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XV 
 

THE OLD BAILEY 
 
 
The events — and the success — I have here narrated will raise the query, 'Why the Old Bailey? 
Why three months' imprisonment for the chivalrous man who had laid bare the infamy, and in 
doing so had risked his reputation and even his life? Why imprisonment, or at least the strain and 
odium of public trial, for his associates?' Strange indeed it was that in the first case of any public 
interest under the new Criminal Law Amendment Act the ‘criminals' in the dock should be, not 
the monsters who had battened on the villainy, but the men and women who had helped to 
expose it! To explain that strange twisting of causes and circumstances, I must retrace my steps 
a little, and go back to the secret inquiry which led to the publication of the 'Maiden Tribute.’ 
 
It was one thing for Stead and the rest of us to satisfy ourselves of the truth of the position; it 
was another thing to gain public credence for what we knew. It was not enough to put forward 
the general results of our observations; we must have concrete cases proved or capable beyond 
all doubt of being proved. Before venturing on publication, therefore, Stead suggested that 
certain experiments be made. He got an old procuress to 'sell' him two girls, both under sixteen, 
for each of whom he paid £10. The girls were produced at the appointed house, and Stead had 
a talk with each of them with the object of discovering how far they were aware of the nature of 
the transaction. It was evident, particularly so in the case of one of them, that they had only the 
vaguest notion of any possible impropriety. Stead's blunt talk thoroughly frightened them, 
however, and, giving each of them £5, he sent them away. Other experiments of various kinds 
were made, equally confirmatory of what we had heard. 
 
But even such stories were not definite enough for the purpose. They would have to be taken 
only on the word of Stead and those co-operating with him. We then decided that the only other 
thing to do was to make an experiment with an actual case, and to carry it through in such a way 
that we could call evidence from people of repute with regard to what had happened. We 
thought out the plan most carefully, and it was put into execution on the Derby day of 1885. 
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The plan was this: that Rebecca Jarrett, who, being an ex-brothel-keeper, understood the 
business, should go to some woman she knew would part with her child. The child should be 
taken to a professional procuress (Madame Mourez), who would certify it to be a virgo intacta, 
this being one of the abominations essential to such transactions. Then it was arranged that the 
child should be conveyed to a well-known house where Stead had engaged a room, and that 
there he should be left alone with her for an hour or so. It was important, further, to have it 
certified after this experience, that nothing had happened to the child, and accordingly it was 
agreed that she should be taken from the brothel by one of our trusted women, who was a great 
factor in these investigations, and was known throughout as Mrs. X, straight to the house of a 
specialist whose name I had suggested, and who had most warmly agreed to help us, and that 
the specialist, after examining her, should furnish a certificate. 
 
All this was done to plan, and the next morning at Charing Cross Station I received the child from 
Jarrett, and Mrs. Combe conveyed her to Paris. Thus the case was proved up to the hilt, for 
although this particular girl had received no whit of harm, it was shown to be possible for a 
procuress to buy a child for money, to certificate her, bring her to a house of ill fame, leave her 
with a man she had never seen before, and then send her off to the Continent so that nothing 
further need be known of her. 
 
The moment this was done, Stead felt that his case was complete. He already had his information; 
he simply wanted to clinch it. The exposures in the Pall Mall Gazette' soon followed. 
 
It would have been wonderful in such an enterprise if there had been no mistakes or 
miscalculations. The mistakes never made me regret in the least the plan that we pursued. The 
need was desperate, and was met by desperate measures, which usually mean risk. 
 
The little circumstance which led us eventually to the dock was the (quite unnecessary) 
publication by Stead of a letter which the girl had written from France to her mother, and which, 
of course, had been intercepted. He published it with the object of showing the innocence of 
the child who had been sold for money. In this letter she had quoted a childish rhyme, which her 
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mother recalled that she knew, and at once said, “That's my Eliza’ (the child had been called by 
another name in the revelations). 
 
