inquest into Mary Kelly’s death, Caroline Maxwell’s sworn testimony was that when she called across the street to the person she believed to be Mary Kelly, she addressed her by her first name. ‘What, Mary, brings you up so early?’ Lizzie Williams’s first name was also Mary – she had been christened Mary Elizabeth Ann, and that was why she had responded instinctively to Caroline Maxwell’s call. 

After each of the murders, the killer would wish to avoid capture: to disappear by some means, blend into the passing crowds and walk unnoticed through tight police cordons. Inspector Frederick Abberline had issued specific orders to police patrolling Whitechapel that they should “observe every man carefully”, and “men and women out together were to be watched too, in case the woman might be protecting the man”. A woman on her own would have been ignored by the police hunting for the murderer. Perhaps Lizzie Williams had adopted the guise of a midwife. It would have been well within her acting abilities and, after each murder when the hue and cry was raised and the police were frantically searching for a man, the murderer would seem to have vanished into thin air, while remaining in plain sight all the time. 

Our proposition is this: Dr John Williams desperately wanted a child, but his wife was infertile and unable to conceive. Mary Kelly, on the other hand, was youthful, good-looking and, most importantly, fertile. Williams and Kelly were having an affair and his wife had somehow found out. She might have turned a blind eye to the relationship; after all, Tony Williams suggested that Dr Williams had enjoyed many affairs during the marriage. But Lizzie was becoming increasingly fragile emotionally, and deeply distressed by her infertility. She might have feared that her husband would father a child by Mary Kelly, and this her pride would not allow. So she plotted to murder her; it was an act of revenge committed out of that oldest of emotions, jealousy; the “green-ey’d monster” of Shakespeare’s Othello, and close cousin of envy, the sixth of the Seven Deadly Sins. 

All this was straightforward, except for the unanswered questions, such as what was the catalyst that compelled the jealous wife to kill Mary Kelly, and why had she inflicted such terrible wounds upon the unfortunate young woman? Why had she murdered and mutilated Mary Ann Nichols, Annie Chapman and Catherine Eddowes, and why too had she murdered Elizabeth Stride? She might merely have resigned herself to her unhappy situation; after all, her family money would have given her all the comforts and security she needed. 

These were some of the more obvious questions; there were at least a dozen others, and we wanted to find the answers to them all. So we decided to re-examine the crimes, to see what evidence we might find to support our theory that the Whitechapel murders were committed not just by a woman, but by the wife of a world-renowned medical specialist, a professor and a physician to Royalty. 

First, we would have to look again into the backgrounds of John and Lizzie Williams, and this time even more thoroughly. Now, we conducted our research on the assumption that Lizzie Williams would one day be driven to commit murder. We wondered if perhaps we might find a clue somewhere in her past that would unlock the mystery, and provide us with an explanation as to why a respectable upper-middle-class, middle-aged Victorian housewife might have turned into a brutal serial killer.


 



It was probably the winning combination of driving ambition, ruthless determination and exceptional good fortune that, by the mid-1850s, had made Richard Hughes, a maltster (beer-maker) from Llanbrynmair in the old Welsh county of Montgomeryshire (now part of Powys), one of the richest men in the country; by today’s standards he would have been a multi-millionaire. Hughes, one of eight children of farming stock, was born on 12 February 1817. At the height of his success he lived with his family and their four servants in a large imposing mansion, a few miles north of Swansea, just off the Brecon road near the small village of Ynystawe. Nothing now remains of this once grand house that overlooked the thriving industrial valley below, save for a pair of ornate gate-posts at the start of a long winding drive, and the circular stone base of what might once have been a statue standing on the front lawn. At a time when the average income per head of the population in Britain was less than £1 a week and the welfare state did not yet exist, poverty and starvation were commonplace. At this time, Morriston, a thriving industrial town, was the centre of British tinplate production, and many fortunes were made there. But for a labourer, the work was hard, the days were long and the pay abysmally poor; often as little as two shillings might be paid for an exhausting twelve-hour shift. In these hard times, women and children frequently had to beg or prostitute themselves in order to survive. 

By contrast, Richard Hughes had money to burn. He hadn’t been born into money; he had sought it out deliberately. Opportunity came his way in the shapely form of Anne Thomas, daughter to the owner of The Lan public house near Morriston. It stood at the corner of Clasemont Road and Vicarage Road, where Hughes worked brewing beer from 1839 to 1849. Anne, born in 1827, was ten years his junior. She was the sister of William Thomas of Lan Manor (1816-1909), affectionately known as Thomas O’Lan – Justice of the Peace, entrepreneur and twice Lord Mayor of Swansea (1877/78 and 1878/79). Despite what was a considerable disparity in their ages, Hughes married his employer’s daughter on 1 May 1845.

Such a well-timed stroke of calculated good fortune brought Richard Hughes into the folds of the Thomas family business. He soon abandoned the beer trade to become a partner and director in the Landore Tinplate Works (established in 1851), situated between Swansea and Morriston in the Lower Swansea Valley. This huge enterprise on the banks of the river Tawe – which, at its peak employed over a thousand men, women and children – was the largest, and most innovative, tinplate works in the world, with the first mills ever to be driven by steam. 

Mary Elizabeth Ann, Lizzie, was born to Richard and Anne Hughes on 7 February 1850, almost five years after their marriage. She was the adorable child they had hoped for, with a perfectly round face, coal-black hair and dark brown eyes. She was named Mary after her father’s sister who had died, unmarried, on 11 February 1842 – almost exactly eight years before Lizzie was born, Elizabeth after her paternal grandmother who died in 1868, and Ann, either after her father’s youngest sister, Anne, born on 30 December 1829, or her own mother (we were unsure which), though the ‘e’ was dropped from her name. But, five years later, on 9 May 1855, Anne Hughes died after a long illness; she was only twenty-eight years old. In her obituary, she was described as “a most affectionate and kind-hearted woman, and is deeply lamented by a large circle of relatives and friends” (The Cambrian, 11 May 1855). A little over a year later, on 24 June 1856, Hughes married again. This time, his wife, Mary, was sixteen years his junior; only seventeen years older than his little daughter. There were no children by this second marriage. 

By all accounts, Hughes doted on his daughter, and she idolised him. There seems little doubt that she admired in her father the characteristics that had been so instrumental in shaping his forceful personality and, as a direct consequence, the fortune he had made from the tinplate works. Hughes lavished every conceivable expense on her; no request was refused. Perhaps he was trying to make up for the loss of her mother, or perhaps he just didn’t know what else to do with his enormous wealth. Whatever the motive, the result was that Lizzie grew up accustomed to having everything her father’s money could buy. Most importantly, though she would not have realised it at the time, it bought her the security she needed following the loss of her loving mother, and that was a situation she must have anticipated would never change. 

Lizzie, who from the age of five enjoyed the luxury of her live-in governess, was both intelligent and well educated. She studied the Bible, regularly attended chapel on Sundays with both her parents, and spoke the Queen’s English as flawlessly as her native Welsh language. At the age of fifteen she won a competition for singing and acting at the 1865 Eisteddfod, at which event she was given the Bardic name Morfydd Glantawe. She was a remarkably bright and confident young woman, with the blithe self-assurance exuded only by those who are born into money. It is difficult to avoid the conclusion that Lizzie Hughes was a woman who expected to get what she wanted out of life, and that life would never say ‘No!’. 

Lizzie, always close to Papa and Mama – the names she called her father and stepmother – enjoyed a close relationship with them both for the whole of her life. Her diaries show that, during the early years, it was her father who played a key role in her upbringing, guiding, supporting and financing her when she needed it, while in her declining years, after she became ill, it was her stepmother who provided the constant care Lizzie Williams required. 

In 1870 a curious incident upset the close-knit Hughes family. A little over a decade earlier, in 1859, Daniel Edwards, whom Hughes had employed in a business that he also controlled, the Upper Forest Tinplate Works, had involved himself in what today would be known as industrial espionage. Edwards, as ambitious as he was hard-working, had been busy recording the secret methods and ideas of Hughes’s tin-making processes, with the intention of setting up his own factory which would bring him into direct competition with his one-time employer. When the ‘intellectual property’ theft was discovered, Edwards was instantly dismissed. It was a degradation he would never forget or forgive.

The matter might have passed off as just another of the disagreeable industrial problems that Richard Hughes was required to deal with in the day-to-day management of his business, except that this affair proved to be the genesis of something that would develop into a crisis of nightmarish proportions. In the meantime, however, it would manifest itself on young Lizzie in a most public and humiliating manner. 

When a new, larger chapel was proposed for the quickly growing population of Morriston, Richard Hughes provided the land for the building at a knock-down price. But the agreement was conditional on his daughter having the honour of laying the foundation stone – which, in accordance with recognised tradition, was to be inscribed with her name. 

Its benefactors intended the new Congregational chapel, Tabernacle, to be the most impressive building in Wales. John Humphreys, a chapel deacon known as ‘God’s Architect’, was appointed to create what would be the most outstanding classical design of the age. At the staggering cost of £18,000, it was a veritable cathedral amongst chapels, with a soaring octagonal clock tower and seating capacity for 1,450 people. “Tabernacle stands out as one great redeeming feature in the whole of that manufacturing district, an oasis in a desert, an object worthy of admiration in the midst of unsightly works and manufactories of every size and description … and all who have seen it speak of it in the highest terms” (The Cambrian, January 1873). 

However, in what was an unfortunate quirk of fate, Daniel Edwards, now a tinplate magnate, the ‘industrial spy’ whom Hughes had fired years before, was appointed to supervise the building project. At the grand unveiling ceremony, held on a grey winter’s day, 26 November 1870, over 500 religious and civic dignitaries, together with members of the public, tried to crowd inside the iron railings of the small yard fronting the great chapel. But there was insufficient room to accommodate them all, and they spilled out onto Woodfield Street, stopping all traffic, and the horse-drawn trams that ran between Morriston and the terminus on Castle Street in Swansea.

As the foundation stone was unveiled, the full force of Edwards’s malice was revealed. The inscription, carved in stone, read:


THE FOUNDATION STONE OF THIS


TABERNACLE



WAS LAID BY


Miss HUGHES, YNYSTAWE


26TH NOVEMBER 1870





 

It was a cold and calculated insult, the yesteryear equivalent of today’s two-fingered salute. Edwards had omitted Lizzie’s three Christian names. Not even her initials were inscribed on the stone – but Edwards had fulfilled the terms of his contract, and there was nothing that could be done about it.

However, Daniel Edwards had not yet fully settled his score with Richard Hughes.




CHAPTER 4
 

 

Just twenty miles to the west of Swansea, not far from Carmarthen, stands the small whitewashed farmhouse of Blaenllynant, together with a cluster of stone outbuildings. They overlook a quiet mill pond at the end of a short grass track, just off the narrow Gwynfe Road. This idyllic setting, on the banks of the Afon Meilwch, a tributary of the river Tywi, was where John 

Williams, the third of four brothers after David and Morgan, and his younger brother Nathaniel, grew up. When their father, David, farmer and part-time Methodist minister, died of typhoid fever in 1842, the task of raising the boys fell to David’s widow, Eleanor. John Williams’s mother was a force to be reckoned with. Within the family, her word was law; she expected obedience from her sons, and it is clear from such accounts as are available that she was not disappointed. John Williams’s biographer, Ruth Evans, said of her in John Williams 1840-1926: “There can be no doubt that she was the force behind all the early decisions about her son John’s career, and that by drawing on her wisdom and strength, doors were opened to him, which might have remained for ever closed.” 

The young John Williams clearly enjoyed a happy childhood. During an address to aspiring medical students delivered at the University College of South Wales on 10 October 1900 entitled ‘The Training of Body and Mind for the Profession of Medicine’, he recounted some pleasurable aspects of his early years. These reminiscences provide a vital insight into his character. The local school in the nearest village, Gwynfe, was three miles away, though the long walk through idyllic countryside instilled in him a love of nature and physical exercise. He would frequently stop on the way to explore a pond and “the nest of an old crow demanded a daily visit on a high and solitary tree, and, if he were lucky, rob the eggs he found there.” Once at school, he enjoyed playing Hare and Hounds, mentioning that cricket was an unknown sport in those days. “The discovery of a gin [a trap to ensnare small animals] was a source of intense enjoyment and the division of its string afforded a doubly exquisite pleasure for it ensured puss [rabbit?] a free run and baulked the skilful poacher in his nefarious designs.” 

Later in his address John Williams continued, “Such a boyhood as that which I have described braces the mind and body, strengthens the weak frame and makes healthy youths. I have to confess that I look back upon that period in my life not only as one of the pleasantest and brightest but also one of the best spent, for its effects have been my mainstay for the rest of my career.” 

But one statement he made, more than any other, demonstrated Dr John Williams’s state of mind, and clearly established there were no demons in his past that might have driven him through the metamorphosis from happy innocent schoolboy to violent mass murderer: “A sane mind in a healthy body is the best reinsurance for any future training.”

At the age of fifteen, John Williams left his local school and attended the Normal School in Swansea. He intended to follow his father’s footsteps and train for a career in the ministry. However, encouraged by the principal, Dr Evan Davies, he developed an interest in natural science and in 1857 he left Swansea for Glasgow University where he studied mathematics for a year. His class voted him second prize for ‘general excellence’, which award was approved by his professor. On 20 July 1859, he bound himself as apprentice under a deed of indentures for five years to Dr W.H. Michael and Dr Ebenezer Davies, surgeons and apothecaries in Swansea, “to learn the art and science of Medicine and Surgery”. But just two years later in 1861, the year that the Prince Consort, Queen Victoria’s husband Albert, died, William’s burning ambition led him to abandon his training, and he entered University College Hospital in London where he continued his medical studies.

In 1864 Williams was appointed obstetric assistant and the next year he was promoted to house surgeon. In 1865, he was awarded the prestigious Certificate of Honour for Pathological Anatomy, and a gold medal, which he later melted down to make his wife’s wedding ring. By the age of twenty-seven, he had qualified both as a doctor and surgeon and worked at the Brompton Hospital for Consumption and at Great Ormond Street Hospital for Sick Children. In neither position did he receive any pay – just free board and lodging – so he relied on his mother to support him financially. He could not remain in London on this basis indefinitely, and in 1867, the year he became licensed to practice medicine, he returned to Swansea and set up his surgery at 13 Craddock Street, near the town centre, where he practised as a G.P. for the next five years. 

It was during this time that he met Richard Hughes’s daughter, Lizzie, who would become his wife. Maybe Lizzie saw in John Williams the same personality traits of rugged determination and arrogance that she so admired in her own father. Dr Williams was ten years older than Lizzie, as her father had been when he had married her mother. John Williams had risen above his humble farming origins to become a distinguished medical doctor; Lizzie’s father had been a tradesman and a maltster who had striven to become a successful businessman. The couple themselves had both lost a parent at an early age. John had lost his father at the tender age of two; Lizzie had lost her mother when she was five. Both surviving parents had strong personalities, but Lizzie’s father rarely, if ever, exercised restraint over his daughter. John Williams’s mother, the eldest of twelve children herself, was used to being obeyed. John and Lizzie loved their parents unconditionally, and both parents adored their children, influenced them greatly, and were eager to do what they thought was best for them; this undoubtedly included advising them on suitable marriage partners.

Richard Hughes would most certainly have recognised the characteristic of strong single-mindedness he shared with John Williams, the man who was now courting his daughter. On 13 January 1872, Hughes proposed Dr John Williams as a member of his Talbot Lodge of the United Grand Lodge of the Ancient Free and Accepted Masons of England in Swansea (number 1323), and if the impressive wedding ceremony he would eventually put on for the couple on 2 April 1872 was anything to go by, he clearly ignored the almost ten-year age difference and approved of his new son-in-law.

During the courtship period of John Williams and Lizzie Hughes’s it is probable that she visited him in his Craddock Street practice where she could have observed him during surgical operations. He might have shown her how to operate, isolate and remove a diseased organ swiftly, though there is no actual evidence that he did. 

Speed of operating was essential, prior to the development of effective anaesthetics, because a patient undergoing surgery would experience the most unimaginable pain, no matter what method might be employed in the effort to alleviate it. The finest surgeons were measured by the speed at which they could operate and remove a diseased organ or infected limb quickly, rather than those who took more time to ensure perfection in their work. Pain was said to be God’s punishment for the wicked, and a purefying trial for the good. For a woman in labour, it was ‘a spiritual experience to be welcomed, since it would transform her into a self-sacrificing mother’. The practitioner, upon entering the operating room, often brought with him two bottles of whisky; one for the patient to ease the pain and, when that failed, the other for the doctor to help him bear his patient’s terrible screams. 

It was not until the mid-1880s that anaesthetic began to become commonly used in surgical operations. The early pioneer Humphrey Davy (1778-1829) used nitrous oxide (laughing gas), a gaseous compound which patients inhaled to relieve the pain of an operation, but its effects were unreliable. Later, an American dentist, William Morton (1819-68), used ether, based on sulphuric acid and alcohol, but it was flammable, with a tendency to irritate the lungs. When, in 1853, Queen Victoria was given chloroform, developed by Professor James Simpson, for the birth of Prince Leopold in 1853 and again for the birth of Princess Beatrice in 1857, the practice of using anaesthetic became more popular, though the procedure involved some risk because the patient could easily die from an overdose.

It was only after the development of effective anaesthetics that the speed of surgery became less important than the quality of the surgical operation itself, though it was not until the early twentieth century that anaesthesia became more truly reliable and safer.

However, the doctors to whom John Williams had bound himself for five years from 1859, Dr Michael and Dr Davies, were of the old, pre-anaesthesia school, and the techniques they taught him were based on speed, rather than the slower and more meticulous surgery that he would come to learn and practice later.

But, human nature being what it is, it seems likely that if and when Dr John Williams demonstrated his surgical skills to his wife, his intention was to impress her by the speed at which he could perform a procedure, as much as by the skilful nature of his work.

In 1872, after Dr Williams’s appointment as assistant obstetric physician at University College Hospital (this time with pay), and during the years that followed, his wife may have maintained an interest in the surgical operations her husband performed in his private practice. She may have observed closely as he carried out the many abdominal operations that his specialisation demanded; the hysterectomy, noting how he divided the abdomen, lifted the viscera, the intestines, and then located and cut away the uterus. At other times he might have shown her how he managed complications affecting the fallopian tubes, and then again how diseased ovaries should be excised. Perhaps she watched him abort a baby, and learned what became of the small foetus after it was taken from its mother’s body. Such images would doubtless come back to haunt her in the years ahead. 

It might have been at such times that Lizzie learned aspects of surgical technique. And what she learned she would always remember: which of the razor-sharp knives was best suited for the task at hand, where the incisions were to be made, how to locate a specific organ, and remove it from the body.

Before the wedding took place, Dr John Williams, like his father-in-law before him, also seized his opportunity. With the prospect of the Hughes family fortune beckoning, there was nothing to stop him from returning to the city that poverty and the cessation of financial support from his mother had forced him to leave. 

The South Wales Chronicle of 3 April 1872 reported: “The neighbourhood of Landore, Morriston and the country round about was the scene on Tuesday last of almost unparalleled animation and excitement, consequent on the marriage of Miss M.E.A. Hughes, only child of Richard Hughes, Esq., of Ynystawe, the respected managing partner of The Landore Steel and Tinplate Works, to John Williams, Esq., M.D., who for some years has been practising in this town with distinguished success as a physician and has recently been elected under the circumstances of a particularly gratifying character to the honourable position of a place on the staff of University College Hospital, London.” 

So was it love, cold-blooded ambition or perhaps his domineering mother, which persuaded Dr John Williams, at thirty-one years of age, to marry a wealthy young heiress almost ten years his junior and less than two months after her twenty-second birthday? Or was it that he needed a wife to inspire confidence in his female patients? Conceivably it was something of each: Ruth Evans noted Dr Williams’s comment about his new bride, as they were about to leave for their honeymoon in Europe, that, “Lizzie looked better than ever in travelling dress”. 

Of the four brothers in the Williams household, only John married and so only he would be likely to father a legitimate child. When Eleanor Williams told her son that he was expected to father a child he undoubtedly assumed that he would. There was no reason of which he was aware why he and his healthy young bride should not soon become proud parents, in accordance with his mother’s wishes. 

Richard Hughes’s generosity towards his daughter now also extended to his son-in-law. After making several trips to view suitable properties in London with Lizzie’s father in tow, they eventually settled on a large Georgian townhouse in the fashionable West End: 28 Harley Street, one of the most famous streets in Britain and much favoured by the medical profession. Hughes paid the princely sum of £250 for the residue of the lease which ended eleven years later, and the fixtures, furniture and effects for a further £693.18. This was at a time when a cottage in Wales, suitable for a labourer in one of the many tinplate works in and around Swansea, could be bought for as little as £20. 

On 23 July 1872, John and Lizzie Williams left Swansea’s polluted industrial valley and moved into their fine London home. The young doctor was on the threshold of what would become a remarkable and successful medical career; Lizzie, at just twenty-two years of age, must have looked forward with considerable excitement to what the future and London might hold. No doubt she intended to be faithful to her marriage vows and, she must have thought, in time she would bear her new husband a child, perhaps a son, to continue the Williams family line. 




CHAPTER 5
 

 

By 1884, the Williamses had left Harley Street behind, the lease on their first London home having expired the previous year, and moved to a larger, even more imposing, residence at 11 Queen Anne Street, not far from Regent’s Park. It was needed to accommodate the growing collection of rare Welsh language books and manuscripts they had acquired; fine Swansea and Nantgarw china; Chippendale, Hepplewhite and Sheraton period furniture, and the pictures, etchings and prints, courtesy of John Deffett Francis (1815-1901), who founded Swansea’s art gallery and art library. But, despite the long years and fervent hopes, no children could be found playing in the Williams household. 

In one of life’s tragic ironies, John Williams, by this time a world-renowned gynaecologist, had still not become a father. Despite all the couple’s efforts, including a two-month cruise to the West Indies in 1881, which they hoped would result in a pregnancy, Lizzie had proved stubbornly infertile. Dr Williams was distraught. Not only did he crave a child, he had failed his mother, and must have thought that he had let himself down too. 

But while his personal life was aching for want of a child, his professional life was thriving. In 1886, Queen Victoria appointed him as physician accoucheur to her youngest and favourite child, H.R.H. Princess Beatrice, wife of Prince Henry of Battenberg, who was expecting a baby towards the end of that year. The birth of a boy on 23 November, which was expected to be difficult because the young princess was a haemophiliac, was successful. Dr Williams received further royal patronage, and his private practice flourished. The following year he was appointed Professor of Obstetric Medicine at University College Hospital and came to be considered as the leading obstetrician in London. He had reached the peak of his professional career.

Not only was Williams celebrated by becoming a fellow of the Royal Society of Medicine and the Obstetrical Society of London, he was given similar honours in Germany and America, while universities in Aberdeen, Glasgow and Wales bestowed their honorary degrees on this great physician.

By the summer of 1888, Williams was forty-seven years old and Lizzie thirty-eight. This meant that she was fast approaching the age when giving birth might be dangerous, especially for a first child, even if there was an experienced gynaecologist close at hand. Today, one in six couples experience difficulty when trying to conceive a child; in those days, the odds would have been no less. According to a report by the Royal College of Obstetricians (March 2011), women over thirty-five are prone to fertility problems, while those in their late thirties or early forties are more likely to have a miscarriage. The Williamses would have been fully aware that their chances of becoming parents were diminishing with every passing year, and their hopes must have been fading drastically, if indeed they had not already been abandoned, giving way to deep (even manic) depression, grief and despair. It must have been a crushing disappointment for them both and inevitably coloured their relationship. 

There seems little doubt that when they married, the Williamses took it for granted that they would one day become parents. This, even though Dr John Williams would have known that infertility was a distinct possibility. But as the years passed and the realisation dawned that Lizzie Williams might be unable to conceive, they would have experienced a wide range of emotions: shock at first, followed by envy of women who had conceived, then resentment, anger and a period of saddened disbelief. Perhaps Lizzie Williams found herself unwilling or unable to confide in anyone about her distress, to reveal her true feelings (which have been likened to the death of someone close), even to her husband, who might have difficulty understanding the reason for her mood swings. It would have been an overwhelming, life-changing event, forever spoiling their relationship, plans and dreams for the future, ruining friendships and straining family bonds. 

That the problem lay with Lizzie Williams, and that it was she who was infertile, was never in any doubt, although it is equally likely that it may have been Dr John Williams who was unable to father a child.

While my father and I were unable to locate any medical records or even diary entries that might throw some light on Lizzie Williams’s emotional state at this time, her condition was one affecting so many women of childbearing age, both then and today, that it is possible to speculate about the effects that her infertility might have caused in the marriage. 

It is now well recognised that reactions differ from one individual to another, that they are subject to cultural and social factors, even the importance placed on having a child by the parties to the marriage. Both Dr John and Lizzie Williams wanted a child; he, it seems – encouraged by his mother – more than she. A baby was the cement that might have held their marriage together, and if that were not possible, the very future of their relationship was in doubt. She likely felt a seething anger at what she may have thought was a serious failing on her part, and bitter resentment towards her mother-in-law, Eleanor, other mothers and all pregnant women. Perhaps she felt a sense of guilt, and thought that her infertility was a punishment for some long-forgotten transgression; she may been uncomfortable around friends who had children of their own, so that her frustration and mood swings pushed them away from her, leaving her feeling even more isolated. She may have harboured emotions of hatred, or even disgust, towards her own body, feeling that it had let her down. It is within the uterus that gestation – life – begins, and it is this organ, above all others, that identifies a human being as a woman. Lizzie’s uterus, this most significant of all female organs, was useless to her, perhaps leading to feelings of inadequacy and that she was in some way less than a woman and sexually unattractive. 

There is no doubt that Lizzie Williams’s infertility placed a great strain on the marriage. She may have felt that she was under constant threat of abandonment – however unlikely that was – and perhaps Dr John Williams, himself disappointed, angry and resentful, displayed his wrath towards her and showed his feelings, thereby increasing her fears, and the schism between them. 

Their sex life may have disappeared and, with it, the love and closeness normally experienced by fertile married couples. Or they may have timed the sexual act to coincide with ovulation, but it would, by that stage, have been performed as an attempt to procreate, rather than for enjoyment.

Dr John Williams’s mother would have added to the heavy burden that Lizzie Williams already felt. It is certain that Eleanor Williams, anxious that her only married son should provide her with a grandchild, would have pressed the issue both before and frequently during the marriage. This too would have placed the couple’s relationship under further, enormous strain.

For such a woman as Lizzie Williams, accustomed from childhood to having everything she wanted, it must have seemed almost incomprehensible to her that she was being denied a baby by her own body: her feelings of despair were exacerbated by the steady stream of women patients who found their way to Dr John Williams’s consulting rooms, wards and clinics, many seeking abortions, to rid themselves of their unwanted babies. 

Above all, she would have seen it as grossly unjust that the worthless, middle-aged, disease-ridden hags, the gin-soaked alcoholics who clamoured for Dr John Williams’s services to perform an abortion, as he did on Mary Ann Nichols in the Whitechapel Workhouse Infirmary, were fertile and produced babies by the score. She, even though of child-bearing age, who read her Bible, attended chapel, and performed so many charitable works, was infertile – and she would have resented them for it.

This brings us rather neatly to the point: exactly what were the services that Dr John Williams, gynaecologist, provided to his destitute female patients at the Whitechapel Workhouse Infirmary and Leman Street’s Eastern Clinic, also in Whitechapel, the poorest district of London? The Medical Directory of 1900 makes no mention of Dr John Williams working in either establishment, yet a thorough investigation by author Tony Williams confirmed that he worked in both places, although at the same time stating that it was illegal for him to do so. He suggested that it was for the purposes of his research and for philanthropic reasons, but my father and I believe that his sole motivation to work in the poverty-stricken East End was for a reason far more fundamental than that. 

Before the Abortion Act of 1967, abortion was illegal, except where the doctor was acting to save the life of the mother, or if continuing the pregnancy would result in physical or mental harm. Consequently, pregnant women who wished to abort a child, and whose lives were not in danger, might resort to back-street abortionists or to other self-induced methods to terminate their pregnancies. This frequently led to injury, infection, infertility and sometimes even death. According to figures supplied by the Metropolitan Police, more than 8,000 prostitutes walked the streets of London plying their trade, more than 1,200 of them in Whitechapel alone. However, newspapers at the time estimated their numbers to be ten times that figure. Whichever is correct, the services of these women could be bought for the same price as a glass of cheap gin or a bed for the night in a lodging house, though clean sheets, if required, cost a halfpenny more. 

Pregnancy, for these desperately poor and unfortunate women, was an inconvenient occupational hazard, and termination of the pregnancy, an unpleasant – but necessary – solution. No doubt cheap abortions were available, but those would involve great risk. It would have been considered that it was far better to play it safe, pay a little more and employ the services of an experienced, willing and discreet gynaecologist, if one could be found at a reasonable price.

There was one reason, and one alone, why Dr John Williams worked in London’s East End and that was to make money. His hospital salary would not have taken him very far with the Harley Street lifestyle he was obliged to maintain, and we believed that Lizzie Williams would have been what today might be described as ‘high maintenance’. We assume that even the generosity of Richard Hughes had its limits.

It is simply inconceivable that the women who lived in the slums and overcrowded lodging houses, so many of them selling their bodies as a means of survival, would have required Dr Williams’s services for any reason other than to terminate an unwanted pregnancy. Whether it was needed on medical grounds – that the life or health of the mother was at stake – was quite another matter. No one would dare to question the word of an eminent doctor on such an issue.

What toll might the sight of countless small bundles – the aborted foetuses – have taken on Lizzie Williams’s already devastated emotions? Unable to bear a child herself, but watching or even just knowing that her husband was performing his grisly task in the course of his work, not just once, but time and time and time again. 

How must she have felt when her husband returned home from Windsor Castle on that great day, late in 1886, when he attended the difficult birth of Queen Victoria’s grandson, Prince Alexander, born on 23 November? A pathetic, but irreconcilable mixture of pride, envy, resentment and anger, because her husband, who could do so much for so many women, could do nothing at all for her.

Dr John Williams’s research into the causes of infertility in women, and the search for a cure, had become a desperate, personal crusade. Any feelings that he may have felt would have been set aside for his work. Lizzie Williams would have had no such welcome diversion. But despite all his efforts at University College Hospital, he was getting nowhere, and, according to his great-great-nephew, Tony Williams, the marriage had gone sour. So what were the couple to do? The only option available to Lizzie Williams was to carry on with her life as best she could, and learn to live with her emotional nightmares. She still had what remained of her marriage, she had a fine home, she was heir to a fortune, and her father’s money was always readily available. 

But it is highly probable that Lizzie’s husband decided to look elsewhere for sexual gratification; it would not have been the first time Dr John Williams had strayed outside the marriage. London offered many temptations, especially for a professional man with money and a roving eye. If, as Tony Williams has suggested, he happened to meet a woman he had known previously, an eye-catching woman much younger than himself, even younger than Lizzie – who was rather plain, and the young woman made herself available to him, it is possible that he would have seen her as an opportunity to father his child. This would have fulfilled his desire, and his mother’s wish. Or perhaps such a woman just satisfied the doctor’s sexual appetites. 

If Lizzie had discovered about his affair, she would have been incensed. Already pushed to the edge of insanity as a consequence of her infertility, it is almost possible to imagine the scene that would have followed: the tears, the arguments, the recriminations, the insults thrown from both sides. John Williams might have displayed his customary indifference and arrogance, while his wife would have been furious, but frustrated by her sheer helplessness.

The discovery would have been Lizzie Williams’s worst nightmare, the culmination of her secret fears. Being unable to bear her husband a child, when that was what they so desperately wanted, was bad enough; it was the one element missing from their lives that might have saved their relationship. But the thought that he might be physically involved with another woman, one who was capable of bearing his child while Lizzie could not, and who might destroy what was left of their marriage, would have been almost unbearable. So what could she do? 

Probably nothing at all.

There was little that a sad and lonely Victorian housewife could do in such a situation. While the love might have disappeared from their marriage, it was most unlikely that her husband would leave her. Even if he did, she was not entirely dependent on him. Thanks to her wealthy father, Lizzie Williams was financially secure in her own right. There was nothing she could do about her childlessness, the stresses it brought, or her loveless marriage; she just had to bear the pain and make the best of things. 

Then the unexpected happened and it came like a bolt from the blue. Something from the past caught up with the Hughes family and brought with it terrifying consequences that turned Lizzie Williams’s world upside down, changing everything.

In the spring of 1888, the Landore Tinplate Works, of which Lizzie’s father was now managing partner, ran into financial difficulties. The company had enjoyed a good run but was too successful an enterprise to go unchallenged indefinitely. The secret methods of production which Daniel Edwards had learnt, and taken from Richard Hughes, enabled him to set up his own company in competition with Hughes’s company. The Dyffryn Works Ltd, established in 1874, was a huge operation, with three mills driven by steam. Located in the lower Swansea Valley, and also on the banks of the river Tawe, it was considered to be a model tinplate works, and Edwards employed an even greater number of workers than the Landore Tinplate Works. 

The death knell sounded for Hughes when Edwards’s lower production costs won over Hughes’s customers. In the course of just a few months, Hughes lost his investment and a third of his workforce. By 17 December 1888, everything he owned was charged to the Glamorgan Banking Company Ltd. The Voters Roll 1888-1889, show that Hughes was forced to move into the much smaller ‘Rock House’ in Church Street, Morriston, only a few hundred yards away from the public house where his career had begun. It was all the more humiliating because he now lived – literally – within the shadow of Dunbar House, a vast rambling mansion on the same street, though on the upper slope, built by Daniel Edwards for his family, which still stands (it is now a grade II listed building, although much dilapidated). Edwards, his wife Ann and their eight children never moved in to it, perhaps because Ann Edwards was more sympathetic to Hughes’s wounded feelings than her husband.

