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 Direct Descendants of Dennis Neill

Dennis
Neill

b: Abt. 1810 Ireland
Husbandman

Timothy
Neill

b: Abt. 1834 County Kerry, Ireland
d: 18 May 1883 Newington Infirmary,

Walworth, Surrey
Bet. 1855 - 1883 Tailor

Julia
Nugent

b: Abt. 1832 Cork, Ireland
m: 26 May 1855 The Sardinian Chapel,

St Giles-in-the-Fields, Bloomsbury,
Middlesex

d: 14 Nov 1914 Holborn Union
Workhouse, Mitcham, Surrey

Char Lady

Patrick Dennis
McNeil

b: 12 May 1863 112 Regent St,
Westminster, Middlesex, England

d: 16 Nov 1902 86 New Church Road,
Camberwell, London

Bet. 29 Jan 1888 - 1901 Clothier's Cutter

Lucy Ann
Early

b: 03 Mar 1858 Caroline Cottages, South
Lambeth New Road, Kennington, Surrey

m: 05 Aug 1883 St. Marys Church,
Lambeth, Surrey

d: 22 May 1920 5 Brunswick Square,
Camberwell, London

1881 Ironer

Arthur Patrick
McNeil

b: 29 Jan 1888 72 Camden Grove North,
Camberwell, Surrey, England

d: 01 Jan 1938 6 Vaughan Place,
Camberwell, London

1: 26 Sep 1915 Tinsmith
2: 1938 Journeyman Tinsmith

1918 Private, Army Service Corps

Caroline Elizabeth
Trimmer

b: 04 Sep 1883 98 Picton St, Camberwell,
Surrey

m: 26 Sep 1915 St.Andrews Church,
Peckham, London

d: 19 Jan 1974 New Cross Hospital,
London

1911 Solderer of Tinware

Leonard Henry
McNeil

b: 07 Mar 1925 6 Vaughan Place,
Peckham, London

d: 26 Jun 1985 Leighton Hospital, Crewe,
Cheshire

1: 1946 Private14517558 RAOC
(Electrical Instrument Operator)
2: Bet. 1946 - 1966 Bricklayer and

Labourer
3: Bet. 1967 - 1972 Chauffeur and Minder,

Nolan Family, Cheapside, London
4: Bet. 1972 - 1985 Engineer's Assistant,

Tower Bridge London
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Direct Descendants of Dennis Neill

Dennis
Neill

b: Abt. 1810 Ireland
Husbandman

Timothy
Neill

b: Abt. 1834 County Kerry,
Ireland

d: 18 May 1883 Newington
Infirmary, Walworth, Surrey

Bet. 1855 - 1883 Tailor

Julia
Nugent

b: Abt. 1832 Cork, Ireland
m: 26 May 1855 The Sardinian
Chapel, St Giles-in-the-Fields,

Bloomsbury, Middlesex
d: 14 Nov 1914 Holborn

Union Workhouse, Mitcham,
Surrey

Char Lady

Jeremiah
Neill

William
O'Neil

b: 1860 St Georges, Middlesex
d: 09 Oct 1890 32 Hampton St,

Newington, London
Bet. 1883 - 1890 Tailor's Cutter

Patrick Dennis
McNeil

b: 12 May 1863 112 Regent St,
Westminster, Middlesex,

England
d: 16 Nov 1902 86 New Church

Road, Camberwell, London
Bet. 29 Jan 1888 - 1901

Clothier's Cutter

Lucy Ann
Early

b: 03 Mar 1858 Caroline
Cottages, South Lambeth New

Road, Kennington, Surrey
m: 05 Aug 1883 St.Marys
Church, Lambeth, Surrey

d: 22 May 1920 5 Brunswick
Square, Camberwell, London

1881 Ironer

Edward
McNeil

b: 10 Dec 1865 10a Douglas St,
Westminster, Middlesex

d: 23 Jan 1888 Workhouse,
Camberwell, Surrey

John
McNeill

b: 01 Nov 1869 6 Harpers
Place, Vauxhall Bridge Rd,
Westminster, Middlesex
1: 1891 Baker & VanMan

2: 1894 Baker
3: 1901 Journeyman Baker

Thomas
McNeil

b: 06 Apr 1872 Battersea,
Surrey

Julia
McNeil

b: 29 Aug 1876 92 Southwark
Bridge Road, Southwark,

Surrey
d: 03 Aug 1904 Chelsea

Infirmary, London
1901 Dressmaker

Lucy Mabel
McNeil

b: 15 Mar 1884 103 South
Lambeth Road, Lambeth,

Surrey, England
1901 Ironer

Alice Mary
McNeil

b: 25 May 1885 21 Hampton
Street, Newington, England
d: 19 Jun 1906 Camberwell

Infirmary, Camberwell,
London

1901 Errand Girl

Edward John Youngs
McNeil

b: 14 Dec 1886 46 Crampton
Street, Newington, Surrey,

England
d: 21 Aug 1887 72 Camden
Grove North, Camberwell,

Surrey

Arthur Patrick
McNeil

b: 29 Jan 1888 72 Camden
Grove North, Camberwell,

Surrey, England
d: 01 Jan 1938 6 Vaughan

Place, Camberwell, London
1: 26 Sep 1915 Tinsmith

2: 1938 Journeyman Tinsmith
1918 Private, Army Service

Corps

Caroline Elizabeth
Trimmer

b: 04 Sep 1883 98 Picton St,
Camberwell, Surrey

m: 26 Sep 1915 St.Andrews
Church, Peckham, London
d: 19 Jan 1974 New Cross

Hospital, London

Grace Julia
McNeil

b: 12 Jun 1889 2 Little
Trafalgar Place, Newington,

Surrey, England

Ethel Irene
McNeil

b: 16 Mar 1891 113 New
Church Road, Camberwell,

London
d: 05 Jun 1891 2 Victory

Terrace, Camberwell, London

William Yale
McNeil

b: 26 Jun 1892 6 Boyton Place,
New Church Road, Camberwell,

London
d: 21 Aug 1893 6 Boyton Place,

Camberwell, London

Alice Mary
McNeil

b: 13 Nov 1915 11 Mazzard
Row, Camberwell, London
d: 05 Jun 1919 6 Vaughan

Place, Camberwell, London

Rosina Kathleen
McNeil

b: 26 Apr 1918 6 Vaughan
Place, Camberwell, London

d: 22 Sep 2000 Sydney,
Australia

Patricia Grace
McNeil

b: 03 Dec 1919 6 Vaughan
Place, Camberwell, London

d: 24 Nov 1985 Queen Mary's
Hospital, Roehampton

Arthur Patrick
McNeil

b: 05 Dec 1922 6 Vaughan
Place, Camberwell, London

d: 08 Apr 1988 King's College
Hospital, Denmark Hill, London
1988 Head Storeman (Retired)

Leonard Henry
McNeil

b: 07 Mar 1925 6 Vaughan
Place, Peckham, London
d: 26 Jun 1985 Leighton

Hospital, Crewe, Cheshire
1946 Private14517558 Royal

army Ordnance Corps
(Electrical Instrument Operator)

Edward Dennis
McNeil

b: 08 Feb 1928 6 Vaughan
Place, Camberwell, London
d: 28 Dec 1952 54 Philip Rd,

Peckham, London SE15
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 The McNeil Family Name Origins  
 
The famly name went through a number of iterations until, in general, the form of 
McNeil was chosen.  Given that the early members of the family were illiterate, the 
name could take on any number of spellings, in fact any spelling that reflected the 
spoken sound of “Nil or Neel” could originally have been used. 
 
The forms found within the family go from Neill, to Neal, to O’Neal, to O’Neil, to 
O’Neill, to McNeill, to McNeil, and all depended on the person writing the name, 
how Irish the person saying the name wanted to sound, which branch of the family 
was involved, and whether the person saying the name was trying to slightly change 
their identity for any reason; all these factors played a part in the spelling of the name. 
 
Given that the earliest members of the family came over from County Kerry in Ireland 
it is likely that the original form of the name would have been pronounced either Neal 
or O’Neil. 
 
The derivation of the name is either from a personal name of “Neil” meaning 
“champion” in Gaelic, or there is an outside possibility that in this case it was derived 
from the Scandinavian name “Nils” from the remnants of Norwegian Viking 
settlements in the West of Ireland, to be converted to a more Irish Neil or O’Neil over 
the centuries.  Although an outside possibility, it is still a possibility as the Y 
Chromosome of this particular branch of the family is an “I1a” type which is 
nominally a “Viking” genetic marker, and is most common in Norway and Denmark.  
The O’ and Mc prefixes to the name denote “son of” in Gaelic, so it is what is called a 
patronymic name, denoting a particular male line.  The family may be very distantly 
related to O’Neils and McNeils in the North of Ireland and the Scottish Highlands and 
Islands. 
 
The family brought the name over with them at the time of the Potato famine in 
Ireland, and the first we see of them outside of Ireland is in Central London living 
amongst the working class Irish communities in the area. 
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Dennis Neill 

Descendants of Dennis Neill

Dennis
Neill

b: Abt. 1810 Ireland
Husbandman

Timothy
Neill

b: Abt. 1834 County Kerry,
Ireland

d: 18 May 1883 Newington
Infirmary, Walworth, Surrey

Bet. 1855 - 1883 Tailor

Julia
Nugent

b: Abt. 1832 Cork, Ireland
m: 26 May 1855 The Sardinian
Chapel, St Giles-in-the-Fields,

Bloomsbury, Middlesex
d: 14 Nov 1914 Holborn

Union Workhouse, Mitcham,
Surrey

Char Lady

Jeremiah
Neill

 



The Family Story of Leonard Henry McNeil 

© Timedetectives 2009 

 1810s-1820s 
 
Dennis Neill was born around 1810 in Ireland, and lived in County Kerry in the 
Southwest of the country.  Dennis grew up in a rural community of Farmers mainly 
on small holdings, the Husbandmen, as they were called.  These were people with a 
small holding at an annual fixed rent, and grazing rights on Common Land.  The 
definition of a Husbandman was generally that they did not own enough land to 
produce enough of a surplus to be able to pay their rent and feed their family without 
taking on occasional paid work.  It was considered that four acres was the minimum 
that was needed for a Husbandman to grow enough to feed himself and his family, 
provided he could find work at harvest time for wages to help pay the annual rent, and 
if he had more than four acres he could grow some cash crops like Flax for the 
weaving factories or Apples for Cider making. 
 
Because they were relatively self sufficient Husbandmen had the opportunity to pick 
and choose their labour, only working for wages on the bigger farms when the wages 
were at their highest, usually during Harvest, and refusing to work at all for farmers 
who tried to offer low wages.  This was deeply resented by Farmers and Landowners, 
and writings of the time were full of overfeed Landowners bemoaning the “lazy and 
greedy” Husbandmen who existed on a fraction of the farmers’ table fare.  But over 
time, as the occasional cottage became empty, building speculators and greedy 
landowners anxious for more rents subdivided plots to treble or quadruple their rental 
income, and the further from London you lived, the less likely it was that the niceties 
of the Law would be adhered to, so pressure of one kind or another would be put upon 
Husbandmen for the smallest infractions to get them out of their meagre huts.   
 
Partly improvements in Agriculture and in Ireland the bountiful Potato crop allowed 
intensive farming of fairly small plots, but it also meant that Husbandmen were forced 
to spend more of their time working the Farmers’ and Landowners’ fields for cash 
wages.  This was compounded by the landowners “enclosing” the Common Land for 
“Improvement”, this was legalised land theft, the landowners in Parliament voting to 
allow themselves to steal the land, it took away the Husbandmen’s’ grazing for their 
few livestock, which forced them to spend even more time working for wages rather 
than growing and rearing their own food for the table.  All these measures were taken 
by what you might term the “Capitalist” Farmers and Landowners to destroy the 
independence of the “Proletarian” Husbandmen.  To a large extent it worked, but the 
Irish were able to survive on surprisingly little, with small holdings varying widely 
between half an acre and seven acres, and the resourceful Irish would even travel to 
England for the Harvest work as it paid so much better than local wages that the cost 
of the trip was worth it. 
 
