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 AUTHOR’S FOREWORD 
 
      
 
    The evil and cruel party that came to be known as “Jack the Ripper,” England’s first serial killer, terrorized the streets of Whitechapel in London’s East-end during the fall of 1888, now referred to as The Autumn of Terror.  The five “canonical” murders (those generally agreed upon by the majority of Ripper experts, known as “Ripperologists” as being committed by the infamous killer) took place during the exact period when legendary literary sleuth Sherlock Holmes would have been in his heyday as a thirty-five-year-old “private consulting detective” in London.  In the series of short stories and novelettes penned by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle during those years, Holmes was often called in to assist the (portrayed as mostly incompetent) London Metropolitan Police and Scotland Yard in their more problematic investigations.  Which begs the question; why did Holmes never take on London’s - and indeed the world’s - most infamous unsolved mystery, which would have taken place right under his very nose in 1880’s London?  My answer; he did.  And not only did he investigate it at the request of The Crown, but in my story, he also solved the case.  However, like many of the fictional detective’s most puzzling and intriguing cases, the results of this investigation led Holmes to make connections to persons and events whose revelation could result in explosive situations which might have had serious ramifications on British politics and society.  And so, in the same way a number of supposedly unreleased case outcomes mentioned through Watson’s narration in stories like The Problem of Thor Bridge, The Adventure of the Veiled Lodger and The Adventure of the Creeping Man, the results of the Ripper case have remained unpublished - “entombed in a tin box” - until such time that all concerned parties are long-since dead, or the implications of the investigation’s outcome could no longer be damaging or threatening to national security.  Thus, 125 years after the fact, the Ripper’s identity could finally be revealed in the year 2017. 
 
      
 
    My story, Sherlock Holmes and the Autumn of Terror, is a fictionalized version of my own actual theory on the true identity of Jack the Ripper, which has never before been put forth, and is supported by the huge amount of irrefutable evidence I have amassed as you will see.  It is based on years of investigation, numerous trips to the actual crime scenes in London, as well as the application of Holmes’ methods in my own experience as a Private Detective, my avid readership of all the Holmes stories and my love for foreign languages, solving puzzles and word games.  I have used all of this, along with expert advice, to create what I believe to be a possible, plausible resolution to one of the world’s greatest unresolved mysteries.  Many of the people, incidents and evidence presented in this tale actually existed, and are intermingled with characters, colloquial dialect and events taken from Doyle’s writings in order to create and maintain an air of authenticity.  But reader beware - lest you condemn me for not having done my research in my contemporary usage of slang such as “nark of the police,” “crib” (in reference to someone’s home or apartment), “smash-and-grab,” “What’s up” and other modern-sounding words and phrases in the 1800’s, let me assure you that all of these - and many more - were borrowed directly from the pages of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s own works.  There may be two exceptions.  Let’s see if you can tell which ones they are. 
 
      
 
    Also included in this novel is a short story-within-a-story called The Bogus Laundry Affair that was written from Holmes’ perspective, in the style of The Adventure of the Blanched Soldier.  The reader may choose to skip directly over it or read it entirely separately from the rest of the book, as doing so will have no bearing on the outcome of the rest of the bigger story - it contains no spoilers.  The only thing it has in common with Doyle’s original concept as introduced in The Adventure of the Cardboard Box is the name of the story,the mention of oneDI Aldridge, and a generous sprinkling of Holmes- and Watson-isms as borrowed from a number of my favorite Sherlock Holmes tales as well as other writings of horror, mystery and imagination by Doyle.  
 
      
 
    It is with great honor that I am able to say that this book was written with the technical advice and inspiration of three men that I have held in the highest esteem for most of my adult life, and that I had the good fortune to have been able to meet through a wonderful series of events that began in February of 2015, when I was invited to a dinner at which Dr. Michael Baden, world-renowned Forensic Pathologist was present.  He was a guest of a very close friend, Sam Sanguedolce, who happened to be First Assistant District Attorney of Luzerne County, near my home in rural Northeast Pennsylvania.  Dr. Baden was in town to testify in the murder case of Hugo Selensky, a local man that, with an accomplice, had killed a couple in a very cruel manner, and had buried their corpses on his property.  Dr. Baden had been originally called in on the case at its inception in 2002, and was in town to testify for the prosecution about the cause and manner of death, as well as other details about their autopsies, and what was found in those examinations.  Through sheer luck, I found myself alone with Dr. Baden for the better part of two hours, as he had been barred from the courtroom during the testimony of another witness.  During that time, we established a friendship that continues to this day, and which led to my meeting Dr. Henry C. Lee, and in turn, Dr. Cyril H. Wecht, both of whom are known for their expertise throughout the world, and were great contributors to this book regarding the medical details of the murders, as well as crime-scene analysis in my fictional recreations of the crimes based on the actual reports of police and medical examiners from London during the period of the Ripper killings.  Dr. Wecht helped me to recreate the murders in a manner consistent with the actual findings of the real medical examiners that worked on the case.  Dr. Lee helped me greatly with the development of the Leu character, and was particularly enlightening in giving me an understanding of the nature of bullet trajectory and ricochet properties that in turn would help me explain Dr. Watson’s “wandering war injury” that certain Holmes “experts” love to point out as an error in Doyle’s writings.  I hope to have resolved this issue once and for all, with the help of the world’s leading expert on the subject as a small tribute to the creator of the legends that are Holmes and Watson.  I also hope to have settled a similarly pesky revolver issue.   
 