In July 1891, the United States introduced the McKinley tariff and a levy was imposed on all tinplate imported into the country. The effect of this was to increase the price by up to 10 per cent, which devastated the Welsh tinplate industry and accelerated Richard Hughes’s financial decline. On 22 December 1892, Judge Gwilym Williams in the Swansea County Court declared Hughes bankrupt. He was a ruined man. Daniel Edwards’s revenge was complete. 


 



By mid-1888, her family fortune gone, Lizzie no longer had the financial security she had relied on all her life. The money her father had provided for her up until now, and which she expected one day to inherit, was nothing but a distant memory. Even the beautiful family mansion in Ynystawe, in which she had lived until the day she married, had been sold. From this time on, she would have to rely for her financial support on a man who no longer cherished her because she was incapable of giving him the child he wanted. But he was in a relationship with a woman who could bear him an heir – a captivating, fertile, Irish girl who spoke with a Welsh accent and lived in Whitechapel: Mary Kelly.

My father and I had little doubt that, up to this point, Lizzie Williams would have tolerated her husband’s sexual flings, albeit reluctantly. But in her distressed emotional state, her fears – however ill-founded – that her husband might father a child by another woman, and finally, the unexpected and shattering loss of her inheritance was the final straw, and this, we believe, was the catalyst that drove Lizzie Williams to commit murder.

If there was to be any hope of saving her marriage and keeping her husband, Mary Kelly had to be removed from Dr Williams’s life, both as the woman he desired, and as the potential mother of his child: and it was in the autumn of that same year that the Ripper murders began.


 



Lizzie Williams’s motive for murdering Mary Kelly we could understand, if not at that point the reason for the extent of the horrendous injuries she had inflicted on her victim’s dead body. We were sure that our research would enable us to discover why she had acted as she did, but now we had to find out why she had previously murdered four other women. If we were right in our assumption, there had to be a motive for each of the murders, and my father and I were determined to find out what they were.

We were convinced that the answers to at least some of our questions were hidden in the mountain of books, documents and papers that we had accumulated in the course of our research. There were copies of witness statements, maps and plans with crosses marked on them; copies of medical reports, some with marginal notes; transcripts of inquests; copies of police reports and records; reference books; newspaper articles and cuttings. Altogether, we had acquired many hundreds of documents, all now to be read, re-read, analysed, discussed, compared and cross referenced; contents memorised and anomalies noted, and, where necessary, further thorough research to be undertaken. It was hard to know where to start. With Mary Ann Nichols seemed to be the obvious answer, but we already knew that she was not the first prostitute to have been murdered in Whitechapel that year. 

On Easter Monday, 3 April, Emma Smith, a forty-five-year-old widow who supported herself by prostitution, was attacked by three or four men in Osborn Street, just off the Whitechapel Road. She was raped, beaten, and had a blunt object, perhaps a stick, pushed into her private parts. She managed to get herself back to her lodgings at 18 George Street, and the assistant manageress, Mary Russell, and a lodger, Annie Lee, took her to the London Hospital on the Whitechapel Road. There, she described her attackers to George Haslip, the house surgeon who attended upon her, before slipping into a coma from which she never recovered. She died four days later. Following an intensive but brief murder investigation, during which her murderers were never found, the hunt was called off.

On Bank Holiday Monday, 7 August, the body of another prostitute, Martha Tabram, thirty-nine years old, was discovered lying in a pool of blood in George Yard buildings, in Wentworth Street, just north of Whitechapel High Street, close to where Emma Smith had been attacked. Her arms and hands were close by her sides, her fingers tightly clenched, and her legs were open in a manner that suggested that sexual intercourse had taken place. Martha Tabram had sustained multiple stab wounds. According to Dr Timothy Killeen, who examined her, she had no less than 39 injuries – one wound for every year of her life. Whether this was deliberate or a macabre coincidence has never been established. Following two unsuccessful identity parades, the murder investigation ground to a halt within a month; her murderer was never found. 

What these two cases unequivocally demonstrated was that, to a certain upper-middle-class, middle-aged woman, with more than just a passing interest in crime, it might have appeared that during the latter years of the nineteenth century, neither Scotland Yard, nor the London Metropolitan Police Force were capable of detecting a murderer who did not wish to be caught. It was the dawn of forensic science, and there was so much to learn about so many aspects of criminal investigation. Dr Frederick Gordon Brown, the police surgeon who examined the bloodied part of the apron found in the doorway of the Wentworth model apartments in Goulston Street on the night of the murders of Elizabeth Stride and Catherine Eddowes, could not even say if the blood found on the apron was human blood. 

By 1885 the population of London stood at 5,255,069. Officers in the Metropolitan Police numbered 13,319, but only 1,383 walked a beat during the day. Unless a criminal admitted to his crime, or an accomplice informed on him, or he was caught red-handed in the commission of the offence, it might be a simple enough matter for a cautious and determined criminal to get away with murder. 




CHAPTER 6
 

 

Thursday, 30 August 1888 marked the night of the London Docklands fires and the eve of the first of the Ripper murders. At about nine o’clock in the evening, the warehouse of an engineering company in the Shadwell dry dock turned into an inferno when an oil lamp fell on to the bone-dry straw of a damaged packing case, setting it alight. A second unconnected fire broke out in a bonded warehouse nearby, in the South Quay of the Pool of London. Thunderous black storm-clouds, hanging low over London Bridge, turned a vivid blood-red as they reflected the furious leaping flames, and East Enders, ignoring the driving rain, turned out in their thousands to observe the grand spectacle. 

Standing in the throng of sightseers was a small, dirty, emaciated woman. At fifty years of age, Ellen Holland was a penniless, convicted drunk. Soon after midnight, when the rain finally stopped, she turned away from the raging fires and headed back to Thrawl Street in Whitechapel and her paid bed for the night.

When Holland neared the junction of Osborne Street and the Whitechapel Road, the bell of St Mary’s church chimed half past two. It was then that she met an old friend, Polly, who was drunk, reeking of gin, and barely able to keep her balance as she staggered about on the pavement.

At forty-three years of age, Polly was a small, unattractive, poorly dressed woman with dark brown hair turning a premature grey. The few teeth she had left were crooked and stained dark brown by nicotine and neglect. Her dirty clothes and voluminous skirts marked her out as a vagrant.

A bed in Thrawl Street’s White House, a common lodging house, had to be paid for in advance. Anyone loitering in the house at nightfall with insufficient money for a doss, a bed for the night, would be turned out into the street. To have no bed on a cold, early autumn night was bad enough at the best of times, but the prospect of a sadistic murderer stalking the dark streets and alleyways of Whitechapel must have made it all the more terrifying. Ellen Holland, who had already paid for her bed, offered to share it with her friend. The offer was refused. “I’ve ’ad me doss money three times already,” Polly said, “an’ it’s all gone. But it won’t be long before I’m back.” The implication seemed to be that she intended to find one more client for sex before using the money she would earn to pay for her bed. Her hand lightly touched the brim of a black straw bonnet that someone had given to her. And then she made her parting remark, “See what a jolly bonnet I’ve got now.” She turned and staggered away eastwards along the almost deserted Whitechapel Road, lit only by a few gas street lamps and the bright crimson glow from the distant Docklands fires. Ellen Holland, who watched her until she disappeared into the impenetrable darkness, was the last person known to have seen Polly alive. 

At 3.40 a.m., just over an hour later, Charles Cross, a labourer, was walking from his home in Doveton Street to Pickford’s in Broad Street where he worked. It was the same route he always took and it brought him through Buck’s Row, a narrow cobbled street that ran from Brady Street in the east to Baker’s Row in the west, where it widened to twice its width just past the Board School. It was one street away from, and ran parallel to, the Whitechapel Road, close to the London Hospital. A row of small terraced cottages housing eight families stood on the south side; warehouses and factories lined the north side of the row. Usually deserted after dark, there was just a single gas-lamp at one end, so it was almost pitch-black and, past midnight, always deathly quiet.

The evidence that Cross gave, both to the police and at the inquest which began the following afternoon, was that, as he drew level with Brown’s stable yard, next to the last cottage in the row, he saw by the poor light what he thought was a tarpaulin pushed up against the closed stable gates. Thinking he could use it, he crossed the road to take a better look. He was halfway across the road when he realised that the dark shape was the body of a woman. She was lying still, dressed in dirty rags, and her skirts were pushed up almost to her waist.

Cross summoned a second man, Robert Paul, walking not far behind him and also on his way to work, and together they examined the body. Cross took the woman’s hand, found it to be cold and concluded that she was dead. Paul touched her face, which he noted was cold, and then he put his ear to the woman’s chest to see if he could detect any sign of life. He thought she might have been breathing, but very little if she was, and both men agreed that she was probably dead. 

Neither Cross nor Paul had time to wait for help, because they had to go to work, so they pulled the woman’s skirts down to her knees to give her some decency, then continued on their way, hoping to find a constable to whom they could report their find. At the corner of Hanbury Street and Baker’s Row, they met P.C. Jonas Mizen and told him that they had found a woman whom they believed was dead.

However, no sooner had Cross and Paul left Buck’s Row when the victim was discovered again, this time by P.C. John Neil at 3.45 a.m. as he was walking his beat. He had last passed through the street thirty minutes earlier but had seen no one. By the dim light of his hand-held oil lamp, Neil could see that the woman’s throat had been cut. He looked about for assistance and when he saw the light of another lamp at the far end of Buck’s Row, he waved his lamp to attract attention. P.C. Thain, who had been walking his beat, joined P.C. Neil by the body, and he (Neil) instructed him to fetch Dr Rees Ralph Llewellyn, the police surgeon, who lived in the Whitechapel Road. When P.C. Jonas Mizen arrived, P.C. Neil instructed him to fetch an ‘ambulance’, a heavy wooden hand-cart used to convey the dead, wounded and injured, which took two men to pull, and also reinforcements from Bethnal Green Police Station.

Dr Llewellyn arrived at the murder scene at about 4.00 a.m. and briefly examined the body by the woefully inadequate light of P.C. Neil’s lamp. After noting the dreadful gaping wound to the woman’s throat, Llewellyn pronounced her dead and ordered that her corpse be taken to the Whitechapel Mortuary. This was little more than a rickety, windowless shed attached to the workhouse. Because Cross and Paul had pulled down the woman’s skirts before they left, the doctor did not realise that she had sustained severe abdominal injuries also.

As Neil and Thain lifted the corpse on to the hand-cart, Thain noticed that the clothing on the dead woman’s back was soaked with blood. A hand-sized clot of blood had congealed on the pavement and more blood had flowed into the gutter, though, as P.C. Neil reported later, “There was not as much blood as he expected to find, not more than a half-pint or so.”

After the body arrived at the makeshift mortuary, Inspector John Spratling from Bethnal Green Police Station turned up to make a note of her injuries. During the course of examining the corpse so that he could make his report, he lifted the victim’s skirts and made a horrifying discovery. Her abdomen had been torn open and her bowels were protruding through the open wounds. Dr Llewellyn was summoned for a second time that night, and this time he carried out a more thorough examination of the body by the slightly better light of an overhead gas-lamp. 

The victim was lying on her back on an old wooden butcher’s block which was used as a mortuary table. She was fully clothed. Her tongue, protruding past her teeth, had turned a livid dark blue. On the right side of her face was a light blue bruise the size of a thumb. This corresponded with another bruise on the left side of her face. It appeared to indicate the manner in which the murderer had gripped the victim’s face as she was attacked.

The deceased had been suffocated or strangled before her throat was cut. This was clear from the discolouration of her tongue, which was caused by lack of oxygen. Since the heart had stopped beating before her throat was cut, this explained the lack of blood found at the scene of the crime. 

The victim’s throat had been cut from just below the left ear to the lower jaw in a four-inch gash, and from the way the flesh was torn, it was apparent that the cut had been made from left to right. This aspect of the murder would prove to be a significant feature when linking it to the four subsequent murders. A second eight-inch cut, parallel with, but an inch lower than, the first incision, almost encircled the neck; it, too, had been made from left to right. 

A deep jagged incision, where the tissues had been cut, ran the full length of the woman’s abdomen on the left side. Several more wounds had been inflicted which crossed her body, and three or four more long cuts had been drawn down the right side of her abdomen.

Dr Llewellyn gave his opinion that the murderer “must have had some rough knowledge of anatomy”, and that a “strong-bladed knife, moderately sharp, and used with great violence”, had been employed in the attack.

Because the victim was almost insensible from drink, the doctor considered that “it would not have needed a strong man to kill her”. The entire attack, he thought, had taken just four minutes, five at the most.

The victim had not been raped or sexually assaulted. The murderer did not appear to have shown any sexual interest in her; it was plainly apparent that the only reason her skirts were pulled up was to allow the murderer access to the abdomen to make the appalling incisions. 

As for the estimated time of death, Dr Llewellyn’s opinion was that it had occurred at 3.30 – “give or take ten minutes either way”. This fitted in well with the evidence of the police constable who had found the body. P.C. Neil had last walked down Buck’s Row at 3.15 a.m. when he had seen no one – though this was not quite what he would tell the inquest jury the following afternoon; Cross and Paul discovered the victim’s body twenty-five minutes later. This allowed the murderer a maximum of some twenty minutes to escort the victim along Buck’s Row to the closed stable gates, persuade her to lie down on the pavement, damp from the rain that had fallen earlier, strangle or suffocate her, cut her throat, pull up her skirts to inflict the wounds to her abdomen, and then escape, all without being seen or heard. It all seemed incredible, yet it had been done.

When news of a murder broke later that day, a steady stream of people made their way to the Whitechapel mortuary to see if they could identify the victim, Ellen Holland amongst them. There, and in the presence of the detectives who were investigating the case, she tearfully identified the torn body lying on the mortuary table as her friend, but she knew the victim only as Polly.


 



The ferocity of the attack – the third murder to take place in Whitechapel since Easter – terrified the local inhabitants, made headline news around the world and confounded the police. Editorial comment on 31 August in The Star read: “The brutality of the murder is beyond conception and description.” The New York Times on 1 September stated: “A strangely horrible murder took place in Whitechapel … the most dangerous kind of lunatic is at large.” Women, children and even grown men ventured out of doors after dark only if they had to, and even then, reluctantly. Trade suffered as customers stayed away from the area and shopkeepers reported that their business had almost halved. There was no description of a suspect, no helpful clues had been left at the scene of the crime, nor, it seemed, was there an obvious motive. Not even the victim’s true name was known. In fact, as far as Scotland Yard was concerned, “there was nothing to go on at all”. 

On the day of the murder, Detective Inspector Frederick George Abberline of the Criminal Investigation Department (established ten years before in 1878) at Scotland Yard, was appointed as co-ordinating officer to direct the work of the local detectives. At forty-five years of age, he was almost five feet ten inches tall, portly, with thinning, side-parted dark-brown hair, hazel eyes and a long, aquiline nose. A carefully trimmed moustache, which met his whiskers at the angle of the chin, gave him more the appearance of a bank manager than a police officer, according to a colleague, Inspector Walter Dew. Abberline’s pedigree was faultless: enlisted in the Metropolitan Police in 1863 and appointed to Islington; promoted to sergeant two years later and assigned to Highgate; moved to plain clothes in 1867 with orders to investigate Fenian activity, for which he was commended; promoted to inspector in 1873 and transferred to Whitechapel where he remained for fourteen years, ten of them as inspector; promoted to Scotland Yard in December 1887 and promoted again to Inspector First Class. He was quiet, unassuming, methodical and patient, a skilled amateur watchmaker in his spare time, and the ideal choice to head the murder investigation. 

Detective Sergeant George Godley, assigned the same day to assist Inspector Abberline, was already involved in the investigation. He was thirty-one years old, had joined the Metropolitan Police eleven years previously, and was now a sergeant stationed in Bethnal Green Police Station. Earlier that morning, following the discovery of the body, he had assisted Inspector Spratling in a search of Buck’s Row, the East London and District Railway embankment, the railway lines, and the Great Eastern Railway yard – but no weapon, blood nor evidence of any kind was found. 

Later on the evening of the same day when the initials ‘Lambeth Workhouse, P.R.’ were found stitched into the corpse’s petticoats, an inmate of Prince’s Road Workhouse, Mary Ann Monk, was traced who had shared a bed with the murdered woman earlier that year. Only then was the victim, Polly, properly identified: she was a middle-aged, penniless prostitute, and her name was Mary Ann Nichols.

The police investigation concluded that there had been no robbery; Dr Llewellyn’s examination had showed that the murder was not sexually motivated. Since there was no trail of blood, Abberline concluded that the murder had taken place at the stable gates where the body was found. 

The inquest into the death of Mary Ann Nichols commenced on 1 September, the day after the murder, and unusually, it appeared to have been arranged in haste. It was held at the Whitechapel Working Lads’ Institute and conducted by Mr Wynne Edwin Baxter, the coroner for South-East Middlesex, a well-known and popular local solicitor. The police were represented by Inspector John Spratling and Detective Inspector Frederick Abberline, the latter of whom took the jury to view the body, along with Mr Banks, the coroner’s assistant. In his testimony, the victim’s father, Mr Edward Nichols, said: “She had no enemies that I knew of; she was too good for that.” Yet the fact remained that Mary Nichols’s butchered body was found in a Whitechapel street after what appeared to have been a vicious and pointless attack.

When P.C. Neil gave his evidence, the coroner asked him if he had heard any noise that night. He replied, “No; I heard nothing.” When pressed further by the coroner, and asked if anybody could have escaped into the Whitechapel Road, he replied, “Oh yes, sir. I saw a number of women in the main [Whitechapel] road going home.”

On the fifth and final day of the inquest, the jury brought in a verdict of ‘Wilful murder by a person or persons unknown’. It prompted the coroner to remark notably that “it was a murder of no ordinary character”.

The murder investigation proved fruitless; no one living in Buck’s Row, close to the stable gates where the body was found, had seen or heard a thing – this included Walter Purkiss and his wife, both light sleepers, whose first-floor bedroom almost overlooked the scene of the murder. Neither were the night watchmen from the warehouse and factory nearby able to provide any information. All common lodging houses were visited and their occupants questioned; enquiries were made among tradesman, shopkeepers and prostitutes who were, in this instance, uncharacteristically eager to assist the police, but without result. Inspector Abberline was perplexed and almost two weeks later he was forced to admit, “not the slightest clue can at present be obtained”. 

Quite apart from our obvious question – why had Lizzie Williams murdered Mary Ann Nichols? – there was another more puzzling issue. Nichols had been throttled to death before her throat was cut. So why had the murderer twice cut the throat of someone who was already dead? 

As my father and I were to discover, Lizzie Williams did have a motive to murder Mary Nichols; we just hadn’t found it yet. We also made an astonishing discovery that led us to unravel the mystery, and the dawning realisation that, no matter how hard the police, or we, may have looked, nothing could even begin to make sense until the death of the final victim, Mary Kelly. Only then would it be possible to start fitting together the pieces of the puzzle. 

But that revelation was still some way off, and we now had to look into the second murder.




CHAPTER 7
 

 

It was just eight days later, during the early daylight hours of Saturday, 8 September – the inquest into the death of Mary Ann Nichols would not be concluded for another two weeks – that the body of another butchered woman was discovered. The time was 6.00 a.m. and the corpse lay on its back in the small backyard of a Whitechapel tenement building. 

Number 29 Hanbury Street, a large, three-storey terraced house that had seen better days, was built for immigrant weavers and their families of the previous century. Now a cats’ meat shop occupied the front room on the ground floor where Harriet Hardiman, a saleswoman, lived with her sixteen-year-old son, and sold cubes of horse meat to cat owners for their pets. The other rooms in the building housed several families – all of them poor. The owner of the house, Mrs Amelia Richardson, was a widow, and a sign above the front door announced that she was a packing-case maker. She lived with her grandson, Thomas, aged fourteen, on the first floor at the front of the house, although she also used a room on the ground floor and the basement. There were thirteen other tenants living in the house. 

At the front of the house, opening on to the pavement, were two adjacent doors. The one on the right led directly into the shop, the other, below the sign, gave access to a long stone-flagged corridor twenty-five feet long and three feet wide which ran the full depth of the house. A dog-leg staircase from the corridor at the far end gave access to the upper floors of the house, and just beyond that, a door opened on to a flight of three stone steps which descended into a small backyard some fifteen feet square and paved with stones of irregular sizes. At the rear of the yard and to the right was a small wooden shed that housed an outside lavatory. A second wooden shed on the left was used for storing firewood.

It was John Davis, an elderly man, who discovered the body. He occupied the front attic of the house with his wife and three adult sons. Just before 6 o’clock he rose from his bed and made a cup of tea for himself, then went downstairs, intending to use the lavatory. As he pushed open the back door to the yard, he saw something that stopped him in his tracks. A woman was lying on her back at the foot of the steps – she was obviously dead. A gaping red gash appeared to encircle her throat and her skirts were pushed up to her groin. Her abdomen was torn open and her intestines, like so many sausages, were ripped out of her body. Her legs were spread wide apart as though sexual intercourse had taken place. A pool of crimson blood from her dreadful wounds slowly widened as it spread across the yard even as Davis looked. Horrified, he turned and fled back down the corridor the way he had come, yanked open the front door and burst into the street where he shouted at two men, whom he knew by sight, to join him. 

Two labourers, James Green and James Kent, waiting outside their workplace, Bayley’s Packing Case Manufacturers at 23 Hanbury Street, and a third man, Henry Holland, a boxmaker who was on his way to work, responded quickly to the cry of alarm. They followed Davis back through the house to the open back door, and there they gazed down upon the hideous spectacle. Only Holland went down the steps to the yard, but he did not approach the body.

While the three men ran off in search of a policeman, Kent returned to his workshop where he took a drink of brandy to steady his nerves and found a piece of canvas, which he took back with him and used to cover the body.

On Commercial Street, near to the corner of Hanbury Street, the men found Inspector Joseph Chandler on duty, and blurted out their discovery, “Another woman has been murdered”. Chandler returned with them and was the first police officer to reach the crime scene. It was then shortly after 6.10 a.m. Chandler sent for police reinforcements, the ambulance and Dr George Phillips, the police surgeon, who arrived at 6.30.

Dr Phillips’s examination showed that the victim’s face was swollen and her head was turned on its right side. The tongue too was swollen and was now dark blue in colour, indicating that the victim had been suffocated or strangled, perhaps only partially, since death had occurred, Phillips said, when the supply of blood to the brain was interrupted because the throat had been severed. The incision to the skin was jagged, indicating the direction in which the cut had been made – from left to right.

There were three scratches to the victim’s neck, below the lobe of her left ear. They ran in the opposite direction to the incisions about the throat. They appeared to be the marks left by the three middle fingernails of the murderer’s right hand; yet if that were the case, my father and I thought that they must have been unusually long nails. Were they a man’s nails, we wondered, or was it more likely that such long nails might have belonged to a woman? 

If they were a woman’s nails, what sort of a woman might have nails of such length? Whitechapel was home to many thousands of people who, for the greater part, lived in abject poverty. Single women had to fend for themselves, while married women were required to contribute to the household budget as best they could. For these women, life was hard and many worked long hours in factories, warehouses and laundries as seamstresses, jute pickers, washerwomen and the like, none of whom would be likely to have grown nails of a sufficient length to have caused the marks found on the victim’s neck. Neither, we thought, would they have belonged to a midwife, who, by the very nature of her job, would have required short, trimmed nails to avoid scratching her patients – or new-born children. It seemed to us more likely that they belonged to a woman who did not have to work for a living, a woman of independent means, or a woman who was supported by her husband: in other words, a woman who might have been well-to-do. 

There were two recent bruises on the right side of the murdered woman’s head and neck, one on the cheek and the other at a point corresponding with the scratches. They appeared to indicate how the murderer had grasped the victim during the attack.

The injuries to the abdomen, Dr Phillips thought, had been inflicted after death. The abdomen was entirely laid open, from top to bottom. The injuries to the abdomen, Dr Phillips thought, had been inflicted after death. The abdomen was entirely laid open, from top to bottom. The intestines, still attached to the body by a cord, now lay across the woman’s upper body and over her right shoulder. The uterus and its appendages, with the upper portion of the vagina and lower two-thirds of the bladder, had been entirely removed. No trace of these body parts could be found anywhere in the yard; the only logical conclusion to be drawn is that the murderer must have taken them away. The incisions were cleanly cut, skirting the rectum, and dividing the vagina low enough to avoid injury to the uterus. Dr Phillips gave his opinion that the work was “Obviously that of an expert – of one, at least, who had such knowledge of anatomical or pathological examinations as to be enabled to secure the pelvic organs [the uterus] with one sweep of a knife….” 

As for the weapon used, the doctor said that all the injuries had been inflicted with the same knife: a very sharp weapon, probably with a thin, narrow blade, six to eight inches long; perhaps a small amputating knife.

Much blood had been spilled where the body was found and Dr Phillips thought that the murderer would have been covered in a very great deal of blood, “especially on his hands”.

There were no signs of a struggle, or that the attack had been sexually motivated, and no evidence of rape, sexual assault, or even that recent intercourse had taken place – this conclusion was reached despite the position of the victim’s legs. Once again, no evidence could be found that showed that the murderer had any sexual interest in the victim.

Dr Phillips suggested that if the removal of the uterus had been performed “deliberately, with care and for the right medical reasons, say for pathological research, it might have taken a skilled surgeon perhaps an hour to complete. But if no care were required, it would take considerably less time, but even then, no less than a quarter of an hour”. It was clear, he said, that “whoever had attacked and murdered the poor woman was determined to acquire her uterus”.

As for the time of death, the doctor estimated that it might have occurred at 4.30 a.m., but he had reservations; that summer had been the coldest since records began, and during the early hours, the temperature had hovered around the mid-40s. With the corpse left out in the open on such a chilly morning, and the victim losing a great deal of blood, her abdomen cut open and skirts pulled up, cooling would have occurred at a much faster rate than normal.

Detective Inspector Abberline, together with D.S. George Godley, soon arrived at the crime scene, to assist in the fledgling investigation, and began by making a thorough and painstaking search of the yard, then of the house to which the yard belonged. Nothing of interest, or any clue, was discovered. Detectives questioned the owner of number 29, the tenants who resided there, and various witnesses who had been in the vicinity at the time when the crime was supposed to have been committed. Mrs Amelia Richardson, whose first-floor room was located immediately above the corridor leading from the front door, said that she had not heard any person either entering or leaving the house that morning. Because the ground floor and stone-flagged corridor was bare, she maintained that she usually heard people coming in and going out. 

John Richardson, aged thirty-five, the son of Amelia Richardson, lived a two-minute walk from Hanbury Street. He called by the house just before dawn that morning to check that the cellar in the yard was secure because he kept his work tools in there. He was adamant that when he looked into the yard, there was no corpse there then. “If there was,” he said, from his vantage-point at the top of the steps, “I could not possibly have missed seeing it.” Since dawn on that day was 4.51 and the body was not there then, Dr Phillips’s estimate of the time of death as being 4.30 was clearly incorrect.

Another witness was Mrs Elizabeth Long of Church Street, the wife of a cart-minder who looked after boxes of fish piled on carts for the fishmongers of Billingsgate market. She was on her way to Spitalfields market at 5.30 when she saw a woman talking to a man outside 29 Hanbury Street. She was sure about the time because she heard the bell of the Brewery clock in Brick Lane strike the half-hour. She later made a positive identification of the dead woman at the mortuary, so there can be no doubt that it was the deceased whom she had seen. The brutal murder had therefore occurred in the narrow time frame of just 30 minutes.

Lying on the ground near the head of the deceased was part of an envelope bearing a red postmark: ‘London, Aug. 23, 1888’. The words ‘Sussex Regiment’ appeared on an embossed blue seal on the back of the envelope and what appeared to be the first two letters of a word or place: ‘Sp,’ but the envelope was torn at that point, so it was impossible to say what the rest of the word might have read – Spitalfields perhaps? Inside the envelope were two pills. Police enquiries at the Royal Sussex Regiment in Farnborough led nowhere, although it was quickly established that the pills had belonged to the victim.

The third finger of the victim’s left hand was bruised where two rings had been wrenched off; it was presumed that the murderer had stolen them. It was later established that they were made of brass and were, therefore, quite worthless. Enquiries at pawnbrokers and dealers within a five-mile radius proved fruitless. 

My father and I wondered if the murderer had taken the rings. While it must have appeared to the police as the only likely answer, it seemed to us that it was both out of character, and a trivial, time-wasting distraction where the primary reason for the attack was evidently to obtain the victim’s uterus – and time had been short. We thought that perhaps the rings might have been removed by someone else altogether: James Kent had returned to his workplace to obtain a piece of canvas. By the time Inspector Chandler arrived ten minutes later, the rings could have been removed by anyone who had gone into the yard to view the body. There was ample time for the theft to have taken place – and an abrasion to the victim’s finger suggested that they appeared to have been taken in haste – although who, in the rapidly growing crowd that had gathered in the yard to gaze at the body, might have stolen them, it is impossible to say. 

There was something odd about the murder scene. Under the victim’s skirts a large pocket was discovered. It was tied about her waist with a piece of knotted string. Torn at both the front and on one side, it was empty. But close to the dead woman’s feet were a number of articles that the police assumed had been rifled from her pockets: it was as though the murderer had been searching for something, and had then discarded the various items which were unwanted. According to the report of Inspector Abberline, dated 19 September, the items were a small-toothed comb, a larger comb in a paper case and a piece of coarse muslin, folded in two. The inquest testimony of Dr George Bagster Phillips was that “They had apparently been arranged there.” While little further information is available, either from the inquest records or from contemporary newspaper reports, it seems clear that both Inspector Chandler and Dr Phillips thought that the items had not been casually discarded or tossed to one side; more that they had been quite deliberately tidied up. 

It was an unusual and unexpected find for which no obvious explanation presented itself. As part of his summing up on 26 September, the final day of the inquest, the coroner, Wynne Baxter, commented: “All was done with cool impudence and reckless daring: but perhaps nothing is more noticeable than the emptying of her pockets, and the arrangement of their contents with business-like precision in order near her feet.” My father and I wondered: if the murderer had been a man, would he have tidied up his victim’s possessions with such precision after the killing. Or was it rather more likely that the culprit might have been a woman acting out of habit: a careful, meticulous woman? 

For what it’s worth, William Stewart, author of Jack the Ripper: A New Theory, published in 1939, gave his view that the victim’s possessions were arranged at her feet in “a typically feminine manner”, though this was, of course, merely his opinion. 

There was something else strange too. In the yard was a tap with a pan of clean water underneath. Mrs Amelia Richardson said it had been left there the night before so that the occupants of the house could wash their hands after they had used the water closet, or when they had returned from their work perhaps? Yet it appeared to have been untouched; the water was still clean. Whoever had committed this dreadful crime must have been covered in blood; Dr Phillips certainly thought so, yet the murderer did not appear to have used the water to wash away the blood.

Within two hours of the body’s discovery, the Hanbury Street victim was identified. Her name was Annie Chapman, known to her friends as Dark Annie. She was forty-seven years old, separated from her husband three or perhaps four years before, and had lived a sad life thereafter, most of it as a prostitute. She lived in Crossingham’s lodging house in nearby Dorset Street.

It was a most peculiar crime by any standard and it bore all the hallmarks of the murder of Mary Ann Nichols committed just over a week before. They were both middle-aged prostitutes, drunk at the time of their deaths – Nichols more so than Chapman – and they had accompanied the murderer to a quiet and secluded place. Then, it was believed, they had lain down on the ground voluntarily, as though they were ready and willing to perform the sexual act. In neither case was any scream for help reported, nor were there signs that a struggle had taken place; the women had been throttled, Chapman only partially so, and their throats had been cut – from left to right – their abdomens’ ripped open. But far greater injury had been inflicted upon Annie Chapman’s lifeless body: her uterus cut out and removed from the scene of the crime. Whereas Nichols had been murdered in the dead of night, Chapman had been killed as much as half an hour after sunrise. 

It could have been only a matter of minutes between the commission of the murder and the discovery of the body when the alarm was raised, because blood was still flowing from the victim’s open wounds. Yet, once again, the murderer, supposedly covered in blood, had escaped on what was a fine, bright morning, when the streets were coming alive, then had somehow, silently and mysteriously disappeared. 

The newspapers had a field day – and they too were in no doubt as to the sex of the murderer. The headline in The Star on 8 September announced: “A nameless reprobate – half beast, half man – is at large, who is daily gratifying his murderous instincts…”. The Times on 10 September reported: “This person, whoever he might be, is doubtless labouring under some terrible form of insanity, as each of the crimes has been of a most fiendish character.” 

The best efforts of Detective Inspector Abberline, Detective Sergeant Godley and the might of Scotland Yard produced no results, though their collective view was that the murderer was the same man who had murdered Mary Ann Nichols, and that, once again, the victim had been murdered where she was found. This conclusion was quickly reached because no blood was found anywhere other than in the immediate vicinity of the body. Despite an intensive investigation, no clues were to be discovered in the small Hanbury Street backyard, in the long stone corridor leading to the front door, in the house itself or on the street outside. Wide ranging house-to-house enquiries were made, suspects were rounded up and questioned, but nothing suspicious was found by the police.

It was clear to us that Lizzie Williams possessed two main objectives for the murder: the first was to slaughter her victim in the quickest, most efficient manner possible; the second was to cut out and take away her uterus; but why she would want such an organ we had no idea. Wynne Baxter, who conducted Chapman’s inquest, said: “…the injuries have been made by someone who had considerable anatomical skill and knowledge. There are no meaningless cuts. It was done by one who knew where to find what he wanted [the uterus], what difficulties he would have to contend against, and how he should use his knife so as to abstract the organ without injury to it. No unskilled person could have known where to find it.” 

There was of course a third objective – and that was to avoid getting caught. Everything was geared towards these aims, and the murderer carried them through with impressive effect.