The 1820s when Dennis grew up and were relatively stable times, the Napoleonic 
wars had ended with Great Britain Victorious, her two great mercantile opponents in 
the shape of France and Spain and been cowed by the might of British Navy, and 
finally destroyed by the good leadership of a General born in Ireland, although not 
Irish, Lord Wellington.  Trade boomed and huge investment was carried out in towns 
across Great Britain, and although less of this would have reached Ireland outside the 
main cities and sea ports of Dublin, Cork, and Belfast, still there was work for skilled 
men with a trade.  But life was not without its problems, and the “native” Irish were 
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looked upon as second class citizens by the Anglo-Irish Gentry, Lord Wellington 
himself, on being asked if he was Irish declaring;  
 
“Just because one is born in a stable, does not mean that one is a Horse.”  
 
Irishmen were seen as suspect, and potentially rebellious; there had been a failed 
French invasion in support of an Irish uprising at the beginning of the Napoleonic 
Wars, and the Irish were overwhelmingly Catholic, so as far as the English were 
concerned, could not be trusted.  Despite this, Irishmen provided huge numbers of 
soldiers and sailors for the Army and Navy that Wellington and Nelson lead to 
Victory over Napoleon.  In Ireland itself such prejudice would have been little felt, 
other than with the gentry, but the gentry in general treated all lower classes with 
contempt, their prejudice was applied equally whether to an Irish tenant or an English 
one. 
 
So Dennis and his family could just about get by, and this equilibrium between 
poverty, adequacy, and surplus kept them going over the generations, provided that 
nothing unexpected or prolonged happened to disrupt it.  
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1830s-1840s 
 
Once Dennis was old enough in the early 1830s Dennis married, raised a family and 
worked the land as a husbandman in Kerry, just as generations before him had.  He 
had two sons, Timothy born in 1834 and Jeremiah.  They may have carried on in this 
fashion for untold generations to come if it hadn’t been for the most calamitous event 
in all Irish History.  
 
When Dennis was thirty five years old, the calamity reached the shores of Ireland in a 
sack of seed Potatoes. It came about because of a small black fungus, originating in 
the highlands of Mexico, spreading with seed Potato shipments first to North America 
and Canada, and then, via exports from the USA, to Europe, where it spread from its 
original port of entry in Belgium across the whole of temperate Europe, reaching the 
crop in Ireland in seed potatoes and carried on the wind by October 1845. 

The Famine 
The Irish farmers and Cottiers who dug up their fields in 
the autumn of 1845 found their Potato crop covered in a 
black slime.  This potato blight was more deadly to Irish 
small holders than to most others in Europe because they 
were entirely dependant on the mono-culture of potatoes.  
Every year the same crop was planted in the same ground, 
the mild winters that kept the farms free of frost, also 
encouraged the spread of the fungus, and once it had a grip 
in the soil of many farms, it was there for good.  It was not 
the first time that potato blight had been seen in the wet 
climate of the west of the British Isles, but this autumn, the 
new American strain was much more widespread and the 
small holders or cottiers as they were called faced near 
starvation by having their only crop ruined.  The work 
houses found a higher than usual influx of paupers through 
the winter, families used up their remaining stores and 
provisions, and prepared to eek out whatever existence they 
could until the next Potato harvest in the following 
summer.  This was one more thing sent to try the poor of 
rural Ireland, but they dug deep and prepared to see the winter out, many had sent 
sons to England and Scotland to earn cash in the seasonal agricultural work which 
was plentiful there, and they earned just enough to pay the annual rents on their 
family’s hovels and tiny parcels of land back in Ireland.  All would return at the end 
of the harvest season to their families, to suffer through the winter of 1845/46 on low 
rations.  They planted more Potatoes in the blighted earth, and held on.  
 
In July 1846 spade was put to field again, but to their dismay the families found their 
Potatoes ruined again, and with them all their hopes of surviving another season, and 
this time the blight was much more widespread throughout Ireland.  The poorest had 
used whatever savings they had to see them through the winter and spring, they now 
had no food and no money, rents could not be paid, and the Work houses started to 
strain under the weight of starving paupers trying to gain admittance.   
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The authorities reacted slowly, not realising the 
extent of the catastrophe, not helped by a general 
contempt for the poorer Irish as being troublesome, 
ignorant, and lazy.  The authorities, and indeed the 
general public in England considered that sending a 
little aid and making diligent use of workhouses for 
the worst cases of suffering would soon cure the 
problem, as illustrated by the Punch cartoon shown 
here.  As the weeks progressed from summer to 
autumn the crisis worsened, people were now 
starving on the streets, and for the first time ever the 
ports were flooded with the poor willing to risk a 
dangerous autumn crossing by sea to America and 
Canada.   
 
There was no let up whole families either begged 
money from their relatives abroad, or took up the 
offers of their Landlords, the Landed Gentry, to give up their small holdings in return 
for righting off their rent arrears and the price of a sailing package for them and their 
families to the New World.  Profiteers stuffed any vessel they could get hold of, many 
little more than wrecks, with emigrant families.  Typhoid and Cholera broke out at the 
docks and on the ships, and during the winter Atlantic storms many ships went down.  
In all nearly 25% of emigrants died at sea from one cause or another.  A scandal was 
caused in America and Canada by the state of the vessels and people within them, that 
were turning up in the Atlantic ports, and the colonies complained that Britain was 
simply shipping it’s poor, elderly, infirm, and diseased Irish burden to them.  This 
became so acute that the British Government was forced to pay £200,000 (about 
£13,000,000 in today’s value) to Canadian Provinces to offset their poor relief for the 
migrants.   
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Still the rural poor poured into the docks and wharves, and when it was heard that the 
Government would be introducing a new shipping bill in 1848 which would increase 
the price of fares across the Atlantic, a rash of slightly better off small holders sold up 
their little plots and took to the ports to seek a passage before they could no longer 
afford it, 6,000 turning up in the space of a few weeks in Liverpool looking for 
transport.  The shippers could no longer cope, and the ports of Ireland and England 
seethed with the dispossessed Irish families.  It was estimated that about 3% of the 
entire population of Ireland left in that one year, many rural areas seeing 10%-30% 
loss of population in a few months.  

 
To add insult to injury there 
was enough wheat and Oats 
produced in Ireland for the 
country to be a net exporter, 
buoyed up by the high grain 
prices in England as a result 
of the protectionist policies of 
the Corn Laws.  More food 
relief was shipped across 
from England once an idea of 
the gravity of the situation in 
rural Ireland started to be 
understood, but the food was 
not freely distributed, rather 
it was charges for at point of 
sale, and more over, its price 
was fixed in line with that 
charged in the local towns so 
as not to undermine the commerce of the local merchants and shop keepers.   
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This, of course, 
proved useless as a 
remedy, and in some 
areas desperate 
people took 
measures into their 
own hands and 
stormed the 
government food 
depots and 
transports, which 
was taken as a sign 
of dangerous Irish 
belligerence by the 
authority who 
brought in the troops 
to protect supplies.  
 

With this first wave of the poorest gone, smallholders following, and with prices for 
transport higher, there was a temporary lessening of the outflow of people in the early 
summer of 1848, until that is, the Potato crop failed again, this time completely across 
the whole of Ireland.  This finished off many families, the social fabric of Ireland was 
breaking down in rural areas, 200,000 to 300,000 people were now leaving the 
country annually.  In Scotland and England during the same period there had been 
dispossessions of the peasantry by the landed gentry, but at least there many Scottish 
Lords were compelled by links of Clan to curb the worst excesses of the clearances, in 
England the Capitalist Landlords stole their tenants freedom in exchange for a wage 
that they controlled, but at least even when treated as an economic asset rather than an 
individual the peasantry still had some value to the gentry.   



The Family Story of Leonard Henry McNeil 

© Timedetectives 2009 

 
In Ireland no such links existed, the peasantry were often squatters or sub tenants with 
no real call on the Noblesse Oblige of the landlords, and against the cries of the 
populace the landlords declared in the house of lords that;  
 
“You might as well propose that a landlord compensate the rabbits for the burrows 
they have made on their land.”  

Against this background, with no protection against being evicted and left to starve, or 
coerced into emigration where whole families died of disease or drowned during the 
crossing, there were outbreaks of “agrarian outrages” and a number of land owners 
and some lords were murdered by surviving members of families who had suffered as 
a result of their actions.  There was talk in radical political circles of revolution.  
 
With the complete lower end of the market shattered, economic downturn gripped 
middleclass tradesmen and farmers, this and the ongoing famine, disease, and social 
unrest drove up to 50,000 of 
them a year to depart.  Farmers 
used to having £100 to £200 
pounds in their pockets (enough 
for a very good living at the 
time) were seen to cut their corn 
on a Sunday, sell it in the Corn 
Market on the Monday morning, 
then be on a ship with their 
families by the Monday 
afternoon.  This flood continued 
through to the early 1850s with 
1851 being the peak when a 
quarter of a million people left 
just for the USA alone. 
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England and Scotland had been the traditional destinations for earlier Irish emigrants, 
with at least 400,000 settled in London, Glasgow, Liverpool, and Manchester by 
1841.  These numbers swelled dramatically with the famine, probably at least 
doubling by 1851.  For many years Seasonal Agricultural workers from Ireland had 
travelled to work the farms of England, Scotland, and Wales, and during the famine 
years many people looked to the shorter, and therefore cheaper, quicker, and safer, 
crossing to mainland Britain than risk the perils of travelling to the New World when 
they decided to leave Ireland.  The agricultural workers had contacts in the farms of 
Britain, and they were soon followed by the skilled tradesmen needed to work in the 
major British cities, together with unskilled workers for the factories being built 
across Great Britain. 
 
The effect of all this on Ireland was two fold, on the one hand whole villages ceased 
to exist and vast sections of the population disappear to foreign parts, the weak or 
slow to react died in their thousands, and the strong and quick made it to a new start.  
As for the land owners, well, in the short term they profited from the emptying of the 
fields of their troublesome tenants, farms became bigger and more profitable, and 
within a few decades Ireland became, for the gentry at least, a rich and profitable 
agricultural exporter, but they had sowed the wind of neglect, and reaped the 
whirlwind of revenge, with armed attacks in Ireland and mainland Britain, and a deep 
loathing which would endure up until the formation of the Republic of Ireland, and 
the troubles that followed all the way to the end of the 20th Century. 
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Timothy Neill  

1834 - 1883 

(Edward O’Neil, Edward McNeil) 

And 

Julia Nugent  

1832 - 1914 
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Descendants of Timothy Neill

Timothy
Neill

b: Abt. 1834 County Kerry,
Ireland

d: 18 May 1883 Newington
Infirmary, Walworth, Surrey

Bet. 1855 - 1883 Tailor

Julia
Nugent

b: Abt. 1832 Cork, Ireland
m: 26 May 1855 The Sardinian
Chapel, St Giles-in-the-Fields,

Bloomsbury, Middlesex
d: 14 Nov 1914 Holborn

Union Workhouse, Mitcham,
Surrey

Char Lady

William
O'Neil

b: 1860 St Georges, Middlesex
d: 09 Oct 1890 32 Hampton St,

Newington, London
Bet. 1883 - 1890 Tailor's Cutter

Ellen Mary
Early

b: 01 Oct 1860 6 William
Terrace, Lambeth, Surrey
m: 02 Dec 1883 St Mary

Lambeth, Surrey
1: 1881 Wool Worker

2: 1901 Living on own means

Patrick Dennis
McNeil

b: 12 May 1863 112 Regent St,
Westminster, Middlesex,

England
d: 16 Nov 1902 86 New Church

Road, Camberwell, London
Bet. 29 Jan 1888 - 1901

Clothier's Cutter

Lucy Ann
Early

b: 03 Mar 1858 Caroline
Cottages, South Lambeth New

Road, Kennington, Surrey
m: 05 Aug 1883 St.Marys
Church, Lambeth, Surrey

d: 22 May 1920 5 Brunswick
Square, Camberwell, London

1881 Ironer

Edward
McNeil

b: 10 Dec 1865 10a Douglas St,
Westminster, Middlesex

d: 23 Jan 1888 Workhouse,
Camberwell, Surrey

John
McNeill

b: 01 Nov 1869 6 Harpers
Place, Vauxhall Bridge Rd,
Westminster, Middlesex
1: 1891 Baker & VanMan

2: 1894 Baker
3: 1901 Journeyman Baker

Eliza
Medcalf

b: 1866 Camberwell, Surrey
m: 07 Oct 1895 All Lamb

Church, Newington, London

Thomas
McNeil

b: 06 Apr 1872 Battersea,
Surrey

Julia
McNeil

b: 29 Aug 1876 92 Southwark
Bridge Road, Southwark,

Surrey
d: 03 Aug 1904 Chelsea

Infirmary, London
1901 Dressmaker
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1850s 
Here we see Timothy in London marrying Julia Nugent on 26th May 1855 in the 
Sardinian Roman Catholic Chapel, Bloomsbury, Middlesex.  Julia is Timothy’s next 
door neighbour, she living at 3 Clerk’s Buildings Broad Street and he living at No.5.  
Their witnesses are Timothy’s brother Jeremiah and Julia’s sister Mary. 