      
 
    The first times I received phone calls from each of the three doctors will forever remain etched into my memory.  My heartfelt thanks go out to these three men, as well as Samuel Sanguedolce, without whom I’d have never had the opportunity to meet the Doctors.  My thanks also go out to Detective Michael Dessoye - Chief of Detectives for the Office of the Luzerne County, Pennsylvania District Attorney, who also worked with Sam and Dr. Baden on the Selensky case, which was the model for some of the crimes I have dramatized here.  I also wish to thank my long-time dear friend Mr. Chris Short of Derby, England, whose London research on the International Men’s Educational Club was crucial to the development and direction of my actual theory of the true Ripper crimes. 
 
      
 
    Also of great assistance to me in the writing of this book were the remaining members of the Panel of Ten - a group of men that I had enlisted to help me maintain accuracy in matters of historical detail, London police procedure, Toxicology and the study of the effects of certain poisons.  I chose a rather quirky method of inviting them to be a part of my project, by sending them weekly installments of the story for their approval, but rather than doing so as myself, all of my communication with them in that regard was done via e-mails written to them “from the desk of John H. Watson M.D. through the offices of Black Stallion Security and Investigations” - my own firm (clue!).  Besides those already mentioned, the members of that panel include Kenneth Widman, Douglas Zahn, Gary Angove and Ryan Sutliff.  I must also include my thanks to my good friend Matt “Murdoc” Savory for his invaluable help with my Cockney rhyming slang and all things British.  Finally, to Richard Jones, Ripperologist extraordinaire, who took the time to hear me out and help me present my theory to the public via Adam Wood and his online magazine.  Thank you, men. 
 
      
 
    In order to avoid confusing the reader by explaining in detail each archaic term, person or historical fact I refer to in the text of my story, I have opted to use footnotes to which the reader can refer for more information about those items at the back of the book. 
 
      
 
    Lastly, I would like to point out that for dramatic purposes, the chapters are not necessarily always in chronological order, and that those attributed to the actual writings of Dr. John H. Watson, Sherlock Holmes and the actual Jack the Ripper will appear in a different typeface (known as “Baskerville Old Face” HA!) and use the British system of spelling and punctuation to separate them from other narration.  I ask the reader to take into account the dates that head each chapter, as I have remained as true to the actual story of Jack the Ripper as I have been able to do, with as much attention to historical detail as possible, while fictionally bringing the famous Baker Street detective into the picture to present my own actual theory of the killers’ true identity and methods.  I hope that by bringing together my favorite real-life mystery and my favorite fictional sleuth, I may introduce one or the other to friends around the world, many of whom I have not yet met. 
 
      
 
    RW 
 
    Forest City, PA. 8 October, 2016 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Old Huntsman 
 
      
 
    There’s a keen and grim old huntsman 
 
    On a horse as white as snow ; 
 
    Sometimes he is very swift 
 
    And sometimes he is slow. 
 
    But he never is at fault, 
 
    For he always hunts at view, 
 
    And he rides without a halt 
 
    After you. 
 
      
 
    The huntsman’s name is Death, 
 
    His horse’s name is Time ; 
 
    He is coming, he is coming, 
 
    As I sit and write this rhyme ; 
 
      
 
    Hark!  The evening chime is playing, 
 
    O’er the long grey town in peals ; 
 
    Don’t you hear the death-hound baying 
 
    At your heels? 
 
      
 
    From Songs of Action, A. Conan Doyle 1898


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER I: THE AUTUMN BEGINS 
 
      
 
    31 August, 1888.  Whitechapel Road.  London’s East End 
 
      
 
    A costermonger’s cart1 rattles down the gas-lit cobblestone street, hoof beats echoing against the brick walls of the empty buildings as it passes.  Its driver, a medium-height, well-dressed man urges his pony onward with a long whip.  He slows to examine the various “unfortunates,”2 that are plying their trade along the road.  He largely ignores their cries and propositions as he continues down the Whitechapel Road. 
 
      
 
    On this Theotokos night, the promenade of the Marriage Market3 is dark.  So very dark.  I can hardly negotiate these narrow passageways of Hinchinopolis with my chariot.  Look, there!  I say!  Is it another vision?  Pray, no, she is real.  And she is wearing The Crown and Veil.  It must be her!  At long last, I have found her -- the Idolatress.  I feel The Change taking place in me. 
 
      
 
    The man stops the cart on Whitechapel Road, and jumps down to the street, keeping a loose hold on the pony’s reins, and approaches the woman.  In one hand, he holds a black leather Gladstone bag.  
 
      
 
    She is arrayed in Scarlet and Purple with Seven Jewels -- Seven Mountains… Seven Kings… Seven Heads with Ten Horns.  It is she!  The Whore of Babylon4! 
 
      
 
    The woman, wearing a new black straw bonnet and dressed in a heavily worn reddish brown Ulster coat with seven large brass buttons and a white scarf, cries out to the man, “Sir!  What a lovely gold chain and jewel you wear.  And such a beautiful pony!  I will gladly please a gentleman such as yourself.  Tuppence5 for an hour or sixpence for the night.”  He replies, in a velvety, Slavic-accented voice, “Oh, but I’ve gold and precious stones and pearls to offer you, Great Mother!  Ornaments befitting of Your Majesty.”  She takes an unstable two steps toward the cart, and stands unsteadily, but attentive. 
 