We wondered how Lizzie Williams had persuaded Mary Ann Nichols and Annie Chapman to go with her – or she with them – to the forsaken places where their dead bodies were found. What might she have said to them? The first, Nichols, in a dark, quiet street while people slept and night-watchmen tended their braziers; the second, Chapman, in the enclosed backyard of a fully occupied tenement building just after sunrise, when people were already up and going about their business. Neither location was an ideal place to commit murder and expect to get away with it; Hanbury Street was even less suitable than Buck’s Row. Why was it that both victims were willing to lie down as though they expected to perform the sexual act? And how did each of the women allow themselves to be attacked and murdered without, apparently, uttering a sound or offering any form of resistance? For what possible reason would Lizzie Williams want her victim’s uterus? What had caused the three scratches on Annie Chapman’s neck, why was her pocket torn, and what was the explanation for the personal effects tidied up so neatly at her feet? 

We wondered if it was not these items we should concern ourselves with, but something that was not now amongst Annie Chapman’s personal possessions: a standard piece of professional equipment that no self-respecting prostitute would wish to be found dead without. 

When, after the murder of Catherine Eddowes, committed just over three weeks later, her effects were itemised at the City Mortuary in Golden Lane, they included two white handkerchiefs, one large, one smaller; twelve pieces of white rag, a piece of coarse linen, a small-toothed comb, a piece of red flannel and more than a dozen other items of no particular significance.

The handkerchiefs, the rags, the linen and the flannel were the type of items routinely carried by all prostitutes and used to clean themselves after their business with a client had been concluded. No such items, apart from a small piece of muslin, were found amongst Annie Chapman’s remaining possessions which mysteriously appeared to have been ‘arranged’ by her feet, though, as a prostitute, it is certain that she would have carried various pieces of cloth. 

Why Lizzie Williams had not washed the blood from her hands using the clean water in the pan was another unanswered question, and would she have gone out onto the streets in daylight after the murder with her hands covered in blood? It did not seem likely to us, but what other explanation could there be? 

The manhunt in the days that followed the discovery of Annie Chapman’s body was the biggest ever seen in London. The East End, and particularly Whitechapel, was saturated with dozens of detectives and constables drafted in from every part of the metropolis and beyond. All two-hundred common lodging houses in the immediate vicinity were searched, and their occupants asked if they remembered a man entering early in the morning with bloodstains on his face, hands or clothing. Lunatic asylums all over London were visited, their inmates examined; none drew suspicion. At least seven men suspected of involvement in the murder were arrested; one, a pensioner named Edward Stanley, was known to have been in the company of the victim. Their descriptions supposedly matched that of the murderer – even though there had been no eyewitnesses to the attack – but all seven were ultimately released. Still the excitement and publicity which their arrests generated in the newspapers convinced a sceptical public that even if the police hadn’t actually caught the murderer, they were leaving no stone unturned in their efforts to do so. 

Scotland Yard and the London Metropolitan Police were baffled. Another brutal killing had occurred, this time in broad daylight in the most dangerous circumstances imaginable for the murderer. There was only one way out of the small yard in Hanbury Street, and that was back along the long corridor that ran the depth of the house. Even though the alarm had been raised within minutes after the crime, the murderer had inexplicably escaped, slipped through the patrolling police undetected, and vanished yet again.

We simply could not understand what had compelled Lizzie Williams, an upper-middle-class, middle-aged woman to commit an apparently motiveless crime and act in such a reckless manner: to murder Annie Chapman in a backyard where she could so easily have been discovered, rip open her abdomen and take out her uterus, then leave the scene with her ghastly package and go back onto the streets supposedly covered in blood. It was very strange, and it made us all the more determined to find out how she had done it and, just as importantly, why.




CHAPTER 8
 

 

Even if we could understand Lizzie Williams’s motive for murdering Mary Kelly – jealousy – if still not yet the reason for the extent of the terrible injuries she had inflicted, we were lost for an explanation as to why she might have killed and butchered Mary Ann Nichols and Annie Chapman. But her murderous campaign was far from over, and while the motives behind the murders, and reasons for the injuries she had inflicted, were, thus far, impossible for us to fathom, we felt we were coming closer to finding the answers for which we were searching. 

On Sunday, 30 September, two murders were committed during the early hours of the morning, one soon after the other. Two days later Scotland Yard received a postcard dated 1 October, purportedly sent by the murderer and in writing similar to that displayed in the ‘Dear Boss’ letter. It referred to the killings as the ‘double event’, by which name the murders of that night came to be known. 



I was not codding


dear old Boss when


I gave you the tip,


you’ll hear about


Saucy Jackys work


tomorrow double


event this time


number one squealed


a bit couldn’t


finish straight


off. had not the time


to get ears for


police. thanks for


keeping last letter


back till I got


to work again.




 


Jack the Ripper




 



The body of the first victim, Elizabeth Stride, was discovered at 1.00 a.m. inside the open gates to Dutfield’s Yard in Berner Street, which was south of the Whitechapel Road. The body of the second victim, Catherine Eddowes, was found at 1.44 a.m. three-quarters of a mile away in Mitre Square, off Fenchurch Street, by a lone constable patrolling his beat. 

There has been much speculation over the years as to how two murders could have been committed by the same hand, so far apart, in such a narrow time frame.

Stephen Knight suggested that the only possible way was by his imaginative conspiracy theory. It enabled Sickert, Netley and Gull to travel quickly by horse-drawn coach from the scene of the first murder to the scene of the second, collecting and dispatching their unfortunate victim along the way.

But, in our opinion, the murders were accomplished by Lizzie Williams acting on her own. How they were achieved we would discover later, but the hour before the death of Catherine Eddowes would provide the key to at least part of the mystery – and it had nothing to do with Knight’s Horsemen of the Apocalypse.

It was at 8.30 p.m. on Saturday, 29 September, the night before the murders, that a middle-aged woman was found drunk in Aldgate High Street. She was wearing a black straw bonnet trimmed with black and green velvet, a red silk handkerchief tied about her neck, a black jacket trimmed with imitation fur, a brown linsey bodice with a black velvet collar, and a white apron over a dark-green chintz skirt, imprinted with a daisy and lily flower pattern.

She was causing a nuisance by marching up and down the pavement imitating a fire engine. By the time P.C. Louis Robinson forced his way through the large crowd that had gathered to watch the woman’s impromptu performance, she had collapsed to the ground where she lay in a dishevelled heap and was quite unable to move. With the help of another constable, P.C. George Simmonds, P.C. Robinson managed to lift her to her feet, arrested her and together the officers took her into custody at Bishopsgate Police Station. When Sergeant James Byfield asked the woman her name, she was too drunk to answer him, and she was put into a cell until the effects of the drink wore off.

Several times during the course of the evening she was visited in her cell by P.C. George Hutt, who had come on duty at 9.45 p.m., and by 11.45 she had sobered considerably and could be heard singing to herself. At 12.30 a.m. she asked P.C. Hutt when she would be allowed to leave, and he replied, “Shortly”. 

Twenty-five minutes later, Hutt judged the woman fit enough to be released. He unlocked her cell and escorted her back to the main office. Sergeant Byfield asked her again for her name, this time so that he could enter her details on the release record. She gave her surname as ‘Kelly’. It was the surname of John Kelly, the man she had been living with for the past seven years. Her first names, she said, were ‘Mary Ann’. She gave her address as 6 Fashion Street in Spitalfields, which Byfield also noted on his form. At 1.00 a.m., and perhaps at the very moment when she was being discharged from custody, the body of the first of that night’s victims was discovered.

Within the hour, the night had claimed its second victim – the woman in the black straw bonnet trimmed with black and green velvet, the woman whom Sergeant Byfield had earlier released from custody.


 



The first victim, Elizabeth Stride, was forty-five years old. Her body was discovered by Louis Diemschutz, a steward, and a salesman of cheap jewellery at a market near Crystal Palace in south London. At 1.00 a.m. he returned with his pony and cart to his home in The International Working Men’s Educational Club in Berner Street, where a meeting of Polish and Russian Jews had taken place some hours before. The back entrance to the club could be reached from Dutfield’s Yard. The pony shied away to the left as he turned into the yard, and when he stopped to investigate the reason why, he was shocked to find, by the light of his match, the body of a woman lying on the ground just inside the open gates. 

Leaving his pony and cart standing in the gateway, Diemschutz fled through the yard and into the club to seek help. There, he blurted out his discovery, and within moments he was followed back out to the yard by several club members who had lingered on to talk after their meeting ended. One of them, Isaac Kozebrodski, a Polish tailor, brought along a lit candle. By its dim and flickering light, they could make out a two-inch wide gash which ran around the woman’s throat. A widening pool of blood, which matched in colour the single red rose the deceased had been wearing in her buttonhole, flowed from the open wound in a steady stream which reached to the back door of the club, almost ten feet away.

P.C. Henry Lamb, the constable Diemschutz and Kozebrodski summoned, thought there might be a chance that the victim was still alive. He found that her face was warm, but there was no pulse and the spilled blood was starting to congeal. P.C. Lamb’s report stated that there were no signs of a struggle and the victim’s clothing had not been interfered with. He said, “She looked as if she had been quietly laid down.” 

Chief Inspector West from Leman Street Police Station, located to the south of Whitechapel Road, arrived at the crime scene and ordered a search of Dutfield’s Yard for blood, clues and the murder weapon – but nothing came to light. Twenty-eight people who had gathered to watch the police investigation were detained by P.C. Lamb when he closed the gates to Dutfield’s Yard, effectively locking them in; they were questioned, searched and inspected for evidence of bloodstains, bruising and scratches, but, again, nothing suspicious was found and they were all released.

Dr Frederick William Blackwell, physician and police surgeon, arrived at the crime scene at 1.16 a.m. and examined the corpse by the weak light provided by a constable’s lamp. The highlights of his report noted that the woman was


…lying on her left side obliquely across the passage, her face looking towards the right wall. Her legs were drawn up, her feet close against the wall of the right side of the passage. Her head was resting in a carriage-wheel rut, the neck lying over the rut. Her feet were three yards from the gateway. The left hand, lying on the ground, was partially closed, and contained a small packet of cachous [boiled sweets used to freshen the breath] wrapped in tissue paper. The deceased had round her neck a check silk scarf, the bow of which was turned to the left and pulled very tight. In the neck there was a long incision which exactly corresponded with the lower border of the scarf. The border was slightly frayed, as if by a sharp knife. The incision in the neck commenced on the left side, 2½ inches below the angle of the jaw, and almost in a direct line with it, nearly severing the vessels on that side, cutting the windpipe completely in two, and terminating on the opposite side 1½ inches below the angle of the right jaw, but without severing the vessels on that side. The blood was running down the gutter into the drain in the opposite direction from her feet. There was about 1lb. of clotted blood close by the body, and a stream all the way from there to the back door of the club.





 

It was Dr Blackwell’s opinion that the throat of the deceased had not been cut while she was on her feet, but when she was falling, or even when she was lying on the ground. He thought the fatal injury could have been inflicted in as little as two seconds. 

As Dr Blackwell’s examination was taking place, Dr George Bagster Phillips arrived and later conducted his own examination of Elizabeth Stride’s body. It agreed in all major respects with the report Dr Blackwell presented to the inquest, which opened on 3 October: that death had been caused by haemorrhage resulting from the partial severance of the left carotid artery and the windpipe.

Dr Phillips pronounced the woman dead and ordered that her corpse be taken to St George’s Mortuary in Cable Street. The ambulance was summoned, and as soon as the body was removed, P.C. Albert Collins dutifully washed away the blood from the pavement, ensuring that no traces were left.

The police investigation, under Inspector Abberline, which commenced later that day, frustratingly drew a blank. A house-to-house search in Berner Street produced no evidence, clues or witnesses; yet again, Scotland Yard’s efforts to apprehend their most elusive murderer, were proving to be fruitless. 

It was at this point that a witness was traced. He was Israel Schwartz, a Hungarian immigrant, who had seen the deceased shortly before her death. At 12.45 a.m. he was walking down Berner Street. As he approached the gates to Dutfield’s Yard, he saw a man a little way ahead of him stop to speak to a woman wearing a red rose in her jacket. A moment later, the man took hold of her and tried to pull her into the street, but then he turned her around and threw her to the ground. Another man, leaning against a lamppost on the opposite side of the street, was watching the scuffle while lighting his pipe. Schwartz thought he might have been acting as a look-out for the attacker, but equally, he might not have been involved at all. At that point Schwartz panicked, turned and fled the way he had come. After covering a short distance, he looked back, and saw that the man with the pipe was following him, so he continued running away. He did not know if the man was trying to catch him, or if he was also running away from the woman’s attacker, and eventually Schwartz lost sight of him. 

Israel Schwartz was the last person known to have seen Elizabeth Stride alive when she was attacked, though he made no mention of her assailant wielding a knife; he did, however, state that he saw a knife in the hand of the man with the pipe. He described the woman’s attacker as aged about thirty, 5ft 5in in height, with a fair complexion, dark hair and a short moustache, wide shoulders, dark jacket, trousers and a black peaked cap. Under Inspector Abberline’s intensive questioning, Schwartz could not say if the man attacking the deceased and the man running after him were acting in concert or not. 

According to Dr Blackwell, Elizabeth Stride had died at some time after 12.46 a.m., perhaps even after 12.56. The victim’s throat had been cut. There had been no robbery as far as anyone could tell; the deceased’s clothing had not been interfered with, and there was no evidence of a struggle or sexual assault. So the motive for her murder, as for those of Mary Ann Nichols and Dark Annie Chapman before her, was inexplicable.

But there was something strange: the beat of P.C. William Smith, which took about 30 minutes for him to complete, brought him along Berner Street. At a time between 12.30 and 12.35, he passed a man and a woman wearing a single red rose on maidenhair fern in her buttonhole, both of whom he observed carefully, in accordance with his orders (in case the woman might be protecting the man). He later identified the female as the deceased. The man and woman were talking together on the other side of the street, opposite the gates to Dutfield’s Yard. 

At about 12.45, some 10 or perhaps 15 minutes later, James Brown, a dock labourer, saw a man and a woman talking together at the corner of Berner Street and Fairclough Street. When questioned by the coroner, Wynne Baxter, at Stride’s inquest on 5 October, Brown said he was “almost certain” that the woman he had seen was the same woman he had identified in the mortuary, Elizabeth Stride, but when pressed, he said he had not seen a red rose in her jacket. Since he could not possibly have missed seeing the flower if the woman he saw was wearing one, whomever he had seen it was not Elizabeth Stride. Since Stride was middle-aged, it seems reasonable to assume that the woman Brown saw was of a similar age. The woman, who was just yards away from where the murder was committed just a few minutes later, has never been identified. Was she perhaps the murderer? 

Since the time of Brown’s sighting, at 12.45 according to his statement, was the very same time that Israel Schwartz said it was when he was walking down Berner Street, one of them must have been mistaken. On a balance of probabilities, it was more likely that it was James Brown who had made the error. He left his home not long after 12.10 a.m., and had not checked the time since. 

Within three weeks of the murder, about eighty suspects who had been detained by the police were cleared of any involvement in the crime, while a further three hundred more were investigated, but without result. No one whom the detectives questioned could throw any light on the crime, or suggest a credible suspect. The murderer had vanished.

The Star on 1 October stated: “He must be inoffensive, probably respectable in manner and appearance, or else after the murderous warnings of last week, woman after woman could not have been decoyed by him. Two theories are suggested to us – that he may wear women’s clothes, or may be a policeman.” 

The attacks seemed to be getting more brutal with the discovery of each new body. Mary Ann Nichols, who was throttled and had had her throat cut, sustained severe abdominal injuries; Annie Chapman was partially throttled, her throat cut, her abdomen torn open and her uterus ripped out. But in the case of Elizabeth Stride only her throat had been cut; so why was that all?

One popular opinion is that Diemschutz had disturbed the murderer before further injury could be inflicted. It was clear that the murder had only just happened, as evidenced by the blood that was still flowing from the open wound to the victim’s neck. Another, equally likely possibility, is that the murderer intended only to kill Elizabeth Stride, but not to mutilate her body.

The police line of thought was that the murderer may have stayed hidden in the yard until the coast was clear, and escaped when the driver ran into the club to seek help – which was a reasonable assumption to make. Alternatively, by the time Diemschutz arrived at the yard with his pony and cart, the killer had only just left; but Diemschutz had neither seen nor heard anyone leaving the scene of the crime. Yet that was not unusual. As the police would have been the first to admit, no one had been seen or heard fleeing from the scenes of the Nichols and Chapman murders either. In all three cases, after committing the crimes, the murderer had simply disappeared, as though into thin air, avoiding police patrols and passing through tight cordons, leaving no trace or clue behind. 


 



The scene of the second murder in Mitre Square could be reached on foot within twelve minutes or so from Berner Street if one walked at a quick pace. The desolate, run-down square was surrounded by abandoned slums, warehouses and derelict tenements, and was accessible only by one of three long, ill-lit passageways. And it was in the darkest corner of this dimly lit square that the butchered body of Catherine Eddowes was discovered by a lone constable patrolling his beat. 

At 1.44 a.m. P.C. Edward Watkins, regarded by his superiors as a reliable and trustworthy officer, turned into the narrow passageway that led to Mitre Square. He was proceeding at the slow, regulation pace of 2½ miles an hour, and passed between the premises of Williams and Co. on his left and Taylor’s shop on his right.

There were three gas-lamps lighting the square, but the one in Church Passage at the far end was too far away to provide any effective light. Another lamp, near the corner on the opposite side of the square, was defective, and emitted just a feeble orange glow. The only other lamp was at the entrance to the passageway, but the side wall of Taylor’s shop was blocking its light, so the south corner of the square was in almost, though not total, darkness. When P.C. Watkins entered the square and directed the dull yellow beam of his lamp into this corner, a popular spot for prostitutes to conduct their business, he made his gruesome discovery.

It was the body of a woman lying on her back in a widening pool of blood, her skirts pushed up above her waist, her face a patchwork of lacerated flesh, skin and blood. Her throat had been severed, her abdomen ripped open, and her bowels were in full view. The intestines were drawn out of the body in a manner reminiscent of Annie Chapman’s injuries, and these lay on her chest and over the right shoulder, while a second, detached piece, about two feet long, lay between the body and left arm. 

P.C. Watkins described his find to The Star newspaper later that day: “She’d been ripped up like a pig in the market,” while he told The Daily News, “…the stomach was laid bare, with a dreadful gash from the pit of the stomach to the breast. On examining the body I found the entrails cut out and laid round the throat, which had an awful gash in it, extending from ear to ear. In fact, the head was nearly severed from the body. Blood was everywhere to be seen…. A more dreadful sight I never saw.” 

Inspector Edward Collard was on duty in Bishopsgate Police Station when news of the second murder broke. He immediately sent for Dr Frederick Gordon Brown, the City of London Police Surgeon, who lived in Finsbury Circus, instructing him to go directly to Mitre Square.

When Dr Brown arrived at 2.18 a.m., he found Dr George William Sequeira, a surgeon who lived in Aldgate, already there, though Dr Sequeira had not examined the body. Dr Brown carried out a thorough examination of Catherine Eddowes’s body, after which he gave his opinion that the victim had died almost instantly when her throat was severed. The cut, which he said had been made from left to right, was so savage and delivered with such force that the victim’s head was almost separated from her shoulders.

Catherine Eddowes’s face was cut to ribbons but, because of the great amount of blood, it was difficult to discern the extent of her injuries. The eyelids, nose, mouth, cheeks and one ear were all slashed, she had lost the tip of her nose in the attack, and, strangely, a triangular flap of skin, about 1½ inches in height, was cut into each of her cheeks by four oblique incisions, in the shape of what appeared to be the inverted letter V.

The apron, which was still tied around the victim’s waist, was cut by what appeared to have been the single stroke of a knife. The severed part, about half of the apron, was nowhere to be found. His examination complete, the doctor called for the ambulance and gave instructions for the body to be taken to the City Mortuary.

Dr Brown gave his view that the deceased had not tried to fight with her attacker, and when her throat was cut, she was already lying down on the wet ground. It had started to rain at 9.05 the previous evening, but ceased soon after midnight. Why Catherine Eddowes had not screamed or cried out, the doctor was quite unable to explain. Either the victim was strangled before her throat was cut, which author Philip Sugden (The Complete History of Jack the Ripper) believed to be the case, or, as seems more likely, the attack was unexpected when it came. Since the victim was a prostitute, one might think she was well used to defending herself against unruly and aggressive clients, and so the reason why she had not fought back was puzzling. 

Detective Constable Daniel Halse, one of the first detectives on the scene, gave orders to search the neighbourhood and to stop and examine every man found on the streets. Proceeding to take an active part in the search, he himself stopped two men in Wentworth Street, but upon answering his questions satisfactorily and displaying no traces of blood, they were quickly released. 

Inspector Collard passed out his orders: all neighbouring streets, alleys and passageways were to be combed inch by inch; houses, lodging houses and tenements were to be entered and searched, and their occupants questioned. Every male, whether in the company of a woman or not, was to be stopped, questioned and searched for traces of blood. Yet, despite all this intense activity, nothing suspicious was found.

Several police officers were instructed to make enquiries amongst the residents, and search the small cobbled square for clues. Sergeant Jones found three small black buttons, of a type used for women’s boots, in clotted blood near the left side of the victim’s neck. It was always assumed that they belonged to the victim, even though there was no evidence that they did. Furthermore, at the time of her death, the deceased was wearing a pair of men’s laced boots. Jones also found a small metal button in the clotted blood, and a metal thimble – the latter perhaps more closely associated with a woman than a man – near to the right hand. These items were also presumed to have belonged to the victim, although once again, there was nothing substantive to support this view. A small mustard tin found by the left side of the body contained two pawn tickets in the name of Kelly. Further enquiries established that the tin, at least, belonged to the victim, though this discovery led the investigation no further. Inspector Collard searched the pockets of the deceased, but was unable to find either money or any item of value.

Later on the day of the murder, Dr Brown performed the autopsy at the City Mortuary, while Mr Frederick William Foster, architect and surveyor, made a sketch of the wounds the victim had sustained. Brown confirmed that Eddowes had died after her throat was cut. The injuries to her abdomen, he thought, had been inflicted after death. The abdomen was cut open from the privates to the breasts. The left kidney had been extracted from the body, as had the uterus. Since neither organ could be found despite an intensive and wide-ranging search the police assumed that the murderer had taken them away; the reason why, Inspector Abberline said, was “an unfathomable mystery”. The doctor gave his opinion that the cut had been made by someone in a kneeling position on the right-hand side of the body. The weapon used was thought to be a sharp, pointed knife with a blade at least six inches long. Dr Brown also thought that the killer must have possessed some anatomical knowledge and surgical skill. 

Dr Sequeira’s opinion concurred. He said that the murderer did not appear to possess “great anatomical skill”. He gave his further opinion that while the murderer could have been a qualified surgeon, he might equally have been a “hunter, butcher, slaughter-man or a medical student”. Whichever it might have been, some degree of medical knowledge had certainly been displayed. 

It was a strange case. The murderer had never inflicted facial injuries in any of the previous killings, or carved on them what seemed to be any inverted letters either. But therein lay a clue, though my father and I did not realise it at the time. The victim’s uterus and left kidney were removed which, in Dr Brown’s professional opinion, would be “of no practical use”. This seemed at least to rule out author Tony Williams’s explanation for the removal of the uterus – that it was required for the purpose of Dr John Williams’s research into the cause or causes of infertility. But the reasons why the terrible facial injuries had been inflicted, the inverted Vs carved into each of the victim’s cheeks and her left kidney removed, remained a mystery. 

News of the murders spread as far as America. The headline in The New York Times on 1 October read, ‘Dismay in Whitechapel. Two More Murdered Women Found’, while the editorial stated: “The Whitechapel fiend has again set that district and all London in a state of terror…”. The following day, the Boston Daily Globe commented, “One after another the mutilated bodies of the victims of this mysterious demon have been picked up on the most populous thoroughfares, but no one has seen the murderer, and the police know not where to turn to begin the task of discovery.” And in further comment which encapsulated the enormous, morbid, fascination the murders generated worldwide, “Such is the story of murder and mystery that now not only holds the attention of all England, but the entire civilized world.” 

That the murderer of that night’s two victims were one and the same was confirmed by a forensic comparison of the manner in which the women were killed; they were both lying down when they were attacked, both their throats had been cut from left to right, the left carotid artery of each was deeply severed, while those on the right were barely scratched. 

The two murders left the police perplexed and they could not understand how they could have been committed in such a short period of time. It took the murderer less than an hour to get from the scene of the first of that night’s murders and to reach and leave the scene of the second murder. This included the time it would have taken to get from Berner Street, meet the victim somewhere, accompany her into Mitre Square, persuade her to lie down, murder her, mutilate her face, surgically remove two organs from her body – all this in complete silence – and then escape. No-one working or living in the square saw or heard a thing, even though the only residents were those who lived at number 3 Mitre Square: ironically they were the family of P.C. Pearce, a serving city police officer.

P.C. Watkins last passed through the square on his beat at 1.30 a.m., when he saw nothing suspicious. P.C. James Harvey, who would be dismissed from the force within a year for reasons that are unknown, looked into the square from Church Passage at 1.41 or 1.42 and he too stated that he saw nothing unusual (but might he have seen a woman perhaps, thought nothing of it and failed to mention his sighting?). No more than two or perhaps three minutes after Harvey had left, P.C. Watkins returned to the square at 1.44 a.m. when he found the body. Once again, it was almost impossible that such a thing could have happened, but once again, it had.

Still, the night was not yet over.

At 2.55 a.m., P.C. Alfred Long, who had been searching the streets and alleyways to the east of Middlesex Street, made a strange discovery. A rectangular piece of dirty white material was lying on the ground in a doorway. It was the entrance to a tenement building that was occupied exclusively by Jews: the Wentworth model apartments in Goulston Street.

When P.C. Long picked up the material, he found it wet with blood. As he cast his eyes about to see where it might have come from, he spotted something peculiar. Immediately above the spot where he had found the soiled material, a message was written in white chalk letters, each about 1about 1½ inches high inches high, on the black-edged bricks surrounding the doorway:






The Juwes are 
  


The men That  
  


    Will not  
  


be Blamed  
  


            for nothing




 



Detective Constable Halse, who had searched the area half an hour earlier, was certain that neither the writing nor the soiled material had been in the doorway at that time. Therefore, the police concluded, both the writing and the bloodied cloth had been left there since 2.25 a.m. approximately.

The view the police took was that the blood-soaked cloth was the missing part of the apron taken from Catherine Eddowes, and the murderer had used it to carry away his grisly trophies, the uterus and the left kidney. He had then chalked up the writing on the door surround, and deposited the severed part of the apron on the ground beneath, to draw attention to the writing.

That it was the missing part of Catherine Eddowes’s apron was proved beyond doubt when it was taken to the mortuary. When the two parts of the apron were brought together, the remains of the apron taken from the victim and the soiled piece of apron found in the doorway of the apartments, they fitted perfectly.

Once again, the police were baffled. Dr Sequeira thought that the Mitre Square victim, whose apron it was, had met her death at around 1.40 a.m. The writing on the wall and the part apron were discovered at 2.55 a.m., more than an hour later. Since Goulston Street is just three streets away, and no more than a five-minute walk, what the murderer had been doing in all that time, if indeed it was the murderer who had chalked up the writing and deposited the apron part where it was found, was a bizarre mystery.

As for the message, P.C. Long had had the good sense to record in his notebook what he had seen, and he swore that he had copied it down exactly. This was just as well, because the view taken by Sir Charles Warren, the Chief Commissioner of Police at Scotland Yard, was that it appeared to incriminate Jews in the murders, so, in order to avoid bloody reprisals, he had ordered the writing to be erased.

Stephen Knight’s imaginative assertion was that the words were a message pointing directly to the three assassins in an attempt to incriminate them – Sickert, Netley and Sir William Gull, who were pursuing their murderous campaign. 

It was the word Juwes, Knight claimed, which galvanised Warren, a leading Freemason, into action, because he recognised the word as Masonic, realised that it implicated Freemasons in the murders, and ordered the writing to be removed in order to cover up a fellow Mason’s crime. At 5.30 a.m. a little more than two and a half hours after the message had been discovered, it was obliterated by a police inspector with a damp sponge. 

Knight’s colourful explanation was that ‘Juwes’ was the collective noun for three apprentice Masons of biblical times, Jubela, Jubelo and Jubelum, who had murdered the Grand Master, Hiram Abiff, for refusing to divulge his secrets to them.

According to Masonic legend, Hiram Abiff was the son of a widow, and the chief architect of King Solomon’s Temple, built on Mount Zion in Jerusalem to house the Ark of the Covenant. Hiram Abiff alone bore the responsibility for the building of the great temple, and was one of only three people who knew the secrets of a Master Mason, the other two being King Solomon and Hiram, King of Tyre. Knowing the secrets of a Master Mason would enable other, lesser masons, to take on work enabling them to earn the much higher wages of a Master Mason.

The three apprentice masons, ruffians, had cornered the Grand Master in the temple, intent upon extracting his secrets from him, but he neither could, nor would, reveal his secrets to them without the consent of the other two, King Solomon and the King of Tyre. Each of the ruffians had then struck him a single blow, giving him the opportunity each time to reveal what he knew. He refused, telling them that he was prepared to give up his life, but never his integrity. It had been the third and final blow which had laid him lifeless to the ground.

It was an interesting explanation, and might have provided a valid reason why Sir Charles Warren, who was indeed a high-ranking Freemason, had acted as he did, except that the word Juwes was the pure invention of Stephen Knight, and is quite unknown in Freemasonry. 

After a fifteen-day search ordered by King Solomon, the assassins were caught and subsequently put to death for their crime. The murder of Hiram Abiff, and discovery of his body, is central to Masonic beliefs and the basis of a Masonic ceremony that is still reenacted to this day. 

Before his capture, Jubelo was heard to say: “O that my left breast had been torn open and my heart and vitals taken from thence and thrown over my left shoulder, carried into the valley of Jehoshaphat, and there to become a prey to the wild beasts of the field and vultures of the air, ere I had conspired the death of so good a man as our Grand Master, Hiram Abiff!” It is the left shoulder, therefore, which holds significance for Freemasons, and not the right. 

In Stephen Knight’s efforts to make Annie Chapman’s murder appear to be a Masonic ritual killing, he explained that her vitals were thrown over her right shoulder by ‘mistake’. Even if this were so, it is hard to believe that the very same error would have been repeated a second time. The report of Dr Frederick Gordon Brown, who attended upon Catherine Eddowes, the Mitre Square victim, stated that “…the intestines were drawn out to a large extent and placed over the right shoulder – they were smeared over with some feculent matter. A piece of about two feet was quite detached from the body and placed between the body and the left arm, apparently by design.”

If you wish to propose a certain hypothesis, all the pieces must fit together. You cannot just pick and choose those that suit your theory while rejecting others that do not. That such a fundamental error might have been committed once was bad enough, but twice was unforgivable. They were two loose ends that most definitely did not tie up, and were glaring deficiencies in Knight’s case.

That it was Lizzie Williams who took Eddowes’s uterus and left kidney, wrapped in the severed piece of apron, is certain. That she remained in Whitechapel for more than an hour before writing the incomprehensible message on the door surround and depositing the blood-soiled part of the apron on the ground immediately beneath it, is not.

The meaning of the chalk message and the discovery of the part apron baffled the best brains of Scotland Yard and have continued to bemuse scientists and scholars ever since. My father and I were puzzled too, as we tried, unsuccessfully, to unravel the mystery and establish if the two discoveries somehow incriminated Lizzie Williams. It was not until we remembered that every good murder mystery has its red herring – the false clue that throws one off track – that we realised that the world’s greatest murder mystery, Jack the Ripper, would likely be no exception. This, we thought, was it. 

The statement ‘The Juwes are The men That Will not be Blamed for nothing’ is pretty meaningless, except that, on the face of it at least, and taken together with the soiled apron part, it appears to implicate Jews in the murders. Since it was the missing part of the apron and not the chalk writing which drew the attention of P.C. Long, it is quite possible that the writing had already been chalked up for some time before the apron part was deposited where it was later found, and not at the same time, as is commonly believed. 

We thought that the true explanation is both straightforward and has little to do with the murders – or with Lizzie Williams. We considered that it was unlikely that someone who had been so meticulously careful as to escape, both unseen and unheard, from the scene of every murder, would delay their getaway by more than an hour to chalk up a message that no one, to this day, has been able to make sense of. A more likely explanation was that someone had dealt with a Jew who lived in the apartments, and felt aggrieved that he had somehow been tricked or cheated out of his money. It may have been someone who used chalk in the everyday course of his business – perhaps a butcher or fishmonger, to mark up the day’s prices – and as he walked past the apartments, he seized his opportunity to scribble an insult as best he could. A Jew who lived in the apartments had seen the writing as he left his home during the early hours, and made a mental note to rub it off if he could find a piece of suitable material. Some time later as he (or she?) returned home, he found the folded piece of apron that the murderer had discarded. As he opened the apron part to rub off the writing, he discovered that it was covered with blood on the inside and dropped it in shock and disgust. It fell to the ground in the doorway, where it lay until it was found by P.C. Long. Whoever had brought the part apron back to the apartments might not wish to become involved in a murder investigation. It could all have been as simple as that.


 



Elizabeth Stride, the Berner Street victim, died from excessive blood loss when her throat was cut. While the witness Israel Schwartz observed a man attacking her and was able to provide the police with a good description of this man, he could not say if he was in possession of a knife. If Stride’s attacker, the man wearing the peaked cap, had not cut the woman’s throat, but had left the scene immediately after Schwartz had seen him and run off, which would make sense, it would have allowed Lizzie Williams a window of opportunity of almost fifteen minutes before Louis Diemschutz arrived with his pony and cart. It would have taken no longer than a few seconds for the murderer to cut Stride’s throat, Dr Blackwell thought; so it was entirely possible for Lizzie Williams to commit the murder, and make her getaway, well before Diemschutz arrived. 