Timothy, Julia, and Jeremiah are illiterate, signing against their names with an “X”.   
 
The Chapel they married in had actually been renamed the Church of St Anselm (and 
subsequently St Anselm and St Cecilia) but was colloquially still known as The 
Sardinian Chapel as it existed under the patronage of the Sardinian Ambassador.  It 
had had a rough history at the hands of the London mob, having been attacked in 1688 
after the defeat of King James, but was saved by troops, then was again attacked in 
the anti-Catholic “Gordon Riots” in 1799, when it was attacked and had its contents 
dragged into the street and burnt by the rioters.  But it survived thanks to the Sardinian 
connection, and found a huge up swelling in its congregation when the Irish started 
arriving in London during the potato famine.  Two of these being Timothy and Julia 
married by their countryman the Priest John Doherty. 
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The Irish areas of St Giles were notorious.  
One particular area was known as the 
“Barracks” a common term in popular use 
for the poorest Irish areas, and we find 
descriptions of this area as containing 
small courts and alleyways containing 
pools of soapy greasy water contaminated 
with whatever the residents threw from 
their doors, the sun blocked out by their 
ragged cloths hanging out to dry between 
the buildings overhead, at least this shows 
the Irish inhabitants attempted to keep 
clean, but it was hard with men women 
and children walking barefoot through the mire in the streets, with little hope of 
employment in anything but the worst paid jobs it was no wonder that young children 
turned to petty theft, able men became thieves and thugs, girls were sold to brothels, 
and old people begged to keep body and soul together.  Forty to sixty children were 
sent to Newgate each week for theft, and a similar number of prostitutes.  This was 
the bottom rung of the ladder, the place where Irish immigrants became the underclass 
if they were unable to claw their way out of it. 
 
The Neills and the Nugents were lucky, they managed to keep their heads just above 
water, and in the mid 1850s the barracks is demolished and replaced by Clerk’s 
buildings in Broad Street Bloomsbury.  These were “Model Lodging Houses” part of 
a social experiment set up by “The General Society for Improving the Dwellings of 
the Working Classes” but eventually taken over by “The Metropolitan Association for 
Improving the Dwellings of the Industrious Classes” both charities intent on sweeping 
away the appalling rookeries of St Giles Westminster, and replacing them with 
buildings of a good standard, with hygienic toilets, good drainage, running cold water, 
and at rents lower than in the slums they were replacing. 
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Timothy is a Tailor, which would mean a jobbing Tailor working in a sweatshop. This 
was a common job for Irishmen in London at the time, you didn’t need a great deal of 
skill or strength to do the work and more or less anyone could learn to sew, the wages 
were low, the hours long, and in the cramped confines of such places any disease 
carried by one worker would quickly pass to the rest of the workers; one sneeze would 
infect two score.  The Punch cartoon above shows the common view of such sweat 
shops, with the portly Jewish owner of the sweat shop (known as a “Sweater”) taking 
his ease whilst the workers wither away through disease and starvation.  Although 
many owners of such places were Jewish, there is no evidence that they treated their 
workers any worse than any other employers, virtually all employers in sweat shops 
treated their workers as disposable commodities, but there were many Jewish owned 
Tailoring businesses at the time and they were an easy racial stereotype to target.    
 
As always happens one set of immigrants with a slightly longer tenure in a country 
would exploit the next set that came along.  An illustration of this is the Irish sweater 
who would send his wife to fraudulently entrap poor tailors into travelling to London 
to work for them with the promise of high wages.  Indeed she was active in the Neill’s 
home county of Kerry at the time the Neill’s came over in the mid nineteenth century.  
She lured tailors over with a promise of 36/- (shillings) per week, which was about 
four or five times the average wage of a labourer at that time.  Over they came to find 
that actually they were making trousers at 1/- a pair, giving them on average only 5/- a 
week, just over half a labourer’s wage.  The sweater would then attempt to get them to 
“Apprentice” themselves to him in order to tie them to him as their master for as 
much as seven years, in return for board and lodging, the board being a mug of cocoa 
and half a loaf of bread between the two of them for breakfast, at four in the afternoon 
they would get some potatoes and a piece of salt fish, and at seven each would get a 
mug of tea and a quarter of a loaf each to go with it.  Their bed would be shared by 
three men in a windowless room.  The more assertive of the sweated labourers would 
soon make their escape, but the sweater, if he could find them, would call a Policeman 
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to go with him to apprehend them, and threaten to have them arrested for fleeing their 
apprenticeship, which was a crime at the time.  However if the men stood firm it 
would seem that he was generally unable to substantiate his claims when in front of 
the Sergeant at the Police Station, as he would have to prove firstly that he was a 
Master Tailor and therefore entitled to legally take on apprentices, and secondly to 
produce documents showing that the men had voluntarily agreed and signed.  Given 
that many men couldn’t actually write it would be difficult to prove who’s “X” was on 
the paper.   
 
There were actually two clothing trades in London in the1850s, called by the Tailors 
“The Honourable” and “The Dishonourable” trades.  The Honourable was down to 
sixty employers in the West End, and the Dishonourable was 150 employers in the 
West End and all the employers in the East End.  The difference was in the quality of 
the clothes produced, the rates of pay of the men, and the conditions in which the men 
worked. The Honourable trade would employ only the number of men required at any 
time and pay them day rates, so they would be paid for each day that they were 
present in the Master Tailor’s shop, the Dishonourable would take on more Tailors 
than were required in case of any sudden orders, and pay them by “Piece Work” i.e. 
for each garment worked on, and they could sit all day in the garret of the sweater 
with no work and therefore no pay, if they didn’t turn up the sweater would refuse to 
employ them again.  The whole dishonourable system was driven by price pressure 
and competition for contracts, and with no effective voice the Journeyman tailors 
doing the work were the ones who paid the price for cheap clothes.  What it also did 
was to slowly ruin all but the most upmarket of the Honourable trade, to be replaced 
with the Dishonourable.  It is unclear which part of the traded the Neills were 
employed in, but they were living independently in reasonable accommodation so if 
they had started in the sweated trade, they had managed not to get completely dragged 
down by it. 
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1860s 
 
The 1860s come in and the family are living at 1 Douglas Street Westminster, and 
Timothy Neill has become Edward Neil.  They have a son, William Neil born in 1860.  
With them is Julia’s sister Helen. 

 
The dropping of the last “L” from Neill to Neil is just a reflection of an English 
enumerator’s interpretation of what he hears, but why Timothy has changed his first 
name to Edward is not clear.  It could be that Timothy was his Catholic confirmation 
name, and therefore he used it when he got married in a Catholic Church, but not on a 
secular census form, alternatively the family may have moved and changed names for  
other reasons, possibly an unpaid debt. 
Douglas Street was an area of two story houses running parallel to Vauxhall Bridge 

Road in Westminster, and was inhabited by a mixture of the poor working classes, 
many immigrants from Ireland and Europe, one or two steps above the utterly poor 
and criminal classes below them, the area was still a reasonable place to live at this 
time, but was firmly working class.  Things weren’t as bad as they could have been 
for the Neils; there were only four of them in their rooms, some families were eight or 
more people to one or two rooms, like for example the German Wagner family up the 
road.  The people here were just keeping their heads above water working as tailors, 
print compositors, dressmakers, laundrywomen, and even a musician.   
 
The move further West in London was a mixed one, in some ways a good as it meant 
moving into the work area of the West End, where a Journeyman Tailor had  more 
chance of finding work in the Honourable Trade, out of the clutches of the Sweaters.  
On the other hand it meant leaving the reasonable accommodation of Clerk’s 
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Buildings into an area where accommodation was more mixed.  It is likely that their 
landlady was Johannah Dinham the 60 year old widow living with her daughter in the 
house, so the accommodation was most likely “reasonable” but cramped. 
 
The family was delicately treading 
Occam’s Rasor, their future would 
come down to small changes in their 
circumstances, for better or worse, 
richer or poorer, in sickness and in 
health, having literally a huge impact 
on the family down through 
generations.  As if as a reminder of 
what fate could bring, the stone bulk 
of Millbank Prison loomed over the 
area, its towers visible from their 
windows. 
 
The Neils struggle on, making a living in a very different way from the way their 
parents had in Ireland.  In Ireland their parents being both from families of 
Husbandmen rented a patch of land and hovel, tilled their potato crop and if there was 
enough room a little corn or barley, paid their rents, and subsisted in a small 
community where everything had a structure and an order to it, the Landlord, his 
bailiffs, the Priest and their neighbours, it was subsistence living but it was a stable if 
impoverished living, barter was used as much as money in the villages and everybody 
knew where they stood.  Occasionally, in a year with a good crop, there would be a 
visit to a local town that, and births deaths and marriages would be the height of the 
year.   
 
Now the sons and daughters of these peasant farmers, had had the world, or in the 
Neil’s case London, opened up to them, and it was a world in which there was 
precious little stability, and money ruled the day.  People came and went, disease was 
endemic, and who you could trust when you barely knew people for more than a few 
months at a time, was a troubling question.  Brothers and sisters would find it hard to 
stay together as the need to grasp at any opportunity for work would override all other 
considerations, but if you could stay firstly within your family, and secondly within 
your minority group you at least had some protection.   
 
Irish Cockneys outside of the workplace had a fearsome and largely unpleasant 
reputation as drunks and fighters, and for banding together to defend their own, in the 
worse areas Police Stations would be besieged by Irish families attempting to free 
apprehended family members, hurling bricks and armed with cudgels.  This reputation 
in itself would provide some “cover” for families dealing with society at large, 
providing them with an umbrella of protection against petty crime, but staying under 
this umbrella would mean that there was no way to improve yourself unless you 
turned to crime yourself, this was an age when working men were unable to vote, and 
trade unions were technically illegal, so the only way to organise within a poor 
community was through brute force and an ethnic social identity that faced outwards 
against everyone else, violence and crime paid well. 
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The family grew rapidly in the 1860s, with Patrick Dennis on the 12th May 1863, 
when they have moved to 112 Regent Street, and changed their name to O’Neal.  This 
would seem to imply another slight change in identity, maybe being more settled in 
England by now they had reverted to a more Irish form of their name.  Dennis as a 
middle name would appear to be a nod to his Grandfather Dennis Neill. 

 
Regent Street Westminster is not the curved shopping street of modern times, this was 
a road that fell due south from Horseferry Road down to Vauxhall Bridge Road, it ran 
past the big gasometers that flanked the grim sides of Millbank Prison, where the 
O’Neals in their home would have looked directly out from their windows onto the 
Millbank Prison, Regent Street being the rows of tall houses running from middle top 
to the right hand side of the etching above.  On 10th December 1865 their third child 
Edward O’Neal, named after his father, was born, at 10a Douglas Street, so they had 
moved back to the street they had lived in a few years before.  He was followed by 
John O’Neal on 1st November 1869 at 6 Harper’s Place, which was a small court in 
between Causton Street and Vauxhall Bridge Road. 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 

1869 

1865 

1863 
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The 1860s were a dangerous time for the Irish in England, as suspicion and loathing 
had been aroused by a series of events across the country that struck terror into many 
English hearts.  The background as far as the Family were concerned went back to  
 
Over the years the Irish Republicans became better educated, and better organised, in 
1866 funds were raised in the USA by Republican sympathisers to overthrow British 
rule in Ireland, this took place in 1867 with a Fenian invasion of Canada from New 
York State, and uprisings in the South West of Ireland which would have affected the 
family’s relations back in the old country.  Both the uprising and the Canadian 
invasion were overcome by British force of arms, whilst in England a plan to overrun 
the Garrison of Chester, steal the weapons in the armoury, and use them to arm an 
uprising by a force of Lancashire based Fenians, who would cut the telegraph lines to 
prevent word getting out, steal a train bound for Holyhead the main crossing port from 
England to Dublin, seize the stem ferry and cross to Dublin where the Garrison would 
be surprised and overrun followed by a general uprising across Ireland.  It was an 
ambitious plan to say the least, but was thwarted by an informer to the British Secret 
Intelligence Services.  The leaders of the movement were captured in Manchester, and 
whilst being transported in a Police prison wagon, an attempt was made to free them 
in broad daylight by a group of armed Fenians, during which a Police Officer was 
shot dead.  The perpetrators of the raid on the Van were later hanged. 
 