      
 
    The man opens his black Gladstone bag to reveal a mound of beads, bangles, thick gold chains and necklaces, then snaps it shut and places it upon the seat beside his right hip.  “Come!  Let us ride upon my chariot to behold the glories of Jericho, your kingdom!”  He jumps back up to the driver’s seat of the cart, and the woman drunkenly staggers, giggling, approaching the vehicle.  “Oh, so it’s a Queen Mum you’re lookin’ for!”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, a Queen Mary actually,” he replies, momentarily taking the woman aback.  But as he extends his hand to her, and she takes it.  The man gallantly assists her aboard to the seat beside him and lightly whips the pony.  “Wot’s this beautiful cup for then, Love?” she asks, in her heavy Cockney accent.  The man does not answer, and she simply shrugs.  They drive off into the London fog toward Buck’s Row.  He stops the cart in front of Essex Wharf, far from a dimly burning gaslight at the end of the road - the only illumination on the dark street.  Reaching for his bag, he pulls out a string of pearls, far too elaborate to be used as payment for the woman’s services.   
 
      
 
    “Turn around, My Queen.  Please hold the Golden Vessel while I fit you with this ornament.”  With a cluck of delight, she takes the cup in her left hand, which the man gently guides until it is resting upon her chest.   
 
      
 
    “Ooh!  Are we drinkin’ then?” she asks.  His hand gently brushes her right breast as he withdraws it, leaving her clutching it tightly in place against her ample bosom.  She then turns her back to him and lifts her hair and bonnet to reveal the bare nape of her neck.  With the strand of pearls in his left hand, he gently tosses them over the left side of her neck from behind.  The pearls clank against the gold metal goblet that she continues to hold between her breasts.  In his right hand, he now holds a sharp knife that was also in the bag, hidden beneath the mounds of costume jewelry that also concealed an empty phial and a syringe.  The end of the strand drops into her lap, and she reaches her right hand down to catch it and bring it around to the back for him to clasp it around her neck.  But before her hand can come up with the closure, he drops the strand and reaches around to pull the cup in tight against her chest with his left hand.  He quickly brings the knife up around from the right with his other hand in a deadly embrace.  With a swift motion, the man slices her neck from below her left ear across to the center.  Warm jets of blood spurt from the slice in her neck and into the cup he holds below it.  Although the knife does not completely penetrate the vein and artery, some of the crimson liquid spills out past the cup and splashes down to the floorboard of the cart.  Suddenly emerging from her drunken stupor, she spins and ducks out of his grip, then falls off the cart and lands forcefully on her back on the wet cobblestone road, knocking the wind out of her, and sending a shock of extreme pain shooting up her spine.   
 
      
 
    Ignoring the motion he sees under the tarpaulin that covers the bed of the cart, the man puts down the cup with care, then leaps off the cart and lands straddling her body with the knife held up, ready to be brought down like a dagger.  Driven by desperation and the instinctive will to live, she attempts to ward off the knife he wields in his right hand by grabbing it with both of hers, her fingernails digging into the flesh of his wrist and her strength fading with each passing second.  In an attempt to force her to release his arm, he leans down and delivers three brutal blows to the right side of her jaw with his free left fist, smashing her head down against the cobblestones with savage force.  The strikes knock several teeth out of her mouth, sending them cascading down to the wet ground.  He then grabs her across the jaw with a mighty squeeze and retracts the knife out of her hands to stab her, but, with basic animal instinct, she rolls over onto her stomach to avoid the blow.  Barely maintaining consciousness, she attempts to escape by crawling away, but succeeds only in reaching the gutter, her throat wounds spewing blood that quickly mixes with the draining rainwater and filth.  The man walks purposefully behind her and kneels upon her back, using his left hand to grab her hair, pulling her head up and backwards.  He reverses the grip on his knife and brings it around to continue the slash to her throat that he had begun on his cart.  This second, more severe cut, beginning an inch in front of the other, continues deeply slicing her throat across to a point three inches below her other ear.  The effect is a ghastly Death Grin that severs all of the tissues down to the vertebrae, very nearly decapitating her.  The carotid arteries as well as jugular veins on both sides of the neck are severed, causing what is left of her blood to pump out freely from her body -- by this time, only a bit more than would have been needed to fill a third wineglass. 
 
      
 
    There is blood enough for my sacred writings.  Enough to fill twice the Kli Shareit6 of blasphemies and abominations, a testament to the filthiness of your fornication!  The Dybbuk has ended The Scourge!  
 
      
 
    He brings his Chalef knife6 down and begins to tear open the dead woman’s abdomen.   
 
      
 
    “With seven ritual cuts, The Great Whore of Babylon has been annihilated! One cut for each head of the beastly Sirrush7 that she rides upon over the Seven Hills.” 
 
      
 
    The young man completes the ghastly, ritualistic mutilation of the woman’s body. 
 
      
 
    “The Shechita8 is done.  Let us fill the Kli Shareit and preserve the precious fluid!”   
 
      
 
    The man walks back to the cart and picks up the cup and raises it skyward, brings it down momentarily, then carefully pours its contents into an empty ginger beer bottle. 
 