Steven Knight’s version of events was that Stride was too drunk to enter the carriage, where Gull intended to kill her, and he was accompanied by, of all people, Sir Robert Anderson, the Assistant Chief Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police – a fellow Freemason. John Netley and Anderson followed Stride to Berner Street on foot, while Gull remained in the carriage, concealed somewhere south of Commercial Road. As they reached the gates to Dutfield’s Yard, Netley attacked Stride while Anderson kept watch; so, according to Knight, Anderson was the man Schwartz had seen leaning on the lamppost, calmly lighting a clay pipe.

It did not seem feasible to us that Sir Robert Anderson, a well-known and instantly recognisable public figure, would be likely to involve himself in such a conspiracy, however well disguised. And to light a pipe with all the nonchalance of someone watching falling autumn leaves was equally implausible. Knight’s explanation just did not wash. 

Who the man with the pipe was is open to conjecture. He was never traced by the police; neither did he come forward to offer an explanation for his presence opposite the gates to Dutfield’s Yard. He could have been an accomplice of Stride’s attacker; equally, he might have been an innocent bystander, and using the knife to clean the bowl of his pipe. He may have left the club, by the Dutfield’s Yard entrance, for a breath of fresh air, as did Joseph Lave, an American photographer and printer who was lodging temporarily at the club. At 12.30, Lave went out through the yard and into the street where he saw no one. He said: “The district appeared to me to be quiet … no one came into the yard. I should have seen anybody moving about there.” Lave went back into the club ten minutes later. Or the mystery man may have been waiting for someone, perhaps even a prostitute, which would explain his reluctance to involve himself in the investigation that swiftly followed the discovery of Elizabeth Stride’s body. Since Schwartz did not even know he was being followed until he turned round, it seems feasible that the man with the pipe was running away for the same reason as Schwartz: a desire not to become involved in the fracas. In this event, although it is far from certain, there would have been two witnesses who could give a description of Stride’s attacker to the police, making it unlikely that he would be prepared to run the even greater risk involved of murdering Stride – leaving her free to be killed by someone else: Lizzie Williams. 

The motive for Catherine Eddowes’s murder was equally obscure and gave rise to the question: how, having disposed of Elizabeth Stride, had Lizzie Williams met up with and murdered her next victim so quickly and, for that matter also, so quietly? All the evidence surrounding Stride’s murder showed that Lizzie Williams had left the scene of her first crime that night by close to 1.00 a.m. at the latest, though, it could have been a few minutes earlier; perhaps between 12.46 and 12.56, which was the time Dr Blackwell thought the victim, Elizabeth Stride, had died. Whichever it was, we contend that within the hour Lizzie Williams had murdered Catherine Eddowes in Mitre Square, before making good her escape.

Whitechapel was already swarming with police, the alarm having been raised after the first of that night’s murders: all neighbouring streets, alleys and passageways were combed inch by inch; houses, lodgings and tenements were entered and their occupants searched. Over 2,000 lodgers and their landlords were interviewed in the investigation which followed. Any man unable to answer questions satisfactorily was brought in for further questioning and every man who even looked over the age of fourteen years, whether in the company of a woman or not, was stopped, searched, questioned and inspected for traces of blood. Even Inspector Abberline, when his shifts ended, frequently took to the streets of Whitechapel until 4 or 5 o’clock in the morning, committed as he was to finding his man. He would often give the “wretched, homeless women he found there, four-pence or six-pence” so they could get themselves off the streets and “out of harm’s way”.

But on 23 October, just over three weeks after the murders, the Criminal Investigation Department of Scotland Yard admitted that it had not discovered “the slightest clue of any kind”. Neither could any trace of the killer be found. It was hardly surprising: the police were searching for a man.




CHAPTER 9
 

 

The murder of young, attractive Mary Jane Kelly, which occurred during the early hours of Friday, 9 November 1888, was by far the most savage and brutal of the five killings that autumn. It took place, as near as can be established, at about 4 o’clock in the morning, within the confines of the small dismal room she rented at 13 Miller’s Court off Dorset Street, on the day of the Lord Mayor’s Show. 

The editorial published in The Star that same day, matched every bit in sensationalism the shock headline publicised to the crowds by the two young boys who had joined the parade with their news-boards: “Details in respect of the mutilation of the body reveal a more horrible state of things than anything which has yet been recorded in this series of crimes. The thick flesh has been literally stripped from the thighs of the victim, and placed upon a table in the room. The woman’s breasts have also been roughly sliced off. The fleshy parts of the cheeks have also been hacked away, and the corpse presents a spectacle more hideous than anything which has presented itself to even the oldest and most experienced of the police officers who are engaged in the case. Everyone’s feelings are revolted, and it is absolute truth to say that the horrors revealed by the case are simply inexpressible.” 

Mary Kelly had married at sixteen but was widowed at nineteen, when her husband was killed in a mining accident. She had one son who was now aged seven or eight. He shared his mother’s room, but was occasionally packed off to friends nearby when she wanted privacy. She needed it that night because she had to earn her rent, and earlier during the evening he had been sent out, though what the boy’s name was, who might have cared for him and where he might have slept, we were unable to discover.

Kelly’s room was partitioned from the rest of the house so that her front door opened directly into Miller’s Court. The other tenants used the front door which led into Dorset Street, so that, while they lived in the same house, their addresses were different.

Mrs Elizabeth Prater, a prostitute, rented a first-floor room at 26 Dorset Street, which was located immediately above Mary Kelly’s room (and destined to become the scene of another murder some ten years later). At about 1.30 a.m., Mrs Prater went to her bed, having consumed some alcohol, and fell into a deep sleep. She was awoken by her kitten, which climbed onto her bed, and almost immediately heard a cry for help. In her statement to the police, she claimed that she heard two or three cries of ‘Murder!’ in a female voice. She said that the cries seemed to emanate from somewhere close at hand, though they sounded ‘muted’. Since the lodging house light was out, she thought it was probably past four o’clock. As to why Mrs Prater did not do something: she explained that such screams were so common that she took no notice of them, and went back to sleep. 

Another witness, Mrs Sarah Lewis, a laundress, who lived with her husband at 24 Great Pearl Street in Spitalfields, arrived at Miller’s Court between 2.00 and 3.00 in the morning. She came to stay with her friends, the Keyler’s, who lived at 2 Miller’s Court, after a quarrel with her husband. Lewis was given the use of an armchair where she slept poorly until 3.30 when she awoke. She then dozed. Just moments before 4.00, she too heard a cry for help. It was just a single shriek of ‘Murder!’ Mrs Lewis told the inquest that it sounded like the scream of a woman nearby, and she thought it came from the direction of Kelly’s room, but, once again, such cries were so frequent in the neighbourhood that she did not trouble herself to investigate further.

Sarah Lewis’s evidence accorded well with the sworn testimony of Elizabeth Prater, who, by the time of the inquest on 12 November at the Shoreditch Town Hall, decided that she had, after all, heard only one cry of ‘Murder!’

The medical evidence of Dr Thomas Bond and Dr George Phillips was of scant help in determining the time of death, but that was understandable. They were using the traditionally established methods: the rate of the victim’s body heat loss, the time it takes for rigor mortis to set in, the drop in rectal temperature and ambient temperature, but these pointers had almost no application in the present case; the variables were just too great. Mary Jane Kelly was virtually naked; at 36.2 degrees Fahrenheit, it had been a wet and bitterly cold night, and the early hours of the following morning were only slightly warmer at 38.9F, but still less than 7 degrees above freezing; there had been a brief but intensely hot fire, and a window pane in the tiny room was missing. Given the conflicting elements, it must have proved extremely difficult to even attempt to estimate the time of death, though when the two doctors did, the extraneous evidence indicates that they were wildly out. So the best evidence available – that of the two witnesses who heard what was probably Mary Kelly’s last, desperate cry for help – suggests that her death occurred at around 4.00 a.m. 

Another witness, George Hutchinson, turned up at Commercial Street Police Station on 12 November to give a statement, but it was at six o’clock in the evening after the one-day inquest had ended. Hutchinson, a casual labourer, was a rogue. Six months previously he had appeared in the Thames Magistrates Court on a theft charge, so his evidence should be treated with caution. But Detective Inspector Abberline, who interviewed him, was impressed by the consistent nature of his testimony, and was satisfied that he was telling the truth – on this occasion at least. 

Hutchinson’s statement was that he was walking up Commercial Street at 2 a.m. on the morning of the murder, and as he was passing Thrawl Street he met Mary Kelly. He did not think she was drunk, but he described her as ‘spreeish’ (slightly intoxicated). She asked him for the loan of sixpence, but he told her that he had no money because he had spent it in Romford earlier. She bade him good-bye, saying she must go and find some cash, and continued on her way. A man coming towards her tapped her lightly on the shoulder, and said something to her that Hutchinson was unable to hear. She and the man then laughed. At the corner of Fashion Street and Commercial Street, Hutchinson waited by a street lamp outside the Queen’s Head public house and watched the couple as they walked past him. The man lowered his head and avoided Hutchinson’s stare. Then he and Mary Kelly turned into Dorset Street and continued walking in the direction of the entrance to the narrow passageway that led to Miller’s Court.

The impressive description Hutchinson gave of the man he said he saw was: aged about thirty-four or thirty-five, 5 ft 6 inches tall, pale complexion, dark eyes and eyelashes, a slight moustache curled up at the ends, and dark hair. He was wearing a long dark coat, collar and cuffs trimmed in astrakhan, a dark jacket, light waistcoat, dark trousers, dark felt hat turned down in the middle, boots with white buttons, a very thick gold chain, black tie with horseshoe pin, and was of a respectable, Jewish appearance.

The description was considerably enhanced by the time the story got into the clutches of the newspapers, and Hutchinson’s suspect had now acquired a pair of brown kid gloves, a watch chain with a big seal and a red stone hanging from it. He had also grown a pair of bushy eyebrows. 

Hutchinson watched the couple until they halted at the entrance to Miller’s Court where they talked for some three minutes. Then they entered the passageway, and disappeared from his view. Hutchinson walked after them and followed them down the passageway, but by the time he reached the court, they had gone into Kelly’s room, closing the door behind them. He stayed watching Kelly’s door for approximately forty-five minutes, but since neither of them emerged within that time, he gave up and left.

Why Hutchinson should have paid such close attention to the man he claims he saw with Kelly is unknown; there was no apparent reason why he should have scrutinised him so closely when no crime was anticipated. The amazingly detailed description he gave of a man, whom he glimpsed only briefly by the dim light of a gas street lamp, was particularly surprising; why he should have been watching Kelly’s door in Miller’s Court at that time of night is a mystery that has never been explained. On the two nights that followed, Inspector Abberline sent Hutchinson, in the presence of two detectives, to scour the streets and alleyways of Whitechapel to see if he could find the suspect. But whoever Kelly’s visitor was, he had gone to ground, so all attempts to find him frustratingly failed and that part of the investigation, at least, came to a halt.

The time of Hutchinson’s departure from his vantage-point opposite Kelly’s door was around 2.45 a.m., according to his police statement, but he later told newspaper reporters that as he left Miller’s Court, he heard the bell of the Spitalfields clock in Commercial Street strike three. Whichever time was correct, Hutchinson had certainly departed Miller’s Court by 3.00 a.m. at the latest, and there were no further witnesses to say when Kelly’s male visitor had left – if indeed there ever had been a male visitor.

Tony Williams mentioned that Dr John Williams’s friend and assistant Herbert R. Spencer described his employer in the late 1880s as “of middle height, robust build, that he usually wore a frock coat, silk hat, stand-up collar and a dark silk tie held by a pin set with a red stone”. The implication seemed to be that the man Hutchinson saw entering Mary Kelly’s room was Dr John Williams.

 Clearly it was not the man whom Hutchinson described. The photograph of Dr John Williams which appears in Uncle Jack does not resemble Hutchinson’s description of the man whom he said accompanied Mary Kelly to her room. This man was in his mid-thirties, had dark eyes, dark eyelashes, a moustache and dark hair; Dr Williams, by contrast, was forty-eight, had pale, light-blue eyes, light hair and no moustache. His dress was normal for that era. As for the red stone Hutchinson and Spencer mention, the former said that it was hanging from his watch chain along with a seal, whereas the latter stated that it was set in a pin used to secure his tie, so the stone would have been much smaller. While Dr Williams would almost certainly have been described as ‘respectable’, he did not look Jewish. Whomever Hutchinson had seen entering Mary Kelly’s room on that fateful morning, it was not Dr Williams. 

Since Kelly’s screams were heard an hour after Hutchinson had left Miller’s Court, it is likely that at some time after 3.00 on that cold November morning the man Hutchinson had seen going with Kelly into her room had left, and the murderer entered. She wore a felt hat, a brown twill skirt and a black velvet cape; she spoke with a Welsh accent and carried with her a strong knife, very sharp, pointed at the top, about an inch in width and at least six inches long … a surgeon’s knife. And she was determined to exact her bloody revenge.




CHAPTER 10
 

 

It was time to collect all the evidence, to see if it was possible to make any sense of it. My father and I planned to go through the papers from start to finish; from Mary Ann Nichols, the first murder victim, to Mary Jane Kelly, the fifth and final victim. We were sure the answers we wanted were there somewhere. We intended to review the essential points of each case briefly to see if a pattern, or even anything unusual, emerged. If it did, we would explore our findings further, but if not, we would move on to the next case.   

We started with the first of the Ripper’s victims, Mary Ann Nichols, aka Polly, age forty-three, whose body was discovered in Buck’s Row at 3.40 in the morning on Friday, 31 August, the night of the London Docklands fires. The mother of five children and a common prostitute, she was drunk, throttled to death, her throat cut twice from left to right, her abdomen ripped open from top to bottom, her intestines made visible. There were no signs that the victim had struggled with her attacker or tried to fight back. Afterwards, the murderer had escaped, leaving no trace or clue behind.  

No one had been heard or seen leaving the scene of the crime; the only people whom P.C. Neil noticed were a number of women walking in the Whitechapel Road. None were traced, none were identified.  

There had been no rape or sexual assault, and detectives investigating the case thought it was strange that the murderer had shown no sexual interest in the victim during what appeared, at least on the face of it, to be a sexually motivated attack. Emma Smith and Martha Tabram, the two prostitutes murdered in Whitechapel earlier that year, had both been sexually assaulted before their deaths, while Smith had been raped.  

There was nothing in those few brief facts that we didn’t already know, but there was something about the case that rang a small bell in my head, though I couldn’t quite put my finger on what it was, so we moved on to the next case.  

Annie Chapman: forty-seven, the mother of three children, occupation common prostitute, whose body was discovered at 6.00 a.m. on Saturday, 8 September in the enclosed backyard of 29 Hanbury Street. Partially throttled, throat cut from left to right, abdomen cut open, her uterus cut out and taken away. No rape or sexual assault, although her legs were found wide apart, as though she expected to perform the sexual act. Again, there were no indications that Chapman had tried to fight off her attacker or defend herself in any way. It appeared that she had merely lain down on the ground and accepted her fate. As before, the murderer silently and mysteriously vanished just minutes before the victim’s body was discovered. 

By this point, it was already obvious that a pattern of sorts had been established. The victims had been throttled, their throats cut and their abdomens ripped open. Mary Ann Nichols’s abdomen had been cut so extensively that her intestines were protruding, while Annie Chapman sustained a similar injury, except that her uterus had been removed. But the long jagged tear that Chapman sustained, from her privates to her breasts, had avoided the navel, leaving the uterus undamaged, as a result of which Dr George Phillips concluded that it was the work of an expert – “of one, at least, who had such knowledge of anatomical or pathological examinations as to be enabled to secure the pelvic organs with one sweep of a knife….”

One thing was rapidly becoming clear to us: the victims were attacked and murdered so quickly and unexpectedly that they were taken entirely by surprise, and perhaps that was the reason why they had not fought back. There had simply been no time to react. They might have been on their guard if in the presence of a man, but if their attacker was a woman, they would have felt more at ease and unprepared for the assault when it came. Moreover, the injuries sustained by the victims were not just the result of random slashing. The wounds were inflicted deliberately, with precision and deadly purpose.

The reason why the murderer had not raped the victims, or shown any sexual interest in them was, of course, as clear as day to my father and me. In the light of what we knew, we could not understand why the police had not considered the obvious possibility that the murderer might have been female. Abberline did ponder the matter with a colleague after Mary Kelly’s death, but, it seems, only briefly even then.

Elizabeth Stride, known as Long Liz, age forty-five; mother to a stillborn child. Occupation: common prostitute; murdered just before 1.00 a.m. on Sunday, 30 September inside the entrance to Dutfield’s Yard in Berner Street; throat cut from left to right. Dr Frederick William Blackwell’s very though medical report revealed no other injuries. Unsurprisingly, again there had been no rape or sexual assault, nor was there any sign of Elizabeth Stride’s murderer who, yet again, seemed to have disappeared into thin air. 

All the evidence suggested that, up until Stride’s death, the murders were becoming ever more horrific. Louis Diemschutz, the steward who discovered Stride’s body, said the “blood was still flowing from the open neck wound”, when he found her, so it was clear that the murder had only just taken place. The generally held view was, and perhaps still is, that the murderer was interrupted before he (or she) could attack the body. We wondered, however, if this was the correct interpretation of the events in this case. Perhaps murder was all that the killer had in mind for Stride. But if this was so, why?

The next victim was Catherine Eddowes; age forty-six, mother of three children, two boys and a girl. Occupation: common prostitute. She was the second victim to be murdered that night in the ‘double event’. Her body was discovered at 1.44 a.m. in a dark corner of Mitre Square. It appeared to have been a ferocious attack: her throat had been slashed from left to right, her face cut to ribbons, her abdomen ripped open, uterus and left kidney both torn from the body and taken away. There had been no rape or sexual assault. 

It had all happened in an almost impossible time frame. P.C. Watkins’s beat took him through the square at 1.30 that morning when he found nothing amiss. At about 1.41 or 1.42 a.m. P.C. James Harvey looked into the square from Church Passage and he, too, said he saw nothing unusual. At 1.44, P.C. Watkins returned to the square and found the body.

At some time after 1.30, we surmised, Lizzie Williams and Catherine Eddowes had entered the square, found the dark corner, Eddowes had lain down on the ground on her back; Williams, kneeling beside her, had cut her throat, mutilated her face, opened her abdomen, removed her intestines, cut out her uterus and left kidney, sliced off part of her victim’s apron, in which she wrapped the organs, and then made her escape. Yet again, incredible though it was, no one living in the square saw or heard a thing. It was almost as if the victim had willingly gone to her death because, once again, there was no sign that a struggle had taken place. No one saw or heard anyone enter the square, and no one saw or heard anyone leave. It was as though the murderer was invisible – which of course she was, just as long as the police were searching for a man. 

Finally, we reached Mary Jane Kelly, Lizzie Williams’s fifth and final victim; age twenty-five, mother to a young boy, several failed relationships, the latest being with Joseph Barnett, a labourer and fish-porter, which ended on 30 October, just over a week before her murder. Occupation: common prostitute; estimated time of death, about 4.00 a.m. Her throat had been cut; her face slashed –

I stopped in my tracks. I had just remembered something about the Catherine Eddowes case which I thought warranted further investigation. It concerned the terrible facial injuries she had sustained. I thought at first they were the result of a frenzied attack, but Dr Frederick Brown’s medical report told a different story when looked at a second time. At first reading, it might have appeared that Catherine Eddowes’s face had been slashed to ribbons, but those injuries paled into insignificance against the other appalling wounds inflicted upon her: a great gaping gash about her throat; her abdomen ripped open from breasts to private parts, her uterus torn from her body, her left kidney cut out and both organs removed from the scene of the crime. Nevertheless, there was something about the injuries to her face that made us want to study the medical report again.

Dr Frederick Brown, the City Police Surgeon, performed the autopsy on Catherine Eddowes’s body on Sunday afternoon, 30 September at the City Mortuary. He noted a laceration through both her left and right eyelids; a deep gouge from the bridge of the nose which extended across the right cheek; an abrasion to the left cheek; the tip of the nose had been severed; there was a wound to her upper lip, and the right side of the mouth was slit, the lobe of her right ear had been sliced off and, on each cheek, a triangular flap of skin had been cut on two sides by four oblique incisions, each about 1½ inches long. Mr F.W. Foster, an architect and surveyor commissioned to provide plans of the murder site for the inquest, also produced a rough sketch of the victim at the mortuary on 30 September, which clearly illustrates the injuries Eddowes had sustained. 

It seemed to us that Catherine Eddowes’s facial injuries were not the result of random slashing, as we had thought at first. We realised that every single one of Eddowes’s facial features – those that gave her a feminine appearance – had been destroyed. The murderer had deliberately obliterated Catherine Eddowes’s face – but why? There was something else strange too: the two triangular flaps of skin carved into each cheek. Was that all they were? Four nicks, two on each cheek which met at a point so that the inverted letter V appeared to have been formed. They had clearly been inflicted deliberately: but why? 

The gash to Eddowes’s abdomen was odd too; it was not the dreadful, callous tearing wound from privates to ribs which it appeared to be at first. Instead, it commenced at her private parts, and the blade was drawn upwards to a point where it ended between her breasts. But it was not a straight line. The incision, instead of being drawn up the body in a vertical line, veered immediately to the left; then it circumscribed the navel completely before changing direction again, this time continuing towards the sternum. It was as though the murderer had intentionally avoided damaging the organ located above the pubis – the uterus. Once again, this was no indiscriminate attack, and the abdomen had not been mindlessly ripped open. The wounds appeared to have been administered deliberately. In fact, there was only one rational explanation; it was surgery!

After the murderer had cut Annie Chapman’s throat, she divided her abdomen, tore out her uterus and took it away. Now, she had repeated the very same act on hapless Catherine Eddowes but, this time, going much further and cutting out Eddowes’s left kidney too. There was no good medical reason for her to take either of the organs; neither would be of any practical use for research, or for any other reason we could think of. It seemed to be an act of wanton barbarity.

While it was Dr Brown’s view that the murderer had deliberately removed Catherine Eddowes’s left kidney, Dr Sequeira thought that it might have been removed with no knowledge of what it was. One thing that all the doctors agreed upon, however, was that the murderer possessed some, if not great, anatomical knowledge and surgical skill. This opinion appears ambiguous, but a second reading clarifies the fact that ‘the murderer’ did not possess the skill or knowledge of a qualified surgeon; rather, the rudimentary skill and knowledge that one might acquire from watching another, more qualified practitioner, perform his task. This, of course, suggests Lizzie Williams as a suspect, but excludes Dr John Williams, who was an exceptionally talented and experienced surgeon. 

It was all very strange and the questions we wanted to ask went way beyond our search for just the motive to murder. Why had the murderer deliberately destroyed Catherine Eddowes’s face? Why did she carve what appeared to be the inverted letter V into each of her cheeks? What, if anything, did the letter stand for? Why had she cut out and taken her victim’s uterus, and for what possible reason did she remove her left kidney?

My father and I thought that Catherine Eddowes was more than just an innocent victim. We wondered if the manner of her death, the facial injuries that were inflicted, the careful surgery to her abdomen, the organs cut from her still warm body – her uterus and left kidney – somehow held a key to the mystery, though we did not then know why.

Since all the injuries to Catherine Eddowes seemed to have been inflicted deliberately and with purpose, the logical extension of this notion was: could our theory be extended to the other victims too? We believed the prospect was well worth investigating, and we began by making a brief comparison of the injuries that Catherine Eddowes and Mary Kelly had sustained.

Catherine Eddowes died from severe blood loss when her throat was cut. All her facial features were individually attacked, her abdomen surgically divided, and two organs were cut out of her body and taken away from the scene of the crime: her uterus and her left kidney, both intact.

When the murderer confronted Mary Kelly in her small room, the young woman was attacked and murdered in much the same way as Catherine Eddowes. Her throat was slashed, her face was ripped to shreds, her abdomen was opened, her uterus torn from her body and, significantly, her heart was cut out. Far greater injuries were ultimately inflicted upon Mary Kelly but, nevertheless, there were strong parallels to be drawn between the two murders – a major difference was that Eddowes’s left kidney had been taken from the crime scene, whereas Kelly’s heart had been removed. We asked ourselves, why? 

We were still sure that the answers to our questions were in the mountain of paperwork in front of us; but they weren’t going to give themselves up voluntarily and without effort. We would have to work hard to find them, no matter how long it might take. 

And we did. It was as we were working our way through the Mary Ann Nichols papers again that we were reminded of a concurrence with the Eddowes case. It was something that, at first, seemed unimportant, but now it appeared to provide a vital piece of the jigsaw. The breakthrough came in the form of a police record which contained little enough, but the information it did reveal was crucial. It was Ellen Holland’s statement that reminded us. She was a friend of the first victim, Mary Ann Nichols. When she went to the Whitechapel mortuary to identify the body, she knew her friend only as Polly, her nickname or alias. That was the first clue, but then it led us to the next one.

It was a single sheet document – a copy of the release record of Catherine Eddowes. She had been found drunk in Aldgate High Street, arrested and taken to Bishopsgate Police Station where she was locked in a cell until she sobered up. She was released at 1.00 a.m., and within the hour she was dead.

But it was the name on the form of release that was of immense importance; it was the name by which Catherine Eddowes was known to some of her friends, her alias. It consisted of just three names, two forenames and a surname. 

Upon her discharge from custody, the name that Catherine Eddowes gave to Sergeant Byfield, and which was the name he duly recorded on his form was Mary Ann Kelly. The seductive young Irish girl who was murdered in Miller’s Court nearly six weeks later was Mary Jane Kelly. With each middle name removed, we thought it was almost beyond belief – and it had to be more than just mere coincidence – the last two victims of Jack the Ripper shared the same name, Mary Kelly! 




CHAPTER 11
 

 

The first clue, mentioned briefly at the opening of the Prologue, which led my father to the sudden realisation about the possible identity of the murderer, was provided by Tony Williams’s book, Uncle Jack. Tony Williams assumed that a letter he had found amongst his great-great-uncle’s personal effects, held by the National Library of Wales in Aberystwyth, was written by Dr John Williams and sent to an old friend, his childhood sweetheart and second cousin, Annie Roberts, whom he once hoped to marry. We were much less sure. 

The letter, in an envelope apparently postmarked ‘early 1889’ (no specific day or month was given), the year following the murders, contained the potentially incriminating sentence, “Thank you for the forgiveness and for keeping my secret”. But while Tony Williams included most of the text in his book, he omitted the signature of the letter’s author, either by accident or design, though he included the valediction, ‘See you,’ and there it ended. It seemed to us a strange omission to make, because, according to our research, Dr Williams routinely signed his letters; we thought that perhaps he was not really sure if the author was Dr John Williams.

In a letter written by Dr Williams in reply to one sent to him by Queen Victoria, both of which are reproduced in Ruth Evans’s book John Williams 1840-1926, Williams’s letter is dated, ‘November 2, 1887’, and his full signature is included, ‘John Williams’. Again, a letter which he wrote to Dr Morgan Davies, Assistant Medical Officer in the Whitechapel Workhouse Infirmary, explaining why he is unable to meet with him on 8 September 1888, is also reproduced in full, including the date, ‘23 August 1888’, and the signature, ‘John’. So why Tony Williams had chosen to omit the signature this time seems very odd and, perhaps, blatant ‘cherry picking’. 

It was not just the missing signature that made us wonder if Dr Williams had written the letter, but the quality of the handwriting. Tony Williams said the writing was ‘poor,’ and did not, apparently, reflect the doctor’s usual neat handwriting. In other words, it looked different. If Dr Williams wrote the letter and sent it to someone else, what was it doing amongst his personal belongings? Why had the recipient of the letter given it back to him? 

But it was not these questions that concerned us; it was a single sentence in the body of the text which read, “You are the centre of my world.” These seven words immediately rang alarm bells with us because they simply sounded out of character for Dr Williams.

For one thing, Annie Roberts, a childhood friend of the young John Williams, who had lived on a neighbouring farm, was now a respectable married woman. We did not think it likely that Dr Williams would commit such sentiments to paper, even if he thought them, no matter how close their early friendship as children might have been. For another, what was it that Annie Roberts had forgiven him for? It would hardly be for the brutal murders and hideous disfigurement of five London East End prostitutes, an offence that carried the death penalty. Such a secret he would be unlikely to confide to anyone, least of all a woman who was married to somebody else.

More importantly, from what we knew about Dr Williams, no one – with the possible exception of his mother, Eleanor Williams, who died in 1895 – was at the centre of his world. He had been brought up to think highly of himself and it was even mentioned by his biographer, Ruth Evans, that he was arrogant and vain. Whoever had written that letter early in 1889, it was certainly not Dr Williams. Since the letter was now in his archive, we thought it more likely that he was its recipient, and the sentence, included in the letter, referred to him. This also explained why he was in possession of the letter. 

So who, we wondered, might have regarded Dr John Williams as being at the centre of their world? There was only one possible person: his wife, Lizzie Williams.

She, we concluded, had written the letter and sent it to her husband. She was not at the centre of his world, but he was at the centre of hers. Looked at from this new point of view, it all made perfect sense: she was the one thanking him for his forgiveness, and for keeping her secret. 

Perhaps the ‘forgiveness’ and ‘secret’ referred to something quite innocent and had nothing to do with the terrible events that had taken place in Whitechapel. Equally, she could have been alluding to the five murders she had committed the previous autumn, and sent the letter to him early the following year. Whichever explanation was correct, it was my father’s sudden realisation that it was not Dr John Williams who had a motive to commit murder, but his wife, so the finger of suspicion pointed directly at her. 

But why would Mrs Lizzie Williams have written to her husband when she was surely living with him in their home in Queen Anne Street; unless she was not living with him at that time? The result of the census taken during 1891 in Swansea, two years after the letter was written, discloses that a number of people lived at 188 Ynystawe Road, Morriston: they were Richard Hughes, aged seventy-four, described as a tinplate manufacturer, married; Mary Hughes, his wife aged fifty-seven, no occupation given; and Mary E.A. Williams (Lizzie), daughter, aged forty-one. Under the ‘occupation’ rubric, she has given that of her husband, whom she describes as ‘General Practitioner, Surg. MRCS’. There were also three domestic servants living with the household, all female.

There was just one other odd entry: Edward R. Morgan, who is described as a nephew, also aged forty-one; but under ‘occupation’, he is described as a ‘Registered Surg’.

Could it be that soon, perhaps just days, after the murder of Mary Kelly, Lizzie Williams had suffered a nervous or mental breakdown? Then, she revealed to her husband the dreadful crimes she had committed, begging for his forgiveness and, of course, his silence. Shocked, upset and almost unable to believe what he was hearing, until, perhaps, she showed him a knife she had used in a murder – still possibly blood-stained, had he then done what he thought was best, and sent her far from London and out of harm’s way? Lizzie could remain with her family in Wales, there to recover from her illness, and wait until the hue and cry in London had died down. We believe that this could have been the case. 

Just a few weeks later, early in the New Year, perhaps Dr Williams came to accept that he was partly responsible for his wife’s criminal actions, that his conduct had been far from exemplary, and so he had ‘forgiven’ her.

Who was the nephew, Edward R. Morgan, registered on the census form as living in the Hughes household, described as a ‘Registered Surg?’ Was he a doctor or a medical practitioner of some sort whom Dr John Williams was paying to keep an eye on his wife? We thought that he might have been. Certainly, the family fortunes appeared to have improved since Lizzie had gone home to live with them, so soon after the murders. They were no longer living in Church Street. The present property was larger and there were now three live-in servants. This was after Richard Hughes had lost his fortune, and his tinplate company was in terminal decline. Perhaps a bigger house was needed now that Lizzie was living there too, and Dr Williams was doubtless paying towards the upkeep. 

A few pages later on in Uncle Jack, Tony Williams was to say that he had mistaken the identity of the letter’s recipient, and it had really been sent to someone else; the wife of the Reverend Owen, Sophia Owen, a childhood friend of Dr Williams, with whom he also enjoyed a close relationship. But it made no difference, because it still seemed to us that it must have been written by Lizzie, which was why we had looked at her so closely in the first place. 

Tony Williams discovered something else that was strange. It was in a catalogue, also kept at the National Library of Wales, which listed the personal effects formerly owned by his great-great-uncle. Item number 329, within the volume’s pages, read: “Diary of Sir John Williams for 1888. Most of the pages are missing; those that remain are blank.”

The diary, a faded red cloth-covered volume, has become a cause célèbre now and is kept in its own protective box. But it is shabby and the dull covers have separated from the spine. Each of the pages, representing a single day, is separated by a piece of pink blotting paper. But many of the pages have been removed; either cut away or torn out, so that very few remain. Those that are left are empty. The blotting paper, however, has not been removed and it is clear from the ink that had soaked into them that the diary had been extensively used during the greater part of the calendar year 1888. Nevertheless, it was impossible to tell from them what had been recorded on the pages that had been removed. 

It was certainly very peculiar and seemed to indicate something; but what? While Tony Williams asserted that the diary supported his contention that Dr John Williams had recorded aspects of his life that he later preferred the world not to know – that he was the murderer and had destroyed the records that would have proved this – it seems equally likely, if not more so, that he had recorded his wife Lizzie’s increasingly erratic and worrying behaviour, leading to her breakdown. When she finally confessed her crimes to him, he then understood why she had behaved in the way she had, and he removed the pages to cover all trace of his wife’s medical history and previously inexplicable conduct both leading up to, and during, the ten weeks of the murders. 

There was no diary listed for the following year, which was disappointing since it might have thrown some light on the events of the previous year, nor, for that matter, the year after that. The next entry, number 330, listed the diary of Sir John Williams for the year 1891, along with the description ‘Entries are full’. But this diary too was odd and contained nothing of the year indicated by its cover, because every one of the dates had been altered so that they reconciled with the following year. Thursday 8 January 1891 was crossed out and now read Thursday 7 January 1892: Friday 6 February 1891 was now amended to Friday 5 February 1892, and so on. It recorded nothing of interest or significance except for a number of payments made to various tradesmen. This meant that there were no diary records from the start of 1888 to the end of 1891 – which included the two-year period following the murders when we believe that Lizzie Williams was recovering from her breakdown, and staying with her family in Wales. 

