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      The first court in which I ever appeared was Marlborough Street Magistrates’ Court, defending a young woman who had looted
         the perfume department of John Lewis. I need not have bothered. It was a waste of her money. In the 1960s £25 was the tariff
         for a first offence of shoplifting, whether the offender was represented or not.
      

      
      As the years went on a number of my clients either lived or, more often, had clubs in Soho and fell foul of the licensing
         laws, which they mostly simply ignored. As a result, I appeared on a regular basis in front of the formidable magistrates
         who sat there.
      

      
      In my earliest days, the incumbents were the ex-naval officer Leo Gradwell and Edward Robey, the barrister son of the great
         comedian George. They shared a room above their respective courts and did not get on well. It was said that the second to
         leave the room turned the photograph of the other’s wife and children to the wall. Of them Frank Milton, later the chief magistrate,
         paraphrased a little rhyme, converting it to:
      

      
      
         Oh to live in Soho

         
         The land of the ponce and the sod,

         
         Where Robey speaks only to Gradwell

         
         And Gradwell speaks only to God.

         
      

      
      In those days cases of indecency between men in the various Soho cottages were not treated with any sympathy. In his upper-class
         drawl, John Maude, who later sat at the Old Bailey, asked a police constable, who had spread-eagled himself on the roof of
         a lavatory the better to keep observation on what went on in the cubicles below, ‘Officer, are you happy in your work?’ On
         another occasion a magistrate hearing an indecency case I was defending – and he must have heard a couple a day, every day
         of the year – was told that when the policeman had flashed his torch he had seen Smith with Jones’s penis in his mouth. The
         magistrate pushed back his chair and exclaimed, ‘God, how disgusting!’ It was easy to see it was not going to be one of my
         more successful days.
      

      
      He was not the Marlborough Street magistrate who had a penchant for the ladies who appeared before him. This one took rooms
         in what might politely, if inaccurately, be called an hotel off Shaftesbury Avenue and persuaded his wife that when he was
         sitting he had to remain within the boundaries of his jurisdiction 24 hours a day.
      

      
      It was yet another who was the stipendiary in a case in which I appeared for a youth. His mother came to court with her erring
         child and I told her who was sitting. ‘He chucked my case last week,’ she said. ‘What for?’ I asked adding, ‘He’s not a bad
         old stick.’ ‘Tomming,’ she replied, adding in her turn, ‘Nah, he’s a punter.’ He generously would refuse to convict a girl
         of soliciting unless contraceptives were found in her handbag.
      

      
      In the 1980s, tiring of life as a defence lawyer, I decided to apply to become a stipendiary myself. My problem was that I
         had to supply references, preferably from a High Court or at least an Old Bailey judge or two. Instead of them the only person
         of any fame I could manage was an old TV wrestler and Soho frequenter for whom I once acted in a bastardy case. ‘Jim,’ he’d
         said at the time, ‘I wouldn’t mind having indigestion if I’d bit the apple.’ He clearly wouldn’t do and it was only when I
         saw the ‘punter-stipe’ leaving the Venus Rooms, a striptease club in Old Compton Street, that, so to speak, I seized the afternoon
         to ask for a reference. That it came to nothing is another link in the long chain of events leading to this book.
      

      
      Marlborough Street court first opened for business in 1795 and closed its doors to become a grand hotel in 2002. Its jurisdiction
         was Soho and part of the West End. Soho is said to be named after the hunting call ‘so-hoe!’ and people settled there after the
         Great Fire of London had moved thousands from the City. Although its boundaries are generally regarded as Oxford Street to
         the north, Coventry Street and Leicester Square to the south, Regent Street to the west and Charing Cross Road to the east,
         North Soho was what has become Fitzrovia. And so my boundaries have extended to the Euston Road in the north, Tottenham Court
         Road in the east and Great Portland Street in the west. Of course the denizens did not stay within the Square Mile so to speak.
         Often they flitted across the Charing Cross Road or into Regent Street and from time to time even further afield. I have followed
         them on some of their missions.
      

      
      While the Marlborough Street court may never have seen the Krays in its dock, over the years there were some famous names,
         including Oscar Wilde and Mick Jagger, through its doors. As always, profit is the keyword in a book on the underworld and
         so many of the more celebrated domestic murderers who graced the court can barely have a mention. Nevertheless, there are
         some who deserve recognition.
      