Meanwhile in London another Fenian leader was incarcerated in Clerkenwell Gaol 
after being caught attempting to purchase firearms in Birmingham.  Given the huge 
Irish immigrant population in London it was no surprise that an attempt would be  
   made to free him, and in fact the Secret Service had been tipped 
   off that Fenians would attempt to breach the walls of the  
    Prison, but the Prison authorities failed to take the threat 
    particularly seriously other than by keeping their Fenian 
    prisoners from the exercise yard.  Sure enough on a cold 
    November evening in 1867 a group of Fenians wheeled 
    a barrel of gunpowder to one of the prison walls, ignited 
     it, and demolished the wall, and several adjacent 
      houses, killing twelve people and  
      wounding one  hundred and twenty six 
      others in the process.   The plot failed, no 
      prisoners escaped, the perpetrators were 
      captured and their leader publicly hanged 
      at the Gaol a year later. 
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Needless to say the papers whipped up public hysteria about the “enemy within” the 
already roundly disliked Irish in the major towns of Britain.  Clannish and often 
violent before the events of 1867/1868 the poorer Irish Communities split roughly 
into two groups after the events of the Fenian Terror, they either became organised 
into what we would call Urban Gangs controlling some of the worst slum areas of the 
big British cities, such as the “Fenian Barracks” in London’s Docks, and what had 
been the old Rookery area of Westminster where the Neils had lived, or families 
stepped out of this powder keg environment and became more Anglicised.   
 
For the Neils they started to become more London Cockney than London Fenian, and 
we start to see them move away from the most deprived areas to nearby 
neighbourhoods where they could avoid the worst confrontations with the Law.  And 
although generations of them would be seen by their peers as London Irish (even 
ironically those who were born in England and had never been to Ireland)  they 
gradually moved the name from a very Irish sounding O’Neil to a more Scottish 
sounding McNeil. 
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1870s 
The 1870s come in and the family have now moved onto Vauxhall Bridge Road itself 
at 192.  They shared the house with three other families, Elderly Henry Morris, a 
“Bird Fancier” and his wife, 37 years his junior Louisa, and 3 year old daughter, as 
well as Jane Gregory a middle aged widow and Charwoman and daughter, and the 
Litton family whose son was a local Milkman. 

 
Their other neighbours were a fairly respectable mix of working class people, mainly 
born in the Middlesex (London) area, but with a couple of them from as far away as 
Essex and Devon. 
 
The houses were tall three or four story buildings, mainly given over to a mixture of 
shops, apartments, and private hotels, and at this time it was a respectable area, so it is 
likely that Edward had got himself a reasonable wage with a decent employer to be 
able to live in a relatively civilised area.  However the nature of the area was 
changing, over the years the respectable working classes would see themselves 
gradually pushed out by a different type of clientele in the apartments and courts, so 
called “kept women” would start to move in and the character of the area would 
change. 
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By 1872 and the birth of Edward “O’Neal”, they family had moved just south of the 
River to Battersea, to 5 Falcon Terrace, one of many terraces of small tow up two 
down working class houses, filled with labourers and others from the home counties 
of Kent Middlesex and Surrey who had moved here to be guaranteed work in the 
metropolis, and had married and raised their children in the area.  The Terraces were 
within easy walking distance of Clapham station, and although cramped and grimed 
with the soot of the steam trains provided a small piece of home more privately than 
the big lodging houses and apartments of Vauxhall Bridge Road.  It was a small 
enclave of hard working Transpontine (across the River Bridges) Cockneys. 
 

 
Interestingly the name is now O’Neal again rather than McNeil, this may be that they 
were calling themselves Scottish rather than Irish when living in the apartments of 
Vauxhall Bridge Road, as it was common to see signs up saying “No Dogs or Irish” in 
the windows of lodging houses.  Whereas the attitude may have been more relaxed 
South of the River. 
 
Their stay here was not a long one, and by 1876 the family have moved to the south 
side of another one of London’s bridges, this time to 92 Southwark Bridge Road, a 
few miles to the East of Battersea.  Here they are McNeils again, and Edward is now a 
Tailor’s Cutter, which is a move up from a simple Tailor, the Cutter was considered a 
skilled man, marking the cloth with his flat piece of chalk then cutting it accurately 
with his shears, to give the pieces to the less skilled sewers to stitch together.  The 
move from Battersea to Saint Saviour may mark a move from working in the West 
End to the East End or City of London, not normally a step up, but given Edward’s 
change in status possibly a change for the better, this is backed up by the people living 
in Southwark Bridge Road at the time, who tended to be Clerks, Plasterers, and 
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Butchers, each just a small notch above the Labourers and Char Women of the 
previous address, so it does seem that Edward had managed to raise the family up just 
slightly above where they had started, and in 1876 the family is increased by the birth 
of Julia McNeil, named after her mother. 
 
This was an exciting area for the children to grow up in with The Borough Market 
bustling with fresh fruit and veg from the allotments and farms of Kent and Surrey, 
shipped in everyday by train, and the hustle and bustle of the Riverbank.  However 
just beyond this upbeat environment, lurked the poverty and crime of the tenements 
and court ways of the seamier side of Southwark, places where it was not safe to be 
out alone at night, a constant reminder of what awaited the family if they failed to 
keep their heads above water, a long tumble down to the squalor of the slums they had 
dragged themselves out of in the past twenty years. 
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1880s 
 
By the 1880s the “McNeils” had moved from the Borough area, further south to 
Crampton Street Newington.  Things must have improved for the family financially as 
there are now incomes not only from Edward, but also from the three sons Dennis 
(who was actually William) Edward (actually Patrick), and Edward (who actually was 
Edward) the elder; all had followed their father into the “Rag Trade”, probably 
working at the same Tailor’s shop as their father, two working as Tailors, and the 
youngest an Apprentice Tailor. 

 
The mix up on the names either reflects the laxness or inability to deal with Irish 
accents by the enumerator, or was a deliberate move on the family’s part to cloud 
their details. 
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Crampton Street was filled with three and four story houses let out as flats, 
respectable, and almost boring as an area being largely deserted during the day as the 
men of the households would crowd the streets, buses, trams and trains between 5 and 
10 A.M. to go to work out of the area, mainly in central London, crowding the streets 
again between 5 and 6 P.M. when they returned from work.  They were upper 
working class aspiring to be middleclass, Accountants, Carmen, Printers, Dock 
Foremen, and Commercial Agents.  The children would run out to meet their fathers 
from the trams and train station, especially on pay day when they could expect a few 
pence for sweets when times were good.  And for the McNeils times were reasonably 
good, they had done well to have got here, they were one of the few “Irish” families in 
the street, and staying here depended on their ability to stick together and pool their 
incomes. 
 
The only blot on the horizon was the nagging cough Edward (senior) had developed.  
It sapped him of his strength and he seemed to loose weight, to the point where work 
became hard to keep up, smoking his clay pipe made it worse, and he was forced in 
1883 to seek treatment in the Workhouse Infirmary, and on 18th May 1883 he died in 
the Infirmary.  Although a debilitating disease, Bronchitis on its own was not 
necessarily a killer, and it is likely that he may well have died of Consumption 
(Tuberculosis or T.B.)  which was not always diagnosed as there were other diseases 
that gave similar symptoms, and medical men in institutions were sometimes 
encouraged to err on the side of less infectious diseases when signing death 
certificates, as an outbreak of a highly contagious and deadly disease like TB could 
cause all sorts of questions to be asked of an institution, and indeed a great deal of 
expense in enquiries and cleaning and disinfecting the wards to prevent its spread.  So 
“Death by Chronic Bronchitis” could be used to save the institution a great deal of 
expense. 

Whatever his true cause of death, the loss of Edward, the main breadwinner, would 
have been a massive blow to the family, and would show just how tenuous their grip 
on prosperity was.  Within the year the family had started to fall apart.  The family 
found it impossible to rent in Crampton Street, the two eldest sons, William and 
Patrick Dennis, leave home and move to Lambeth, further depleting the family of 
income, with the strong arm of their father gone, and out on their own for the first 
time in their lives William and Patrick, meet with two sisters, Lucy Ann Early and 
Ellen Mary Early.  The older sister Lucy marries the younger brother Patrick (who 
now calls himself O’Neil) on 5th August 1883 (only three months after his father’s 
death), and the younger sister Ellen marries the older brother William in December 
1883. 
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The Early girls were the daughters of a well to do builder, his family came from  
Halstead in Essex, descended from the famous Witney Blanket Makers from 
Oxfordshire, but now living in Lambeth, who had married the daughter of a House 
Agent, and owned a number of properties in South Lambeth.  The McNeil boys must 
have possessed a good deal of inherited Irish charm, as the horror that the Early 
parents must have felt to loose two of their daughters to “Irish” brothers, Catholics, 
originally from the slums of Westminster, must have been hard to overcome.  It seems 
likely that these marriages caused a family rift between various members of the Early 
family, and Patrick and Lucy move away from Lambeth to 72 Camden Grove, in 
Camberwell, and are joined by some other members of the McNeil family, notably 
younger brother Edward, who works as a cook, but has weak lungs like his father, and 
in 1888 falls ill and is admitted to the Camberwell Workhouse, where he dies of 
Pneumonia. 
 
All in all the end of the 1880s were a very bad time for the family as a whole, and the 
family slowly disintegrates, Julia the mother and her daughter Julia drift back north of 
the Thames, and the two younger sons John and Thomas manage to find work as 
apprentice Bakers, possibly to the German Baker August Neuendorf who lived a few 
doors away from the McNeils in Crampton St.  But the Workhouse was never far 
away, and Julia the Mother was forced into it with memories of the death of her son 
Edward in a similar institution on her mind. 
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1890s 
By the 1890s the family has completely disintegrated.  Edward the father and Edward 
the son are both dead, Julia the mother is working as a Char lady cleaning pubs and 
shops when she can get the work, and living in the Holborn workhouse when she 
can’t.  The sad state of the family is reflected by the entry in the Holborn Union 
Workhouse for her admittance in the 1890s, where she is stated as having “No Family 
No Friends” her life had come down to this. 
 
Julia the daughter has been put in the Franciscan Convent School and St Elizabeth’s 
Orphanage in Kensington, under the family’s original name of Neil, given that her 
mother was still alive, she must have been put in the orphanage by her brothers and 
told to keep up the pretence if she wanted to stay out of the workhouse. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
As can be seen from the 1891 census below the younger sons both are working as 
Bakers, John the elder one is a journeyman and also drives the horse drawn Bread 
Van for the Baker Joseph Taylor, living above the shop at 189 Westminster Bridge 
Rd, where he meets Eliza Metcalf six years his senior, the house maid, later to 
become his wife: 

Thomas moves to North London and works as an apprentice Baker living as a border 
at 306 Caledonia Road Islington. Along with his friend and fellow apprentice Jasper 
Fisher, and it is likely that they actually worked in the same Baker’s shop as 
Thomas’s elder brother John McNeil, especially as the owner of the Bakery and .  

The two elder sons William and Patrick Dennis had married the Early sisters and 
moved away to Lambeth, but the creeping curse of the White Death (Tuberculosis or 
TB) caught up with William, who probably contracted it from his workplace, possibly 
even through is father, and he died in 1890 leaving a wife and two daughters.  Patrick 
Dennis we will hear about later. 
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1900s 
The new century comes in and we find Julia the mother in Holborn Union Workhouse 
in Streatham.  This may sound strange as Holborn and Streatham are miles apart, but 
at the turn of the century Workhouse Unions started to move their institutions out of 
the inner city as conditions became cramped the fresher air of the countryside was 
considered to be better for the inmates than the deadly smog of London (gone were 
the days of starvation diets and early death of inmates being viewed as an economic 
expedient).   
 
The new Holborn Union Workhouse at Mitcham in Surrey was commissioned in 1885 
and was the size of a village, containing 1,000 inmates plus staff.  On 14th April, 
1885, the foundation stone was laid at a site on Merton Lane, Mitcham. The building 
was opened in October of the following year. The architects for the scheme were 
Henry Saxon Snell and Son. Although built to what was considered a modern and 
contemporary design, the builder cut many corners, and was eventually declared 
Bankrupt.   
 