      
 
    But alas, I must now don my disguise and return to the Temple in great haste, for the Canaanites and their Pharisees will be seeking the Dybbuk to exact their revenge upon us! 
 
      
 
    Slowly regaining his senses, the man retrieves the bloody strand of pearls that have fallen and broken upon the cobblestone street beside his pony’s hoof.  He picks up two of the three stray pearls that have broken from the strand and rolled away between the stones.  But one remains hidden from his view.  He then reaches down to pull the hatpin from her black straw bonnet and places it into his pocket next to the loose pearls. 
 
      
 
    With surprising agility, he jumps back up onto the costermonger’s cart, placing the broken strand of pearls next to the black bag and cup upon the seat beside him, still warm from where the woman had so recently been sitting.  He then cleans the knife by wiping it with a corner of the tarpaulin cover.  After placing it into the bag along with the damaged necklace, the young man ensures that the newly-filled ginger beer bottle will not spill by locking it into place next to the cup against the corner of the cart’s platform wall using the Gladstone bag.  Then, rearranging the tarpaulin to once again cover the back of his cart, the man pulls it forward to conceal the items, double checking that nothing can be detected beneath it.  He picks up the horse whip he had set down earlier on the floorboard to strike the pony’s rump, and they begin to trot away down Buck’s Row towards Whitechapel Road, leaving the dead and mutilated body of the woman behind, blood slowly seeping from its wounds into the gutter of the most impoverished, diseased and filthy area of Victorian London. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER II: JACOB THE LATTER 
 
      
 
    13 January, 2017.  Lloyds of London Bank, Baker Street/Marylebone Branch 
 
      
 
    It was a rainy, squally day, which grew wilder as it progressed, so it was by no means the weather in which anyone would travel who was not driven to do so by necessity.  The heavy wind was whipping the rain almost horizontally, and pelted Jacob Watson with heavy droplets as he ran out of the lobby of his office building at Number 104 Berkeley Square and jumped into the back seat of the Rolls Royce of his solicitor.  “Good morning, Jacob,” cried Samuel Warren,9 in his thick Edinburgh brogue.  
 
      
 
    “Today’s the day.  I hear the press is already swarming.  Stand by for a drama.  Are ye ready for come-what-may?”  
 
      
 
    “Good Lord, I hope so, Sam.  God knows they’ve been hounding me for weeks.  I’m only worried that we’ll end up with another travesty that’s not been seen since the opening of Al Capone’s vaults in America.  Or worse, the opening of old wounds that could have catastrophic implications on perfectly law-abiding families with no fault in the scandals perpetrated by their ancestors.”  Warren signalled to the driver and the Rolls began to move away from the curb.   
 
      
 
    “Lovely car, by the way,” chirped Jacob.   
 
      
 
    “Aye, brand new and it was purchased only just there,” said Warren, pointing to the grand Rolls Royce showroom on the corner, just a few doors down from Watson’s office.  “Perhaps you’ll be able to afford one just as bonnie yourself, once we’ve blown off the dust and opened up your great grand dey’s coffer.”   
 
      
 
    “Hmmm… yes, perhaps, with a little luck.  Or perhaps I’ll just become the laughingstock of London society, yet again.”  The Rolls makes a U-turn around the iron fencing that surrounds the grass in Berkeley Square, and heads back out towards Mayfair.  The morning traffic of London was made worse than usual with the torrential rain.   
 
      
 
    “We’ll not make it on time,” says the driver.   
 
      
 
    “No worries,” said Jacob.  “They can’t very well start without us, can they now?” 
 
      
 
    “True that,” said Samuel, though it came out more like “trrroo thaught” in his heavy Scotch accent.  Jacob thought wistfully of his ancestor’s legendary exploits as the trusted aide and confidante to the world’s most famous consulting detective, Sherlock Holmes.  His great grandfather, Dr. John Watson, had meticulously chronicled many of Holmes’ most notable cases, which had earned them both great notoriety, albeit reluctantly on Holmes’ part.  Even today, Holmes’ work was still hailed as the predecessor to all modern-day forensic science techniques, many of which had been invented and/or pioneered by Holmes and recorded by Watson for posterity.  Jacob himself had tried, rather unsuccessfully, to capitalize on his name and connection to the best friend and ally to the Great Detective with a series of appearances on various Good Morning shows in the UK, as well as crime shows and documentaries covering the life and times of Holmes and Watson, some even produced in America.  He had been waiting for this day as long as he could remember, since the day his father had told him that he would be the heir to the unpublished manuscripts of his own grandfather, when the 125-year restriction on their being unveiled would expire.  That day was today, and had begun at twelve midnight GMT.  The box had been under lock and key, and had remained carefully guarded ever since it was originally entrusted in 1892 by his great grandfather into the custody of one Cox and Company, a now-defunct bank formerly located in the Charing Cross area, and transferred to Lloyds of London when the Cox building was destroyed during the bombings of World War II. 
 