      
      In 1725 Catherine Hayes was burned at the stake for the murder of her husband John, who had a chandlery business on Tottenham
         Court Road and Tyburn Road, which would become Oxford Street. She was expecting to receive £1,500 on his death and persuaded
         Billings, her son by a previous lover, and a lodger to help her. After the unfortunate John Hayes had been butchered while
         drunk, his head was dumped in the Thames. Once it washed up, neighbours identified him and on 9 May 1726 Catherine went to
         Tyburn, drawn on a sledge where, unfortunately, the hangman Richard Arnet failed to strangle her before the flames spread
         and she was roasted alive. Thackeray’s story Catherine is based on her career.
      

      
      In 1761, the year when the madam Charlotte Hayes opened her ‘nunnery’ in Marlborough Street, one of the more celebrated murders
         of the eighteenth century took place in Leicester Square. In March that year the Swiss miniaturist painter, Theodore Gardelle,
         fell in love with his comely landlady Anne King. His passion was unrequited and early one morning he tried to rape her. She
         beat him off and was in the process of giving him a sound thrashing when he picked up a poker and knocked her to the ground.
         He believed he had killed her and, thinking the best thing would be to dispose of the body, decided to dismember it. There were no other lodgers and he sacked
         the maidservant before he began his work, which took him five days. Some parts were burned, some hidden in the attic or outhouses
         and some put in the outside privy. The neighbours became suspicious of the smell and smoke and called the constables. He was
         hanged by Thomas Turlis on 4 April that year on the corner of Panton Street and Haymarket.
      

      
      On Christmas Day 1836, Hannah Brown of 45 Riding House Street became the victim of her potential husband, James Greenacre,
         who had a shop in what is now between 19 and 20 Tottenham Court Road and was trying to perfect an early form of washing machine.
         She disappeared after visiting a friend in Windmill Street. Greenacre killed her because he discovered she did not have the
         fortune he was expecting to acquire on the marriage.
      

      
      On 30 September 1843, a German, Peter Keim, was stabbed to death in Marshall Street by a one-time friend, Wilhelm Steltynor,
         who seems to have tried to castrate him. The inquest jury sitting at the York Minster, Dean Street, was told that, when questioned
         by a constable, Steltynor had said somewhat enigmatically, ‘I meant to run it into Mr Keim and had it not been for the leather
         inside of his trousers, I should have ripped it all out.’ He was sentenced to death but he was reprieved after the German
         ambassador intervened.
      

      
      One of the most famous of Soho murders occurred in late October 1917. On 2 November the torso and arms of a woman were found
         wrapped in a meat sack and sheet in Regent Square, Bloomsbury. Nearby in a separate parcel were her legs. The dead woman,
         32 year old Émilienne Gérard, was traced through a laundry mark on the sheet to 50 Munster Square near Regent’s Park. On the
         mantelpiece was a portrait of a Soho butcher, Louis Voisin, and in the flat was a £50 IOU. When he was seen by Detective Inspector
         Wensley, Voisin was asked to write down ‘Bloody Belgium’ and he spelled it ‘Blodie Belgian’, exactly the spelling on a piece
         of paper found with the torso.
      

      
      In the basement of 101 Charlotte Street, where Voisin lived, was a cask in which Émilienne’s hands and head were found. His
         explanation was that she had told him she was going to France and asked him to look after her cat. When he went round he found
         her head and hands on a table and panicked. However, from the amount of blood in the cellar at Charlotte Street it was clear she had been killed there. She had been beaten about the head and there were signs
         of strangulation.
      

      
      The prosecution’s version of events was that Voisin had two mistresses and they met for the first time when Émilienne came
         uninvited to shelter from an air raid. Voisin was in bed with Berthe Roche; the women fought and Émilienne was struck a number
         of blows to the head.
      

