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‘In the morning, after paying for the usual tea-and-two-slices and buying half  an ounce of  
tobacco, I had a halfpenny left. I did not care to ask B. for more money yet, so there was 
nothing for it but to go to a casual ward. I had very little idea how to set about this, but I 
knew there was a casual ward at Romton, so I walked out there, arriving at three or four in 
the afternoon.  Leaning against the pigpens in Romton market-place was a wizened old 
Irishman, obviously a tramp.’
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Plan of  Romford market, 
late 1920s/early 1930s



‘“Well, dere’s a place here where dey gives you a free cup o’ tay and a bun.  Good tay it is.  Dey 
makes you say a lot o’ bloody prayers after; but hell! It all passes de time away.  You come wid 
me.”

He led the way to a small tin-roofed shed in a side-street, rather like a village cricket 
pavilion.’  
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The church on Manor 
Road, Google Streetview, 
October 2012.



‘At about a quarter to six the Irishman led me to the spike.  It was a grim, smoky yellow cube 
of  brick, standing in a corner of  the workhouse grounds.’  
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Romford casual ward c. 
1900.

Ordnance Survey map showing Romford workhouse, c. 
1938., presumed casual ward circled.



‘When the charge sheet was filled up I told the story I always tell, viz. that 
my name was Edward Burton, and my parents kept a cake-shop in 
Blythburgh, where I had been employed as a clerk in a draper’s shop; that I 
had had the sack for drunkenness, and my parents, finally getting sick of  
my drunken habits, had turned me adrift.  I added that I had been working 
as an outside porter at Billingsgate, and having unexpectedly “knocked up” 
six shillings on Saturday had gone on the razzle.’

George Orwell, ‘Clink’ (1934 essay 
published posthumously)



From the Register of the Court of Summary Jurisdiction, Old Street 
Police Court, 21/12/1931 (London Metropolitan Archives, 
PS.OLD/A/01/090).



The entry for ‘Edward Burton’ (n° 9).
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‘The Jew had been a buyer 
at Smithfields for a kosher 
butcher.  After working 
seven years for the same 
employer, he suddenly 
misappropriated £28, went 
up to Edinburgh – I don’t 
know why Edinburgh – 
and had a “good time” 
with tarts’



Incognito social 
investigation



Rent a flat above a shop,
Cut your hair and get a job.
Smoke some fags and play some pool,
Pretend you never went to school.
But still you’ll never get it right,
’Cause when you’re laid in bed at night,
Watching roaches climb the wall,
If  you called your Dad he could stop it all.

Pulp, ‘Common People’, 1995
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