Sending Lizzie home to Wales to recuperate, immediately after her breakdown and possible confession to her husband of the murders, was a shrewd move on his part because her highly charged emotional state meant that she might otherwise be in danger of letting something ‘slip’. It also removed her from their circle of acquaintances at a time when they may have realised that she was unwell, so her two-year absence from Queen Anne Street at this time would have surprised no one.

In the event, the ploy failed, because when Lizzie returned to her home in London, by now 63 Brook Street, of which Dr Williams had taken the lease on 31 March 1890, it seems that Lizzie did indeed say or do something that forced him – quite unexpectedly – to change his plans dramatically, and set a new course for the future. What that might have been we shall explore later.

Another unusual item Tony Williams discovered in his great-great-uncle’s box of personal belongings was a sharp-bladed knife with a dark wooden handle, the blade tarnished by age. The tip, he asserted, had broken off, but it matched in every other respect the description of the knife that Dr Thomas Bond, who had been involved in the Kelly murder investigation, considered had been used to inflict the injuries on Nichols, Chapman, Eddowes and Kelly which, he said, were “all of the same character”. He described the weapon used as “a strong knife, very sharp, pointed at the top, about an inch in width and at least six inches long … it may have been … a surgeon’s knife … a straight knife.” In the Nichols murder, Dr Rees Ralph Llewellyn described the murder weapon as “a strong-bladed knife, moderately sharp….” In Annie Chapman’s death, Dr George Bagster Phillips gave his opinion that the murder weapon was “a very sharp weapon, probably with a thin, narrow blade at least six to eight inches long, perhaps a small amputating knife.” Catherine Eddowes’s murderer, according to Dr Frederick Gordon Brown, “had performed the mutilations to the face and abdomen with a sharp, pointed knife … with a blade at least six inches long.” 

The knife was the ‘smoking gun’ that Tony Williams required to help establish his case. There was no question in his mind that this was not the surgical knife that his ancestor, Dr John Williams, had used to commit four out of the five murders. It was a natural and understandable assumption to make, given everything he had discovered so far, and, of course, it fitted perfectly with his hypothesis. He thought that DNA analysis of the knife at some future time might provide the hard evidence that would prove beyond reasonable doubt that Dr John Williams was Jack the Ripper.

But Dr Williams was not the murderer and we had strong reservations about the knife Tony Williams had discovered which, he was sure, was the murder weapon. My father and I found it hard to believe that so cautious and careful a murderer as Lizzie Williams, who had, thus far, left no clue or trace of any kind behind her, would have disposed of the murder weapon so carelessly that it had been found by someone else, even her husband, unless she had deliberately provided it to him for some reason. We believe that after committing each of the murders – where a surgical knife had been used – she cleaned and replaced the weapon in her husband’s medical bag, where it would lie unnoticed amongst all his other surgical knives and medical equipment. She may have considered that it was, in some ways, poetic justice; that the knife he had used to save lives had been used by her to destroy them. 

So what exactly, we asked ourselves, was the knife that Tony Williams had found?

Also now kept in its own special closed box, sandwiched between two sheets of safety glass so that it can be viewed from either side but not touched, the knife with the broken tip that Tony Williams believes is the murder weapon also attracts a great deal of interest in the reading room of the National Library of Wales. 

But as soon as my father and I saw the knife, we recognised it for what it was. However plausible and attractive the prospect might have seemed to Tony Williams, we knew at once that it was not, and could not have been, the murder weapon as described by Dr Bond.

A cursory inspection showed that the tip had not broken off; the knife had been designed and manufactured in that style deliberately, for where the blade now ended, it was both straight and machine-bevelled into a small but sharp edge. A second sharp edge ran along the lower part of the blade from the tang (handle) to the tip, where the two edges met at a point angled at almost 90 degrees. Northamptonshire, where I grew up, was, for many years, the world centre of the boot-and-shoe-making industry. A close friend of mine owned a shoe factory in the town and I was well acquainted with the tools of his trade. The knife so proudly displayed in the small glass case is not a broken surgical knife, though claimed; it is nothing more sinister than a shoemaker’s lasting knife. 

Such knives are still readily available today and are identical to the knife that had once belonged to Dr John Williams. If further confirmation is needed, stamped into the metal of the blade – easily seen with the aid of a magnifying glass – is the letter ‘A’ and a clear outline of a small workman’s boot, each about ¼ inch high. Immediately underneath, the following words in tiny letters are also stamped into the blade: ‘George Barnsley’ and ‘Damascus Steel’.

George Barnsley of George Barnsley and Sons Ltd, Sheffield (founded 1836) was a master cutler who, by 1883, produced cutting tools for workers in the leather and shoe industries. By 1944 they had increased their range by adding “files and blades, shoe knives and leather workers’ tools”. No surgical knives were listed as being available from this company.

Yet the knife may not be discounted as a murder weapon quite so easily. Elizabeth Stride, the first of the murder victims on the night of the double event, had been killed, according to the medical report of Dr George Bagster Phillips, by a single cut to her throat, “a clean incision 6 inches in length, incision commencing two and a half inches in a straight line below the angle of the jaw”. It was performed in a manner similar to the two earlier murders, the cut having been made from left to right. The evidence of Dr Frederick William Blackwell given at the coroner’s inquest on 5 October, was that the murder weapon in that case was a “short knife, like a shoemaker’s well ground down”, which may have made the cut. 

It was the oddest of ironies: author of Uncle Jack, Tony Williams, had found a knife with ‘a broken tip’ among his ancestor’s personal effects, which, with the exception of Elizabeth Stride, he believed was the murder weapon. Yet the diametrically opposite was true. The knife he had found was, incontrovertibly, a shoe-maker’s knife, and while it could not possibly have been used in the murders of Nichols, Chapman, Eddowes and Kelly, its description matched exactly that which Dr Blackwell had provided of the murder weapon which, he said, had been used to cut the throat of Elizabeth Stride. 


 



We know that Dr John Williams retired from the hospital by 1893 and his lucrative private practice in 1903. He gave ill-health and strain brought on by overwork as the reason, but the simple facts do not support this explanation. Dr Williams’s workload increased considerably after his retirement. He became a Justice of the Peace, High Sheriff of the County of Carmarthenshire and accepted a government appointment to the Royal Commission on Welsh Disestablishment. Furthermore, he involved himself in the affairs of the village of Llanstephan where he lived from 1903 to 1909 with his wife, her stepmother, Mary, and their four female servants. There were, according to Ruth Evans, many more appointments too, not including the huge amount of work he took on to establish the National Library of Wales, the foundation stone of which was laid on 15 July 1911.

It seemed to my father and me that all the evidence suggested that it was not Dr John Williams who had become ill, but his wife Lizzie.

If Dr Williams had sent Lizzie to live with her family in Wales soon after the murders, so that they could care for her, especially Edward R. Morgan, it would explain why she wrote to her husband in London early in 1889. It would make perfect sense. It was he who was “at the centre of” her world, not she at the centre of his. It would explain the enigmatic line, “Thank you for the forgiveness and for keeping my secret”. He had perhaps forgiven her for the murders, in particular the murder of his mistress, Mary Kelly; he could hardly do otherwise because his affair was the direct cause of Kelly’s death, and indirectly the cause of the other deaths too. Similarly, he had no option but to keep his wife’s secret, and perhaps this was the reason why he had removed the pages from his diary; as her husband, he was duty bound to protect her and keep her confidences – no matter how serious they were. He could not, in any event, disclose her crimes to anyone without involving himself in the scandal, and the dire consequences, which inevitably would follow. It would be far better for both of them to keep their terrible secret to themselves. 




CHAPTER 12
 

 

We thought it had to be more than coincidence that the last two victims of Jack the Ripper shared the same name, Mary Kelly. But if we thought this was an incredible discovery, we were even more astonished to find that little or no importance had been given to the anomaly by any previous author. Philip Sugden and Patricia Cornwell both stated flatly that Catherine Eddowes gave a false name and address at Bishopsgate Police Station before her discharge from custody, but failed to pursue the matter further; Tony Williams merely mentioned that the police believed the alias given by Catherine Eddowes was in fact her true name – and left it at that. 

Stephen Knight, however, states that Catherine Eddowes used the alias Mary Ann Kelly, and suggested that she was murdered in the mistaken belief that she was Mary Jane Kelly – which was exactly the same conclusion we had reached, though, whereas we considered the discovery to be of the utmost importance, Knight seemed to consider the name similarity an unimportant side-issue, and did not even know how the error had come about.

We wondered what Sherlock Holmes would have made of it? Would he merely have accepted as a coincidence that the final two murder victims in his latest case just happened to use the same name? Or is it more likely that he would have pondered the matter carefully while playing his violin behind the locked door of his study at 221B Baker Street, before reaching the elementary conclusion that it was not just a simple quirk of fate, but the key that enabled him to unlock the mystery and solve the crime? We assumed the latter option unquestionably. 

My father and I shared the same view on the matter: the possibility of two women, both prostitutes, both living in Spitalfields, both murdered, one after the other, and both using the same name, was extremely unlikely to be mere coincidence. The fact that Mary Jane Kelly was the last of the Ripper’s victims merely increased our doubts of such likelihood. The only reasonable conclusion to be drawn is that the death of one of the victims must have been a tragic case of mistaken identity.

 Having reached this finding, we looked at the statements and medical records of all the murders again, and it wasn’t long before we were able to work out a likely chain of events. 

Simple logic told us that Catherine Eddowes, aka Mary Ann Kelly, must have been murdered in the belief that she was Mary Jane Kelly. 

What was also clear to us was that, even though Lizzie Williams knew that her husband was enjoying an intimate relationship with a woman called Mary Kelly, she possessed no description of her, though she might have guessed that the young woman would be comely, if not beautiful. Perhaps all she knew about her was her name, and that she lived in Whitechapel’s district of Spitalfields. In order to murder Mary Kelly, Lizzie Williams first had to find her. How would she do this? She would have to go to Spitalfields and ask around until she found someone who knew her.

She may have offered money, perhaps a sovereign, to anyone who could help. She might have asked a dozen people, or perhaps only one. What is certain is that, somehow, she chanced upon someone who said that she knew Mary Kelly, though, unbeknownst to them both, this acquaintance was in fact Catherine Eddowes.

And then I remembered. It was Mary Ann Nichols’s alias that rang the small bell in my head earlier and which now provided another piece of the puzzle. In the same way that Ellen Holland knew the first murder victim only as Polly, whoever identified Catherine Eddowes to Lizzie Williams knew her only by her alias, Mary Kelly. If that person also confirmed that ‘Kelly’ lived in Spitalfields, then Lizzie Williams would have been confident that she had found the right woman.

For another coin, Lizzie Williams’s informant might have told her what ‘Kelly’ was wearing: a black straw bonnet trimmed with black and green velvet; a red silk handkerchief about her neck; a black fur-trimmed jacket; a brown linsey bodice with a black velvet collar, and a white apron over a dark-green chintz, flower-patterned skirt. If her informant knew that ‘Kelly’ had been arrested for drunkenness in Aldgate High Street on Saturday, 29 September, it is possible that the likely time of her release from custody would also be known. 

This would explain how Lizzie Williams managed meet up with Catherine Eddowes so quickly after the murder of her last victim in Berner Street. She knew exactly where Eddowes was, what she was wearing and when she would be released – perhaps even the location of the street door by which she would leave the police station. And there she met the woman with whom she believed her husband was involved, who would, if allowed to live, destroy her marriage. 

And this, we thought for the first time, was where our theory was about to founder.

From the outset, we decided that we would never twist the facts to suit the circumstances. We intended to present all the evidence we found honestly and objectively. To do otherwise would undermine the value of any findings we might make. So far, the pieces of the jigsaw had all fitted neatly into place, with nothing needing to be altered in any way or forced to fit, so we were confident we were on the right track. But now we found ourselves faced with a situation where Lizzie Williams was going to meet, and murder, the woman she believed to be her husband’s mistress. But the woman was not bewitching Mary Kelly who had lured Dr Williams away from her; she was middle-aged Catherine Eddowes; and from what we thought we knew, the two women could hardly be more different.

Eddowes was only four years short of fifty at the time of her death, whereas Kelly was just in her mid-twenties. So how, we wondered, could we possibly explain Lizzie Williams’s mistaken belief that Eddowes was her husband’s mistress, if indeed we could explain it at all?

While the fog, which hung like a dirty net curtain over London’s East End at that time of year, would not provide the reason why Lizzie Williams had been unable to make out her victim’s features, we thought that the darkness might. The effectiveness of the gas street lighting in Bishopsgate, where the police station was located, was reduced considerably by the fog that enveloped the area; in Houndsditch – leading to Mitre Square – it was worse, and in Mitre Square, apart from one light at the entrance to the passageway, it was effectively non-existent. 

But if poor light might have provided the reason why Lizzie Williams had been unable to see her victim properly, we were unhappy with this explanation, and wondered if our theory had reached its nemesis and it was time to call it a day; but then, on an impulse, we decided to take a closer look at Kelly and particularly Eddowes again, to see if they could provide us with an explanation. 

What we discovered surprised us. Mary Kelly was just twenty-five years old and said to be pretty. She was 5’ 7’’ in height, of stout build, had pale blue eyes and light-coloured hair which reached nearly to her waist. Elizabeth Prater, who lived in a room immediately above Kelly’s room, described her as “tall and pretty, and as fair as a lily”, while Walter Dew, one of the detectives assigned to investigate her murder and who had known Mary Kelly by sight, described her as ‘attractive’. She was more or less as we expected her to be. 

But when we looked at Catherine Eddowes, we found that she was not the worn-out, decrepit-looking female we anticipated. She was said to look much younger than her forty-six years. Approximately five feet tall, she was slim, with dark auburn hair and hazel eyes. A contemporary police report describes her as being around forty. From a photograph taken after her death, she might have been a winsome woman, though the clothes she wore were old, raggedy and dirty.

If Lizzie Williams did not know how old Mary Kelly was, and all she knew about her was her name and that she lived in Spitalfields, she might well have believed that the ‘Mary Kelly’ she met outside Bishopsgate Police Station was the woman with whom her husband was consorting. After all, Dr Williams himself was approaching fifty, and could easily have been drawn to a good-looking woman who was said to appear to be in her late thirties or early forties. Catherine Eddowes’s sister, Mrs Eliza Gold, described her as a “jolly sort”, and Frederick Wilkinson, a deputy (assistant manager) at a lodging house where Eddowes stayed from time to time, remembered her as a “jolly woman, always singing”. An attractive woman who was always happy might have presented the type of personality that Lizzie Williams could have thought her husband found appealing. 

Our contention is that when Lizzie Williams murdered Catherine Eddowes, she believed her to be Mary Kelly, her husband’s mistress. She dispatched her with such terrifying ferocity that her throat was cut to the spine and her head almost severed from her shoulders. The murderer was possessed with burning anger and destroyed every feature of Eddowes’s face which gave her a feminine appearance: her eyelids, nose, an ear, her cheeks and mouth. Lizzie Williams had a plain, unattractive face, and that was why she ruined Eddowes’s good looks. It was jealousy, pure and simple. 

 She cut open Eddowes’s abdomen, from her privates to her ribs, taking pains to guide her knife around the navel, so as to avoid damaging the uterus. She cut away the intestines and placed them on her victim’s upper body and right shoulder. They were not placed there for any Masonic purpose as Stephen Knight has suggested; they were put there because that was the most convenient place for them, and out of her way, as she continued with her gruesome task. 

At some time during the attack, the murderer took the apron from around her victim’s waist and held it taut; a large square of dirty white cloth secured in place by string. She sliced off one half with a single stroke of her knife, and placed it on the ground to one side. Turning her attention back to the body, she cut out Eddowes’s uterus and laid it on the severed part of the apron. Next, she inserted the knife deep into her victim’s corpse once more. This time she directed the blade to the upper body and into the chest cavity. There she excised the left kidney and set that on the cloth also. Then she collected her bundle and silently made good her escape.


 



We conjectured why the murderer wanted those particular organs; what possible use could anyone have for either of them? They would have been useless for any practical purposes, including medical research. After much deliberation, we realised that the murderer had not intended to take Catherine Eddowes’s left kidney at all – it had been a mistake. When the murderer cut out Mary Kelly’s heart, that was what she intended to take from Catherine Eddowes and not her kidney. Dr George Sequeira’s comment, as the first doctor to arrive at the crime scene, certainly supported this contention; “perhaps the murderer had come across the victim’s left kidney by accident and cut it out without knowing what it was”.

We agreed and thought it would have been a simple error to make. Working quickly in the near darkness and with the ever-present danger of discovery, fumbling about inside Catherine Eddowes’s chest cavity, her fingers slippery with blood, the murderer found what she believed was her victim’s heart. It was on the left side of her chest, covered only by a membrane and held in place, and protected by, a layer of fat – so her left kidney would have been in the approximate position that her heart would have occupied, and that organ was removed instead. 

We were certain this could be the only rational explanation why the murderer had cut out and taken Catherine Eddowes’s left kidney. The normal surgical method of extracting the kidney was from the side, not the front – which merely reinforced our belief that the murderer had not intended to take the kidney. But if this provided the answer to one question, it raised another question equally obscure: for what purpose did the murderer require Catherine Eddowes’s uterus and heart? We could only speculate. 

My father and I wondered who might have passed the fatal information to Lizzie Williams which enabled her to find and murder the person she believed to be Mary Kelly. Would it be possible to identify whomever it was? Our first thoughts were that it could have been almost anyone in Whitechapel.

During the mid-1880s, London was a magnet for immigrants from many parts of the world. Whitechapel, in particular, was teeming with Jews escaping from the Tsarist-Russian pogroms, who formed their own close-knit communities. Thousands of Russians, Poles, Irish, Italians, Hungarians and many other nationalities crowded into slums that equalled the most squalid ghettoes to be found anywhere in eastern Europe. So where, we asked ourselves, in this pitiful, seething mass of humanity, were we going to find the person who had identified Catherine Eddowes to Lizzie Williams as Mary Kelly? It seemed an impossible task. 

On further reflection, it occurred to us that Lizzie Williams had placed herself in a very dangerous position by asking where she might find Mary Kelly. When Catherine Eddowes’s dead body was discovered, her informant might come forward, and Lizzie Williams, if found, would become a suspect, with the unthinkable consequences that her detection and arrest would bring. Lizzie Williams would have realised this awful truth and must have striven to find a way out of her difficulty. We believe she reached the rapid conclusion that the only course of action open to her was to eliminate her informant. It was not part of her master plan, but it was essential if she was to avoid the gallows, and get away with her dreadful crimes.

But, still, who was Lizzie Williams’s informant?

The answer soon presented itself to us when we remembered that there were two victims murdered on the early morning of Sunday, 30 September. Catherine Eddowes was the second victim; the first was Elizabeth Stride!

It seemed both feasible and likely to us that Lizzie Williams had murdered Elizabeth Stride to ensure her silence. But how could we be sure we were right? There was only one way: we needed to find hard evidence and to see if it supported our theory. If Lizzie Williams just wanted to kill Elizabeth Stride to save her own neck, she would have no reason to mutilate her body. So we reviewed the report Dr Phillips presented on 3 October 1888 at Elizabeth Stride’s inquest: 


The body was lying on its left side, face turned towards the wall, head towards the yard, feet towards the street, left arm extended from elbow, which held a packet of cachous in her hand. Similar ones were in the gutter. I took them from her hand, and handed them to Dr Blackwell. The right arm was lying over the body, and the back of the hand and wrist had on them clotted blood. The legs were drawn up, the feet close to the wall, the body still warm, the face warm, the hands cold, the legs quite warm, a silk handkerchief around the throat, slightly torn but I since find it is cut. This corresponded to the right angle of the jaw; the throat was deeply gashed, and an abrasion of the skin about an inch and a quarter diameter, apparently slightly stained with blood, was under the right clavicle.





 

The report was clear. Elizabeth Stride’s throat had been cut and that was all; there were no mutilations to her body.




CHAPTER 13
 

 

Now we were pretty certain why Lizzie Williams had murdered three of her victims: Mary Kelly because she feared the woman would destroy her marriage, and might bear her husband the child for which he craved; Catherine Eddowes, in the mistaken belief that she was Mary Kelly; and Elizabeth Stride, merely to silence her and to prevent her from giving Lizzie Williams away to the police. We were left with the murders of Mary Ann Nichols and Annie Chapman to explain, and of course the dozen or more questions with which we had started out. 

We were minded of the words of advice delivered by Harper Lee’s Atticus Finch to his young daughter, Scout, in the 1960 Pulitzer Prize-winning novel, To Kill a Mockingbird: “You never really understand a person until you consider things from his point of view … until you climb into his skin and walk around in it.” We had to look at the situation from the murderer’s point of view, to understand why she had acted in the ways she had. It meant ‘taking a subjective view’. 

And it is the subjective view that is of importance here, because in all criminal cases, except those where ‘strict liability’ is imposed – for road traffic offences and the like, two elements are required to be present at the same moment for a crime to be committed. In criminal law they are known as an actus reas (a wrongful act) and mens rea (a guilty mind). Should either element be absent, no crime will have been committed. In all criminal cases, except for murder where the jury is asked to decide upon the question of guilt, its members are required to look at the events from the point of view of the average man. The example most often cited in days gone by, and even now, is ‘the man on the Clapham omnibus’, and to ask themselves what he might have thought. This is known as the objective view. In the case of murder, however, the jury is asked to look at the crime from the point of view of the accused; in other words, what he or she might have thought. This is the subjective view. 

We decided to climb into Lizzie Williams’s skin, metaphorically, and walk around in it for a while, looking at things the way she might have done, to see if we could find the answers for which we were searching. When we did we began to understand why she had committed murder. 


 



In 1867 Dr John Williams returned from London and set up his surgery in Swansea. He was then twenty-seven years old. It was a moderately successful practice because we know from his biographer, Ruth Evans, that one of the first things he did when he got on his feet was to repay his mother all the money she had loaned him while he was working in London. It was also the time when he began his life-long hobby of collecting Welsh language books and manuscripts. 

But Dr John Williams must have been frustrated. He was a brilliant and gifted doctor, with ambition and drive, but he lacked the money he needed to propel his career to the great heights to which he aspired. This was when Mary Elizabeth Ann Hughes entered the picture. It is doubtful that they were a well-matched couple. She was from an extremely wealthy family and had been brought up as a lady; he was from humble farming stock and had struggled to become a doctor. But there was an age difference to consider too. At the date of their marriage in April 1872, he was thirty-one and had already spent a year in Glasgow and six years in London where he undoubtedly had gained some experience of life; she, at almost ten years his junior, was twenty-two and might never have been out of Wales.

How long Dr Williams and Lizzie Hughes were courting before they got married we do not know, though it appears to have been a whirlwind romance. Ruth Evans says the couple became engaged in 1872 (and married in April) while “important negotiations were going on”. This was at the time when Dr Williams was appointed to the position of assistant obstetric physician at University College Hospital in London, which enabled him to give up his Swansea practice and move back to London. It is difficult to avoid the suspicion that he married Lizzie Hughes for her money – and for the child he expected her to provide. It was certainly not for her looks because, in truth, Lizzie Hughes was quite plain. When a child was not forthcoming, that left only money as the primary reason for their relationship. Lizzie Williams, being the astute woman she was, would have realised this, and the discovery would have devastated her and added to her fears. 

By 1888, Dr John Williams and his wife had been married for sixteen years. There is no doubt that he was hugely disappointed to discover that Lizzie was infertile. We know he devoted much of his life to a search for the cure for infertility, and this quest now became personal as well as professional. As Ruth Evans writes, “the one great sadness of his life is that he was unable to father a child”. This bald statement was undoubtedly the tip of a very large emotional iceberg for the couple. 

Even from what we learned in the first few pages of Tony Williams’s Uncle Jack, where the author mentions talk within the family of an affair with “a girl he shouldn’t have” (called Mary – Tony Williams’s suggestion is that she was the Mary Kelly of Miller’s Court), it is clear that this was an unhappy marriage. 

In September 1885, Dr John Williams established the ‘Eleanor Williams Exhibition’, a scholarship which he named after his mother. It was an award intended to help deserving boys in the parishes surrounding the area where he had lived in Carmarthenshire to continue their education at a higher grade school. This instance gives but a small insight into how the marriage had deteriorated: Dr Williams named the scholarship after his mother, not his wife. Another indication was the large portrait of Dr Williams’s mother which hung over the mantelpiece in his study, as a permanent reminder of where his real affections lay. 

What took place behind the closed doors of the Williams household during those sixteen years between 1872 and 1888 is difficult to know, though Lizzie’s infertility, and the enormous emotional upset it inevitably brought into their lives, must have played upon the minds of them both. It was a vitally important factor which contributed greatly to the difficulties in the marriage.

For a man, age is no obstacle when it comes to the physical side of fathering a child. Charlie Chaplin, the comedian, famously fathered two children when in his seventies. But in 1888, Lizzie Williams knew that it would soon be too late for her to conceive, if it was not already well past the time when giving birth would be unsafe for her and her baby’s health. Time was running out for her. Dr Williams, on the other hand, was only two years short of fifty. He had long since lost interest in his infertile wife and was finding his physical pleasures elsewhere. Tony Williams says he chanced upon Mary Kelly and embarked on a relationship with her which could only have been essentially sexual.

 It is Tony Williams’s proposition that when Mary Kelly was aged sixteen, she married a miner named Jonathan Davies, who was killed in a colliery accident. Kelly, who was nineteen at the time of his death, became ill and spent eight or nine months recovering in Cardiff Infirmary, later to become Cardiff Hospital. Dr Andrew Davies, a friend and work colleague of Dr John Williams, lived close to the Infirmary, and it was he who may have introduced Williams to the pretty Mary Kelly. Alternatively, Dr Williams may have met Kelly when she was working as a prostitute in Cardiff, after she had left the Infirmary and moved in to live with a female cousin. When, in 1884, Kelly moved up to London, she took a room in Cleveland Street, located midway between Dr Williams’s home in Queen Anne Street, and University College Hospital where he worked. (There were therefore, at least three possible separate occasions when Dr John Williams could have come across Mary Kelly.) They became lovers and he took her to Paris for a fortnight, though when, and for what reason is unclear. Mary Kelly is said not too have liked it in the French capital, but nevertheless she assumed the name Marie Jeannette, perhaps to protect their adulterous relationship. After they returned to England, Mary Kelly left Cleveland Street and, for reasons that are also obscure, she moved to Whitechapel, taking a room at 13 Miller’s Court, possibly resuming her old profession as a prostitute – but even this is not certain. 

Tony Williams suggested that in order for Dr John Williams to cure his wife’s infertility, and make a ‘name’ for himself within the medical profession, he embarked upon a radical course of action. On the basis that the end would justify the means, Dr Williams sought out prostitutes whom he had known, and murdered them to plunder their body parts for use in the course of his research. In this argument, Mary Kelly, his former mistress, discovered that he was the murderer and tried to blackmail him, and Dr Williams murdered Kelly purely to prevent her from exposing him.

A womb or uterus transplant – if that was what Tony Williams was suggesting – would have been a radical, if not highly unlikely, medical procedure for those days, and one that would not be attempted (or repeated?) for more than a century. It was not until 2009 that a Saudi Arabian woman affected by Mayer Rokitansky Kuster Hauser syndrome (born without a uterus) became the first known recipient of another woman’s womb. Even then, complications developed and the womb was removed after 99 days. Dr Mats Brannstrom, a current pioneer of womb transplant surgery, described the operation: “Technically, it is a lot more difficult than transplanting a kidney, liver or heart. The difficulty with it is avoiding haemorrhage and making sure you have long enough blood vessels to connect the womb. You are also working deep down in the pelvis area and it is like working in a funnel.” 

It seemed to my father and me that however gifted and brilliant a surgeon Dr John Williams was, he appears to have been more cautious than cavalier. In a magazine article entitled ‘Medicos under the Microscope’ which appeared in The Gentlewoman on 15 August 1891, the unknown author says of him: “…he has not established by any valuable book, new discovery of brilliant cure, a claim to be considered as the leading London obstetrician.” It is clear that Dr Williams was certainly not the man to attempt such innovative, world-shattering surgery. 


 



Mary Kelly gave birth to a son during the course of her short, but ultimately tragic, marriage, and he lived with her in Miller’s Court, though at some time during the evening before her murder, he was sent to stay with a neighbour or friend for the night. Kelly had therefore proved herself fertile. We think that Lizzie Williams somehow discovered the affair, which we believe was continuing, but by this time the nature of Dr John and Lizzie Williams’s relationship had completely changed.

Though we do not know if Lizzie Williams was aware of her husband’s many sexual dalliances, and if so, whether she tolerated them or not, she would have found some comfort in her father’s money. But when she lost her inheritance in the spring of 1888, that security was swept away and it was then that her husband’s relationship with Mary Kelly became a source of great alarm because her marriage and entire future had been put at risk. My father and I believe that it was this tragic combination of fateful circumstances that would turn Lizzie Williams, an upper-middle-class, middle-aged woman, into a brutal serial killer. 

Lizzie Williams and her husband had long been recipients of her father’s generosity. Richard Hughes bought them their first house in London’s Harley Street, which he also furnished for them. Although Dr Williams enjoyed a substantial income by Swansea standards, it would not have stretched as far as a home in famous Harley Street. We know that Hughes continued to finance his daughter and son-in-law while they lived in London, but relations between the couple became strained. Lizzie Williams was financially independent of her husband and perhaps she too often let him know it; maybe it was a source of great irritation to Dr Williams that his wife did not depend on him. With her money gone, the balance of power within the relationship shifted. Dr Williams might have made it clear to her that now she was dependent solely on him for her financial support; he could do what he liked – and if that included consorting with other women, then so be it. Perhaps he let it slip that there was another woman in his life, someone more desirable than Lizzie who could bear him a child. Somehow, Lizzie Williams found out that this woman lived in Spitalfields and that her name was Mary Kelly. 

Lizzie Williams found herself in the invidious position of being married to a man who no longer loved her because she was infertile, and who was conducting a sexual relationship with another woman. She had already lost her inheritance; now she was in danger of losing her husband too. The future must have looked very bleak. He would never leave her, of course – custom and convention would not allow it in Victorian England – but perhaps she thought that he might, and it was what Lizzie thought, her subjective view, that was all-important to my father and me.

What any woman’s feelings might be towards another woman upon discovering that her husband is having an affair with her are intolerable enough, but the jealousy and anger of Lizzie Williams, compounded by her highly charged emotional state, can only be imagined; what she would have liked to do to her rival is beyond our comprehension, except that the level of violence that was inflicted upon Mary Kelly during those early hours on Friday, 9 November, reflected exactly what one might have expected Lizzie Williams to have wished upon her victim.

She decided that the only way to safeguard her marriage and her future was to kill Mary Kelly, and take from her the one organ that identified her as a woman – her uterus. It was then that she began to devise her murderous plan to do away with her husband’s mistress.

Those thoughts would have grown and festered within her. Lizzie Williams may have spent hours, perhaps even days, thinking of what she would do to Kelly if she could: kill her, rip her uterus from her body, and perhaps even throw it at her husband’s feet in a grand, triumphal gesture. 

But could she do it? She did not know. Perhaps she knew how to kill, if, as seems likely, she had watched her husband decapitate the small white rats he experimented upon: pinning them down on their backs with his finger and thumb, then easing the head back to expose the neck which he severed quickly with one swift stroke of a razor-sharp knife.

Lizzie Williams’s thoughts of killing Mary Kelly, cutting her uterus out of her body, thus destroying her as a woman, would have continued to fester. They would have tormented her, and she would have planned every aspect of the murder: how she would first discover if she was even capable of killing someone; find a helpless victim; lure her away to a dark lonely place; throttle her; cut her throat; open her abdomen; cut out her uterus; finally, and most importantly, get away with her crime. Then, confident in the knowledge that she was capable of performing such a hideous task, find Mary Kelly and perhaps tell her what she thought of her deplorable behaviour, so the woman would understand why she was going to die.

But no matter how well she planned the murder, Lizzie Williams may never have believed that she would be able to carry it out. As she became more frustrated, so the injuries she wanted to inflict increased in their severity: cut the woman’s throat; destroy every feature of the face that her husband found so much more agreeable than her own; tear out her uterus; rip her body to pieces. And, as a final touch, leave a small, indelible reminder; a single character carved on each of Kelly’s cheeks: the inverted letter V. The reason for the choice of this particular letter we shall explore later.

At some point, Lizzie Williams realised that the murder she had considered so carefully was indeed possible; two prostitutes, Emma Smith and Martha Tabram, had been brutally killed in Whitechapel earlier that year, and the murderer or murderers had got clean away with their crimes. My father and I believe that that moment arrived on the night of the London Docklands fires in a manner worthy of the best efforts of Shakespeare. As the tragedy Macbeth opens to an accompaniment of thunder and lightning, so the first of the Ripper murders takes place following a raging storm, complete with blinding flashes of lightning and deafening crashes of thunder, while the sky above London Bridge turned a vivid blood-red from the furious raging flames. It was an angry, violent night, and it suited Lizzie Williams’s darkest emotions perfectly. 

In the light of what we now know, it was clear to us that Mary Kelly was Lizzie Williams’s true and only objective all along. The murders of Nichols and Chapman were ancillary to her plan; they were unimportant to her, an irrelevance, merely the steps she needed to take on the journey to achieve her aim: the murder and annihilation of her husband’s mistress.

