The years have brought no abatement of interest in Jack the Ripper, as far as Londoners are concerned. In fact, he has become a figure of folklore, as I discovered when I wrote to three East London newspapers in the hopes that some of their readers might be able to shed light on the Ripper mystery. The response to this appeal was surprising in view of the fact that the murders occurred seventy six years ago. Most of those who replied were old age pensioners in their lat seventies and eighties (the oldest person I interviewed was ninety), but they remembered the events vividly either through witnessing them as children, or through listening to their parents talk.

Some of my informants were genuinely mistaken as to their facts. One old man, for example, got the Ripper murders mixed up with the Sidney Street Siege, which occurred in the same area at a much later date, and which was made memorable by the presence of young Winston Churchill, then Home Secretary, who risked his neck to watch police shoot it out with two Lithuanian anarchists. But thanks to them I found that the Ripper is still very much alive, at least east of Aldgate. East End mothers still frighten their offspring with the bogey, “The Ripper will get you if you don’t watch out”. And the same offspring skip rope chanting, “Jack The Ripper/Stole a kipper/Hid it in his father’s slipper “. In Argyll the rhyme has to do with the Ripper “cutting his throat with Sunlight soap”.

The image of Jack the Ripper which East London retains, as I discovered from these interviews, is straight out of Victorian melodrama. He is the waxen-moustached villain of Maria Marten or Murder in the Red Barn, who was hissed by the parents of present day East Enders when he played the Paragon or the old Pavilion music hall in Whitechapel Road. “ I can see Jack the Ripper, just as plain as I see you sitting there,” exclaimed Mrs. Annie Tapper……….etc.