      
      Although it was likely that it was Berthe who hit Émilienne – Voisin was far too strong to have done so little damage to her
         skull – he took the full blame at the trial. Instead of waiting for an interpreter, Mr Justice Darling passed the death sentence
         in French and Voisin was hanged on 2 March. Roche died two years into a seven-year sentence as an accessory after the fact.1

      
      One of Soho’s more entertaining murder cases was the 1936 killing of Douglas Bose by Douglas Burton. Bose had been living
         with, and treating badly, the one-time Augustus John model, Sylvia Gough, blackening her eye. When she appeared at their shared
         haunt, the Fitzroy Tavern, the 21-year-old Burton offered her the use of his flat. Later at a party he beat Bose to death
         with a hammer. His defence was that he had been driven insane by his unrequited love for another Fitzrovia habitué Betty May,
         known as Tiger Woman, who in her early life appeared in Paris cabarets. The defence succeeded. Old Bailey juries of the time
         never liked sending the middle-classes to the gallows, and Burton spent a relatively short time in a mental institution. One
         of the Tiger Woman’s more popular numbers was ‘The Raggle-Taggle Gypsies’, which she later sang with enthusiasm and without
         a skirt in Wally’s, a basement club in Fitzroy Street.
      

      
      One unsolved nineteenth-century murder was definitely for profit. Robert Westwood, who invented and patented the eight-day
         watch, was not a fortunate man. In 1822 he had been tied to a bed and robbed by William Redding, who had previously been convicted
         of capital crimes and had been transported. Redding, who was thought to have been involved in the murder of Mary Donatty in
         Bedford Row the same year, was hanged.
      

      
      Then on 7 June 1839, Westwood was attacked and killed in his rooms in Upper Rupert Street, which were set on fire. His throat
         was cut and some 80 watches valued at around £2,000 were missing. He was not a well-liked man. On one occasion when a sea captain returned a watch to him he snatched it from the man and stamped
         on it. On another he held a pistol to a customer’s head. He had also made numerous appearances at Marlborough Street court
         charged with minor assaults. Consequently, there were a number of possible suspects for his murder. Indeed, on the inquest
         jury was a man who had worked for Westwood and was reputed to have quarrelled bitterly with him. However, when he said he
         would give £50 of his own money for the arrest of the criminal, any thought of his involvement was wiped away. One neighbour,
         Nicholas Carron, a paper hanger in the traditional rather than criminal sense of the word, fled to America shortly after the
         murder and disappeared without trace.2

      
      On 6 December 1894 Marius Martin, a French-born night porter at the Café Royal in Regent Street, was found beaten to death
         in neighbouring Glasshouse Street. The motive may well have been robbery, but there was also the suggestion that he was deeply
         unpopular because he had been reporting other staff for taking home leftover food. No one was ever charged.
      

      
      In the decade before the court closed, there was a great escape from the cells by a bank robber, David Martin. A transvestite,
         who rather gave the game away, signalling his modus operandi by robbing banks dressed as a woman, Martin was also an expert
         lock picker. Charged with shooting at a policeman, on Christmas Eve 1982 he escaped from the cells at Marlborough Street and
         was off. He was not recaptured until the following March, when he was caught in a tunnel at Belsize Park underground station.
         In the meantime, a television producer, Stephen Waldorf, who had no direct connection with Martin, was shot by police who
         mistook him for the fugitive. He survived. Martin later committed suicide in prison after a row about which television programme
         the inmates should watch.3

   
      
      1
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      Early Whores and their Pimps

      
      From the time of the arrest of a ‘lewd woman’ in Soho Fields for breach of the peace in 1641, Soho has become synonymous with
         sex. It was certainly its home when, in around 1750, the madam Jane Goadby is credited with introducing the luxurious French-style
         brothel to London. After a visit to Paris she opened a house in Berwick Street, where the girls were decked out in lace and
         silk and underwent a weekly medical examination. Goadby had a long run as a madam. In 1779 the Nocturnal Revels commented that she was still ‘laying in good stocks of clean goods, warranted proof for the races and watering places during
         the coming summer’.
      

      
      One of the girls in her establishment, Elizabeth Armistead, married the Whig leader Charles James Fox at the age of 45. She
         lived to be 91 and among her earlier lovers had been the Prince of Wales, later George IV.
      