Julia would initially have stayed in the workhouse in London, until it became obvious 
that she was going to be staying permanently, at which stage she would have been 
shipped down to Mitcham, perhaps the first time she had travelled on a train since 
coming over from Ireland as a child.  
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Julia the daughter is out of the Orphanage and living at 22 Raphael St Knightsbridge 
where she has followed her Father and elder brothers into the “Rag Trade” as a Dress 
Maker, fortunately in the West of London where wages were higher and conditions 
better.  She shared the house with Henry Hayward and his French wife, a French Chef 
and his wife, a French Maid, two Italian waiters, and an elderly Derbyshire Horse 
Dealer who probably owned the House.  So it was a very cosmopolitan environment 
for the Julia, and given that the householder has described her as being born in 
Ireland, we can see that she would have probably “looked” Irish, most likely Black 
Hair and Blue Eyes, and had a “London Irish” accent, having spent her early years 
growing up in a London Irish household before being educated in the Orphanage by 
mainly Irish Nuns. 

 
She later moves to 39 Halsey St Chelsea, which was in the centre of the French 
fashion trade in London and stays in a lodging house run by Regina Marcel a 
Frenchwoman from Dieppe.  Unfortunately for Julia the White Death, T.B., was 
deeply imbedded in her family, and she had probably picked up the infection from one 
of her brothers, tender family pecks on the cheek being literally the kiss of death for 
Julia.  As ever she would have carried the disease for some years before it got the 
better of her, and she is admitted to Chelsea Infirmary at the age of 29 in 1904.  The 
disease had claimed her elder brothers (William and Patrick) two years before, and 
probably her father before that. 
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1910s 
1914; Holborn Union Workhouse, Mitcham, Surrey. 
 
Their design was based on the pavilion principle with a row of separate detached 
blocks for each sex placed either side of a row of administrative and service buildings. 
The workhouse location and layout are shown below:  
 

 
The main entrance to the site was at the west where a lodge and casual wards were 
situated. At the centre, progressing from west to east, were the administrative block 
and board room, dining-hall, kitchens, laundry, and chapel. Male blocks were to the 
north and female to the south.  
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The Mitcham Workhouse buildings 
have now been demolished and 
industrial units stand on the site.  

Death in the Workhouse 
If an inmate died in the workhouse, 
the death was notified to their family 
who could, if they wished, organise 
the funeral themselves. If this did not 
happen, the Guardians arranged a 
burial that usually took place in a 
local cemetery or burial ground. The 
burial would be in the cheapest 
possible coffin and in an unmarked 
grave, into which several coffins 
might be placed on the same 
occasion. Unclaimed bodies could 
also be disposed of by donating them 
for use in medical research and 
training.  

Life in the workhouse was not entirely bad, however, and slowly got more tolerable as 
time went on. In the 1890s books, newspapers and snuff for the elderly, toys for the 
children, and tea-brewing facilities for deserving inmates were all allowed. Living 
conditions were probably better than Julia had known when Charing and staying in 
the tuppence a night dives, and although monotonous, the food was regular and 
reasonably wholesome. The staff in many institutions were kindly, and the brutal 
treatment mentioned in the press was mainly a thing of the past.  
 
Julia died here on 14th November 1914, her death certificate gave her age as 83, but 
estimation of older peoples’ ages often turn out to be near guesses in official records, 
and she was actually about 79 at this date. 
 
Her profession was down as a Charwoman and she was noted as formerly coming 
from Clerkenwell, Holborn, London.  Her children were probably not even aware of 
her death.  
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Patrick Dennis O’Neill 

(Patrick Dennis McNeil) 

1863-1902 

And 

Lucy Ann Early 

1858-1920 
 
 



The Family Story of Leonard Henry McNeil 

© Timedetectives 2009 

 

 
 
 

Descendants of Patrick Dennis McNeil

Patrick Dennis
McNeil

b: 12 May 1863 112 Regent St,
Westminster, Middlesex,

England
d: 16 Nov 1902 86 New Church

Road, Camberwell, London
Bet. 29 Jan 1888 - 1901

Clothier's Cutter

Lucy Ann
Early

b: 03 Mar 1858 Caroline
Cottages, South Lambeth New

Road, Kennington, Surrey
m: 05 Aug 1883 St.Marys
Church, Lambeth, Surrey

d: 22 May 1920 5 Brunswick
Square, Camberwell, London

1881 Ironer

Lucy Mabel
McNeil

b: 15 Mar 1884 103 South
Lambeth Road, Lambeth,

Surrey, England
1901 Ironer

Albert Henry
Stone
b: 1884

m: 15 Dec 1907 St Barnabas
Church, Rotherhithe, London

1907 Labourer

Alice Mary
McNeil

b: 25 May 1885 21 Hampton
Street, Newington, England
d: 19 Jun 1906 Camberwell

Infirmary, Camberwell,
London

1901 Errand Girl

Edward John Youngs
McNeil

b: 14 Dec 1886 46 Crampton
Street, Newington, Surrey,

England
d: 21 Aug 1887 72 Camden
Grove North, Camberwell,

Surrey

Arthur Patrick
McNeil

b: 29 Jan 1888 72 Camden
Grove North, Camberwell,

Surrey, England
d: 01 Jan 1938 6 Vaughan

Place, Camberwell, London
1: 26 Sep 1915 Tinsmith

2: 1938 Journeyman Tinsmith
1918 Private, Army Service

Corps

Caroline Elizabeth
Trimmer

b: 04 Sep 1883 98 Picton St,
Camberwell, Surrey

m: 26 Sep 1915 St.Andrews
Church, Peckham, London
d: 19 Jan 1974 New Cross

Hospital, London

Grace Julia
McNeil

b: 12 Jun 1889 2 Little
Trafalgar Place, Newington,

Surrey, England

Charles
Butler
b: 1891

m: 09 Feb 1913 Emmanuel
Church, Camberwell, London

1913 Warehouse Porter

Ethel Irene
McNeil

b: 16 Mar 1891 113 New
Church Road, Camberwell,

London
d: 05 Jun 1891 2 Victory

Terrace, Camberwell, London

William Yale
McNeil

b: 26 Jun 1892 6 Boyton Place,
New Church Road, Camberwell,

London
d: 21 Aug 1893 6 Boyton Place,

Camberwell, London
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1880s 
Within three months of the death of his father Patrick married Lucy Ann Early, what 
may have started in high hopes and happiness was destined to turn into a story of 
poverty and infant mortality.   
 
They were not to know this and on 5th August 1883, 
at St Mary’s Parish Church in Lambeth, Patrick 
Dennis McNeil aged about 23, married Lucy Ann 
Early about 25. 
 
Their addresses are given as 16 and 18 Vauxhall 
Walk respectively, 16 Vauxhall Walk was a Bakers 
Shop, which could indicate that it was through 
Patrick that his younger brothers got into the baking 
trade, perhaps Patrick lodged above the Bakers and 
heard that the Baker wanted to take on apprentices 
as his children grew up and left home, Lucy was in 
lodgings next door at number 18.  Patrick’s 
occupation was a Cutter (Tailor’s Cutter), Lucy had no occupation against her name.  
It looks as if they could both write, as there was no “X” mark against their names.  
The witnesses were; Thomas Early, Lucy’s 27 year old elder brother, and Elizabeth 
Collis. She was a 28 year friend of Lucy from Mawbey St in Lambeth who was a 
Tanner by trade (a very smelly job) who came from a family of Grocers.  The Vicar 
was George Besomfield.  

 
Lucy’s parents were a well to do middle class family, her grandparents had employed 
a maid, but she left home by her early twenties, whilst most of her siblings stayed at 
home and unmarried for much longer.  She lived in digs and got a job as an “Ironer”, 
a fairly menial and low paid job in the tailoring/dressmaking trade.  This is probably 
where she met Patrick who, like his father, was a Tailor’s Cutter.  My guess is that 
they married against her Mother’s wishes, and moved away from her family in 
Lambeth to live in the same street as Patrick’s family in Newington.  They then 
moved to Peckham, which was classed as North Camberwell at the time, and lived in 
fairly poor areas off of New Church Road for the rest of their lives. 
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In 1884 when their first child Lucy Mabel, the couple were living at 103 South 
Lambeth New Road, near to Lucy’s family, then with the birth of Alice Mary their 
second child, they move to 21 Hampton Street Newington, further from Lucy’s 
family, and nearer to Patrick’s.  Then from 1886 to 1887 the couple lived at 46 
Crampton Street, pictured below, the same street that Patrick had lived in with his 
family before his father died so it seems that they had moved in with the rest of the 
McNeil family.   
 
It is here that Edward John Youngs McNeil was born on 14th December 1886.  The 
birth was registered a month later, so they were still living here on 22nd January 1887.  
He is the first boy born to the couple, so is named after his grandfather, and possibly 
his uncle (John McNeil).  His second middle name “Youngs” is very strange.  It looks 
like it is taken from someone’s surname, maybe a family friend. 
 
If would seem that they were still living with other members of the McNeil family 
when they moved during 1887 out of Crampton Street and are now living at 72 
Camden Grove North, Camberwell, with a mixture of Poor and “Comfortable” 
inhabitants.  It would prove to be a sad address for the family.  Their son Edward John 
died on 21st August 1887 at 8 months old, of General Debility and Convulsions, when 
Lucy Ann was 4 months pregnant with Arthur Patrick. General Debility and 
Convulsions is an odd diagnosis, because it describes the symptoms of an illness, 
rather than a cause of death.  There must have been an underlying malady causing 
these symptoms, but we will probably never know.  The following year Patrick’s 
brother Edward (a Cook, but possibly a Baker like his brothers) who had been living 
with Patrick and Lucy, died of pneumonia in Camberwell Workhouse on 23rd January 
1888, at 22 years of age, 6 days before Arthur Patrick was born.   

For a young man of 22 to be struck down by  
pneumonia shows likelihood of general weakness  
and perhaps under-nourishment.  
 
The following year, 1889, Patrick, Lucy  
and the children move again, probably  
away from the rest of the McNeil  
family, to lodgings at 2 Little  
Trafalgar Place Newington,  
and it is here in 1889 that  
 Grace Julia is born. 
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1890s 
In come the 1890s and life for the family is on a slow downward slope, they are living 
at 113 New Church Road, this address is mixed poor and comfortable, just like the 
previous addresses they had lived at, and it can be seen that the family is continually 
teetering on the edge of poverty, and suffer the ravages of that poverty on the 
children.  As can be seen from the census entry below, their youngest daughter Ethel 
Irene was only 29 days old on census night. 

Their neighbours are working people in fairly menial jobs, like Cabmen, Char 
Women, Laundresses, Basket Makers, and Gas Workers, most of the younger 
inhabitants were born locally or in  the nearby South London areas, some of the 
parents had moved from North of the River to live here, and there was even a Dutch 
Family living down the road, who had moved to the area via Newcastle-Upon-Tyne. 
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During 1891 the 
family move to 2 
Victory Terrace, New 
Church Road, 
Camberwell 
This Terrace is 
described as fairly 
comfortable.  The 
family was living 
here when Ethel Irene 
died, only two 
months of age on 5th 
June 1891, of Tabes 
Mesenterica, and 
exhaustion.  Tabes 
Mesenterica was 
another bloody awful 
disease of the poor, probably initially caused by a stomach infection, which lead to 
impaired digestion of fats, wasting of the body, and diarrhoea causing dehydration.  
Given that a high proportion of a babies diet is milk containing much fat it can be seen 
how quickly this can be fatal for an infant. 
 
At this point the family appear to start sliding 
further into poverty, in 1892 they move to 6 
Boyton Place, just off of New Church Road, 
Camberwell next to the Surrey Canal on the far 
right bank in the picture.  This address was 
classed as a poor area, and probably represents a 
move to save money on rent. 
 
William Yale McNeil, born on 26th June 1892, 
died here of diarrhoea and convulsions on 21st 
August 1893.  Infantile diarrhoea was caused by 
a bacterial infection in the water or milk supply, 
today the baby would have been back to normal 
in a week, but for the Victorian poor there was 
little chance of recovery.  His death was 
reported by an Annie Mahony, bizarrely 
Edward John Youngs McNeil had also died of 
convulsions six years to the day previously.  
Annie Mahony was a family friend, the 18 year 
old daughter of John Mahony, an Irish born 
provision dealer of Albany Road. 
 