      
 
    With the Beatles’ Maxwell’s Silver Hammer playing over the car radio, they made the loop and then attempted to make the left onto Park Street, but were thwarted by a man with a horse-drawn cart - a rare sight in modern-day London, rarer yet on such a brutally dismal and rainy day.  Yet there he was, blocking the left turn lane and forcing the Rolls to continue on until they could turn around at Blackburne’s Mews.  A mews is a small cul de sac as found all around London, and was formerly a row of stables, usually with carriage houses below and living quarters above, built around a paved yard or court, or along a street, behind large city houses, such as those constructed during the 17th and 18th centuries.  They were once where horses and carts or traps (the British term for horse-drawn taxis and carriages of Victorian times) were kept.  Mews are now very expensive and fashionable places to live, as they have mostly been converted into high-end inner city dwellings with premium access to the CBD and avoidance of the congestion charges paid by those who enter the city by car during restricted hours.  As he turned the car around in the entryway to the mews, the driver practically had to shout to be heard over the heavy rain and steady thump of the windscreen wipers.  
 
      
 
    “Damn fool!  He bloody well should’ve stayed in here, dry and out of our way.  It’s half nine already.”  
 
      
 
    It was after ten when they pulled up outside Lloyds of London.  All possible parking spots on both Baker Street and Marylebone were taken up by news vans with their broadcast antennae jutting upward toward the higher floors of the adjacent office buildings.  Despite the heavy rain, some local reporters were standing outside in their Macintosh raincoats, braving the wind and water as they delivered their reports on the events about to unfold.  The driver stopped the Rolls at the curb, as close as he could get to the front of the bank, and when a reporter recognized Jacob, havoc ensued.  He and Samuel exited their vehicle, ducking their heads in a vain attempt to stay dry.  They ran into the bank, trailed by a phalanx of reporters anxious to get the first interview of the day with the man of the hour.   
 
      
 
    Inside, they were greeted by the bank’s president, Mr. Neil Gibson.  Gibson, a tall, gaunt, dapper man in his late fifties appeared delighted to see them.  “Mr. Watson, a good morning to you!  Lovely day, what?’  He gestured at the crowd of reporters.  “They’ve been here since daybreak waiting for you.  This is a story even I have been waiting for, ever since getting hooked on your grandfather’s stories.”   
 
      
 
    “Great grandfather, actually,” Jacob corrected him.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course.  Off we go then,” said Gibson.  “Which of them will be the lucky network to be allowed in?  There can only be one, you know.  Bank policy.  Space in the vault is limited.”   
 
      
 
    “Well, in that case, I suppose it will have to be the man from Sky,” answered Jacob, although he would have preferred to allow the gorgeous blond BBC reporter to receive the ultimate journalistic prize of the day.   
 
      
 
    “Would you gents care for a cuppa before we begin?  You look as though you could use one.” offered Gibson.   
 
      
 
    “No, but thanks.  I’d just as soon get this started right away,” replied Jacob.   
 
      
 
    “Don’t blame you a bit.  Not one bit,” cried Gibson, rubbing his hands together. 
 
      
 
    With camera crew in tow, the three men along with the chosen Sky reporter made their way to the Safety Deposit Box vault.  A uniformed policeman was guarding the heavy Chubb vault door, which was already unlocked, but still closed.  Gibson approached the door, and opened it with a clockwise spin of the large metal wheel.  An audible “swoosh” was heard as the vacuum seal of the vault was broken.  The men entered, Gibson first, then Jacob.  The policeman ushered the rest of them inside, and partially closed the door, leaving it slightly ajar as the remaining camera crews vied for a shot through the opening. 
 
      
 
    “Box 221-b,” Gibson instructed the policeman.  At that, Jacob let out a surprised laugh and a small snort, which the reporter smiled at, but the irony was apparently lost on the rest of them.   
 
      
 
    “Gary, get that shot!” the languid reporter instructed the cameraman, as he fixed his hair and began stretching his jaw and uttering short strange and nonsensical words in what was apparently a pre-reporting preparation ritual.   
 
      
 
    “Why’d ya have to goo and pick that one to come in here with us?” asked Warren.  “Ya could nae have picked the lovely blonde that was stood out there in the rain instead?”  Jacob just rolled his eyes in response.   
 
      
 
    After a few more varied noises and grunts in his verbal workout, the reporter gave the men an inquisitive look and silently mouthed, “Ready?” The three men looked at each other, then to him, nodding in agreement.  He signalled for the camera to roll, and began. 
 
      
 
    “This is Langdale Pike,10 reporting to you live from the safe deposit box vault of Lloyds of London’s Baker Street/Marylebone branch, where we are about to witness the unsealing of the forbidden case files of legendary super-sleuth Sherlock Holmes, London’s greatest consulting detective and father of modern forensic science!  I can tell you the excitement here is palpable as we anxiously await the opening of the box, which was sealed by order of Holmes himself, exactly 125 years ago today, with strict instructions that its contents remain secret until this very day.  And here to open that box is the great-grandson of Holmes’ trusted sidekick and biographer, Dr. John Watson.  Jacob S. Watson IV, (and here the camera panned over to Jacob and Warren) - an Architect at Manor House in Berkeley Square and his lawyer Samuel Warren, a solicitor of the law firm of Warren, Holloway and Steele in the Edgware Road, are on hand to reveal what may be hidden in these documents, which were sealed and locked on this day in 1892.  According to Dr. Watson’s own writings, these papers will reveal many of Holmes’ most intricate and astonishing cases, the results of which were deemed by Holmes to be too incendiary and explosive for the times, and whose revelations could be extremely damaging to members of high society, government and even, it has been rumoured, possibly embarrassing to the Crown.  All of that remains to be seen as we unveil the contents of Sherlock Holmes’ unpublished case files!  Stay tuned, the box will be unsealed right after this break.  CUT!  How was that, Gary?”   
 