      
      In 1760 another Soho madam, Charlotte Hayes took up with an Irish con man Dennis O’Kelly, who later became a colonel of militia.
         Born in 1720, he came to England in 1744 and for a time worked as a sedan carrier and a billiards marker. Both he and Charlotte
         Hayes spent time in the Fleet debtors’ prison and were released in 1760 on the death of George II. The next year she opened
         a protestant ‘nunnery’ in Great Marlborough Street. O’Kelly was now a racing man and it was through his turf connections that
         he introduced the Dukes of Richmond and Chandos to the house.
      

      
      In 1770, with some of their money, O’Kelly bought a half share in the five-year-old racehorse Eclipse and then paid 1,750
         guineas to buy the animal outright. It was a sound investment. The unbeaten Eclipse was never even really extended. He won
         over £25,000 and sired three Derby winners, two of which were owned by O’Kelly. His progeny earned an enormous £160,000. Eclipse
         was still covering 50 mares a year when he died in 1790.
      

      
      Charlotte Hayes wasted much of the money she earned, and in 1770 and again in 1776 she was back in a debtors’ prison. O’Kelly
         died a rich man in 1788 leaving her £400 a year and a parrot that could recite the 104th Psalm. It was not sufficient and
         she was yet again in the debtors’ prison in 1798, after which she retired to Canons, a country estate in Edgware, where Eclipse
         had been buried eight years earlier.
      

      
      Seventeen sixty-one was indeed a vintage year. It was then that the beautiful Italian-born Theresa de Cornelys, who had for
         a time been the lover of the great Italian adventurer Jacques Casanova – by whom she may have had a daughter – took a lease
         on Carlisle House in Soho Square. There, for the next 20 years, she gave a series of subscription balls, in reality little
         short of orgies; 12 balls and suppers were for the nobility and another 12 for the middle classes. Entrance was 2 guineas
         a head. There was also an annual fancy-dress ball. One of the regular attendees was the Belgian clockmaker Joseph Merlin,
         who also invented roller skates and wore them during one party when, apparently playing the violin, he lost control and slid
         the length of the floor crashing into Mrs C’s expensive mirrors.1

      
      In June 1763, when Casanova arrived from Paris bringing with him Cornelys’ son Joseph by the dancer Pompeati, he was less
         than pleased to find that his former mistress had become too grand for him. He had been hoping to resume his position with
         her but instead was obliged to take rooms in Greek Street. His time in London signalled the beginning of his end as a great
         lover. He became re-enamoured of Marianne Charpillon, whom he had previously met in Paris and who, along with her mother and
         sisters, was now working as a prostitute. She led him a merry dance, taking his money and never surrendering the favours over
         which he had become besotted.
      

      
      On 27 November she had him brought before the blind magistrate Sir John Fielding, who bound him over to be of good behaviour in the sum of 40 guineas. Casanova had his revenge. Parrots
         must have been common currency in London at the time. He purchased one and, after teaching it to say in French, ‘The Charpillon
         is a greater whore than her mother’, sold the bird at a public house for 50 guineas. An attempt to sue him failed when Charpillon
         discovered she would need two witnesses to say that he had trained it.
      

      
      Casanova lasted only a few more months in London. Over a short time, Charpillon and her family had taken him for over 12,000
         guineas. After he won 520 guineas from a Baron Stenau, who gave him a forged bill of exchange in settlement, he was summoned
         to make it good or face proceedings for which the penalty on conviction was hanging. In the second week of March 1764, suffering
         from a venereal disease contracted from the baron’s mistress, he fled to Brussels and then to Germany.2

      
      But by the 1770s Soho was losing its cachet as an area for high-class prostitution. The madams such as Hayes, Goadby and Sarah
         Prendergast moved their houses nearer to St James’s and were setting up in George Court. The adventuress Theresa de Cornyles
         was now in decline. Her nemeses were her competitors. In 1772 she went bankrupt trying to take trade back from William Almanack’s
         premises in St James and the new magnificent Pantheon in Oxford Street. She died, worn out and ruined, in a debtors’ prison.
         With her decline came that of Soho as the place for what we might now call the B-list celebs to be seen.
      

      
      In the first half of the nineteenth century, Soho recovered its fair share of prime London brothels. Possibly because of the
         cold but more likely because of their school days, Englishmen have often had a penchant for flagellation. The White House
         at 21 Soho Square, run by Thomas Hooper, was an upper-class brothel where discipline was the speciality and was said to have
         had George IV as a patron. A Mrs James, who had been a maid in the family of Lord Clanricarde, ran one at 7 Carlisle Street,
         retiring to Notting Hill to live in luxury on the profits, but the best flagellation brothel in London was said to be that
         of Mrs Theresa Berkley at 28 Charlotte Street, where the speciality was the eponymous Berkley Horse.
      