Three of Patrick and Lucy’s children died during their first year of life.  There may 
have been a number of factors involved in this; lack of sanitation and clean water, and 
in the days before refrigerators, food would go bad very quickly in the average 
household, and infant deaths in the UK urban areas rose to 16% of all children.  Hot 
weather contributed to plagues of houseflies and vermin spreading disease.  All of the 
childrens’ deaths occurred in the summer, one in June, the other two in August. 
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1900s 
By 1901 the family have moved again this time round the corner to Albany Road, 
Patrick is now being called Edward, he is still a Clothier’s Cutter.  Lucy his daughter 
is following in her Mother’s footsteps as an Ironer, and her younger sister Alice brings 
in a little money as an errand girl, but even these small amounts of money are enough 
to raise the family out of complete poverty. 

Still near to the artery of commerce of the Surrey Canal running like a river through 
South London, they share their part of the street with neighbours who work on the 
Canal as Ship’s Stewards, and Fish Labourers, but there are also more exotic trades 
like an Art Student, and a Wigmaker in the Billings Family. 
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The following year, 1902, the family move back to New Church Road, at number 86.  
These constant moves are a sign of poverty of the area, with the family periodically 
saving enough to move out of the big tenement blocks in New Church Road, and into 
smaller dwellings, which although rough an insanitary, offered a little bit of breathing 
space with a small yard, and a little more independence than the constant noise and 
sharing of facilities in the big blocks.  As their money went down, or the smaller 
dwellings were knocked down to make way for more modern buildings, they would 
drift back to the tenement blocks, and the communal living with strangers coming and 
going all around them. 
 
The move in 1902 tied in with the downward turn in Patrick’s health, he had been pale 
and wasting for some time, he suffered from diarrhoea and night sweats, his breathing 
was laboured, and in the last weeks he had begun to leave the stains of blood on his 
hanky during his coughing fits.  His ravaged lungs were giving up under the strain of 
the Tuberculosis, The White death that would prove the nemesis to the prospects of 
the McNeil Family.   
 
Patrick died on 6th November 1902, the diagnosis was “phthisis pulmonalis” the 
medical term for Consumption or TB.  This bacterial infection was closely associated 
with the poor, and considered at the time one of the most fatal diseases in England.  It 
killed 2% of the population annually, and was most common in overcrowded 
conditions of housing and work where infections spread quickly.  There was no 
effective treatment for it at the time, and the usual recommendations of going to a 
warm dry climate and eating well, would have been little use to a working class man 
in South London.  Patrick’s father Edward/Timothy had been diagnosed as dieing of 
Bronchitis, which was probably TB in the 1880s, his elder brother had died from the 
disease in the 1890s and now the White Plague’s long, subtle, hidden reach had 
caught up with Patrick in 1902.  The disease had been passed down through the 
generations alongside the lack of immunity in the genes. 
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The witness was Mabel McNeil, his eldest daughter Lucy Mabel, Taking the name 
Mabel to avoid confusion with her mother.  Lucy Mabel was only eighteen when she 
had to take the responsibility for reporting her father’s death.  We can only assume 
that Lucy, her mother, was overcome with grief at the loss of her thirty-nine year old 
husband, as well as the previous loss of three of her seven children as infants.  She 
had seen her sister loose her husband, Patrick’s brother William, aged just thirty to the 
same disease, and it must have seemed that the once carefree and happy McNeil boys 
carried a curse.  How she must have longed for the relative affluence of her parental 
family living in Lambeth, the family her and her sister had fallen out with when they 
married the two “Irish Cockneys” to the horror of her Mother and Father.  Cut off and 
shunned in poverty, the only thing that helped them survive was the small annual 
annuity that came from her father’s will from the mid 1890s onwards, just enough 
with the children’s wages to keep them from the workhouse.  We can only wonder 
how much she regretted her own family’s decline into poverty, disease and want.  Did 
she ever wonder if she should have listened to her Mother, if she had not fallen for the 
charms of the dark haired blue eyed Tailor, and had not fallen pregnant with Lucy 
before they were married? 
 
The White Death crept out to claim one more McNeil before the first decade of the 
new century was out, across the river in Chelsea Infirmary, Julia, the twenty eight 
year old sister of Patrick died from its ravages, the family in South London probably 
knew nothing of her death. 
 
But life had not finished with her yet.  The remaining children rallied round gave up 
whatever prospects of education they may have harboured, and went to work to 
support each other.  The family moved to 13 Southampton Street, a little further south 
and east of where they lived before, further from the Old Kent Road and nearer to the 
employment prospects of Peckham which was growing rapidly at this time.  The Girls 
were working in a factory packing confectionary, and Arthur Patrick, the last 
surviving son was working as an apprentice in a Tin Factory.   
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Despite their efforts to move on in life, tragedy struck again, this time it was twenty-
one year old Alice McNeil, she died of Mitral disease, and Syncope, in Camberwell 
Infirmary, on 19th June 1906.  Syncope is a description of fainting, a sudden pallor, 
cold sweat, nausea, and then unconsciousness.  This would have been brought on by 
the underlying problem with her heart; Mitral disease is a problem with a heart valve, 
the valve billows out and does not close properly, allowing blood to leak back into the 
left atrium of the heart.  It occurs in about 2 out of 1,000 people and tends to affect 
5% to 7% of women between 14 and 30 years old.  There may be a hereditary factor 
involved.  Most individuals with Mitral valve prolapse are thin women who may have 
minor chest wall deformities.  The chances of the condition turning fatal are increased 
workload on the heart; fatigue, and overwork; and it can be aggravated by dentistry or 
other problems that may introduce bacteria into the bloodstream, these bacteria can 
infect a damaged Mitral valve and aggravate the condition.  So poor Alice was born 
with a ticking time bomb in her heart, overworked and tired, perhaps with a minor 
tooth infection brought on by the sugar she would have consumed daily at the 
Confectionary Factory, it had taken her without warning on the 19th June 1906.  Lucy 
the mother had now lost four of her seven children, and it was left to the eldest 
daughter Lucy to witness the death certificate again. 
 
One bright occurrence was the marriage of Lucy Mabel, Lucy Anne’s eldest daughter, 
to Harry Stone a Blacksmith’s son from Deptford.  His prospects were not great, but 
he was fit and was working.  The surviving members of the family all went along to 
Rotherhithe for the wedding and Arthur Patrick gave the bride away and witnessed the 
marriage.  This was a brief highlight in an otherwise grim decade.  Despite this the 
hand of fate was cruel and would still not let the family have complete happiness, 
taking the infant life of Lucy’s first baby, Lucy Anne’s first grandchild. 
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1910s 
Ravaged by death and disease what was left of the family pulled through and we find 
Lucy living with Arthur, her only remaining son and Grace, her youngest surviving 
daughter in two rooms at 23 Crown St, Camberwell the census entry bears the record 
of the four deaths of her children..  Arthur is a solderer working at a Tin Canister 
company, and Grace is preparing washing in a Laundry.  

 
Life must have been hard, and would become harder still by 1913 when Grace leaves 
home to marry Charles Butler a Warehouse Porter, once again Arthur gives away the 
bride, and is really rising to his position as head of the family looking after his 
widowed mother in their rooms in Westmacott Street in Camberwell, an area on the 
edge of poverty, but not quite in it, so it appears that Arthur’s income was keeping the 
family afloat.. 
 
In 1914 the First World War broke out, and within a year the men had marched off to 
fight for their country, leaving the girls at home to look after their mother Lucy.  
Before he went Arthur married a widow from Peckham, so there was another woman 
at home who could help support Lucy. 
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1920s 
Given the bad luck that the family had had, Lucy would have been no doubt delighted 
to have seen her only son Arthur return from the war, relatively unscathed, although 
having suffered some effects of gas and shells, he was still able to earn a living and 
was not lacking limbs like many of his comrades. 
 
This comfort put her at ease, but she was not a well woman, the ravages of poverty 
and disease had taken their toll on her, she was living at 58 Gloucester Road 
Camberwell, and in 1920 she is admitted to the infirmary at 5 Brunswick Square 
Camberwell, what would become St Giles Hospital, a few streets away from her 
home.  She came in in pain and distress to the ward, suffering from Cancer of the 
Uterus, the source of her womanhood that had produced so many children who had 
died, was now taking her life.  But at least the nurses could take the pain away with 
morphine, and as always, Arthur her son was by her bedside, and it was Arthur who 
eventually put pen to paper and witnessed her death certificate. 

 
The family had stayed in the area of North Camberwell for the whole of this 
generation’s existence after moving from the Lambeth are. 
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Arthur Patrick McNeil 

And 

Caroline Elizabeth Trimmer 
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Descendants of Arthur Patrick McNeil

Arthur Patrick
McNeil

b: 29 Jan 1888 72 Camden
Grove North, Camberwell,

Surrey, England
d: 01 Jan 1938 6 Vaughan

Place, Camberwell, London
1: 26 Sep 1915 Tinsmith

2: 1938 Journeyman Tinsmith
1918 Private, Army Service

Corps

Caroline Elizabeth
Trimmer

b: 04 Sep 1883 98 Picton St,
Camberwell, Surrey

m: 26 Sep 1915 St.Andrews
Church, Peckham, London
d: 19 Jan 1974 New Cross

Hospital, London

Alice Mary
McNeil

b: 13 Nov 1915 11 Mazzard
Row, Camberwell, London
d: 05 Jun 1919 6 Vaughan

Place, Camberwell, London

Rosina Kathleen
McNeil

b: 26 Apr 1918 6 Vaughan
Place, Camberwell, London

d: 22 Sep 2000 Sydney,
Australia

Sidney Howard
Bull

m: 25 Jan 1942

Patricia Grace
McNeil

b: 03 Dec 1919 6 Vaughan
Place, Camberwell, London

d: 24 Nov 1985 Queen Mary's
Hospital, Roehampton

George Ernest
Wing

b: Abt. 1915 St Olave, London
d: Bef. 1986

1985 Haulage Driver (Retired)

Arthur Patrick
McNeil

b: 05 Dec 1922 6 Vaughan
Place, Camberwell, London

d: 08 Apr 1988 King's College
Hospital, Denmark Hill, London
1988 Head Storeman (Retired)

Rosetta
Gilbert

Leonard Henry
McNeil

b: 07 Mar 1925 6 Vaughan
Place, Peckham, London
d: 26 Jun 1985 Leighton

Hospital, Crewe, Cheshire
1946 Private14517558 Royal

army Ordnance Corps
(Electrical Instrument Operator)

Peggy Emily
Lock

b: 12 Nov 1927 58 Canterbury
Road, Deptford North,

London
m: 13 Apr 1946 Camberwell

Registry Office, Camberwell,
London

d: 07 May 1983 Guys
Hospital, Southwark, London

1946 Womens' Land Army

Edward Dennis
McNeil

b: 08 Feb 1928 6 Vaughan
Place, Camberwell, London
d: 28 Dec 1952 54 Philip Rd,

Peckham, London SE15
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1910s 
So Arthur Patrick was still living with his mother and sister in 1911, but time was 
moving on, his sister married in 1913, leaving him with his mother.  His job was 
going well, he was skilled at his work and well thought of being promoted to foreman 
at the factory.  Also working at the factory was a widow five years older than Arthur, 
who had two young children to support, and no immediate family around her to lend 
support as they had emigrated to Australia in 1908.  Arthur was young, slim, and good 
looking with his black hair and blue eyes, he was also willing to take responsibility, 
acting as head of family after his father died, and caring for his elderly mother.  He 
would make a good catch for some lucky factory girl, and Caroline the widow had her 
eyes set on him.  She was a sensuous and experienced woman with three young 
children to bring up, and with the outbreak of war, she knew that Arthur would soon 
be off to the trenches and in this elevated and excited atmosphere, she struck up a 
passionate relationship with Arthur Patrick.  So much so that they married on 
September 26th 1915, witnessed by Arthur’s sister Grace and her husband Charlie 
Butler, Arthur had already joined the Royal Army Service Corps by this time, and 
Caroline was seven months pregnant with Alice Mary, their first daughter.  Arthur is 
then shipped across to France.  Caroline moved into 11 Mazzard Row whilst Arthur 
went to war and it is here that young Alice Mary, or Molly as she was known to the 
family is born.
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Arthur is enlisted as a Driver in the Royal Army Service Corps, and has the 1915 Star 
showing that he had been shipped out to France before the end of 1915.   The British 
War Medal was given to all British soldiers who fought in the War, and the Victory 
Medal was given to all soldiers who were still serving at the end of the war.  The 
RASC were nicknamed, unfairly, Ally Sloper’s Cavalry by the regular line units; 
Alley Sloper was a cartoon character of the time from a comic that ran for over 50 
years from 1867.   
 