Forthwith, in the character of the injured parent, she went to a great enemy of ours who did not 
like the prominence which The Salvation Army had obtained through the affair. Another story 
was also set before the editor of a Sunday newspaper, also no friend to The Army. The 'crime' 
stood revealed! The girl had been abducted! We, the protagonists of repressive legislation, had 
broken our own law! An evening rival of the ‘Pall Mall’ — now defunct — took the case up. 
Information was laid on which a charge could be preferred. We were summoned under our own 
Act, which, of course, provided for much heavier sentences than had been possible under the 
old law! We, a gang of subterranean engineers, were hoist with our own petard! 
 
The circumstances of the trial at the Old Bailey need not be gone into at any length. Stead and 
I and the others were summoned in the first instance to appear at Bow Street, and a warrant was 
issued for the arrest of Rebecca Jarrett; I had refused to disclose her whereabouts, fearing, as I 
did, that, her case being on a somewhat different plane from ours, she might be refused bail. 
We resolved that we would not have her arrested until the trial, when we hoped to be able to 
get bail for her along with ourselves, and so it turned out. 
 
Every blackguard in London must have assembled in Bow Street while the case was before the 
magistrate. From every foul den in the metropolis the people had come to gloat on the 
discomfiture of these modern Galahads. I was mobbed more than once, dragged out of a cab, 
and maltreated, and only rescued with difficulty by a police inspector, who drove the crowd right 
and left. On more than one occasion the police placed a 'Black Maria' at our disposal, and we 
were rapidly conveyed from the Court to some distant Square, where cabs could be available for 
us. And, apart from the mob who shook our heads, there were the righteous and respectable 
people who shook their own. They were agreed as to the evil, were, in fact, horrified that such 
things could be in their midst, but, with here and there an exception, they strongly disapproved 
our methods of meeting it. It was impossible to disapprove of theirs, because they gave no hint 
of having any. 
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And so to the Old Bailey. Here the feeling inside and outside the Court was intense. At times 
during the hearing the Court was very subdued, the common hush almost suggesting a religious 
solemnity; at other times there was outburst and clamour. The public excitement could not be 
kept away from the precincts of the law. I am bound to say that on the whole we were personally 
treated with consideration. The robing room was given up to us, and we lunched together. 
Everything that could be unpleasant was dispensed with, except the necessary formality of 
locking us up for a few minutes in the cells each morning before we entered the dock. I had the 
'condemned' cell, by the way, not, I am sure, because of its associations, but because it 
happened to be the most commodious in the old Old Bailey. The warders were very civil, the 
police quite nice, and all the time we were sustained by a current of friendliness, if not of 
sympathy, even on the part of some who were against us. 
 
Mr. Justice Lopes, who behaved with great civility to me personally, was against us from the 
beginning. His view was evidently that we were all guilty. He showed himself particularly hostile 
at first, but weakened considerably, and it was at his suggestion that Mrs. Combe was released, 
long before the hearing concluded. All parties agreed that there was no evidence against her; 
meaning, of course, that they had not been able to secure any evidence. 
 
Rebecca Jarrett broke down under cross-examination. She had kept a house of ill fame, and 
certain things were brought forward relating to her past which she had not the courage to admit. 
It was a cruel ordeal for her, and I repented while I sat in the dock listening to her in the witness-
box that I had allowed her to embark on such an adventure. Yet I am satisfied that the evidence 
we obtained through her was an essential link in the chain, and that without it we should never 
have enforced the need for raising the age. 
 
My own feelings during the summing-up are set down in a letter written to my mother from the 
dock; from which I make an extract: 
 
As to the case, I have no regrets as to what I did. The mistakes and accidents all through have 
only been such as are usually attached to all human enterprises. I regret them, but I could not 
prevent them, glad as I would have been to do so. It is painful to have all regard for motive shut 
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out of what they think it well to shut it out from, and yet to imply all sorts of bad motives in 
connexion with the smallest incidents of the affair. But I do beg you not to be distressed in any 
way about me personally. God will take care of me! 
 
Then another thing. I do hope that no efforts will be made on my behalf, if we go to prison, that 
are not made on behalf of Stead. Do please let me beg this of you.... 
 