      
      The device, made in 1828, was an extending frame that, according to Henry Spencer Ashbee, could ‘bring the body to any angle that might be desirable’. She was also reputed to have kept a
         more eclectic collection of instruments of torture than any other dominatrix in London. They included birch rods, which she
         kept in water so they remained pliant, a dozen cats-o’-nine-tails, nettles, and battledores made of thick sole leather with
         inch-long nails, as well as a prickly evergreen known as butcher’s bush.
      

      
      Mrs Berkley was reputed to have made £10,000 in eight years, and, when she died in 1836, her missionary brother, who had spent
         30 years in Australia, renounced his claim to her estate. Her executor presented the Horse to the Society of Arts at the Adelphi,
         while the Crown took the remainder of her fortune.3

      
      Street prostitutes, if sufficiently beautiful, could graduate. It was in New Compton Street that Harry Angelo saw Emma Hamilton,
         later Nelson’s Gift to the Nation, leaning against a post on the corner. That evening he bought her some biscuits and arranged
         to meet her again. He did not keep the appointment and the next time he saw her she had graduated to living at Mrs Kelly’s
         in Arlington Street.
      

      
      It was on 19 May 1853 that William Ewart Gladstone, then Chancellor of the Exchequer, committed one of the indiscretions that
         have linked his name to the prostitution of the time. Opinion is divided as to whether he saved prostitutes or merely saved
         them until later, but that evening he met a girl in Long Acre and brought her back to her lodgings in King Street. Unfortunately,
         he was seen by a young man who thought that, if he did not share the knowledge with the general public, Gladstone would get
         him a job at the Inland Revenue. The Chancellor was made of sterner stuff and the man received a year’s hard labour, later
         halved thanks to Gladstone’s intervention.
      

      
      Throughout the nineteenth century Regent Street was known as the haunt of prostitutes. In 1894 a man complained to The Times that, unless he was in company with his daughter, he could not walk down the street without being accosted.4 And it was a reputation that continued into the twentieth century. Shaftesbury Avenue and the Charing Cross Road were constructed
         in the late 1880s and, with the disappearance of King Street, Hog Lane and the Newport Market, divided Soho into two parts
         cut off from mainstream London. Now prostitutes, minded by their bullies, were on every corner; there were restaurants that were façades for brothels and then as now massage parlours to which young women were recruited as ‘nurses’.
         Leicester Square hotels were slow to clear prostitutes from their lounges and Shaftesbury Avenue was soon known as The Front.
         With prostitutes soliciting from the steps, the fountain in Piccadilly Circus of a cherub shooting an arrow – originally called
         the Angel of Christian Charity, commemorating the work of the reforming Lord Shaftesbury 50 years earlier – was informally
         renamed Eros.
      

      
      The vice trade was pushing up the rents in Soho and, while some brothels were neat and indeed respectable, others were simply
         places where the visitors were robbed on the staircase before they ever got near the girls’ rooms.
      

      
      When W. Hall, a lay preacher, was sent to work at St Anne’s Church, Dean Street, in 1891 he was warned that anyone who took
         a stand against the vice trade was likely to meet an untimely death. Indeed, in the letterbox one morning there was a postcard
         with a sketch of him turning a corner. A man behind him was stabbing him and he was due to fall into a coffin. There was a
         skull-and-crossbones motif and beneath the coffin were the words ‘Spy, villain, this much good for you. Revenge’.
      

      
      He survived, but it was a particularly rough time. Nevertheless, from 1892, efforts were made to clear away some of the brothels,
         and there was help from the Charing Cross Vigilance Society.
      

      
      Then, on 1 May 1905, came one of the early-twentieth-century Metropolitan Police scandals, when a French woman, Eva D’Angeley,
         was arrested for ‘riotous and indecent’ behaviour in Regent Street. The charge was dismissed after a Mr D’Angeley told the
         stipendiary that he was married to the lady and that she was merely waiting for him. Better still Sub-Divisional Inspector
         MacKay told the court he believed them to be a respectable married couple. So amid allegations of corruption, police harassment
         and bribery, a Royal Commission was established into methods and discipline in the force.
      