An interesting note appears at the end of Chapter 9 in Stephen Knight’s Jack the Ripper: The Final Solution, which almost seems to have been added as an afterthought. An elderly nun, interviewed by the BBC in 1973, claimed that in 1915, when she was a novice in Providence Row, Whitechapel, a sister nun who was there at the time of the Ripper murders, told her: “If it had not been for the Kelly woman, none of the murders would have happened”. It was a very short, simple sentence with no embellishing detail, unlike George Hutchinson’s description of the suspect who had been with Mary Kelly on the night of her murder which was filled with so much information that it became impossible to believe that it could all have been true. 

The statement appears to support Knight’s incredible claim that Mary Kelly was the principal conspirator of a small group of prostitutes who were trying to blackmail the Crown; Nichols, Chapman, Stride and Eddowes were all murdered and she, Mary Kelly, it is alleged, was directly responsible for their deaths.

While we had also reached the same conclusion – that Kelly was the cause of the murders – it was for an entirely different reason, and the elderly nun’s claim fitted our own hypothesis just as well. Kelly’s affair with an influential London doctor had brought the wrath of his vengeful wife down on them all. She might have added the truism – if such were needed: Hell has no fury like a woman scorned.

What the evidence showed us was that Lizzie Williams wanted to be confident that when she met Mary Kelly, she could kill her, destroy her as a woman, and live out the fantasy of what she wanted to do to her. She would not, however, act so impulsively as to place her own life in danger. On the contrary, she made her plans carefully, to prevent any possibility of detection, and this she achieved far beyond her own lifetime.

We had little doubt that while Lizzie Williams knew what she wanted for Kelly, she did not know if she could murder her. Was it all just wishful thinking? But the consequences of allowing Kelly to live were unthinkable, and so she embarked on her murderous crusade. 

She was not a violent woman, nor was she a murderer out of choice. The circumstances she found herself in forced that unwelcome decision upon her; nothing could have been further from the personality who had sung and acted at Eisteddfodau and played the organ in her local chapel. But neither was Lisa Montgomery, the American woman who cold-bloodedly tore the living uterus from a woman she had strangled to death, nor the Irish Scissor Sisters who slashed and battered their mother’s abusive lover to death and then dismembered his body with a bread knife, nor Mrs Mary Pearcey, who smashed her victim’s skull, then cut her head almost clean from her shoulders. None of them were born killers; it was just the circumstances they found themselves in which directed the course of action they were ultimately bound to follow. 

In the civilised western world, a number of attacks upon women have been reported involving the theft of their uteri. All were cunningly planned, all were carried out by a lone assailant who then escaped from the crime scene undetected, and all, so far as we have been able to ascertain, were women. This does not appear to be the type of crime likely to have been committed by a man.

The first part of Lizzie Williams’s plan was to discover if she was capable of killing a woman. Would she have the physical strength to overpower her and, even if she did, could she then kill her? She had already decided how she would kill Kelly – by cutting her throat in the very same way that her husband killed the small white rats he used in his experiments. If she discovered that she could kill, then she would move on to the next stage of her plan: to rip out her victim’s uterus, to obliterate her as a woman. Only then, when she was sure that she could do all these things, would she be ready to face Mary Kelly, confident that she could wreak her terrible revenge.




CHAPTER 14
 

 

The night of the London Docklands fires proved fortuitous for Lizzie Williams, if not for Polly Nichols. Most of central London was aware of the fires, which broke out at about 9 p.m., from the crimson glow in the sky over the river Thames by London Bridge. It was easily visible as far as Queen Anne Street, near Regent’s Park where the Williamses lived. Lizzie Williams knew the streets of Whitechapel would be deserted as huge crowds, and perhaps also her own servants, rushed to watch the soaring flames. There might never be a better time to find a suitable victim. 

The murderers of Emma Smith were still at large almost five months after she had been attacked in April, and Martha Tabram’s murder of just three weeks earlier also remained unsolved. The police did not appear to be making strenuous efforts to apprehend the murderers and this would have strengthened Lizzie Williams’s determination.

What actually happened on those four fateful nights may never be known for certain, but my father and I thought it would be possible to re-enact the crimes from the information we had to hand. We knew the victims, their backgrounds and, from eyewitness accounts, even their movements during their last hours, sometimes just minutes, of their lives. We knew also the details of the discoveries of their bodies, the manner of their deaths and the subsequent murder investigations. We knew too, something of the strong-minded, resolute character of our suspect, Lizzie Williams; all we had to do now was to fit her to the crimes.

We believe that our account is the true, or most likely, account of what really happened on the nights of the Whitechapel murders, and just as importantly, why. 


 



It might not have been difficult for Lizzie Williams to slip away from her home unnoticed; her husband was so tied up with his work that he was almost never at home; when he was, it is possible that they slept in separate bedrooms, though we do not know this for certain. There were just two servants in the Williams household: Annie Bartlett, who was almost thirty, their housekeeper who who doubled as a cook, and Mary Kempin, aged twenty-eight, who carried out whatever tasks were considered necessary about the house. Both were English and had been in service to the Williamses for several years, accompanying them from their previous home in Harley Street. 

The servants were usually given bank holidays and special days off, and on Sundays they went to church. Late on the evening of that fateful night, after their work had ended, they may have asked Lizzie for permission to go to watch the Docklands fires. Their absence from the house on that night presented Lizzie with the perfect opportunity to visit Whitechapel herself, to undertake her macabre mission.

By 2.00 a.m., a raging storm that had started the previous day had passed, although the roads and pavements were still damp. It was at this time that Lizzie Williams found herself in Whitechapel, walking the streets to familiarise herself with her surroundings and to seek out a likely victim. A radiant stain, streaking the night sky over the Docklands, still flickered and glowed as the fires continued to rage, and it would not be until later that morning that they were brought fully under control.

Lizzie Williams had prepared herself carefully for this night. She knew exactly the type of woman she was looking for, what she would say to entice her victim to come with her, what she would do to her and, finally, how she would get away with her crime. She might have visited the East End often during the early days of her marriage because Dr Williams sometimes worked in the Whitechapel Workhouse Infirmary. She knew how the local women dressed, how they spoke and how they behaved. She could not go to Whitechapel dressed for the West End and, since she had to resemble most of the women who lived and worked there, her dress must allow her to blend in.

The police officers who patrolled their beats in Whitechapel had taken to nailing pieces of bicycle tyres to the soles of their boots, to reduce the noise made by the iron nails as they struck the stone cobbles. Lizzie Williams may have learned from this and worn shoes fixed with rubber soles which would enable her to walk the alleyways and passages in relative silence. In each case where the murdered body of a victim was discovered out of doors – Nichols, Chapman, Stride and Eddowes – not only was no one seen leaving the scene of a murder, but, significantly, no one was heard either.

 We know that the Williams household possessed the knife that would have been needed to make such an alteration, because a shoemaker’s knife ‘well-used’ was later discovered among Dr Williams’s personal possessions – but we believe that the knife also once had a darker, and more deadly, purpose. 

Lizzie Williams wanted to find a woman of low class, someone who would do what she was asked for money. But her requirements were specific; it had to be someone she could overpower easily, someone unlikely or unable to resist. There were few people about on the dimly lit streets of this poorest part of the city, and two haggard-looking women talking on a street corner may well have caught her attention. One of them, wearing a straw hat, was small, shabbily dressed, middle-aged and, importantly, very drunk. She was the ideal choice.

Three years before, in 1885, and quite unbeknown to Lizzie Williams, Dr John Williams had aborted the child that this woman was carrying. She was merely one of the many hundreds of nameless prostitutes walking the streets of Whitechapel, trying to earn enough for a glass of cheap gin, a doss for the night or just as a means to survive. Any pains they suffered or disease that they might contract they learned to live with, but a pregnancy could not be ignored. Sooner or later the ‘problem’ had to be dealt with, but they always knew whom they could go to for an abortion, at a price – no questions asked.

There has been much speculation as to how the murder victims all came to be lying on their backs when they were discovered. It was as though they expected to ‘service’ their client, even though in no case had any of them been sexually assaulted. Why was it that none of them, with the exception of Mary Kelly, appeared to have put up a struggle – as if they had willingly accepted their fate? Of equal importance is why the women agreed to go with Lizzie Williams in the first place. 

Without suggesting for one moment that Lizzie Williams was anything other than heterosexual (although the alternative might well have contributed to the poor state of her marriage) we believe that she could have portrayed herself to her victims as a lesbian seeking their sexual services for payment, in order to lure them to their deaths.

We considered whether she would have needed to draw upon her acting abilities to convince the women that she was a lesbian. Commenting at the premiere of the tv series Tipping the Velvet (1998), which was based on a lesbian-themed novel set in Victorian England by Sarah Waters, Rachel Stirling who acted in the lead role, Nan Astley, said, “From the outside, one thinks there’s some great big secret that you must discover in order to play a lesbian: the fact is, there isn’t.” 

While gross indecency between males was made illegal by the Criminal Law Amendment Act 1885, later repealed, there was no such equivalent law for females. Popular legend has it that Queen Victoria naively believed that lesbianism did not exist, therefore she refused to sign a bill that would make it unlawful.

None of the frequent patrols that policed Whitechapel would have given two women walking together a second glance. They would barely register on the subconscious.

Buck’s Row, a narrow cobbled street lit by just a single gas-lamp at one end, was almost pitch black at night. Every prostitute working the streets of London knew the movements of each constable patrolling his beat, and Mary Ann Nichols would have been no exception, drunk or not. She, in turn, would almost certainly have told Lizzie Williams, and they timed their trip to give the police a wide berth, and so avoid discovery.

The two women would have walked as quietly as they could along the street to the place where the prostitute brought her clients for the privacy they needed: the slight recess made by a pair of closed wooden gates to a stable yard. They were a little farther along, just past the last cottage in the row, well away from the factories and warehouses, and in a spot where they could not be seen by any householder or night watchmen.

We think that Mary Ann Nichols acceded to Lizzie Williams’s request for her to perform the sexual act, and she lay down on the ground for her client, a woman whom she believed was a lesbian, in the manner she might have adopted for a man. Perhaps immediately after Nichols’ death her legs were arranged in such a manner that indicated sexual intercourse had taken place, so as to throw the police off track and lead them to believe the killer was a man. There is some support for this notion because sexual intercourse had definitely not taken place, and there was no evidence that any sexual interest had been shown in the victim.

The evidence of Dr Llewellyn, the police surgeon who examined the body, shows that Lizzie Williams placed her hand over her victim’s mouth, and pressed down hard, the cradle between her thumb and forefinger blocking her victim’s nose and cutting off her air supply. At this point she was fully committed and it was too late to change her mind. But at no time did she have any intention of stopping because the future of her marriage was at stake. 

If Nichols had been even half-sober, she might have fought off her murderer, but the copious amount of gin she had taken earlier meant that she was unable to put up any serious form of resistance. In any event, she was small and easily restrained. It would not have taken long for Lizzie Williams to have throttled Polly Nichols to death. Less than a minute might have been sufficient. We were reminded of what Dr Llewellyn had said at the inquest: “it would not have needed a strong man to kill her”.

We know there was little noise as Nichols died, because neither the residents living in the small cottages that lined one side of Buck’s Row nor the watchmen from the factories and warehouses on the other side heard a sound or any cry for help.

It was very dark in the street, though the sky was still glowing from the distant Docklands fires. Lizzie Williams had planned to cut Mary Kelly’s throat and now she would discover if she was capable of doing such a thing. She had selected a surgical knife from amongst those she might have found in her husband’s medical bag – a small amputating knife, knowing it was the most suitable instrument for her purpose, “a strong-bladed knife, moderately sharp”.

Lizzie Williams had to know that she was capable of performing such a gruesome act. She drew out the knife, pressed it against her victim’s neck, pressed down hard and quickly drew back the blade, making a short incision perhaps the length of a finger. When she found that she could do it, she knew she could kill Mary Kelly in the same way, and she cut her victim’s throat a second time, just to be sure that she could do it. This time, the incision was more than twice as long, and almost encircled her victim’s throat. 

But Lizzie Williams also wanted to know if she was capable of performing the operation that would allow her to remove her victim’s uterus, so that she could, when the time came, take Kelly’s. She pushed up her victim’s skirts to her breasts, exposing the abdomen. The woman wore stays – corsets with laces which could be tightened to improve the figure – but they were loose and easily pushed up out of the way. The murderer knew where she needed to make the incisions because, we assume, she had watched her husband perform this very same operation a dozen times before. Then, she made several deliberate cuts, opening her victim’s naked abdomen. 

At the inquest, Dr Llewellyn testified that the murderer “must have had some rough knowledge of anatomy, for he seemed to have attacked all the vital parts.” Once again, this description fitted the extent of Lizzie’s Williams’s knowledge and skill, or lack of it; it most certainly did not fit the description of her husband, Dr John Williams, a highly qualified and expert surgeon.

But it may have been too dark for Lizzie Williams to see properly, and she might not have been confident that she could find the uterus in the dark. Or perhaps it was the sound of Charles Cross’s approaching footsteps, the labourer walking to his work, which caused her to abandon her victim. Whichever it was, she left the body where it was found soon afterwards, and stole quietly away. In the Whitechapel Road, she fell in with a number of female workers whom P.C. Neil saw, but he immediately discounted them as suspects of importance, because they were just “women… going home”. There was not a man to be seen.




CHAPTER 15
 

 

Mary Ann Nichols was to have been Lizzie Williams’s only other victim before she was ready to confront and murder Mary Kelly. But while she had managed to kill the unfortunate drunken woman and cut her throat, either poor light, shortness of time, or perhaps both, had prevented her from completing her task. 

Eight days later, early on Saturday, 8 September, Lizzie Williams returned to Whitechapel. It was still dark on this cold but dry morning, though dawn was not far off. This was to be her final rehearsal, and now she was determined to kill a woman, and tear her uterus from her dead body.

Annie Chapman was plump, shabbily dressed and merry with drink, though she was not as drunk as Mary Ann Nichols had been. Where Lizzie Williams met her in Whitechapel we do not know. All we can say for certain is that when they parted in the small backyard of a tenement building in Hanbury Street, Chapman was dead. We have no doubt that Lizzie Williams made her the same proposition that had worked so well with Nichols, and paid her to provide sexual services.

Once again, no one would have noticed two women walking together, even during the early hours of the morning when there were few people about; a man on his own of almost any age would have been a different matter, and even a man and woman together might be stopped and questioned by the frequent patrols that policed Whitechapel, but one, two or even more women together would not have drawn particular attention.

Annie Chapman brought Lizzie Williams to Hanbury Street. The evidence is that Chapman went on alone as they approached the run-down three-storey property at number 29, to speak with a man, presumably a regular client. The witness, Mrs Elizabeth Long, the cart-minder’s wife, says that a man and a woman were talking together, but she passed them by, so was unable to say what had happened afterwards. It is quite possible that she passed Lizzie Williams and saw her too, but if she did, her image failed to register.

It is unlikely that the latter would have wished to be seen in the close company of a woman she intended to murder, though walking along the streets together did not appear to present her with such concern. Where her victim found herself in the position that she had to speak to someone, perhaps a client, it is more likely that Lizzie would have hung back and hidden until she could rejoin her in comparative safety. It would not be the only time for Lizzie Williams to conceal herself while accompanying her victim. She would act in the same way with Catherine Eddowes three weeks later, who was seen talking to a man – whom we also believe to have been a client – shortly before her murder in Mitre Square. 

But the man and woman had parted soon after Mrs Long walked past; perhaps the man was told to come back later: the few words that Mrs Long did hear, certainly supports this proposition: He said “Will you [meet me here later]?” and she replied “Yes [I’ll see you in twenty minutes or so]”. Then Annie Chapman and Lizzie Williams entered the house by the front left doorway, and walked as quietly as they could down the long corridor through the house that led to the door at the rear. By now, it was past five o’clock; dawn had been at 4.51, and it was daylight. 

There, between the fence on one side of the yard, and the steps on the other, Annie Chapman lay down on the ground, spread her legs apart, and waited for her ‘lesbian’ client to lower herself onto her, and perform the sexual act.

Once again, and without warning because the investigating detectives found that there was no sign that a struggle had taken place, Lizzie Williams unexpectedly clamped her hand over Annie Chapman’s mouth to stifle her cries. She held her fast until she had rendered the woman insensible, the long nails of the three middle fingers of her right hand clawing deep into her victim’s neck – evidence of the forceful manner in which she had restrained her.

Taking out her knife, she pressed the sharp blade to Chapman’s throat, and pulled her hand back swiftly, cutting through skin, flesh and muscle. It would have taken just seconds for Annie Chapman’s life to drain away and any convulsions to cease. But there was more to be done, and this time it was light, and Lizzie Williams could see well enough.

It was her intention to take her victim’s uterus, but she needed something in which to carry the organ. A large pocket, tied with string under Annie Chapman’s clothing, was later found to have been partially torn away, and a number of her belongings had spilled out onto the ground. We assume that Williams had found the pocket, tried to wrench it away, and the contents fell out (because the pocket was empty when it was found). One of the items suited her purpose better than the material of the pocket itself – which we believe she had intended to use, but then left, partially torn away. What we think she found, to put the uterus in, was probably a large handkerchief or similar piece of material which she used to clean herself. Then, before attacking the abdomen, sheer force of feminine habit compelled Lizzie Williams to tidy up the remaining personal effects of her victim, which she set neatly to one side, and out of her way by the feet of the corpse. 

We are fairly sure that this was the order of events, because neither the small-toothed comb, the larger comb in a paper case, nor the small piece of coarse muslin were reported as being blood-stained – and they would have been if Lizzie Williams had picked them up after she had ripped out Annie Chapman’s uterus. 

She pushed her victim’s skirts up to her breasts, and confidently opened the abdomen. She only knew from her observations how a hysterectomy should be performed; she had never before practised the operation, or indeed any surgery, herself. 

The intestines were in the way of the uterus and she severed them at one end, scooped them up and placed them on the corpse’s upper body, out of the way. It seems logical to deduce that they were put there because that was the most convenient place for them, and not for any other reason, Masonic or otherwise.

Then she made her incisions, low into the vagina and then higher through the bladder, so that no injury was caused to the uterus located between them, “the organ the murderer was determined to possess”, as the coroner, Wynne Baxter, remarked, during Annie Chapman’s inquest. 

The murderer’s hands were now covered in blood. She could not leave the backyard and walk through the streets of Whitechapel in such a state. There was a pan of clean water in the yard. Lizzie Williams may have intended to use the water to wash her hands, knowing from years of experience of being married to a doctor that it was cold, and not hot, water, which was most effective when it came to removing blood. But perhaps a noise from within the house alerted her to the danger of delaying her escape. So, instead of plunging her hands into the water, and in order to save precious seconds, we think that she may instead have dipped into the water some of the bunched material of her petticoat, soaking it well. Then, by using the damp fabric to wipe the blood from her hands as she hurried back along the long corridor, they were clean enough by the time she reached the front door. By dropping her skirts to their normal position, all evidence of the blood on her undergarments beneath would have been hidden from view. 

Certain now that she could both kill Mary Kelly and perform the surgery necessary to remove the uterus from her dead body, Lizzie Williams left the scene of her crime, taking her ghastly, but well-wrapped, package with her. There were already many people about at that early hour, of whom John Richardson, on his way to work an hour earlier, and Mrs Long, less than a half hour before, were just two. There would have been others also, both male and female of all ages, on their way to market, or perhaps going home from their night shifts, and Lizzie Williams knew that, as a woman, she would not be noticed leaving a house where several families lived. The moment she stepped out into the street, she became just one in the crowd, and, again, vanished quickly from sight. 




CHAPTER 16
 

 

To kill a person, a woman, had not proved to be so difficult after all, and the surgical extraction of the uterus from a corpse was indeed possible. What Lizzie Williams had learned at her husband’s elbow she had remembered, and what she remembered she had performed well; even in her hurry, and in the potential death-trap of an enclosed backyard in Hanbury Street. 

During the late evening of Saturday, 29 September, Lizzie Williams returned to Whitechapel for which she must have expected to be the last time. It would have taken less than a month, from the night of Polly Nichols’s death on the last day of August to what should be the final killing; that of Mary Kelly, which she intended to commit as soon as the opportunity presented itself, during the early hours of the following morning.

It was after midnight and the streets of Whitechapel were quieter than usual, owing in large part to the adverse publicity the newspapers had given to the murders that autumn, though hansom cabs, broughams, carriages and tradesmen’s carts still passed to and fro. Police patrols were frequent and detectives kept their vigilant watch on any man prepared to brave the faceless terror lurking in the shadows of the dimly lit streets. 

Lizzie Williams was confident that she was capable of carrying her objective through to the bitter end, although first she had to find her victim. The only way she could achieve this was to ask around. But where should she begin? Since Mary Kelly lived in Spitalfields, perhaps Spitalfields church on Dorset Street – which was where many prostitutes waited for their clients – would be as good a starting place as any, or perhaps the Queen’s Head public house on the corner of Fashion Street and Commercial Street where they also gathered. Wherever it was that Lizzie Williams went, she met a woman who said she knew Mary Kelly. That woman’s name, we contend, was Elizabeth Stride. She wore a long black fur-trimmed jacket with a single red rose on maidenhair fern in her buttonhole.

Stride might have laughed when Lizzie Williams asked her where she could find Mary Kelly because, the evening before, ‘Kelly’ had been found drunk in Aldgate High Street. She was arrested and taken to Bishopsgate Police Station where she would remain until she sobered up. Further questioning would have elicited the likely time of her discharge from custody and what she was wearing: a black straw bonnet trimmed with black and green velvet, a black fur-edged jacket, a dark-green skirt and a white apron. 

One might well ask, even if Elizabeth Stride had known of Mary Kelly’s arrest and subsequent incarceration, how could she possibly know when she would be released?

The answer was simple enough.

Elizabeth Stride had appeared before the Thames Magistrates Court on numerous occasions for offences of drunk and disorderly behaviour under the name Anne Fitzgerald. She herself had been locked in the cells of Bishopsgate Police Station several times, and had experienced at first hand the policy of clearing the cells of their occupants, wherever possible, at the end of the evening shift. That always happened at one o’clock in the morning – the very same time that police constables at fixed-points, all over London, changed their shifts.

So now Lizzie Williams knew what Mary Kelly looked like and where and when she could be found. Yet she was now in a dilemma. Stride knew that Lizzie Williams wanted to find Mary Kelly. When Kelly turned up dead, it would not take long for Elizabeth Stride to come forward and provide the police with a description of the woman who had been looking for her – especially if a reward was offered, and there was talk of a reward for information leading to the arrest of the murderer, though none had yet been officially sanctioned. Perhaps Stride became suspicious of Lizzie Williams’s motive for wanting to find Kelly, and asked for an extra sovereign to buy her silence; whatever happened, Lizzie Williams would have quickly realised that neither a sovereign, nor even a handful of sovereigns, would buy the woman’s silence for long. So there was only one possible option available to her if she was to murder Mary Kelly and avoid the hangman’s rope: Stride too would have to be silenced.

Lizzie Williams must have justified the murder to herself; what was another dead prostitute in Whitechapel anyway? She had already murdered two women and got clean away with it. No one suspected her; no one even suspected that a woman was responsible for the murders; nor, she might have thought, would they ever. So, when the two women parted, we believe that Lizzie Williams followed Stride, waiting for an opportunity to murder her. Her moment came in Berner Street where, at the gateway to Dutfield’s Yard, she would have observed Stride being assaulted. Her attacker was a man with a fair complexion, dark hair, a short moustache, and wearing a peaked cap. She would have watched a second man walking towards the gates, suddenly turn and run away in the direction from which he had come, and she would have seen a third man who had been leaning against a lamppost, calmly lighting his pipe, suddenly start, and run after the second man. 

There are no eyewitness accounts to what happened next (a familiar and distinguishing feature of all the murders) but Stride’s dead body was discovered just a quarter of an hour later, so it is logical to assume that the man in the peaked cap killed her. We do not believe that he did, and wonder if he possessed an entirely different motive for his assault upon Stride.

Israel Schwartz, the second man and a witness who chanced upon the attack, made no mention of seeing a knife in the possession of Stride’s attacker, and he was able to provide the police with a good description of him. While we do not know if the third man was an associate of the assailant or just an innocent bystander, there is at least a possibility that he was the latter. Stride’s attacker knew that he had been seen by one witness, possibly two, and could, consequently, be identified. We think it unlikely, therefore, that he would have risked the hangman’s noose for the murder of a prostitute that night. 

A far more likely possibility, we thought, was that the motive for the attack was robbery, and the man in the peaked cap stole from Stride any money she might have had when he threw her to the ground (because none was found on her corpse when the police noted the contents of her pockets). Afterwards, he had departed, leaving Elizabeth Stride where she lay in the yard, dazed, but otherwise unhurt, and the street was then both quiet and empty. 

Fate had placed Lizzie Williams’s next victim on her back, in the very same position she had persuaded her first two victims to adopt, so her task would be that much easier to perform. She went to Elizabeth Stride and knelt or crouched by her side; then perhaps she asked her if she was hurt and reassured her that she meant no harm. It is likely that the sound of approaching hooves may have sounded on the stone cobbles, though they were still some way off. Seconds were all Lizzie Williams needed. Stride, still shocked by the attack, might have expected Lizzie Williams to help her get to her feet, but instead Lizzie Williams pulled out her knife and pressed the blade against her throat where a silk scarf was tied about her neck. There was little time, but no need to move the scarf out of the way because the knife was strong and the blade, well ground, was sharp, and it sliced through silk, skin, flesh and tissue. Seconds were all that were needed, and by the time Louis Diemschutz with his pony and cart pulled to a halt in the gateway, the woman was dead, and of the murderer there was no trace. 


 



It was past 12.46 a.m. and if Mary Kelly was released at 1.00, as Stride had told her she would be, Lizzie Williams had less than a quarter of an hour to get from Berner Street to Bishopsgate Police Station, almost a mile away.

If she had been lucky enough to catch a carriage immediately on reaching Commercial Road at the junction of Berner Street, she might have told the cab driver that she needed to get to Bishopsgate Police Station quickly. She had witnessed a fight, a woman wearing a red rose in her lapel had been injured, and she wished to report the crime. It would have been a plausible enough explanation, and it was, of course, based on truth.

It must have been a rapid carriage ride, and at that time of night the journey could have been accomplished in ten minutes or less. So it was at least possible for Lizzie Williams to have arrived in Bishopsgate before, or very soon after, Kelly’s release. Time was indeed short, and if she had arrived later, Lizzie Williams might have missed Kelly and the fourth murder would never have happened. But the fact remains that her next victim was murdered, which means, we believe, that Lizzie Williams got there in time. 

The woman wearing the green and black bonnet was released from custody at around 1.00 a.m., and soon afterwards Lizzie Williams approached her. Once again, two women out walking together would barely have been noticed; they could have walked though the police cordons unhindered and past the numerous plain-clothes detectives, who were already combing the streets for the murderer of the Buck’s Row and Hanbury Street victims, and now for the murderer of the Berner Street victim too.

The woman might have confirmed, if and when Lizzie Williams asked, that her name was Mary Kelly and that she lived in Spitalfields. Lizzie would then have been sure that she had found the right person. The distance from Bishopsgate Police Station to Mitre Square is four hundred yards, so the walk would have taken them no longer than five minutes, even walking at a slow pace – though speed was less critical than timing, as would soon become apparent. 

But the woman was not Mary Kelly and 6 Fashion Street was not her address, as she had told Sergeant Byfield upon her discharge from custody, though she did live in Spitalfields. Her real name was Catherine Eddowes and she lived in Crossingham’s, a common lodging house in Dorset Street. Catherine Eddowes, also known as Mary Kelly, may have been seen on the short journey by two witnesses: Joseph Lawende, a salesman, and Joseph Hyam Levy, a butcher. Their evidence was that at 1.33 or 1.34 they saw a man and woman talking together at the entrance to Church Passage, which led to Mitre Square. However, since neither witness could identify Eddowes, or provide the police with a description of her, their alleged sighting is inconclusive and it might not have been her. However, if it was Eddowes they saw, it would not have been surprising that Lizzie Williams was nowhere to be seen; just as in the case of Annie Chapman, who had walked on a little way alone in Hanbury Street to meet a man, so Catherine Eddowes may have acted in the same manner. Both women would have been known to many clients in the neighbourhood whom they would not wish to turn away.

We believe that when the two eyewitnesses had gone, the man Eddowes had spoken to (if it was her) also left (intending to meet her later perhaps?), and it was Eddowes who led Lizzie Williams through one of the three entrances into Mitre Square; two were narrow foot passageways, the third was a slightly wider carriageway. The ill-lit square was darkest in the southern corner and it was here that Eddowes led her clients for sexual purposes. It was to that same corner that Catherine Eddowes brought Lizzie Williams. 

Perhaps for the price of yet another sovereign, Catherine Eddowes would have been persuaded to lie down on the ground in the corner, even though it was still wet from the rain the previous evening had brought. There, like Nichols and Chapman before her, she lay on her back unsuspectingly as she prepared to satisfy her ‘lesbian’ client.

Lizzie Williams was a woman incensed beyond reason, and believed that the woman who now lay on the ground before her might, if she were allowed to live, wreck what was left of her marriage, steal her husband and provide him with the child he craved, which she could never do. She had spent many painful years agonizing over her failure as a woman, and the way in which her body had let her down. Now she would vent all the anger and bitterness she felt, where, she wrongly believed, it was so richly and justly deserved. 

It would have taken only a moment for Lizzie Williams to drop to her knees or crouch beside her victim, draw her knife and cut Eddowes’s throat across, taking her victim completely by surprise. Thus, mortally wounded, she was already dying before she knew what had happened.

While there is no forensic evidence to confirm the order of events we think Catherine Eddowes’s apron was cut in half immediately after her throat was cut, and before the injuries to her face and body were inflicted. It is certain that Lizzie Williams laid her victim’s uterus and left kidney on the severed part of the apron, which she then used to carry them away, because it was later found in a Goulston Street doorway covered in blood and gore. The murderer pushed up the women’s skirts to her breasts, then opened her abdomen with a single stroke of a knife. She made another cut inside the body, removed a section of the victim’s intestines, and pushed them away from her so that they fell on the far side of the body. Then she cut away the uterus, and placed it on the torn part of the apron.

But this time, perhaps more confident of her increasing skills with the knife, her fears of failure temporarily forgotten, Lizzie Williams had an afterthought – or perhaps it was all part of her plan. She inserted her hand once more into the cavity of the dead body. Feeling around under the breastbone of the corpse, her fingers touched a large, round rubbery shape. Satisfied that she had located her victim’s heart, she cut out the organ and placed that on the apron too.

At some point during the attack, three small black buttons from a woman’s boots were lost, that Sergeant Jones later found in clotted blood by the victim’s neck. We know for certain that they were not from the victim’s boots because at the time of her death Eddowes was wearing men’s laced boots. Could they perhaps have been torn from the boots that Lizzie Williams was wearing? And the fourth tin button, and the thimble: did they belong to the victim – or her murderer? 

Lizzie Williams would almost certainly have known that a police constable passed through the square on his beat every 15 minutes, because her victim might well have told her, or Williams could have asked her, just to make sure. Working as quickly as the poor light allowed, Williams made several deliberate cuts to her victim’s face, each with its own purpose. All the injuries were recorded in F.W. Foster’s mortuary sketch, and clearly illustrate the extensive nature of the wounds inflicted upon Catherine Eddowes’s body and face. Her eyelids were slashed, her nose severed, ear, mouth and cheeks all deeply scored; in fact, every facial feature that gave her a feminine appearance were obliterated; it was the face that Lizzie Williams thought her husband had been attracted by, and she, who was plain, had destroyed it. Of particular interest to us now, though, were the four mysterious nicks on Eddowes’s cheeks, two on either side of her nose, each 1½ inches long, which appeared to form the shape of an inverted letter V, or triangle.

Pushing his Masonic connection to the limit, Stephen Knight’s explanation is that the two ‘triangles’ were a sacred sign; they adorn the top of the altar used in the Holy Royal Arch, a side order in Freemasonry. While it is correct that the triangles are symbolically used by Masons, they represent the square and compasses and the two arms are at right angles to each other; the two instruments oppose each other and are linked by the arms which cross so that they appear to be in perfect symmetry. When the six points are joined, they form a symbol identical with the Star of David. They are not entirely separate, as Knight suggests, and they do not resemble the marks on Catherine Eddowes’s cheeks.

Another suggestion from elsewhere which we considered is that the inverted Vs or triangles were arrows, pointing towards the victim’s hazel eyes, although the reason why the murderer should have wished to draw attention to the eyes was impossible for us to fathom.

Patricia Cornwell hardly addressed the matter of the victim’s facial injuries, other than to mention briefly that facial injuries “can be revealing”. But revealing of what exactly, she failed to say. She also quoted the comment of a senior Scotland Yard detective, Chief Inspector Donald Sutherland Swanson (Abberline’s superior officer from 1 September until 6 October 1888) who was said to read every piece of paper concerning the murder investigation: “Eddowes’s face had been disfigured ‘almost beyond identity’.” But therein lay the clue. Catherine Eddowes’s face had been disfigured deliberately, to take away her femininity. 

As for the inverted letter V, a far more likely explanation is that the oblique gashes represented something symbolic, though less inventive than Stephen Knight’s suggestion, and far more downto-earth. Why might Lizzie Williams go to the trouble – and time – of carving two peculiar symbols into her victim’s face unless it meant something significant to her? We thought that the bloody shapes must have a special meaning. 

Lizzie Williams was a strongly religious woman. She attended church regularly and knew her Bible well; whether or not she felt that her faith had deserted her in recent years by denying her the child she desired was quite another matter, but we think the letters might have referred to a short but appropriate sentence from Romans 12:19. Lizzie Williams had taken her revenge and left her message? Because that short sentence – beginning with the letter V – reads, “Vengeance is mine: I will repay, saith the Lord”. 