The jury showed a very intelligent mastery of the problem. Although we were told over and over 
again as the trial proceeded that motive had nothing to do with the law, and that the simple 
question was whether or not we had abducted the girl, we could see day by day that the jury 
were coming more and more to the conviction that motive must be allowed for. They were almost 
bound to find Stead guilty because of his own admissions, technical though they were, yet such 
was their evident hesitation in doing so, and such the volume of public sentiment outside, that 
Mr. Justice Lopes gave what was a comparatively light sentence — three months — which the 
Home Secretary promptly ordered should be in the first division. Still, it was a conviction, and 
my satisfaction in my own acquittal was overshadowed by it. 
 
The feature of the whole trial, in my opinion, was Charles Russell's speech for Jarrett. It was one 
of his most wonderful efforts. He spoke for two hours, and when he sat down, my dear wife sent 
up a note to me in the dock saying that she did not care how the case ended after that speech! 
‘It is worth it all.' Although Rebecca Jarrett in her evidence had produced an unfavourable 
impression, yet when Russell finished speaking for her there was not a dry eye in the Court. Even 
the Judge and the Clerk of Arraigns were moved by the appeal which he made on her behalf. 
When the Attorney-General came to reply, he dealt with Rebecca very cautiously. 
 
During his cross-examination, Sir Richard Webster showed some tendency to bully. One of his 
favourite methods in cross-examining was to repeat the question, 'Do I understand you to say 
...?' At last I said to him in reply to one such repetition, 'Sir Richard, I have told you once. Why 
do you ask me again?' From that point his manner greatly improved. One small circumstance 
which I recall with regard to Webster was our discovery of a bundle of letters on the table of the 
apartment assigned to our use, which Webster had evidently mislaid. I took them up and read 
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one or two, thinking they were ours, but finding that they belonged to the prosecuting counsel, 
sent them to him. I gathered enough of their contents to know that they were letters from his 
constituents — he had just been elected for Launceston — hotly criticizing him for appearing 
against The Salvation Army! 
 
The best speech after Russell's was Waddy's for me. Both Russell and Waddy saw our position 
from the beginning, but certain of our legal friends misunderstood it in some respects. At one of 
the conferences in the Temple, at which nearly all the counsel — a formidable array — engaged 
in the defence were present, Stead expressed our unwillingness to take a certain line which, 
though it might be useful for the defence, was not, in his opinion, entirely candid. Thereupon 
Henry Matthews, in the presence of us all, burst out with the exclamation, 'Oh, Russell, I cannot 
stand these people's thirst for being martyrs!' Stead replied like lightning, ‘No! you will never be 
one.' It was the idea of some of these gentlemen in wigs that the whole thing was a flare, either 
to win renown for The Salvation Army, or to make the fortune of a newspaper. 
 
The uses of the trial? Of course, we had already obtained the Act, and we counted nothing else 
of very much moment. But the trial did The Army a great deal of good. It made us known, and 
put us at one stroke in the very front rank of those who were contending for the better treatment 
of the lost and the poor; and while it roused some powerful enemies, especially in the Press, the 
enmity lasted only for a time, while the sympathy which was generated remained and remains a 
permanent possession. Our work for women was greatly furthered by these strange 
circumstances. We gained friends in political circles, won recognition from the Government then 
existing and from its successors, and were brought into touch with Queen Victoria and with some 
of her Court who ever since have been interested in what we have been doing. We knew from 
the Dowager Marchioness of Ely and others that the Queen followed the proceedings with great 
concern and sympathy. The case opened doors for us also in the oversea Dominions, and in the 
United States, and the sympathy materialized in financial help, which, if not at the time large in 
amount, was encouraging in character. 
 
A word may be said on subsequent happenings as they concern one or two of the persons who 
figured in these proceedings. One strange circumstance was the discovery, ten years later, that 
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Eliza Armstrong was the illegitimate daughter of the woman who had posed as the injured 
mother. Had this been known at the time it is very improbable that we should have been 
prosecuted at all. The Salvation Army has since assisted Eliza more or less. The mention of 
Rebecca Jarrett shall close this episode. It is pleasant to record that she has done well. Her 
subsequent life has amply proved the sincerity of her repentance. She is still with The Army, 
enjoying a happy old age, free from the bondage of the past, and trying to serve God in the 
sphere in which He has in His mercy placed her. 
 