      
      The D’Angeley case was one of 19 selected for examination by the Commissioners and now rather different facts began to emerge.
         Reporting to the Commission, MacKay claimed that Greek Street ‘is one of the very worst streets I have to deal with. In fact
         it is the worst street in the West End of London.’ He had made further enquiries into Mrs D’Angeley and her husband and now realised he had been overgenerous towards the pair. They had retreated to Paris
         with such speed that they had forgotten to pack their trunks as well as forgetting to pay the rent on their lodgings. Unsurprisingly,
         offers by the Commission to pay their fares back to London were ignored. The case throws up all sorts of questions about MacKay.
         How could an experienced officer not recognise a French pimp? Why did he not ask for a short adjournment to make proper enquiries?
         But, as is so often the case, much of the report was a whitewash. The Commission found that, ‘The Metropolitan Police is entitled
         to the confidence of all classes of the community.’
      

      
      One of the abiding myths of Soho has been that, in the early years of the twentieth century, it was a home from home for the
         white slaver, something fuelled by the good Pastor Hall and others of St Anne’s Church. Mothers fretted that their daughters
         who ventured into the fringes of Soho would fall foul of the white slaver and, in a restaurant or café, would meet up with
         what appeared to be a respectable woman, feel the prick of a needle and wake up on a cargo boat to Cairo. A slightly less
         horrifying version was that the girl would be taken to a strange house in a strange neighbourhood, where she would be detained
         for a day or two and ill-treated by villainous men before being turned out in the depths of night to make her ruined way home.
      

      
      Percy Savage, a former superintendent of the CID who had worked the Soho patch, cast doubt on what amounted to this urban
         myth, saying he had never been able to find the slightest corroboration for these melodramatic kidnappings:
      

      
      
         Of one fact only have I succeeded in assuring myself, and it is that some girls rely on a somewhat vivid but limited imagination
            in order to excuse their voluntary absence from home when confronted by anxious and loving parents or matter-of-fact and incredulous
            employers.5

      

      
      Statistics are difficult to obtain and there is little doubt that young Jewish women fleeing the European pogroms were met
         on the docks in the East End and placed in lodgings that were little better than brothels. But was there a wholesale shipment of these girls to Cairo and Buenos Aires? The research of Sol Cohen of the Jewish
         Association for the Protection of Girls and Women claimed that in 1900 there were 125 such cases and in 1902 the number had
         almost doubled. He accepted, however, that many of the women had been prostitutes before coming to England and that in most
         cases there was no coercion.
      

      
      The findings differed from those accumulated four years later for a Metropolitan Police report that found that such cases
         were few and far between. They thought there were probably only half a dozen cases and, even so, these were French and Belgian
         girls – which made things all right, of course.6

      
      Over the next six years, vigilance committees, allied to a variety of religious and social agendas, continued to pressure
         the police, claiming that white slavers were kidnapping virtuous girls and so ‘reaping huge harvests of gold’. They had some
         support from the journalist George Sims, who, writing of Soho, thought that there were dozens of gambling dens run by foreigners
         who farmed out the streets to the ‘unfortunate alien women’ upon whom they lived. There was, he said, a well-organised syndicate
         that loitered in milliners’ and dress shops specifically to recruit English girls.7

      
      Indeed, there was generally an antiforeign feeling, with one newspaper in 1896 describing the denizens of Soho as speaking
         in ‘a sort of mongrel, bestial dialect more fit for the lips of gorillas and chimpanzees … a sort of reeking hotch-potch of
         obscene and quite meaningless expression’.8

      
      There is no doubt, however, that at least two well-organised and successful gangs operated in Soho in the first decade of
         the twentieth century. In 1910 Vera Wilson, a prostitute working in Wardour Street and the Leicester Square area, was kept
         under observation, and her French pimp Charles Peneau was arrested and charged with living off her immoral earnings. After
         the first remand hearing the wily solicitor Arthur Newton negotiated with Wontner’s, the prosecuting solicitors, for a noncustodial
         sentence to be imposed on the basis that Peneau was a boy of 19 from a good family, who were horrified by what had happened
         to him. The solicitors and magistrate agreed, but they were fooled. Young and from a good family Peneau may have been but, as Wilson later told the police in a fit of pique, he was a close associate of a ring of white slavers that included
         Altar or Aldo Cellis, Alexander Berard and two Spaniards operating the Paris end, Damiani and Casalta.
      