      
 
    “Cracking!” came the response from behind the camera.  Jacob, who had been listening to the reporter with feigned disinterest, moved toward the box, which had been placed by the policeman named Rance upon one of the shiny chrome tables in the room.  Pike approached Jacob and Gibson.   
 
      
 
    “How will this work?” he asked.   
 
      
 
    “We’ll just unlock it, and then Mr. Watson can open it in a way that will allow your camera to get a good shot of the big moment.”  Gibson handed Jacob a pair of rubber gloves, then reached into his watch pocket and brought out a very small key of the type used in Victorian times.  “Shall I do the honours, or would you prefer to do that?” he asked Jacob, holding up the key.   
 
      
 
    “By all means, go ahead, Mr. Gibson,” replied Jacob.  Everyone took their positions, and Jacob put on the gloves.  After receiving the gesture signalling the readiness of the camera, Pike cried out the order, “And 3-2-1…GO!” The camera’s bright light went on and Gary the cameraman excitedly said, “Rolling!”   
 
      
 
    “And the crucial moment is finally upon us,” said Langdale Pike into his microphone. “Watson approaches the box… the bank manager unlocks the box… wait a moment, he appears to be having a bit of difficulty turning the key… there it is… it’s turning… it’s…it’s OPEN… THE BOX IS OPEN!!!”  Pike’s voice then lowered to a whisper, like the announcer at a golf or chess match.  “And Watson is examining the contents… I see what appears to be an envelope… and what look to be individually paper-wrapped parcels.  Camera, can we get a close-up on that box?”  The camera zoomed in on the box and the pile of wrapped envelopes on the gleaming table.  One by one, Jacob picked up and examined each packet.  The first was labeled “The Bogus Laundry Affair.”  With a facial expression that gestured both acknowledgement and curiosity at that title, Jacob gently laid it on the table and began reading the labels on the remaining parcels, laying each on top of the stack as he went along.  “The Tankerville Club Scandal,” “Morgan the Poisoner,” “The Trepoff murder in Odessa,” “Merridew of Abominable Memory,” “The Conk-Singleton forgery case,” “The Refused Knighthood,” and many others (46 others to be exact!) were revealed until he reached the bottom of the box, where he came upon a larger, thicker packet wrapped in waxed paper and tied tightly with string in both directions.  The packet was labeled simply “JACK.” 
 
      
 
    Officer Rance, who had been specially chosen for today’s assignment, approached Jacob and asked if it would now be permissible to allow the cameraman to come closer and individually photograph the parcels.  Jacob replied, “Well, that seems perfectly acceptab-” but was immediately cut off by Warren, who said, in his heavy Scotch accent, “I believe it would be much wiser for Mr. Watson and me to take a wee moment to ourselves to privately examine the contents of the box, and then make that determination if ye wouldn’t mind, Sir.  Thank you very much for your understanding.”  And with that, Warren placed his hand over the lens of the Sky camera and asked that the reporter and crew be “escorted out of the room momentarily.”  Jacob, slightly perturbed that his moment of truth had been cut short, gave Warren a silent “what the hell are you doing?” gesture with his eyes, to which Warren replied with a simple wink.  Warren then turned to Gibson and said, “Would you please excuse Mr. Watson and myself for a moment, Mr. Gibson?  We’d like to have a look (although it came out more like “hov a Luke”) at the contents of the coffer in private if ye don’t mind.”   
 
      
 
    “Of course,” replied Gibson with a slight bow, though not without some disappointment in his voice, “take all the time you need.  We’ll be right outside.”  He gestured to the policeman, and the two of them left the vault.  Only Jacob and Samuel remained with the box. 
 
      
 
    Jacob eagerly tore open the envelope and pulled out the letter it contained. 
 
      
 
    It read as follows, 
 
      
 
     Dearest Reader, 
 
      
 
    If my instructions have been followed precisely, to-day’s date would be 13 January, 2017, and you are in the offices of Cox and Company at Charing Cross, having been allowed access to this box by your credentials as heir to myself, John H. Watson M.D., late of the Indian Army, or that of Mr. Sherlock Holmes of Baker Street, W1, Westminster, London.  The affairs detailed in the parcels enclosed are those cases deemed by Holmes to have been unsuitable for publication in our lifetime.  And so, by his decree, have they been sealed for 125 years, until such time has passed that they may do no harm in their revelation to the public.  Now we have at last obtained permission to ventilate the facts which formed many of the cases heretofore untold, and even now, a certain reticence and discretion have to be observed in laying these matters before the public.  Certain names have been changed where their retention might cause pain to surviving relatives.  As my appointed designee, I trust that you will respect the wishes of Mr. Holmes and myself in that regard, that the discretion and professional honour which have always distinguished my friend are still at work, and that no confidence will be abused.  J.H.W. - 13 January, 1892  
 
      
 
    “Not a chance!” snapped Jacob.  “We are going to reveal those results - all of them - to the world, just as Holmes and my Great Grandad wished, come what may.”   
 