The RASC had two main functions, the first being to handle the logistics 
of the supply train for the front lines, taking food and munitions,  
often through highly dangerous situations, to the men at the front,  
the second function was as a Labour Corps digging trenches etc  
in support of the front line regiments.  Arthur being a Driver  
would have carried out the first function.  Although not in a  
combat regiment, Arthur saw his fair share of action, the  
supply columns being major soft targets for enemy aircraft,  
artillery, and gas attacks; and lacking the resources of a  
combat regiment to fight back, the men of the RASC  
needed a different kind of dogged psychologically  
toughness and courage to get them through the war.   
Arthur had come under both artillery and gas attack, and  
his physical and psychological health suffered as a result  
and he was back home after two years at the front in 1917.   
He was in one piece, but his lungs had suffered from the  
effects of gas and shell shock had taken its toll on him.  Although  
not a broken man, he was a damaged one, and he was never quite the same again. 
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But life goes on and Arthur and Caroline are blessed with Rosina Kathleen in 1918, 
their second daughter.  But as it had always been with the McNeil family tragedy was 
never far when they lived near poverty, Caroline and Arthur were just getting on their 
feet again, Arthur taking up his old job as foreman at the Tin factory and all the 
family surviving the flu epidemic of 1918/1919, when young Alice Mary, or Molly as 
she was known, was struck down by Measles in the summer of 1919.  The Measles 
weakened Molly’s system, and caused her to succumb to Pneumonia, and it was the 
Pneumonia that took her on 5th June 1919. Whilst she was ill the family were forced 
to isolate her as much as possible from little Rose (Rosina) who was only a year old 
when Molly became sick, Rose was lucky, she survived.  Their mother Caroline was 
also lucky to escape the infection as she was three months pregnant with Patricia 
Grace who was born three weeks before Christmas 1919. 
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1920s 
The twenties saw the family settle down, the work was steady for Arthur Patrick as a 
Tinsmith, and indeed a Foreman Tinsmith at that, and once a year the allowance came 
through from Arthur’s grandfather’s will; William Early’s bequest was turned into 
new clothes and shoes for the children.  They had been living at 6 Vaughan Place, off 
of Ruby St in the shadow of the Gas Works off the Old Kent Road, since 1918 and 
would stay there for two decades, just around the corner from “The Den” Millwall 
Football Ground, and this was the team that the boys grew up supporting. 
 
In 1922 the family have their first son and name him after his father Arthur Patrick.  
In 1925 their second son Leonard Henry (my father) is born. 

 
Finally in 1928, with Caroline aged forty five 
the couple have their last child, another  
son, Edward Dennis McNeil, named  
after his Grandfather and Great  
Grandfather. 
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Caroline made sure her children 
were Baptised, and as can be 
seen from Lennie and Eddie’s 
certificates, the family was now 
Church of England at 
Christchurch in the Old Kent 
Road.  So the Catholisism of the 
early McNeil’s in London was 
no more.  Caroline was no doubt 
guilty at having been pregnant 
when she married Arthur, and 
was superstitious enough to have 
wanted her children Baptised to 
protect them, she would have 
been better off praying for the 
discovery of antibiotics, but what 
can be said is that no more of her 
children died in child birth. 
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When Arthur Patrick had returned from the war, he was already bearing the seeds of 
his own demise.  His lungs had suffered from the Gas at the front, and much of his 
more fragile health was put down to this by the family.  But if this had been the only 
cause of his problems he would have had a much better chance of recovery, in fact he 
was harbouring the Tuberculosis Bacterium in his Lung Tissues, he may have 
contracted this in the war, or just as likely he had contracted it from his own family 
before he ever went to war, it had picked 
off his father, uncle, and a number of his 
siblings, being young and fit he had 
apparently overcome any early infection, 
but the Bacterium was inhabiting his 
body tissues, slumbering silently hidden 
from his immune system inside his own 
cells.  It did him no harm, until the 
battering he took in the war, and the 
effects of gas on his lungs weakened 
him enough to allow the Bacterium to 
break out from its host tissue and very 
slowly start to infect his damaged lungs.  
This took decades, gradually consuming 
him.  He weakened became easily 
exhausted, pale, and cold.  His eyes 
were rimmed red, and gradually, as the 
disease took hold.  He went away to be 
rehabilitated in the 1920s to camps in 
the country for ex-servicemen, Arthur is 
on the right of the picture.   
 

The irony is that although antibiotics, and 
therefore a cure for TB would not come 
along till the 1940s, immunisation against TB 
was in fact available, had been since about 
1906, and was being used to protect people 
from the disease in France from 1921.  
However immunisation in the form of the 
BCG injection would not be introduced into 
the UK until after the Second World War, so 
nearly half a century of preventable deaths 
would be allowed to occur in Great Britain 
because of the lack of action by Government. 
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1930s 
Despite his convalescence the TB Bacterium strengthened its hold on Arthur, and his 
health deteriorated with each passing year.  By the late thirties he was suffering from 
night fevers and had periods of delirium when the fever was at its height, at one time 
grabbing his son Len and shaking him furiously whilst ranting angrily, an experience 
that Len would never forget.  Eventually his coughing fits culminated with him 
producing blood and being too weak to work.  During this time Caroline found herself 
alone, her own family had left for Australia in 1908, the first man she had loved had 
died leaving her with three small children, and Arthur, the love of her life, lay a 
broken man in bed unable to work.  The allowance from the Will of old William Early 
only came in once a year and was too little to be anything but a chance to buy new 
shoes for the children when it did arrive.  With no work for the older boys, with the 
country in the grip of the Great Depression, it became so bad that there were times 
when she was forced to take the children onto the streets during the great depression 
to beg, the family story was that Len was too stubborn to be made to beg, and would 
get a clip around the ear to encourage him.  Eventually Harry and Albert The Drew 
Boys from Caroline’s first marriage became big enough to carve out a living, and 
saved the family from disaster, but they couldn’t save their loving step Dad, and on 
New Year’s Day 1938 Arthur Patrick died of TB.  The White Plague had gained 
another victim from among the McNeils, but it would be the last. 
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1940s 
In the year following Arthur Patrick’s death, Britain declared war on Hitler’s 
Germany, and by 1940 the boys in the family were joining up as their father had done 
twenty-five years before  to fight for their country.  Harry Drew the oldest of 
Caroline’s sons was in a protected trade working on the trams in South London, so the 
first to join up was Albert Drew Caroline’s second son, pictured on the far left of the 
picture below.  The boy at the front of the group is Lennie aged about fourteen or 
fifteen, Caroline is on the far right of the picture, complete with jaunty hat. 
 

As time went on the McNeil boys started to join up, 
first Arthur, and then Len.  This picture shows Len 
in about 1941/1942, aged about sixteen or 
seventeen just before he joined up.  The contrast 
from the previous picture is noticeable, gone is the 
soft side parted hair, in is the slicked back hair, silk 
tie and silk scarf with a slightly Spivey pin striped 
suit.  With most men off to war, the teenage boys of 
the time, whilst too young to be called up, took to 
their own pursuits on the streets of South London, 
including of course watching Millwall play, and 
nicking motorbikes to go joy riding, and in Len’s 
case this would come in handy as he qualified as a 
Motorcycle Dispatch Rider (or “Don Roberts” as 
they were nicknamed from the Dispatch Rider 
initials of D.R.). 
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Albert had joined the Buffs, and ended up as a Tank Commander, he is pictured above 
on the far right above the Swastika flag with his hand on the corner of it.  This picture 
was on the front page of the Daily Sketch and was taken after his Churchill Tank 
attacked and knocked out a German Heavy Gun emplacement, they went on to fight 
their way across Germany, and family legend has it that he was in one of the Tank 
Units that liberated a German death camp, with rumours of merciless retribution 
meted out to the Nazi Guards who they caught. 
 
Arthur was the next to volunteer after Albert, and he wound up as a Corporal in 
charge of a three inch mortar platoon fighting his way up through Italy, where his unit 
was left without supplies until in an amazing case of synchronicity, his brother in law, 
Sid Bull, who was married to Rose McNeil, was posted as part of a supply column a 
few miles away from Arthur’s position.  Arthur found out that Sid’s unit was in the 
area, and walked up to their camp.  Sid had been sat writing a letter home to Rose 
when he saw this tall skinny figure walking up the dusty Italian track, and thought 
there was something familiar about his stride, then the penny dropped and he 
recognised Arthur.  The two sat down together and Arthur related a tale of woe, his 
unit was under supplied, but in the front ranks, attacking the German front lines from 
semi concealed positions with their three inch mortars, which made them a prime 
target for the German crack troops trying to knock out their position.  After a long talk 
and some tea, Arthur trudged back into the twilight to his platoon, leaving Sid to 
ponder on what his brother in law was suffering.  After a sleepless night Sid secretly 
loaded up his lorry with food and drink the next day, and drove the lorry to Arthur’s 
Unit where he unloaded the lot at their position; at least they would have full 
stomachs while they were fighting.  Some time later Arthur was wounded in action, 
and lay for three days untreated before he could get to a field hospital and be shipped 
home.  Even then his suffering wasn’t over; he caught an infection and needed further 
attention before he could be released from hospital. 
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Len volunteered as soon as he was old enough, spent some time in the Infantry which 
he hated, and managed to use his hot wiring skills to transfer to the Royal Electrical 
and Mechanical Engineers, where he served as a Don Roberts (Dispatch Rider).  Len 
is the third soldier in from the right sitting on the Tank in the picture below.  As usual 
his career was marked by a total lack of respect for authority; his first day in camp 
started with an argument and near punch up over who was going to have the top bunk 
of a bed in the barracks with his soon to be mate “Ginger”.  Len is third in from the 
right in this picture under the arrow. 
 
Their introduction to authority came when one of the Sergeants decided that he would 
give these so called tough London Boys and other assorted hooligans a dose of 
informal discipline, knock these Spivs and cockney wide boys into shape, show them 
who was boss.  So striding out in front of a packed parade ground he threw down the 
gauntlet; anyone who thought that he was man enough could step out now and take 
his chances man to man with the sergeant.  After a short pause, a small Welsh soldier 
from Len and Ginger’s barracks stepped forward.  Want to have a go do you Taffy! 
Bellowed the sergeant, “OK, no ranks here!” he said taking his jacket off, Taffy did 
the same, toe to toe with fists raised it started; the sergeant was ultra confident, but 
unknown to him he was facing a Featherweight Boxing champion from the Valleys 
who proceeded to knock seven bells out him.  The bout was mercifully short, Taffy 
put his jacket back on and walked away smartly back to his place in the ranks without 
a mark on him, other than the bruising on his knuckles, the Sergeant meanwhile 
dragged himself up off of the ground, staggered to his feet, blood streaming from his 
broken nose and cut lip, fixed the ranks with a watery glare from his one eye that 
wasn’t completely closed by bruising, and blurted in a froth of blood, “Now let that be 
a lesson to you all!” before being carried off the parade ground by two Corporals. 
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Some weeks later Len and Ginger were going on leave back to London some weeks 
later, missing their train back to the barracks, and utilising Len’s skills in starting 
engines without the need for ignition keys to steal an Army Supply Truck from the 
Station and driving back to the barracks in it.  All would have been well if they had 
not had so much to drink, causing them to overturn the Truck in a ditch a mile from 
the Barracks.  Wheels slowing spinning in the air, the Truck was abandoned in the 
ditch where it lay, and the wayward two walked back to camp, and into their barracks 
just in time to avoid a charge.  Two hours later the lights came on in the barracks and 
a disgruntled Sergeant Major came in, woke everyone up, and picked out the two men 
nearest the door, Len and Ginger, to “Go and stand guard over a crashed stolen truck 
that had been found in a ditch a mile from the camp.”  So stand guard they did, all 
night, and the next day the CO came to see them at dawn, impressed by their 
conscientiousness in giving up a night’s sleep, he awarded them another day’s leave!   