There is another possibility. It is an idea we had tried to ignore as seeming to be too far-fetched, yet we were constantly drawn back to the extraordinary notion that, once again, it was something important that had been hidden in plain sight.

Lizzie Williams had thought she was dealing with Mary Kelly, her husband’s mistress. She had murdered the woman and inflicted all the injuries she intended at the outset. She had taken her uterus, thereby neutering her as a woman, and ripped out her left kidney (believing it to be her victim’s heart) and she had destroyed the face that, she believed, had so attracted her husband. Her objective, as far as she was concerned, was now fulfilled. 

Is it possible that, in the same way an artist signs his name on a canvas to signify his work has come to an end, that Lizzie Williams had added a sign that her work was also concluded? 

In the early days of his career as an artist, the Dutch painter Rembrandt (1606-69) signed his paintings with the single initial ‘R’, only later adding the additional letter ‘H’ for ‘Rembrandt; son of Harmen’. If an artist of Rembrandt’s calibre could sign his artworks with a single letter, Lizzie Williams could also have done so.

But again, we asked ourselves, what did the letter V stand for and why was it inverted? Was it because of the position Lizzie Williams found herself in when she made the four oblique incisions? We did not think so. There is no medical, or indeed any evidence, to suggest that she caused the wounds from any position other than one she had adopted for the murder – at her victim’s side. So what exactly was the unusual shape, the inverted V, which does not resemble any of the letters in our own Roman alphabet? 

The Greek alphabet however (which commences Alpha, Beta, Gamma), which has been in continual use since the eighth century BC, consists of twenty-four letters. The eleventh letter, in uppercase of this ancient alphabet, is known as ‘Lambda’, and is identical to an inverted V and it represents the letter ‘L’. 

Had Lizzie Williams left her mark in blood by signing the initial letter of her pet-name Lizzie on Catherine Eddowes’s face using the Greek symbol Lambda – ^. While it is indeed possible, and almost certain that she would have been familiar with the Greek alphabet, it seemed to us too remote a possibility. In any case, we were unable to come up with a plausible reason as to why she would have carved the same letter twice. Yet we felt we were on to something and thought that the marks must have some secret, or hidden, meaning.

As we pondered the matter further and stared hard at the two shapes recorded in Foster’s mortuary sketch, something unexpectedly revealed itself. It seemed to us that Lizzie might have signed her work, but in a manner which was not immediately obvious, and that would not have emerged in the decades that followed unless searched for, and was quite incomprehensible to the detectives involved in the murder investigation. 

Viewed separately, perhaps an inch and a half apart on either side of Eddowes’s nose and in almost exact alignment, the two shapes cut into Catherine Eddowes’s cheeks have no obvious meaning. They merely formed part of her terrible facial injuries:


[image: ]
 



But we wondered, if they were not in fact two separate shapes, but component parts of the same character. So we brought them together, and when we did a familiar and clearly recognizable letter or initial quickly emerged: 
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A closer inspection of Foster’s sketch, though roughly drawn, shows that the shape on the left cheek, and perhaps the second one to have been carved, is actually rounded at the top, so the letter appears more like an M than ever:
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Had the elusive killer, who confounded Scotland Yard’s best detectives, and who was famed for leaving no clues at the scenes of any of the murders, actually left an obscure clue behind, by carving the initial letter of her first (baptismal) name, ‘Mary,’ into the cheeks of the woman she believed was her final victim? Had she signed her ‘canvas’ in the manner of an artist, to signify that she was now satisfied that her work was finished? While we cannot be absolutely certain that we are correct in this hypotheses, the answer may well be ‘yes’. 


 



As the murderer prepared to leave the scene of the crime, the dim yellow light from a lamp, such as a police constable might hold, was directed into the misty darkness from Church Passage at the far end of the square. But its beam was weak and quite unable to reach the corner where Lizzie Williams was hidden in the shadows with her victim. A moment later, it disappeared as its owner, P.C. James Harvey, walked on. Even if Harvey had seen her, it is possible that he dismissed her from his mind, because when the crime was later detected, the hunt was on for a man. Harvey, of course, was the officer who was later dismissed from the police force for reasons that are unknown.

Lizzie Williams then gathered up her grotesque bundle, and silently stole away. The most likely route for her escape was via Church Passage because the constable with the lamp had gone, and it was the most direct route to safety. This would allow her to reach Duke Street quickly, and from there it was merely a stone’s throw to Aldgate where there were people with whom she could mingle, and swiftly disappear.

What Lizzie Williams might have done with the organs she was carrying – the uterus and left kidney of the woman she believed to be her husband’s mistress – is open to conjecture. Also subject to speculation is the fate of Annie Chapman’s uterus, ripped from her corpse just three weeks before. Had she taken them home with her to Queen Anne Street, to dispose of in her fireplace, or, to throw them at her husband in a gesture full of contempt? We thought this was unlikely because the part of Catherine Eddowes’s apron in which she carried off the organs was found a five-minute walk away in Goulston Street, along with the chalked message. It is not feasible that she would have gone home – a distance of almost 4 miles from Mitre Square, even as the crow flies – left the organs there and returned to Goulston Street, a slightly greater distance, in the hour and a quarter available to her. She would, of course, have been carrying the soiled apron with her – incontrovertible evidence of her guilt – back into the heart of the East End well before dawn, when two frantic police searches were already underway for the murderer. At that time of the morning, it would have been difficult to avoid the attention of the patrols – even as a woman – so for that reason alone we considered the proposition implausible. 

Had she perhaps gone somewhere in Whitechapel after the second of that night’s murders? Maybe she went to the dispensary in Leman Street where her husband sometimes worked, providing ‘essential services’ to the women who walked the darkened streets seeking the price of a doss for the night; perhaps she had stolen the key from him so that she could enter the premises in the middle of the night, and there, using such instruments as might be needed, dissected and examined the uterus to see if it contained a foetus? She was probably capable of conducting such an examination, so this was at least possible.

But Leman Street runs south from the junction of Whitechapel Road and Commercial Road, which would have taken Lizzie Williams back towards Berner Street where the first of that night’s murders had taken place, so we thought that that explanation was also unlikely. And, of course, if she had been disturbed, it would have been impossible to explain her presence in the dispensary on her own at any time, much less during the early hours of the morning when two full-scale murder investigations were underway. Even if a foetus were to be discovered growing within the uterus, it would prove that Kelly was pregnant, but by whom? Lizzie Williams could never know.

 Because the soiled part of the severed apron, used to transport the organs from the scene of the crime, was found in nearby Goulston Street, although there was no sign of the uterus or kidney, we do not think that Lizzie Williams kept the organs for long or took them very far – or that she kept the bloody apron in which she had carried them away. It was clear to my father and me that she had disposed of the organs soon after committing her crimes, and somewhere close at hand. 

In the end, and as gruesome as the prospect might seem, we thought it more likely that the starving cats and dogs which roamed the streets of Whitechapel held the answer: she fed what she had ripped from her victims’ bodies to them. The murderer might have thought it to be a fitting and just end for the organs that she believed she had taken from her rival – although, and as we readily concede, the truth, as to what became of them, may well lie elsewhere.

The severed part of the apron, wet with blood, was folded in two, so the bloody mess was on the inside. Then it was discarded somewhere; perhaps on a rubbish pile or just dropped in the street. Afterwards, Lizzie Williams would have returned home, confident that she had murdered Mary Kelly, but would she reveal her secret to her husband? We thought it unlikely that she would have done so. If she had, it is certain that Dr John Williams would have prevented her from continuing with her murderous campaign.

Two days later, on the evening of Tuesday, 2 October, a labourer, John Kelly, turned up at Bishopsgate Police Station. He had read the description of the Mitre Square victim in The Star newspaper which he had picked up in Cooney’s lodging house. The reference in the text to the initials T.C., which had been found tattooed on the left forearm of the corpse, shocked him. After Kelly identified the body at the mortuary, he told the police that the deceased had been in her mid-forties and that her name was Catherine Eddowes. He and the deceased, whom he called Kate, had lived together as husband and wife since Eddowes had separated from her former lover, Thomas Conway, in 1881, and it was Conway who had tattooed his initials on her arm. A full report of the murder, together with the victim’s name, was published in the following days’ newspapers. 

How Lizzie Williams must have felt at the revelation that she had murdered the wrong woman cannot be imagined. Elizabeth Stride had identified the dead woman as Mary Kelly. She had described what Kelly was wearing, when and where she might be found; the woman herself may have told her that her name was Mary Kelly and that she lived in Spitalfields, but however the mistake had come about, the woman was not the Mary Kelly for whom Lizzie Williams was searching. The real Mary Kelly, Dr John Williams’s Mary Kelly, was still alive. 




CHAPTER 17
 

 

Lizzie Williams’s principal objective all along was to murder Mary Kelly. She was the woman who threatened her marriage, her future, and perhaps even her pride. Kelly had already proven fertile and might give Dr Williams the child he craved, but Lizzie Williams neither could nor would allow that to happen. It was clear that she had not wished to encounter Kelly, no matter how much she loathed the woman and wished her dead, without knowing that she was capable of killing her and taking her womanhood. 

At the outset, truth perhaps being stranger than fiction, Lizzie Williams decided that she would perfect her skills elsewhere first, and only then, when she was confident that she could achieve her purpose, would she seek out Kelly and exact her revenge.

Mary Ann Nichols, her first unfortunate victim, was chosen deliberately because she was small, very drunk and unlikely to put up much resistance. She was also a prostitute, and therefore, in Lizzie Williams’s eyes, the lowest of the low. The police had already demonstrated a reluctance to commit their meagre resources to full-scale investigations into the murders of prostitutes, vis-à-vis Emma Smith and Martha Tabram. Both enquiries had ground to a premature halt; the former within two months, the latter within just a month. Lizzie Williams might have considered that there was little prospect of full and proper investigations being carried out into the murders of two more prostitutes. She was aware, therefore, that if she planned her crimes with care, she would be likely to get away with them.

Polly Nichols should have been her only other victim, but her plans to remove the victim’s uterus were thwarted by poor light, or perhaps it was the sound of Charles Cross’s approaching footsteps which stopped her from continuing with her attack. A second victim was therefore required because Lizzie Williams needed to know that she could remove the uterus from a dead body; after the murder of Annie Chapman in Hanbury Street, she knew that she could. That was when she began her search for Mary Kelly.

Somehow, somewhere in Whitechapel, Lizzie Williams met Elizabeth Stride and it was she who identified a woman to her whom she knew as Mary Kelly, though she was in fact Catherine Eddowes. Stride told Lizzie where ‘Kelly’ would be, at what time she would be there and provided her with a physical description of the woman. But Stride could have given Lizzie away to the police, who were already searching for the Buck’s Row and Hanbury Street murderer, so she had to be silenced. Thus it was that Stride, too, found herself a victim of Lizzie Williams’s knife. 

Lizzie met Eddowes soon after her release from custody at Bishopsgate Police Station – where exactly, we do not know – and she murdered her in the mistaken belief that she was Mary Kelly. The anger and hatred she felt towards her victim was illustrated by the dreadful catalogue of injuries she caused to her dead body. Every wound was inflicted with precision and purpose. Catherine Eddowes’s throat was severed so deeply that her head was almost cut from her shoulders – to make sure she was dead. Every feature of the woman’s face, a face that was so much more fetching than the murderer’s, was destroyed; Eddowes’s uterus was torn from her body and her left kidney ripped out in the mistaken belief that the murderer had found her heart. In a final act of triumph over her opponent, and as a sign that her deadly mission was over, she may even have signed the initial letter of her first name, Mary, into her victim’s cheeks.

When Lizzie Williams discovered that the woman she had murdered in Mitre Square was not Mary Kelly, and that somehow she had made a ghastly mistake, she was forced to make new plans to find and murder her true intended victim. Those plans took her a little less than six weeks to devise – from the Wednesday morning after the newspapers published the victim, Catherine Eddowes’s true identity, to the day of the Lord Mayor’s Show.

During the early hours of Friday, 9 November, after George Hutchinson had abandoned his watch on Kelly’s door, Kelly’s visitor also left, though at what time exactly we are unable to say. Then at some time afterwards, but before 4.00 a.m., Lizzie Williams entered the small room at 13 Miller’s Court. There, by the light of a solitary candle, she took her appalling revenge on the unfortunate young woman within.

We think that the injuries inflicted on Mary Kelly’s body were not just in retribution for the anguish and pain the murderer had suffered, knowing that the man at the centre of her world physically desired someone else. It was jealousy, because Kelly was youthful, good-looking and – most important of all – fertile, everything Lizzie Williams was not. And it was in fury for the babies that this woman – and all women like her – could conceive, but did not want. 

How had Lizzie Williams found Mary Kelly this time, when previously she had had to ask around for her? We think in the very same way; she had made her plans long before she ever picked up a knife with intent to commit murder, and they included how she would find Kelly. Perhaps Dr John Williams revealed more information about Kelly than he had intended – that she had been brought up in Wales, for instance; even that she spoke with a Welsh accent. We think it doubtful that his wife would have deviated far from her plans. We believe it is more probable that within days of the newspapers publishing Catherine Eddowes’s true name, Lizzie Williams returned to Whitechapel to seek out Mary Kelly. One woman asking questions about another would arouse few, if any, suspicions; perhaps she told the people whom she asked that she was a long-lost relative from Wales. It is not such an unlikely proposition; after all, they both had a common background, she from Swansea, Kelly, though Irish-born, from Cwmparc in the Rhondda Valley, and of course, they both spoke with a Welsh accent – or Lizzie Williams could when she needed to. 

Once Lizzie Williams discovered where Kelly lived, she was able to take her time; not only so the people she questioned about Kelly would forget that they had ever been asked about her, but to plan how she would carry out the murder. Lizzie Williams almost certainly used the weeks leading up to the murder to discover everything she could about her victim: watching her movements, establishing her routine, when she left home, when she returned, even the method by which she gained access to her room. They may even have talked together when Lizzie would have noted Kelly’s Welsh accent. Lizzie, who was ten years younger than her husband, would have found that Kelly, at twenty-five years old, was even younger; she may have also discovered that Kelly shared her small room with a child. These discoveries possibly would have incensed her all the more.

My father and I had wondered if, on the morning of the murder, when Mrs Caroline Maxwell alleged that Mary Kelly had addressed her by her nickname, ‘Carrie’, Lizzie had in fact called her ‘Cariad’, meaning ‘dear’ or ‘love’ in Welsh, and Maxwell had somehow misheard. But we think it more likely that she could have chanced upon Caroline Maxwell as she was stalking Kelly, and might even have spoken with her or, at the very least, listened in on her conversations, and perhaps that was how she discovered Maxwell’s nickname. 

Later, on the day of the murder, Maxwell said that she had seen Kelly a second time, but it was at a distance of twenty-five yards when the woman was in the Queen’s Head public house talking to a man. Again, fog would have impeded her vision and perhaps what she actually saw was the distinctive red knitted crossover shawl that she had seen Lizzie Williams wearing earlier that morning. She then assumed wrongly, a second time, that the person wearing the shawl was Kelly. We think that Lizzie Williams realised that the bright red shawl drew attention to herself, and so she gave it away or discarded it somewhere as she made her escape, so that it was taken or picked up by someone else, and it was another woman altogether whom Maxwell had seen.

The day of the murder was chosen specifically because that was the day of the Lord Mayor’s Show. It meant that Lizzie Williams could give both the servants the day off to attend the parade without arousing any suspicions if she were found to be absent from the house. Dr John Williams may have been at his work, which so often took him through the night. The house, therefore, would be empty, and she could enter unobserved on her return from Whitechapel; clean herself of blood, and replace the weapon from where she had taken it.

We know that the time she chose to attack her victim was at 4 o’clock in the morning, because that was when two independent witnesses heard a single scream from somewhere in the court which was, almost certainly, Kelly’s last pitiable cry for help. It was a good time to choose because the cry went unanswered. Lizzie Williams knew that any cries at that hour would likely be ignored because people were deep in sleep, and any who were awoken or awake would be reluctant to leave their beds to investigate, which, in the event, proved to be the case.

According to George Hutchinson’s statement, Kelly returned to her apartment soon after 2.00 a.m. with a man whom he later described to Inspector Abberline in great, if not impossible, detail. Mary Kelly had gained access to her room by reaching through a broken window at the side of the house (it had been broken during an earlier quarrel with Hutchinson) and pulling back the latch on the inside of her door. That night, the court was bitter cold and deathly quiet. It had rained until 11.00 p.m. and the temperature had dropped to just a few degrees above freezing. Soon the filthy, thick fog would descend. 

At a time approaching 4.00 a.m., Lizzie Williams’s fingers found and pulled back the latch, opening the door to Kelly’s room which she then entered. A small candle on top of a broken wine glass placed on a table next to the bed, provided the only light. Mary Kelly, wearing nothing but a thin cotton nightdress, was in her bed. She may have been shocked at first to discover that someone had found their way into her room uninvited. Perhaps she sat bolt upright in surprise, asking her who she was and what she wanted; but she would have been alarmed and on her guard.

It is almost certain that Lizzie Williams had visualised this moment, thinking what she would say to Mary Kelly when the moment arrived. My father and I had little doubt that she had prepared a few well-chosen words for the occasion, rehearsing them over and over in her troubled mind. Every word was designed to strike home, intended to hurt. But we wondered if any words were actually delivered when Lizzie Williams found herself face to face with Kelly, or did she perhaps think that the words were no longer important, an irrelevance. It is clear from what followed that no words could adequately convey the murderer’s true feelings of the hatred she felt for the woman her husband desired and who perhaps could bear him the child he wanted so badly.

Lizzie Williams would have seen, even by the dim candlelight, that Mary Kelly was young, voluptuous, and why, perhaps, she appealed sexually to her husband. Contemporary accounts of her appearance record that she was comely with pale-blue eyes, waist-length fair hair, figure buxom and well-rounded.

What happened between the time that Lizzie Williams entered Mary Kelly’s room, and the moment before she attacked her, we do not know; we do not even know if any conversation took place. If it did, it was almost certainly brief. All we can say for certain is that Lizzie Williams’s abhorrence for Kelly manifested itself clearly by both the manner in which she killed her, and the extent of the violence she inflicted on her body afterwards. We know that Kelly pulled up the bed sheet to cover her face at the very moment she was attacked, because the two witnesses who heard her scream said that the cry sounded ‘muffled’. A cut in the bloodied sheet coincided exactly with the brutal knife stroke that killed her. It was delivered with such force that her throat was severed down to the spinal column, causing it to be deeply scored. A small cut on Kelly’s right thumb and an abrasion to the back of her left hand and forearm suggest that she made a brief, but ultimately futile, attempt to defend herself. 

Mary Kelly may not have felt the sting of the sharp surgical blade as it cut deep into her throat at this point, nor even feared the prospect of her own death. Terror would have caused her body to release endorphins (hormones), raising her pain threshold and affecting her frame of mind. The blood supply and the oxygen which it carried to the cerebral cortex – that part of the brain which controls emotion and thought – stopped as soon as the carotid arteries were severed. The brain stem survived for just a little longer, allowing blood circulation to continue. Her heart beat faster to pump more blood to the open wound. Mary Kelly would have felt her consciousness quickly slipping away and, within just a few seconds, like a candle burning out, she was dead.

The murder of Mary Kelly should have been enough to satisfy Lizzie Williams’s thirst for revenge; even the taking of her uterus, a sufficient act of vengeance. But after years of pent-up frustration, her emotions were running high and simply murdering Kelly was not enough. Everything about the woman that could remind Lizzie Williams’s husband that she was the woman he had wanted, who could give him the child he desired, had to be annihilated. But before she set to work on her victim’s corpse, she removed her black velvet cape and placed it on a chair, thereby covering the clothes that Kelly had taken off earlier. Then she removed her hat, and placed it on top of her cape. Such evidence as there is shows that she must have acted in his way, because Kelly’s own undergarments were later discovered on one of the two chairs in the room, free of blood. 

Lizzie Williams was a woman possessed. Driven by raging anger and bitter resentment, she pulled Kelly’s body towards her so that she could more easily launch her terrifying assault. Everything had been planned in minute detail. She slashed the eyelids up and down. She hacked away her victim’s nose, so it ended up lying on one side on her cheek. She chopped at her ears, and severed her lips. She destroyed every feature of the face her husband had found so much more engaging than her own, in the same manner that she had destroyed Catherine Eddowes’s face six weeks before. 

The autopsy notes of Dr Bond dated 10 November 1888 (which report went missing for almost a century, before surfacing unexpectedly in 1987) read in part:


The face was gashed in all directions, the nose, cheeks, eyebrows and ears being partly removed. The lips were blanched and cut by several incisions running obliquely down to the chin. There were also numerous cuts extending irregularly across all the features.





 

The oblique incisions suggest that Lizzie Williams may have signed her ‘work’ again by carving the initial ‘M’ into Mary Kelly’s face; but this is uncertain. Neither Inspector Abberline nor Dr Bond saw anything beyond the victim’s terrible wounds. Bond merely recorded the injuries that he had observed, but failed to record their precise descriptions without realising the great evidential value they might have presented as to the identity of the murderer. 

After she had finished carving Kelly’s face, Lizzie Williams might have stepped back to inspect her handiwork. The young woman had been pretty once, which was why her husband had been attracted to her, but this was no longer the case. Any beauty she might have possessed was gone forever. We wondered: if Kelly’s murderer had been a man, what possible reason could he have had to desecrate a woman’s face, because there had to be one. In over 120 years, none, or no plausible reason, has ever been put forward. But if the murderer was a woman whose husband was having an affair with the victim, and the victim’s face was so much more pleasing than the murderer’s own face, then jealousy might very well provide that reason. 

But it was still not enough. Lizzie Williams had needed to satisfy herself that her husband would never desire this woman again. We think that she hacked off her victim’s breasts, not only because she believed her husband frequently revelled in fondling them, but because those breasts might one day have suckled his baby.

Lizzie Williams pushed Kelly’s left breast under the dead woman’s head. The right breast she placed at the feet of the corpse. Kelly’s arms were gouged and slashed to shreds. Her legs that had, perhaps only days earlier, gripped him in passion were cut to ribbons, the skin and flesh strewn about the room. Kelly’s intestines, liver and spleen, which had once given life to such a sensual body, were ripped out, and her uterus, the organ that made her the woman that Lizzie Williams could never be, was excised with a single sweep of her knife. But the heart that he had wanted – metaphorically – she cut out and kept for herself. 

As she finished her bloody business, there was something more Lizzie Williams had to do. She drew Kelly’s legs away from each other, bending them slightly at the knees. When the body was discovered, it appeared that they had been forced unusually wide apart. In fact, they had been left in the position Kelly might have adopted herself for sexual intercourse to have taken place. It was as if she was leaving a bizarre message of some kind: ‘If this is the way you behave with my husband, this is what you get!’ Though, and as we freely admit, we have no way of knowing if this is the correct interpretation – except for another strange, and perhaps final, act performed by Kelly’s murderer which suggests that it might be. When Kelly’s body was found, one of her arms had been pushed into the now-empty cavity of her belly. It seemed like a last sarcastic gesture – to protect the child she would never have.

It had been an orgy of death – the reason for which only a woman unable to have children of her own, a woman who had lost her fortune and was now faced with losing her husband too, a woman on the edge of insanity, could fully understand. But the butchery had taken much longer than she had realised. It was now almost an hour and a half past sunrise and people would be up and about.

Lizzie Williams must have looked down at her hands and skirt which were now covered in blood. The hat and cape she had left on the chair were also soaked with blood. She could not have foreseen that her clothes would have been ruined in such a manner. She could not go out on the streets like that in daylight, even if she was disguised as a midwife, and the evidence could not be concealed.

Kelly’s room offered the murderer no possibilities for cleaning herself. There was a water pump on the end wall of the courtyard outside, but it was overlooked by a small row of terraced houses on the opposite side of the court. Lizzie Williams could not risk using the pump and meeting one of the neighbours, and then having to explain what she was doing there.

The answer would have come to her quickly, even if that too had not been part of her plan. Kelly’s clothes, which she had removed the night before as she prepared herself for bed, or for the male visitor whom Hutchinson had observed, were neatly laid across a chair. They were underneath Lizzie Williams’s own ruined hat and cape, but Kelly’s clothes were not stained with blood. 

Mary Kelly and Lizzie Williams were about the same size, judging by Lizzie Williams’s photographs which are all we have to go by, and the description of Kelly provided by Philip Sugden’s The Complete History of Jack the Ripper, although, if anything, Lizzie might have been a little smaller of the two. Lizzie Williams removed her skirt, wiped the blood from her hands on the cotton twill material and then pushed it into the fireplace. She took the soiled cape and hat, and placed those on the fire too where they were consumed by the flames. Whether or not the fire was still alight when the clothes were shoved into the grate, we do not know – perhaps it had gone out and that was one of the reasons why the murderer remained in Kelly’s room for so long: to make sure that the fire was properly alight so that her clothes – the only evidence linking her directly to the murder – were completely destroyed: which in the event, they were not. 

Then Lizzie Williams dressed herself in Mary Kelly’s clothes, putting on her brown linsey skirt, her green bodice and red knitted crossover shawl. As she prepared to leave the room, she may have taken one last satisfied look around, surveying the carnage she had caused and the bloody remains of her victim. Lizzie Williams was a woman scorned and her fury had created a vision of hell which would surely haunt her forever.

But as she emerged from the passageway that led from Miller’s Court, Lizzie Williams was seen by Caroline Maxwell on the other side of Dorset Street, and they spoke briefly through the fog before the rain started. From the little Maxwell could see of the woman she believed to be Mary Kelly, it is clear that her appearance was somewhat different to normal, because Maxwell said she ‘looked ill’. Whether Lizzie Williams was covering her face with her hand feigning illness, or there was something else that might explain Caroline Maxwell’s comment is unknown, but somehow Lizzie Williams managed to persuade Maxwell that she was Kelly. The deception might not have been so difficult to achieve; after all, she had been an actress when she was younger. To the end of her life, Caroline Maxwell continued to swear that it was Kelly whom she had both seen and spoken with, according to the memoirs of Detective Inspector Walter Dew. This was the only time, following all five murders, that Lizzie Williams was seen leaving the scene of her crime: but, in an ironic twist of fate, she was recognised not as the murderer but as the victim.


Lizzie Williams would have been unconcerned about Caroline Maxwell. She had laid her plans carefully, including her escapes and, up to now, they had served her well enough. She knew that, as long as everyone thought that the Whitechapel murderer was a man, no one would believe Maxwell’s story, and no one would suspect that ‘Jack the Ripper’ was a woman.

With the killing and dismemberment of Mary Kelly, Lizzie Williams’s mission of death was finally accomplished and the Whitechapel murders came to an end. We believe that, following her departure from Miller’s Court and brief exchange of words with Caroline Maxwell, Lizzie Williams returned to Queen Anne Street, disposing of Kelly’s heart along the way. Once she reached the relative safety of her own home, she cleaned herself up, changed her clothing and burned Mary Kelly’s clothes; she washed the murder weapon – the small, amputating knife – and replaced it among her husband’s other surgical knives and medical equipment. Then she awaited the return of her estranged husband and, with her rival now dead, perhaps she expected to regain his love.

We believe that it was then that this intelligent, resourceful and religious, but deeply troubled, woman from Wales, came to realise the horror of the terrible things she had done, and the enormous pressure gradually overwhelmed her. But her reign of terror as Jack the Ripper, in the autumn of 1888, was over.




CHAPTER 18
 

 

In the months immediately following the murders, when he was just forty-seven years old, Dr John Williams began to wind down his extensive hospital work. He gave up his teaching role and many of his official positions. He ceased attending the numerous committee meetings he had once enjoyed. He no longer sought the companionship of his friends and colleagues at private members clubs – The Cymmrodorion Society, for Welsh professionals in London seeking to promote the Welsh language and culture, and the Savile Club in Piccadilly. 

The following year in 1890, he applied to cease performing the abdominal operations which had made his name within the medical profession, while the year after that he resigned his position as Dean of the Medical Committee at University College Hospital. Thereafter, he took no further part in managing the hospital. In 1893, five years after the murders at the age of fifty-three, Williams retired from the active staff of the hospital, although he continued to practice privately for another ten years. 

Writing Sir John Williams’s obituary in University College Hospital’s in-house magazine The Lancet in 1926, Dr Herbert Spencer explained his friend’s early retirement from the hospital as “in part to considerations of health”. Ruth Evans repeated the same ‘official’ line and Tony Williams leapt to the obvious conclusion that the statement meant that it was Dr John Williams who had become ill, while all the evidence suggests that he had not. This argument is strengthened further by the fact that Dr John Williams lived for a further thirty-three – very active – years after his retirement from the hospital, while his wife, though ten years younger, lived for just another twenty-two years. 

In fact, the statement is ambiguous; perhaps deliberately so, and may have been designed to mislead rather than illuminate. While it was generally taken to mean that it was Dr John Williams’s health that had suffered, it may equally have referred to the ill-health of his wife.

Tony Williams suggested that it was guilt which explained Dr Williams’s sudden loss of interest in medicine and the ambition that once had been his life’s driving force: his search to find a cure for infertility. But it did not seem to my father and me that it was his conscience that was troubling him, causing him to retire so early from the profession he loved. More likely it was the horrific discovery that his wife was a murderer – and the appalling realisation that he was indirectly to blame. 

We believe that it was Lizzie Williams who had become unwell. Perhaps soon after the murders ended, and before the end of that calendar year, overcome by the strain, fear and enormity of what she had done, she suffered a delayed nervous or mental breakdown. In the circumstances, and coupled with her other traumas, such an illness would not have been surprising. Then she may have confessed her sins to her husband through endless floods of tears, while begging his forgiveness; this would explain the contents of the letter Tony Williams found among his great-great-uncle’s personal effects in the National Library of Wales. She may even have given him the shoe-maker’s knife, ‘well-ground down’, she had used in the Stride murder, as proof of her crimes, which he placed with his personal possessions, where it would remain undisturbed until its discovery by Tony Williams several decades later. 

It is possible that, up to this point, Lizzie Williams had appeared to everyone – her husband, family, friends, and neighbours if she knew them – as perfectly normal, likeable even. She may have been quiet and reserved, or amiable and charming. But no one would have guessed at the burning turmoil which lay beneath her outer veneer of solid Victorian respectability, though it is clear that Dr Williams suspected that something was wrong with her – which was why he had kept a diary – and later removed its many telling pages.

Shocked by her admission, upset, confused and not knowing what he should do – except that he could not allow Lizzie to remain in London – Dr Williams made the arrangements he thought best and sent her back to her family in Wales, far away from Whitechapel and the police who were frantically searching for the murderer, known by the pseudonym Jack the Ripper. There, he knew she would be properly, and lovingly, cared for – and kept out of harm’s way – at least until the panic was over, and she was able to recover from her illness.

Just over two years later, on 31 March 1890, while his wife was recuperating in Wales, Dr John Williams moved again, this time to 63 Brook Street, also in London’s West End. It was an old house, somewhat dilapidated and, judging by the building tradesmen’s quotes that appear in his private papers, it needed substantial renovation. It seemed to us that his intention was to leave behind the ghosts of Queen Anne Street, with all the bad memories that the house held, and start afresh elsewhere – it would be a new start for Lizzie also when she was well enough to return. At this time, Dr Williams was highly regarded in his profession, numbering royalty and the top echelons of society among his patients. He must have envisaged a private practice lasting for many years into the future, which was why he sanctioned the expensive repairs to his new home, from where he also ran his surgery. 

In 1894, and in gratitude for the years of service that Dr John Williams had devoted to the Royal family, he was elevated to the ranks of the nobility when he was awarded a baronetcy by Queen Victoria so that he became a Sir, and Lizzie took the courtesy title of Lady Williams. She was now entitled perhaps to enjoy the privilege of being hanged with a silk rope.

My father and I believe that by the early 1890s Lizzie Williams had recovered sufficiently from her breakdown to return to London from time to time, and during these visits Dr Williams made every effort to integrate her back into their everyday life, renew old friendships and meet with acquaintances. It appears that their lives may have returned to what they might have regarded as normal – at least for a while.

But early in 1903, Sir John Williams, as he now was, suddenly abandoned his lucrative private practice, and left London for rural Wales, never to practice medicine again. His life thereafter took an entirely different course. It provokes the question: why, and what was it that happened which caused him to change his plans so radically?

The answer might be found in a strange letter discovered by Tony Williams. It had been written by Sir John Williams just twenty-six months earlier, and sent to one of his patients, Mrs Margot Asquith. She was the wife of the future Liberal Prime Minister, Herbert Asquith, whose term of office ran from 1908 to 1916. He had served as Home Secretary from 1892 to 1895, and was – in November 1900 – an opposition M.P.

The letter concerned Lizzie – Lady Williams – and was, apparently, viciously critical of her. Tony Williams took it as further evidence of the poor state of the marriage, but when my father and I read the letter, we felt it held far deeper significance than that. We also were unable to locate the letter that Margot Asquith had initially sent to Sir John Williams, which was odd, bearing in mind the pains he took to retain his personal correspondence – just like the pages removed from his 1888 diary, so the letter received by Sir John, which might have thrown so much more light on the matter, had disappeared. Nevertheless, we felt that much might be deduced from the content and tenor of Sir John’s letter. 

The letter, dated 25 November 1900, reads in part, as follows:


Dear Mrs Asquith  


I do not know, nor have I any wish to know, indeed I would rather not know, what my adversary told you of my wife, but I gather that it was something the reverse of complimentary. Fortunately I am almost, if not quite indifferent as to the opinions of most people about me and mine – and on this point I think that I am quite indifferent.





 

The tone of the paragraph is sharp, but its message is clear, and one can only wonder what, following her recuperation in Wales, Lizzie Williams had said or done to have caused such acerbic comment to be made about her. Whatever it was, Margot Asquith had considered that it was of such a serious and derogatory nature that she was compelled to write to Sir John Williams informing him about it. Clearly, it was both important, and highly critical of Lady Williams; something that Sir John appeared to brush aside and ignore, so as to nip the incident in the bud. But his blithe dismissal obscured a deep unease that was impossible for him to mask. Whatever the content of the letter, we felt that it supported our belief that it was Lizzie Williams who had suffered a breakdown and was now thought to have recovered, but clearly she was far from well.