      
 
    “Well sonny, I wish I could convince ye different, as I believe there could be a lot less grief and a lot more spondoolies in it for ye in speculation by delivering unsealed parcels to interested parties for a fee.”   
 
      
 
    “If by ‘spondoolies’ you mean ‘money,’ I don’t see how I’ll be short of cash once the media gets hold of what we’ve just found.”   
 
      
 
    “Calm down laddy.  Let’s just reserve judgement til we’ve had a chance to look at what you’ve got to bargain with.  I want to see what Holmes dug up on the Abernetty clan, wouldn’t they just love to know?  And would it be too much to hope for that the last one of the bunch - the one marked Jack - might just pertain to Jack the Ripper?” 
 
      
 
    Those words produced a reaction in Jacob not unlike an electric shock, and his face lost all colour.  “Oh… My… God, Sam!  Oh my… fucking…” He immediately reached for the final parcel, and began tearing at the waxed paper that encased it.   
 
      
 
    “Stop!” cried Warren, “Ye’ll sully important evidence.  Let’s take all this back to my office and open it with the proper kit.”  Reluctantly, Jacob agreed.  He then opened the still-ajar vault door, and Gibson nearly fell into the room.  “We’ll huv te a waterproof bag within which to place the contents of the box immediately,” said Warren.  To which the embarrassed bank president replied, “Of course.  Right away sir!”   
 
      
 
    Within 10 minutes, Gibson returned with a brand new Burberry zippered leather satchel, with its price tag still intact.  Reacting to the price with raised eyebrows, Jacob took the bag and began filling it with the paper-wrapped parcels.  “The repulsive story of the Red Leech,” “The King of Scandinavia,” “Huret, the Boulevard assassin,” and other such curiously-named cases were stuffed one-by-one into the expensive satchel with the signature “House Check” plaid pattern very discreetly covering only the top portion of the bag.  When they were all packed away safely, Jacob placed the bag back inside the plastic “Burberry Regent Street” carrier that it came in, and headed out to run the gauntlet of reporters and cameras that awaited him in the bank’s lobby, and on the street outside. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER III: THE UNVEILING 
 
      
 
    13 January, 2017.  Law Offices of Warren, Holloway and Steele 
 
      
 
    Still wet from standing in the rain on Baker Street, where he had granted three television interviews (one with the aforementioned Blonde), Jacob shivered lightly with the cold, and with anticipation, as he sat and warmed himself near the fire, sipping the hot Earl Grey tea that Warren’s secretary Alicia had prepared upon their arrival.  Warren had produced a video camera from another room, and was filming the stack of parcels that were now spread out on his desk in five neat rows.  They were also arranged in alphabetical order, thanks to Alicia, a lovely raven-haired Spanish beauty.  Notably missing was the Abernetty parcel.  Jacob thought at first to mention it, and then deemed it wiser to leave that particular battle for a bit later.  Right at that moment, the package labeled “JACK” was of the foremost importance in his mind.  Alicia had placed it by itself at the end of the desk nearest to him.  She stood anxiously awaiting Jacob’s next move.  With, “That will be all for now, Alicia.  Thank you kindly for your help,” Warren summarily dismissed her from the room.  Once she had left with a sigh of disappointment, Warren turned to Jacob.   
 
      
 
    “Well, are you ready to make history, my old china?” he asked, with a devilish grin.  
 
      
 
    Jacob stood up from his chair, feeling a little weak in the knees.  He had secretly wondered many times in his life why Holmes and Watson had not so much as mentioned - let alone solved - the Ripper case, which would have taken place right under Holmes’ very nose during his late 1880’s heyday as London’s foremost - and only - “Consulting Detective.”  With a slight tremble, he picked up the envelope and weighed it in his hand.  He turned it over a few times as Warren videotaped the proceedings, then reached for the scissors on Warren’s desk and snipped the string that had entwined the parcel for just over 125 years.  Then he grabbed the letter opener and inserted it into a corner of the waxed paper.  Carefully, he sliced open one side of the parcel, and tilted it towards the desk as he shook out its contents.  The first thing to drop out was a pearl, obviously fake.  Then a stack of papers, one of which appeared to be an official document from a London gaol11.  A small diary, an arrest warrantand some other papers followed, along with some grisly photos of the corpses of women, some dismembered.  Some of the photos were obviously crime-scene pictures, while others appeared to be taken at the Coroner’s office, possibly during or after autopsy.  It was hard to tell.  The mutilation was extreme in some cases.  Even in black-and-white, with low-resolution, the carnage was obvious and the photos were disturbing and hard to look at.  Among the stack of official documents and news clippings was a thick, yellowed notebook with a neatly handwritten message on its cover.  It read,“JtR.  Not to be opened until 13th of January of 2017 by my designee (to be appointed.)  John H. Watson M.D., Late Indian Army, 8 August, 1907.  At the bank of Cox and Co., Charing Cross.”  1907? Jacob was puzzled.  He knew the box had been specifically designated to be sealed for exactly 125 years.  But 1907?  That should have sealed it until the year 2032.  Yet by Dr. John Watson’s own message and date of the explanatory letter, the year from which the countdown began had to have been 1892.  It appeared that Watson must have continued adding more to the box until one of Holmes’ final cases in 1907, but without extending the deadline for its unsealing.  What was so important in January of 1892 that determined the box should remain sealed for 125 years from that date?  Now even more curious than before, Jacob opened the notebook, and began to read it aloud.   
 