      
      Cellis, who was possibly Swiss-born or possibly Italian, had convictions in Australia. Along with a Frenchman, Alexander Nicolini,
         he had been recruiting Belgian girls, telling them they would be going to Wellington in New Zealand and Buenos Aires. On 30
         November 1910, defended by Newton, Cellis and Berard pleaded guilty to conspiracy to procure women and received six months
         with hard labour to be followed by deportation. Two of the women ‘rescued’, Mireille Laparra – who had been recruited at the
         Gare d’Austerlitz in Paris – and Marguerite Bescançon, were not pleased to be taken back to the Continent. According to a
         letter from the National Vigilance Association, which escorted them, the girls spent the crossing to Calais flirting with
         any men who came within eye contact.9

      
      The second ring was rather more long-lasting, wider in scope and, when it came to it, much more dangerous, at least for its
         members. Indeed, this was the first time that ‘Red Max’ Kessel came to police notice in a career that would continue until
         his death a quarter of a century later.10

      
      The investigations into this gang also began in 1910 with Marguerite Leroy, otherwise know as Antoinette Poulain, being given
         a sentence of a month for being a common prostitute along with another month for assaulting a client. Even before the assault
         she had been under observation and was seen handing money over to two men in cafés, restaurants and pubs in Soho, including
         the Admiral Duncan in Old Compton Street. Enquiries were made and it was found a gang of traffickers was operating from 40a
         Wells Street. At first the men were identified only as Max (who was Kessel) and Leon, whose name was Brieux and who had been
         running girls, including Vera Wilson, out of the Café Henry in Bloomsbury. 11 For the time being enquiries lapsed.
      

      
      On 17 October 1912 a small White Slave Traffic Squad, with a total strength of 14, was formed. On 7 November the next year
         John Curry, the detective inspector in charge, reported:
      

      
      
         I have to say that there has been an utter absence of evidence to justify these alarming statements, the effect of which was
            to cause a large shoal of complaints and allegations [many contained in anonymous letters] to be received by the police, against
            persons of all classes.
         

      

      
      There was no case of an innocent girl being kidnapped. ‘Mostly [they are] Jewesses of Russian or Polish origin [who] go to
         Argentina and Brazil.’12

      
      The strength of the squad was duly run down.

      
      One good thing had been the Criminal Law Amendment Act 1912, which provided the police with power to arrest on suspicion without
         a warrant, increased penalties and, at Quarter Sessions, allowed the judge to impose a flogging. As a result, said The Times, a number of foreign pimps had fled abroad.13

      
      One of the first women potentially to fall foul of the Amendment was Queenie Gerald, described as an actress, who was charged
         that between 15 December 1912 and 13 June 1913 she unlawfully lived on earnings of prostitution. When the police raided her
         at Abingdon House, Piccadilly Circus, they were admitted by a woman dressed as a nurse. Gerald was found to have £201 on her
         together with a quantity of jewellery and gold. Three girls between the ages of 17 and 19 worked for her, dividing their earnings
         equally. In the end she did rather well. She received three months in the Second Division with the deputy chairman at Quarter
         Sessions saying there was no suggestion of any cruelty by her, nor had she corrupted the girls. The newspapers were outraged,
         as was the Ladies’ National Association, which wanted to see a more severe sentence. Questions were asked in Parliament and
         MPs suggested she had been dealt with leniently because of names found in her black book, which had been suppressed.14

      
      On her release she immediately set up in Maddox Street and advertised in the Pelican:
      

      
      
         Anturic bath salts; effective in the cause of rheumatism. To be obtained from Gaynor, first floor, 9 Maddox Street, Regent
            Street W. Telephone 4658, Mayfair.
         

      

      
      The police kept watch on the premises but she had learned her lesson and there was never again evidence she was using the
         premises as a brothel. She would, however, resurface time and again over the next fifteen years.15
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