Perhaps the next paragraph in Sir John Williams’s reply to Margot Asquith provides a clue as to the content of the letter he had received from her:


Oddly I have during the last fortnight been troubled beyond measure by the foolish and wicked talk of so-called friends respecting a friend of mine now dead. I have had to speak and write much with a view to try and stop the tongues of scandal which under the circumstances should have been absolutely silent. 





 

To what ‘foolish and wicked talk’ might Sir John have been referring which had troubled him ‘beyond measure’, and who was the ‘friend’ who had died? It was clearly something deeply disturbing and of a distressing personal nature. And what was the ‘scandal’ that he had tried to quell amongst his friends. Perhaps Lizzie Williams had not quite recovered from her breakdown and had either said or done something to illustrate the fact; perhaps she had let slip some detail about the Whitechapel murders that caused someone in her circle of acquaintances to sit up and take notice. Had she, in her troubled state of mind, mentioned that Mary Kelly had been her husband’s friend, or that she had ‘taken care’ of Mary Kelly, or even that Sir John Williams might have been ‘responsible’ for the murders, and that was the scandal he was trying to quell?

If so, it might have been at this point that Sir John realised that he and his wife’s lives had changed forever; that Lizzie might never make a full recovery from her breakdown. Even if she did, she would likely continue to suffer the mood swings and depressions that her infertility had given rise to, and that would be something that would affect her all her life; though all the current medical evidence suggests that, with the passage of time, a feeling of profound sadness would replace more emotive thoughts. If she were allowed to remain in London, there would always be a risk that she would reveal something more about the murders, and next time the tongues of scandal might not be so easily silenced. In such an inconceivable event, the consequences that might follow would be far too dreadful to contemplate….

Alternatively, had Margot Asquith discussed the issue with her husband Herbert Asquith perhaps, who was, of course, connected with the highest levels of government? Is it possible that, the murders having ended more than twelve years before, someone, somewhere, perhaps the then Home Secretary, Charles Thompson Richie (term of office 1900-1902) decided that in order to avoid a scandal involving the many royals, and influential patients of Sir John Williams – of whom Asquith’s own wife was just one, the matter could be quietly, and better, disposed of if Sir John could just be persuaded to co-operate, and leave the medical profession, and London, of his own accord.

Perhaps it was ‘suggested’ to Sir John that unconfirmed rumours were circulating about Lady Williams – or possibly even about him – which might require Scotland Yard to redirect its investigation (which was officially closed on 14 February 1902) towards the source of the speculation and gossip. Rather than run the risk of their reputations being irrevocably tarnished by police involvement – whatever the outcome – or worse, it might be better for Sir John Williams and his disconsolate lady wife, to depart the scene gracefully, and while no stigma was attached. 

In 1903, Inspector Abberline, having retired from the Metropolitan Police on 7 February of the previous year (which was, coincidentally, Lizzie Williams’s fifty-second birthday), told the Pall Mall Gazette in an interview, “You can state most emphatically that Scotland Yard is really no wiser on the subject [of the identity of Jack the Ripper] than it was fifteen years ago.” But this statement contrasts sharply with what he allegedly told Nigel Morland, novelist and crime-writer, some years later: “I’ve given my word to keep my mouth permanently closed about it … I know my superiors know certain facts … the Ripper wasn’t a butcher, Yid or foreign skipper … you’d have to look for him not at the bottom of London society but a long way up.” 

When publishing his memoirs Lost London in 1934, ex-Detective Sergeant Benjamin Leeson, who joined the police force two years after the murders, wrote: “…amongst the police who were most concerned in the case there was a general feeling that a certain doctor … could have thrown quite a lot of light on the subject.” This opinion expressed a widespread belief, which was held by certain police officers, that a doctor was in some way involved in the murders. 

So what was it that Inspector Abberline (and for that matter, Benjamin Leeson) had come to learn after 1903 – the year that Sir John Williams so unexpectedly gave up his private practice and moved back to Wales with Lady Williams – which was not known in the fifteen-year period that had elapsed since the murders? What was it that Abberline had promised to keep his mouth closed about, and to whom had the promise been made? Had one of his friends at Scotland Yard told him something? Perhaps only an examination of the files held at the Home Office for the years between 1900 and 1903 might provide the answer – rather than any that may have been retained by Scotland Yard.

It is likely that Abberline maintained many friendships within the police force after he retired. He worked for more than a decade as a private detective for the American Pinkerton Detective Agency, when he almost certainly made use of his connections forged with colleagues at Scotland Yard. He appeared to have enjoyed a close relationship with James Monroe, with whom detectives consulted during the period of the murders, and it was Monroe who held Abberline in such high regard that he had specifically requested his transfer to Scotland Yard in 1887. Monroe held a dual role as Assistant Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police, and Head of the Detective Service. He succeeded Sir Charles Warren as Chief Commissioner on 3 December 1888, on the latter’s resignation after the death of Mary Kelly, and Monroe reported directly to the Home Office on matters of national security. It was said of him that if anyone knew anything about the murders, he would. But while James Monroe may well have possessed and imparted information of a sensitive and confidential nature about a possible suspect to Abberline, neither of them wrote their memoirs, and Monroe, a very private man, gave few interviews and any secrets to which they may have been party, remain untold. 

In order to present a balanced picture, however, it must be said that there were as many theories as to the likely identity of the murderer among senior police officials, as there were officers who were either directly, or indirectly, connected with the crimes – both before 1903 and in the years that followed. But there was no direct evidence of involvement in the murders by any of the suspects whom they named, nor did any of them appear to possess a plausible motive.

Perhaps the truth as to who the murderer might have been was confined to just those who needed to know, and those few who did were sworn to secrecy. That way, there was less likelihood of the secret leaking out – ever. Few police officers possessed the depth of knowledge about the murders, and enjoyed such well-established connections with the Home Office, as James Monroe, and none had such intimate familiarity with the cases as Frederick Abberline. Author of Autumn of Terror, Tom Cullen, said that James Monroe was “possibly the only man at Scotland Yard who was capable of tracking down the killer”. Perhaps he had. Monroe had written some private memoirs for his family which contained nothing about the Ripper murders, but supposedly some for his eldest son, Charles, which did; however, it is assumed that any such papers were unaccountably destroyed because they have never surfaced. Charles, who had presumably read his father’s notes, allegedly told his younger brother, Douglas, that his father’s theory was “a very hot potato”, while his grandson, Christopher, remembers him saying that “Jack the Ripper should have been caught”. This suggests that Monroe knew or, at the very least, suspected who the Ripper was. When Sir John and Lady Williams so hurriedly left London for Wales, those suspicions may very well have crystallised. If James Monroe believed that either the eminent Sir John Williams, a peer of the realm, or his wife, Lady Williams, might have been the murderer, this would indeed have been a very hot potato. 

If it was the case that there had been a high-level governmental cover-up over the suspected identity of the murderer, it would not have been for the first time, so there was already a precedent. In 1889, the year following the murders, Inspector Abberline was involved in the Cleveland Street scandal, when a homosexual brothel in the West End of London was raided by the police. This was at a time when homosexual activity was illegal. Prince Albert Victor, Queen Victoria’s grandson (later proposed, but dismissed, as a Ripper suspect) was said to have been involved, but a government cloak of secrecy kept his name out of the newspapers. Whatever the reason, within a relatively short time of Sir John

Williams sending his most extraordinary letter to Margot Asquith, the wife of the future Prime Minister, he suddenly and unexpectedly gave up his successful private practice. Ruth Evans says that the months of dissolving his Brook Street practice were ‘strenuous’, which would not be expected in a planned retirement – rather, the pressure felt by a man in a hurry to leave.

On 29 January 1903, Sir John Williams left London, and took a twenty-one-year lease on a magnificent Georgian mansion, Plas Llanstephan in Carmarthenshire, overlooking the beautiful Towy estuary, towards Ferryside on the opposite bank. Lady Williams, at fifty-two, was cared for by her stepmother, Mary Hughes, who continued to look after her, following the death of her husband, Lizzie’s father, Richard Hughes, who died in that same year. All three lived there in relative isolation until 1908 before finally moving to Aberystwyth where they spent the rest of their days, so that Sir John Williams could be near the library he founded and loved so much. If neither a child nor medicine was to be his legacy, then the National Library of Wales, to which he devoted the remainder of his life and perhaps as atonement for his part in the murders, would be. At just sixty-two years of age, and while at the peak of his career, Sir John Williams had left London and the medical profession forever; his life in medicine was over. 


 



The story we have uncovered is incredible, but that does not mean that it did not happen. Everything about the Ripper murders is extraordinary; nothing more so than the fact that Jack the Ripper was a woman, that she was the wife of a prominent London doctor, a gynaecologist and physician to royalty who became a baronet and she Lady Williams, makes it all the more astounding. Yet all the evidence we have uncovered, though much of it circumstantial, points to it being true.

Every murder Lizzie Williams committed was planned with meticulous care, even though that of Catherine Eddowes was a terrible, inexcusable mistake. It was no accident that she got clean away with her crimes, and the caution she exercised, along with the blind certainty of the police that the killer was a man, allowed her to escape each time. There is no police record of any person matching Lizzie Williams’s description being stopped or questioned by the many police patrols and detectives who searched the streets and alleyways of Whitechapel. As a woman, she was ‘invisible’.

Our suspicions were aroused one day in 2005 by a short statement of just seven words, ‘You are the centre of my world’. This was an extract taken from a letter discovered by the author of Uncle
Jack, Tony Williams. He believed the letter to have been written by his great-great-uncle, Dr John Williams, and sent by him to an old friend. The statement formed part of Tony Williams’s evidence that his distant relative was Jack the Ripper. What rang alarm bells with my father and me was that, from what we knew of Dr Williams, whose life my father had researched intensively, it was completely out of character for him to have made such a statement. 

Strangely, no signature appeared at the foot of the letter attributed to Dr John Williams as reproduced in Uncle Jack, and this increased our suspicions that he had not written it. When we cast about for likely options, my father quickly reached the conclusion that there was only one other possible candidate: the author of the letter was Dr Williams’s wife, Lizzie. 

Since the letter included another short, enigmatic statement, “Thank you for the forgiveness and for keeping my secret”, which Tony Williams took as an admission by Dr Williams that he was the murderer, the finger of suspicion now pointed directly at his wife. 

It was a startling revelation, but, though we were sceptical at first, the notion immediately rang true. For one thing, it explained why the murderer of five women in London’s Whitechapel had never been caught. The police were hunting for a man. Other than that, we had no idea of what might have turned Lizzie Williams into a brutal serial killer, and we set out to conduct our own investigation into the murders, to see how far it would take us. 

What we discovered amazed us. We had confidently expected our hypothesis to fall at the first hurdle: it didn’t. Instead, it jumped over it with ease, and it kept on jumping other hurdles. Once we accepted the proposition that Jack the Ripper might have been a woman, everything started to fall into place, with nothing having to be omitted or twisted to fit the facts. At no point in our investigation did we discover anything to prove that the murderer must have been a man; on the contrary, all the evidence pointed to a woman, and one in particular, Mary Elizabeth Ann Williams – Lizzie. 

At the outset, we listed a number of questions relating to the murders which had always puzzled and perplexed us; as our investigation progressed, those questions were answered one by one. The reasons why Polly Nichols’s throat was cut twice – after she was dead; why the pocket of Annie Chapman’s apron was almost torn off and her (remaining) personal effects arranged carefully at her feet; why Elizabeth Stride’s throat, and nothing more, was cut; why Catherine Eddowes’s face was mutilated and the inverted letter V was carved into each of her cheeks – and what the letter might have stood for; how Caroline Maxwell believed she had seen the final victim several hours after she was known to have been killed; why no sexual interest was shown in any of the victims, and the ultimate red herring, the cryptic words and the bloody part of the apron discovered in Goulston Street, and of course, the identity of the murderer, and the motive behind the dreadful crimes.

But it was not just the answers that kept emerging which convinced us we were on the right track; it was the way all the pieces of the jigsaw kept dropping neatly into place. Why Polly Nichols was chosen as a victim; what caused the three scratches on Annie Chapman’s neck; how Elizabeth Stride knew what time Catherine Eddowes would be released from custody; even the discovery that Catherine Eddowes was not the worn-out, decrepit harridan we had expected to find. 

That Tony Williams’s great-great-uncle was ‘Jack the Ripper’ was inconceivable from the start. That Dr John Williams would need to seek out prostitutes in Whitechapel to murder them for their uteri was implausible. That these were required for the purpose of his research, when he had an almost inexhaustible supply of women patients at the hospitals where he worked, made this hypothesis impossible to believe.

From start to finish, all the evidence pointed directly to the suspect my father had identified. Not once were we dissuaded that we were wrong. On the contrary, at every turn our suspicions were confirmed that we had identified the murderer and discovered the motive for her terrible crimes.

That Jack the Ripper, author of five Whitechapel murders in the autumn of 1888 was not a man but a woman, has now, we believe, been proven beyond reasonable doubt. That she was the outwardly respectable, upper-middle-class, middle-aged Victorian housewife whom we identified at the outset, is certain.




EPILOGUE
 

 

Mary Elizabeth Ann Williams, whom her husband called ‘Lizzie’, was the only daughter of a wealthy industrialist, Richard Hughes, who indulged her to excess. She was accustomed to having anything and everything her father’s money could buy. She married a brilliant, capable and ambitious doctor, a specialist in gynaecology, and it was her family’s money that provided the foundation of his very successful career. But, unfortunately, they could never have the child they wanted because, by a tragic twist of fate, Lizzie was infertile, and no amount of money could change that fact. 

As time passed by, Lizzie Williams feared for her marriage. Not only was she afraid that she would lose her husband to another woman, she worried that she would forfeit her social standing too. When her father lost his fortune, Lizzie lost her security, and became dependent on a husband who no longer loved her as he once did. She thought that he might leave her, perhaps even father a child by Mary Kelly who had proved herself fertile. It was therefore the green-ey’d monster of jealousy, and fear for her very future that became the catalyst that drove her to commit murder. 

Of the many people who have been considered as suspects down through the years, Lizzie Williams alone had all the attributes that the Whitechapel murderer required in order to accomplish, and get away with, the terrible crimes. She was intelligent, confident and determined, yet cautious and careful too. She possessed a sufficient knowledge of anatomy and the requisite theoretical surgical skills both to kill her victims and, when necessary, to extract the organ she wanted to possess – the uterus. The coroner in the Annie Chapman inquest, Wynne Baxter, noted: “The organ had been taken by one who knew where to find it.”

Lizzie Williams had access to surgical knives. The Divisional Police Surgeon, Dr George Bagster Phillips, an expert witness in the inquest, gave his opinion that the weapon used in four out of the five murders was “very sharp… probably with a thin, narrow blade at least six to eight inches long; perhaps a small amputating knife.” The Williams household also owned a shoemaker’s knife “well ground down”, which expert opinion considered had been used in the Stride murder, because such a knife was discovered among the personal possessions of Dr Williams held by the National Library of Wales. 

Of great significance was the possibility that Dr John Williams had a direct connection with at least three of the murder victims, Nichols (perhaps), Eddowes and, crucially, Kelly, and so, by indirect association, did his wife.

And she was a woman. Since everyone – the police, the press and the public – were looking for a man, Lizzie Williams was ‘invisible’. She was able to come and go at will; she walked along alleyways and passages, roads and high-streets, through police cordons, past constables and detectives wherever and whenever she wished, always unnoticed.

But, most significantly of all, she had the motive to commit murder. 


 



As a child, Lizzie was gifted at both acting and music. At the age of fifteen, she won a competition at an Eisteddfod for which she was given the Bardic name of Morfydd Glantawe. At the age of twenty, she was given the honour of awarding prizes at the 1870 Eisteddfod. She was an accomplished organist and accompanied the choir in her local chapel, Libanus. While Lizzie Williams is now largely forgotten, Morfydd Street and Glantawe Street still exist in Morriston, the town of her birth. However, no more than a handful of people living there now know that these street names honour the gifted daughter of a leading industrialist, whose husband was a doctor to royalty, and when in 1894, her husband was made a baronet, she became Lady John Williams. 

Soon after the murders ended, and almost certainly before the end of the year 1888, Lizzie Williams returned alone to live with her family in Wales. Also living with her was Edward R. Morgan, whom we believe was a qualified medical practitioner whose job it was to keep her under constant supervision. She remained with her family, visiting her husband in London from time to time, until Dr John Williams moved back to Wales on his retirement in 1903. When Lizzie moved to her husband’s new home in Llanstephan, she was accompanied by her stepmother, who lived with them, and it was she, Mary Hughes, who now provided the constant care that Lizzie needed for the few remaining years of her life. Lizzie Williams died of cancer in 1915 at the age of sixty-five. 

Dr John Williams unexpectedly gave up all his hospital work within five years of the murders, and his successful private practice ten years after that at the relatively young age of sixty-two years. He cited ‘ill health’ as the reason, but this is highly questionable. Despite devoting almost his entire professional life to the search for a cure for infertility, he was never able to make the discovery he had worked so hard to find.

In 1908 Dr Williams contributed his vast collection, almost 20,000 Welsh language volumes and books of Celtic interest, to the National Library of Wales, checking every individual book and manuscript first. The shipment weighed about twelve tons, filled 116 chests, and moving it to Aberystwyth over the Christmas period took almost a month. The Hengwrt-Peniarth collection, a private library of ancient Welsh volumes consisting of a further 10,000 books, was delivered directly to the great library of which he became the first president.

In that same year, the Williamses moved to Snowdon House on Marine Parade in Aberystwyth. He later renamed it ‘Blaenllynant’ after the farm where he had grown up. After his wife’s death, he continued living in the house with Mary Hughes, who had become his close companion.

Within the National Library of Wales, a marble bust of Sir John Williams by Sir W. Goscome John greets visitors at the entrance hall, while his portrait hangs near the Council Chamber. A large marble statue of Sir John Williams by sculptor Mario Rutelli, which stands at the west end of the Reading Room, watches over the many thousands of people who come to visit the library every year. Sir John died in 1926 at the age of eighty-six.


 



Richard Hughes, Lizzie’s father, was a director and joint managing partner in the Landore Tinplate works in Swansea. He was one of the wealthiest men in Wales and Lizzie was the apple of his eye. He lavished every expense on her both before and during her marriage. By the spring of 1888, his company had gone into decline; Hughes lost all his money and a third of his workforce. Before the end of the year, everything he owned was charged to the bank. Increasing competition from other factories, and the shift of the tinplate industry from South Wales to the United States had made itself felt; the imposition of the McKinley protective tariff, coupled with competition from an old business rival, Daniel Edwards, dealt the death blow and had a devastating effect on Hughes’s tinplate works. By the end of 1892, he was declared bankrupt and was a ruined man. On 28 October 1903, nine months after Dr John Williams gave up his hospital work and moved back to Wales, Hughes died at Rock House in Morriston at the age of eighty-six. His funeral took place in the town of his birth, Llanbrynmair. 


 



Detective Inspector Frederick George Abberline, appointed by Scotland Yard as co-ordinating officer in the Whitechapel murder investigation, a quiet, methodical watchmaker, never caught the Whitechapel murderer, nor did he ever discover the motive behind the killings. He once considered the idea that the murderer might have been a woman. He had discussed the theory with a colleague at the time and thought that perhaps she might have been a midwife. But Abberline was never able to resolve the issue of Caroline Maxwell’s unwavering testimony that she had both seen and spoken to Mary Kelly on the morning of the murder, several hours after the young woman was known to have been killed.

In 1890, Inspector Abberline was promoted to Chief Inspector of the London Metropolitan Police, but he resigned from the force two years later, having achieved 84 commendations and awards. He worked as a private detective for a further twelve years before moving to Bournemouth on his retirement. He died in 1929 at the age of eighty-six – the very same age that Dr John Williams and Richard Hughes had been when they died.


 



Detective Sergeant George Godley, who was appointed to assist Abberline in the murder investigation, remained in the police force for another twenty years. By the time he retired, he had attained the rank of Inspector. In 1903 he arrested George Chapman, one of the Ripper suspects, for the alleged murder of his wife by poisoning. Godley died in 1941, aged eighty-five.


 



Inspector Walter Dew, one of the first officers in the murder investigation to enter 13 Miller’s Court, regarded the sight of Mary Kelly’s remains as “the most gruesome memory of the whole of my police career” (I Caught Crippen, 1938). He gained fame for himself when he arrested ‘Dr’ Hawley Harvey Crippen in Quebec, Canada, who poisoned his wife in 1910. The case was notable because Crippen was the first criminal to be captured with the aid of wireless communications. Walter Dew died in 1947. 


 



Wynne Edwin Baxter, coroner for the South-Eastern District of Middlesex, held many thousands of inquests during his professional lifetime, including, notably, that of Joseph Meyrick, the Elephant Man. Two years after the Whitechapel murders, in 1890, he was appointed Life Governor of the London Hospital. Like John Williams, he was an avid book collector but with a specific interest in the works of John Milton. Baxter was also a popular and very successful solicitor, politician and businessman whose legal practice in Worthing survives to this day under the name Mayo Wynne Baxter LLP. Baxter died in 1920, aged seventy-six. 


 



Thomas Power O’Connor, founder and editor of The Star
newspaper, was almost certainly the originator of the name Jack the Ripper, though it has since been proved beyond reasonable doubt that the infamous ‘Dear Boss’ letter, including its notorious signature, was penned and signed by his employee, journalist Frederick Best. As an astute marketing ploy, it must rank as one of the best in history as a means of selling newspapers, because it catapulted sales of the newly launched paper far beyond competitors of the day. O’Connor, a shrewd Irishman and Member of Parliament (1880-1929), founded several other newspapers, including The Weekly Sun (1891) and The Sun (1893). It was as much because of his sensationalised style of journalism, that morbid curiosity, panic and terror increased among the general public, as the brutality of the murders and mystery surrounding the identity of the murderer. A marble bust of O’Connor gazes down Fleet Street to this day to commemorate his better-known achievements in the newspaper industry, though none are as well-known as the sobriquet he almost certainly coined so surreptitiously, which is still used as an instantly recognisable pseudonym to categorise brutal serial killers the world over. He died in London in 1929 at the age of eighty-six. 


 



The summer of 2008 marked the 120th anniversary of the Whitechapel murders, and my father’s death. His funeral was held at the very same Welsh chapel, in Morriston, where Lizzie Williams had laid the foundation stone in 1870. Also a quiet and methodical watchmaker, Byron Morris developed a passion for historical research during the latter years of his life, and ferreted out the answers to several mysteries long past. Though he became almost blind and very deaf, his memory was clear, his mind sharp and intuitive. He was, it was said, a hard act to follow. It was he, rather than me, whose spark of realisation as to whom the murderer could have been led us – eventually – to discover the truth. But at the age of ninety-six, and with so much more to give, his time had also come. 




APPENDIX I
 


 

After I delivered the ‘final’ draft manuscript to my forgiving publisher for a third time, I made a startling and unexpected discovery. It occurred as I looked up a small detail about the Savile Club in Piccadilly to which Sir John Williams belonged. A familiar, and famous, name in the list of members caught my eye: Rudyard Kipling, author of ‘The Female of the Species’, an extract from which I had included in the text earlier, was also a member of the club. 

Founded in 1868 for the purposes of conversation and good company, membership of the Savile Club was based on a man’s character and sociability. It comprised professionals drawn from all walks of life: actors, composers and writers; scientists, doctors, lawyers and politicians. All members were encouraged to talk with one another in the club, no matter who they were or what their social standing might be. They were expected to ‘leave their halos in the hall’.

The Savile Club boasted many famous members, including Robert Louis Stevenson, author of The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde (1886), the stage version of which played nightly to packed audiences at the Lyceum Theatre in London’s West End. So realistic was Richard Mansfield, the leading actor, in his transformation from good to evil, that he was once proposed as a Ripper suspect, though quickly dismissed as such. 

At the age of twenty-three, Rudyard Kipling had left his home in India, bound for England via America where he spent several months touring extensively. In Elmira, New York he met Mark Twain who, he said, impressed him deeply. During this time he supported himself by writing articles for The Pioneer – an English language newspaper published in India. He arrived in London in 1889 when Sir John Williams was still a member of the club; both shared the bond of Freemasonry, and, in view of the club’s code of sociability, it is likely that the two men knew one another, though Williams, at forty-nine, was some twenty-five years Kipling’s senior. 

Rudyard Kipling was a first cousin of Stanley Baldwin, a Conservative politician who became Prime Minister in 1923 (the first of three terms). Already a popular and welcomed character within the country’s literary circles, Kipling’s fame and family connections also gave him easy access to political cliques. These undoubtedly included those of another future Prime Minister, Herbert Asquith MP, and just as importantly, Margot Asquith, his socially active wife. Margot Asquith was a member of an aristocratic circle of politicians and intellectuals named ‘The Souls’. They were a social, non-political group formed for the purpose of amicable discussion and included Sir Henry Cockayne-Cust, politician and editor of the Pall Mall Gazette, to which Kipling contributed, helping to make the periodical a great success, George Curzon, Former Viceroy of India 1898-1905, and Arthur Balfour, Prime Minister 1902-05, all of whom Kipling knew socially. Margot Asquith was a friend and patient of Sir John Williams, and well acquainted with his wife, Lady Williams. It was Margot Asquith who had written to Sir John Williams in late November 1900 concerning something the reverse of complimentary about his wife, which, we believe, judging by the content of Sir John’s brusque letter in reply, linked him and Lady Williams directly to the murders. 

Kipling was also on friendly terms with Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. Sir Arthur was also a Freemason, and they attended Masonic Lodge meetings, and played golf together. It is inconceivable that they would not have discussed the murders when Sir Arthur would undoubtedly have expounded his own ‘Jill the Ripper’ theory to Kipling: that the murderer might have disguised himself as a woman in order to gain the confidence of his victims, or could in fact have been a woman, perhaps a midwife, or a woman who posed as such. 

If, as seems likely, Kipling had heard the “foolish and wicked talk” about the unstable Lizzie Williams from someone within Margot Asquith’s clique, Sir Henry Cockayne-Cust, George Curzon, Arthur Balfour, or perhaps even Margot Asquith herself, then Sir Arthur’s theory would have rung true. Perhaps the fraternal bond of Freemasonry prevented Kipling from speaking out publicly and damaging Lady Williams and Sir John Williams, a fellow Mason who had been “troubled beyond measure” by the “tongues of scandal”. In any event, there was no hard evidence linking anyone to the murders, and Lady Williams was unwell, so whatever she may have said could not be relied upon. 

So was Rudyard Kipling driven to record in 1911, in allegory instead, the person whom he believed the murderer might have been? One who “has the greater determination – the greater courage and single-mindedness in the pursuit of the important in life.” 

Certainly, his poem ‘The Female of the Species’ could have been a metaphor for Lizzie Williams. The phrase encapsulated in the title is repeated a further six times: it is as though Kipling was doing everything possible to press home his point: that a woman is not only capable of committing murder, but might actually do so, if she felt in some way threatened.

All this is speculative, of course, and I was anxious to avoid chasing shadows and seeing evidence that was, in fact, no more than mere coincidence. And there I would have left it – except for one strange, almost insignificant, anomaly that appears in the last two lines of the ninth verse. It reads:



And when Babe and Man are lacking and she strides unclaimed to claim


Her right as femme (and baron), her equipment is the same.




 



Lizzie Williams was certainly lacking both a baby (Babe) and her husband (Man). She was also infertile; but surely the word ‘baron’, written within brackets, appears to have been misspelt. Dating back to the thirteenth century, the word is derived from the Anglo-French barain, meaning ‘infertile land’, though alternatively, it might be of Celtic origin. A quick check in the Oxford English Dictionary confirms that the simile for ‘infertility’ has never, at any time, been spelt ‘baron’, but always ‘barren’. So how could Rudyard Kipling, an intelligent man and future Nobel laureate for literature have made such an obvious mistake? 

The answer is that he didn’t. Kipling has given the word a double meaning: ‘baron’ meaning ‘barren’, for those who are satisfied that it describes infertility and are prepared to ignore the error for the sake of artistic licence; and for others, prepared to accept its literal meaning, it describes a title of nobility. In 1894, a baronetcy was conferred on Sir John Williams by Queen Victoria; so the ‘baron’ in the poem might have referred to him. Could it therefore be that Kipling believed Lady Williams to be the murderer, and was it possible that she, and not, as is generally believed, the troublesome suffragists of the day, had provided the inspiration for one of his most famous poems? 



The Female of the Species



Rudyard Kipling



1911





 


When the Himalayan peasant meets the he-bear in his pride,


He shouts to scare the monster, who will often turn aside.


But the she-bear thus accosted rends the peasant tooth and nail.


For the female of the species is more deadly than the male.




 


When Nag the basking cobra hears the careless foot of man,


He will sometimes wriggle sideways and avoid it if he can.


But his mate makes no such motion where she camps beside the trail.


For the female of the species is more deadly than the male.




 


When the early Jesuit fathers preached to Hurons and Choctaws,


They prayed to be delivered from the vengeance of the squaws.


’Twas the women, not the warriors, turned those stark enthusiasts pale.


For the female of the species is more deadly than the male.




 


Man’s timid heart is bursting with the things he must not say,


For the Woman that God gave him isn’t his to give away;


But when hunter meets with husband, each confirms the other’s tale –


The female of the species is more deadly than the male.




 


Man, a bear in most relations – worm and savage otherwise, –


Man propounds negotiations, Man accepts the compromise.


Very rarely will he squarely push the logic of a fact


To its ultimate conclusion in unmitigated act.




 


Fear, or foolishness, impels him, ere he lay the wicked low,


To concede some form of trial even to his fiercest foe.


Mirth obscene diverts his anger – Doubt and Pity oft perplex


Him in dealing with an issue – to the scandal of The Sex!




 


But the Woman that God gave him, every fibre of her frame


Proves her launched for one sole issue, armed and engined for the same; 


And to serve that single issue, lest the generations fail,


The female of the species must be deadlier than the male.




 


She who faces Death by torture for each life beneath her breast


May not deal in doubt or pity – must not swerve for fact or jest.


These be purely male diversions – not in these her honour dwells.


She the Other Law we live by, is that Law and nothing else.




 


She can bring no more to living than the powers that make her great


As the Mother of the Infant and the Mistress of the Mate.


And when Babe and Man are lacking and she strides unclaimed to claim


Her right as femme (and baron), her equipment is the same.




 


She is wedded to convictions – in default of grosser ties;


Her contentions are her children, Heaven help him who denies! –


He will meet no suave discussion, but the instant, white-hot, wild,


Wakened female of the species warring as for spouse and child.




 


Unprovoked and awful charges – even so the she-bear fights,


Speech that drips, corrodes, and poisons – even so the cobra bites,


Scientific vivisection of one nerve till it is raw


And the victim writhes in anguish – like the Jesuit with the squaw!




 


So it comes that Man, the coward, when he gathers to confer


With his fellow-braves in council, dare not leave a place for her


Where, at war with Life and Conscience, he uplifts his erring hands


To some God of Abstract Justice – which no woman understands.




 


And Man knows it! Knows, moreover, that the Woman that God gave him


Must command but may not govern – shall enthral but not enslave him.


And She knows, because She warns him, and Her instincts never fail, 


That the Female of Her Species is more deadly than the Male.




 






APPENDIX II
 


 

In the decades following the Whitechapel murders, there have been 26 recorded Ripper-type attacks worldwide – incredibly, all of them committed by women. 

In 1974, Winifred Ransom from the U.S. became the first woman known to have performed what was in effect an illegal caesarean operation. She shot her victim and hacked her twenty times with a hatchet, killing her. Then, drenched in blood, she sliced the abdomen open with a butcher’s knife, and cut out the foetus.

Twenty-two women acted alone. In 2000, Lazerene Mannoe, a former policewoman from South Africa, attacked a pregnant schoolgirl. She bound, gagged and stripped her victim before using a breadknife and scissors to tear open her abdomen, exposing her stomach and intestines. The girl remained conscious the whole time and, covered in blood, managed to escape.

In 2009, Korena Roberts from the U.S., nicknamed the Baby Ripper, first beat her victim about the head. She then inflicted further injuries, slitting her breast and body, and viciously biting her arm. After cutting open her abdomen, she lifted the internal organs to one side and tore the foetus from its womb. Her victim died of shock and loss of blood.

Also in 2009, Leung Sin-ting invited her victim back to her Hong Kong apartment where she strangled her until the pregnant woman passed out. She then slashed open the abdomen with a 4-inch kitchen knife. Moving the intestines and internal organs out of her way, she cut the foetus from its womb, killing it in the process. The victim survived.

The youngest attacker, at 19, was American Darcy Pierce, who tied her victim to a tree before strangling her to unconsciousness. She then ripped open the abdomen with her car key, pushed the internal organs away from her, tore the foetus from its womb, and finally bit through the umbilical cord. Though the child survived, the victim subsequently bled to death.

Four of the women attackers enlisted male help, including Veronica Deramous who, at 40, was the oldest attacker, also American. After she abducted her victim, she brought her back to her own apartment. There, she tied her up with the help of her 17-year-old son. Using razor blades and a box-cutter, she slashed open the abdomen, exposing the placenta, stomach and intestines. Fainting and weak from loss of blood, the victim was rescued when a suspicious neighbour called the police. 

The murders attributed to Jack the Ripper, far from being crimes that could have been committed only by a man, mirror almost exactly the vicious attacks which, since that time, are all known to have been perpetrated by women. No man has ever been convicted, or even suspected, as the principal aggressor in any of these attacks, and all the evidence suggests that these horrendous acts of violence are ‘women-only’ crimes.
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