 
The other story he would tell concerned him an Ginger in a crowded café when a 
black GI looking for somewhere to sit asks if he can sit at their table, they tell him to 
sit down and buy him a cup of tea, the GI talks about where he’s from, they get on 
OK, until a group of white GIs come in and tell him to get out of the café as blacks 
aren’t welcome.  Len and Ginger get up and get ready to sort this out in the time 
honoured way, when the black GI calmly tells them to sit down and not to worry; he 
then quietly leaves.  The white GIs go and sit at a spare table laughing.  Len and 
Ginger aren’t sure what to do next, but aren’t about to be intimidated into leaving, so 
sit there scowling across at the GIs.  Within ten minutes six burly black GIs lead by 
Len and Ginger’s new acquaintance walk in, grab the white GIs and eject them 
through the café window.  Then, still laughing, he slaps Len and Ginger on their 
backs, shouts “See ya pals!” and strolls out into the night. 
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The War started in earnest for Len when he is sent 
across to France, then Belgium and The Netherlands.   
Happy on his motorbike he picks up newly posted  
young officers, pulling wheelies to tip them off the  
back.  But he also sees the enemy as well, riding along  
a country road one afternoon, he spots a line of metal  
helmets marching in the opposite direction on the other 
side of a hedge, he stands up on the footrests of the bike  
and shouts across at them, realising to his surprise that  
they are Germans!  He said that he had never ridden as fast  
as he did up that country lane with the crack of rifle  
shots echoing after him.  The next time he meets a  
German is when he is sent out to scout for  
evidence of German paratroops that are said to  
have come down in the area.  He spends the  
evening scouring the countryside for them,  
finding nothing until at dusk, on his way back  
to camp, he sees a figure crouching I the road.   
He quickly takes the bike off road into the  
hedges, pulls his revolver and crawls along towards the figure, once he is within pistol 
shot he calls out in pigeon German “Hande hoch!” (hands up!), no response no 
movement from the crouching figure, he sprints nearer pointing his pistol, and kicks 
the man square in the back, the German rolls over, and reveals a look of pain and 
horror on a dead face, his legs smashed and forced up into his rib cage – his parachute 
had failed to open, and the subsequent impact had compressed him, his harness and 
pack holding the remains of his crushed body in one piece.  Needless to say, Len ran 
back to his bike and was speeding off up the road haunted by the look of terror on the 
man’s face.   
 
His last story was of the time when he was acting as guard to a group of German 
Officers who had been captured and brought in for questioning.  He had done this 
before and never had a problem with the prisoners so was relaxed about the situation.  
He was in the process of making tea for a group of them while they sat and waited to 
be interrogated by the British intelligence officers, and handed a cup of hot tea to one 
particular SS Officer, who, seeing his chance threw the tea in Len’s face temporarily 
blinding him and knocking him to the ground in an escape bid – that was the SS 
man’s first mistake.  Despite the pain Len managed to grab the SS man by the ankle 
and sent him sprawling, the red mist came down, and Len threw himself on top of the 
German hammering his fists into his head until the black uniformed figure lay 
unconscious.  Still incandescent with rage he turned on the other prisoners and 
delivered a beating to each of them just to knock any further ideas of escape out of 
their heads.  Hearing the commotion the intelligence officers burst in upon the scene 
to see Len soaked in tea and standing amongst the battered figures of the cowed 
German Officers.  The Officer looked from the prostrate figure of the SS man back to 
Len and said “Soldier!  That’s the first useful thing you’ve done since you’ve been 
here!  Now go and get yourself cleaned up.”  Par for the course, this story grew into a 
fable told to his children, about how he was once court-martialled for attending parade 
with six dead SS men on his bayonet, when King’s Regulations forbade having more 
than four impaled at any one time. 
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But the fun of the war wouldn’t last for ever, and by 
1946 Len is back in Britain, and on 13th April 1946 
Len marries Peggy Emily Lock at Camberwell 
Register Office.  Arthur is in hospital at this time, 
and Albert is still away in the Army, but in the 
picture below you can see the following: 
 
Front Row Right to Left: 
 
Patricia Wing (nee McNeil) 
Rose Bull (nee McNeil) 
Peggy McNeil (nee Lock) 
Len McNeil 
Caroline Elizabeth McNeil (neeTrimmer) 
Marie Hunt (neeLock) 
 
Back Row Right to Left: 
 
Sid Bull,  
Harry Drew 
Eddie McNeil 
Ernie Wing 
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1950s – 1970s 
 

 
By the fifties the only two of Caroline’s children who aren’t married are Arthur and 
Eddie.  With her children becoming settled she decided to visit Australia where all of 
her siblings lived and her eldest daughter Pat had emigrated to with her husband Sid 
Bull.  Travelling on a visitor’s visa, she went without the fare to return, obviously 
intending to stay (albeit technically illegally). 
 
Back in Britain Eddie was very bright, and worked in Engineering, 
but suffered from an undersized hand since birth, for which he was 
on medication.  Tragically, after some days of celebrations 
between Christmas and New Year 1952, Eddie, possibly whilst 
slightly drunk, had accidentally taken an overdose of his 
medication, and was found dead the next morning.  When Caroline 
got the news in Australia she was heart broken, and wrote a letter 
to Len’s wife Peggy, who had just received compensation for the 
loss of half a finger in an industrial accident, asking if she would 
send her the money to help with the return fare.  Peggy sent the 
money, but it still didn’t cover all the costs, and so Caroline 
handed herself in to the authorities for deportation back to Britain 
as an illegal immigrant, the somewhat bemused Australian 
Authorities duly obliged. 
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Arthur liked a good time, was at all the parties and would stay single living at home 
with Caroline after her return to Britain until she died in the 1970s, after which he 
married a widow, Rose Gilbert.  He worked at the Elephant and Castle for much of his 
life as a civilian officer for the Police in the fingerprint department, and was renowned 
for spotting his half brother Albert on the street, and getting his police pals to screech 

the Patrol car they were travelling in to a halt and bundle Albert into the back of it, 
then speed off, with a bemused Albert 
listening to Arthur’s laughter ringing in his 
ears.  
 
Caroline died on 19th January 1974, two 
years older than the birth year stated on her 
death certificate, as she was born in 1883 
not 1885, but had lied about her birth year 
for the whole of her life so that it wouldn’t 
be apparent that she had been born before 
her parents’ marriage.  She was ninety-one 
years of age.  She had lived at 63 Astley 
House with Arthur, just a quarter of a mile 
from Ruby Street, off the Old Kent Road 
where she had lived during the early part of 
the 1900s.  She died of an underlying heart 
condition, and was finished off by 
pneumonia.  And this is where our story 
ends. 
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Timeline

1810

1810

1820

1820

1830

1830

1840

1840

1850

1850

1860

1860

1870

1870

1880

1880

1890

1890

1900

1900

1910

1910

1920

1920

1930

1930

1940

1940

1950

1950

1960

1960

1970

1970

1980

1980

1990

1990

Dennis Nei l l

Jul ia Nugent

Timothy Neil l

Lucy Ann Early

Patrick Dennis McNeil

Carol ine Elizabeth Trimmer

Arthur Patrick McNeil

Leonard Henry McNeil
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Kinship of Leonard Henry McNeil 
 

Name Birth date Relationship Leonard McNeil 
 
Ayres, Angela 07 May 1951 Wife of the nephew 
Bull, Belinda Ann 05 Aug 1973 Grandniece 
Bull, Geraldine 20 Sep 1978 Grandniece 
Bull, Jade 17 Nov 1980 Grandniece 
Bull, Patrick Sidney 17 Mar 1947 Nephew 
Bull, Sidney Howard  Brother-in-law 
Bull, Sidney Howard 30 Sep 1950 Nephew 
Bull, Stephanie 24 May 1976 Grandniece 
Butler, Charles 1891 Husband of the aunt 
Butler, Charles A 1913 1st cousin 
Clements?  Husband of the 1st cousin 
Drew, Florence 1907 Half brother 
Drew, Henry 1904 Half brother 
Drew, Henry Gould 1881 Husband of the mother 
Early, Ellen Mary 01 Oct 1860 Grandaunt 
Early, Lucy Ann 03 Mar 1858 Grandmother 
Gilbert, Rosetta  Sister-in-law 
Ham, Richard Bet. 1878 - 1879 Husband of 1st cousin 1 removed 
Hodgson, Hazel June 10 Aug 1948 Wife of the nephew 
Lock, Peggy Emily 12 Nov 1927 Wife 
McMillan, Darron 05 Sep 1972 Husband of the grandniece 
McNeil, Alice Mary 25 May 1885 Aunt 
McNeil, Alice Mary 13 Nov 1915 Sister 
McNeil, Arthur Patrick 29 Jan 1888 Father 
McNeil, Arthur Patrick 05 Dec 1922 Brother 
McNeil, David 06 Nov 1983 Grandson 
McNeil, Edward 10 Dec 1865 Granduncle 
McNeil, Edward Dennis 08 Feb 1928 Brother 
McNeil, Edward John Youngs 14 Dec 1886 Uncle 
McNeil, Ellen 1898 1st cousin once removed 
McNeil, Ethel Irene 16 Mar 1891 Aunt 
McNeil, Frederick Henry H 1907 1st cousin once removed 
McNeil, George Edward 1905 1st cousin once removed 
McNeil, Grace Julia 12 Jun 1889 Aunt 
McNeil, Julia 29 Aug 1876 Grandaunt 
McNeil, Leonard Henry 07 Mar 1925 Self 
McNeil, Lucy Mabel 15 Mar 1884 Aunt 
McNeil, May Elizabeth 08 Nov 1895 1st cousin once removed 
McNeil, Nicholas  Grandson 
McNeil, Patricia Grace 03 Dec 1919 Sister 
McNeil, Patrick  Grandson 
McNeil, Patrick Dennis 12 May 1863 Grandfather 
McNeil, Paul Edward 23 Nov 1955 Son 
McNeil, Rosina Kathleen 26 Apr 1918 Sister 
McNeil, Ross 30 May 1982 Grandson 
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McNeil, Terence Leonard 15 Feb 1946 Son 
McNeil, Thomas 06 Apr 1872 Granduncle 
McNeil, Thomas John 1899 1st cousin once removed 
McNeil, William 1901 1st cousin once removed 
McNeil, William Yale 26 Jun 1892 Uncle 
McNeill, John 01 Nov 1869 Granduncle 
Medcalf, Eliza 1866 Wife of the granduncle 
Neill, Dennis Abt. 1810 2nd great-grandfather 
Neill, Jeremiah  Great-granduncle 
Neill, Timothy Abt. 1834 Great-grandfather 
Nellie 1898 1st cousin once removed 
Nugent, Julia Abt. 1832 Great-grandmother 
O'Neal, Edward 10 Dec 1865 Granduncle 
O'Neal, Edward, Timothy Neill Abt. 1834 Great-grandfather 
O'Neal, John, John McNeill 01 Nov 1869 Granduncle 
O'Neal, Patrick Dennis 12 May 1863 Grandfather 
O'Neil, Violet 1891 1st cousin once removed 
O'Neil, William 1860 Granduncle 
O'Neill, Edith May 25 Jun 1888 1st cousin once removed 
O'Neill, Ellen Mary 19 Sep 1884 1st cousin once removed 
Paterson, Christie Lee 11 Feb 1986 Grandniece 
Paterson, Dylan 28 Apr 1984 Grandnephew 
Patterson, Leonie  Wife of the nephew 
Stone, Albert H 1917 1st cousin 
Stone, Albert Henry 1884 Husband of the aunt 
Stone, Doris Violet 1910 1st cousin 
Stone, Gladys R 1915 1st cousin 
Stone, Ida E 1920 1st cousin 
Stone, Vera E 1912 1st cousin 
Taylerson, William Dan Coningsby28 Nov 1884 Husband of 1st cousin 1 removed 
Tippet, Sheila  Daughter-in-law 
Trimmer, Caroline Elizabeth 04 Sep 1883 Mother 
Wilkins, Annie 1877 Wife of the granduncle 
Wing, Barry  Nephew 
Wing, David  Nephew 
Wing, George Ernest Abt. 1915 Brother-in-law 
Wing, Patricia Caroline  Niece 
Wiseman, Benjamin Charles John 1891 Husband of 1st cousin 1 removed 
Wright, Roberta Anne 04 Mar 1957 Daughter-in-law 
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