      
 
    “My name is DR JOHN H. WATSON, and I hereby detail the strange and singular facts of London’s ‘Autumn of Terror’ and the murderer most foul that, quite inaccurately, came to be known as ‘Jack the Ripper’…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER IV: THE SEALED MESSAGE 
 
      
 
    29 July, 1907.  Offices of Cox and Co., Charing Cross, London 
 
      
 
    For those of you that have not kept up with the reminiscences I have been publishing regularly in the Strand Magazine12and certain London newspapers, I must preface my tale by first introducing the reader to my friend, partner, patient, former flat mate, confederate and sometime co-conspirator.  His name is Sherlock Holmes, and he is a man of many talents -- a man unlike any I had ever met before, or have known since.  He defies simple description or analysis, having traits, habits and idiosyncrasies quite alien to the average man.  I should like to give a sketch of the character of this man, though it seems a bit presumptuous to attempt such a thing upon paper, when the idea in my own mind is at best a vague and uncertain one.  As I have revolved the matter in my mind several times over the years, I have thought that I might grasp the clue which would perhaps explain it, only to be disappointed by his presenting himself in some new light which would upset all my conclusions.  It may be that no human eye but my own shall ever rest upon these lines, yet as a psychological study I shall attempt to leave some record of Mister Sherlock Holmes.  An amended set of notes I once jotted down in an attempt to describe him might give the reader some of the more salient details of Holmes’ most unusual character, and form a vignette of the man that came to be my ally, mentor and lifelong companion. 
 
      
 
    
    	 Knowledge of Astronomy -- Nil, aside from some far-fetched ideas he expressed to me on occasion, too preposterous to mention here.  
 
    	 Knowledge of Sensationalism -- Immense.  He appears to know every detail of every horror perpetrated in the century, particularly the recent series of murders of the ‘unfortunates’ of Whitechapel. 
 
    	 Knowledge of Literature -- Generally poor.  Except in cases where operas he enjoys are based upon works of literature.  Regarding non-sensational literature, his speech is replete with references to the Bible, Shakespeare, Moby Dick and even Goethe. 
 
    	 Knowledge of Politics -- Feeble.  Yet he immediately recognised the true identity of the supposed Count von Kramm as Wilhelm Gottsreich Sigismond von Ormstein, Grand Duke of Cassel-Feldstein and hereditary King of Bohemia during a recent adventure of ours.  
 
    	 Knowledge of Botany -- Variable.  Well up in belladonna, opium, and poisons generally.  Knows nothing of practical gardening.  
 
    	 Knowledge of Geology -- Practical, but limited.  Tells at a glance different soils from each other.  After walks, has shown me splashes upon my trousers, and told me by their colour and consistence in what part of London I had received them.  
 
    	 Knowledge of Chemistry -- Profound.  Has developed at least two methods of testing blood, one to determine blood from other substances, and another to discern human blood from that of an animal. 
 
    	 Knowledge of Anatomy -- In 1888, accurate, but unsystematic.  He relies mainly on anatomical and Pathological advice from me and Doctor Michael Braeden, a medical doctor in the East-end of London as well as the writings of Doctor Joseph Bell that he met while working in Edinburgh.  But he now knows much more upon the subject than he did before the Autumn of Terror. 
 
    	 Knowledge of Firearms -- Minimal.  For a number of years, Holmes confused the maker of the cartridges I brought back from Afghanistan (Eley’s) with the manufacturer of my old .440 service revolver, which was in fact a Webley Mark II. 
 
    	 Use of illicit substances -- Tobacco; He is very fond of smoking for its alleged mind-refreshing effect.  Smokes cigars, cigarettes, and most preferably pipes -- his favourites are his old black briar pipe as well as his calabash.  Occasionally, snuffs tobacco from a jewel snuff-box.  Alcohol; He enjoys good alcohol, is an expert on wines, spirits and beer, and is a connoisseur of French wines.  He is particularly fond of red burgundies, especially Montrachet and Meursault.  Sometimes drinks port or claret after dinner, and enjoys Imperial Tokay.  He is also fond of whisky and soda and keeps a gasogene in his sitting room for making soda water.  Drinks brandy for medicinal purposes and on occasion, he drinks a glass of beer.  Opium; Although I once accidentally stumbled upon him disguised as an old man sitting in an East London opium den and heard of him going into another at Canary Wharf during a case in which he was severely injured in a hatchet attack, I have no reason to believe he is a user of opiates.  Cocaine; Holmes only occasionally injects a seven-percent solution of cocaine, and such occasional use is common practice in modern England.  He claims that these drugs stimulate his mind in periods of idleness.  He is by no means a compulsive drug addict, though he continues in his use of the substance over my strong objections.  I deplore Holmes’ intravenous drug use and have warned him that abuse of any drug may jeopardise his excellent career and ruin his health.  
 
    	 Is an expert singlestick player, boxer, swordsman and martial artist of the Baritsu and Wing Chun styles. 
 
    	 Plays the violin well, if quirkily.  
 
    	 Has a good practical knowledge of British law, and has at least once presided over a trial of sorts. 13 
 
    	 Fluent in the Chinese dialect as spoken by natives of the Peking and Formosa regions.  Some knowledge of German, Italian, Russian, Polish and the Slavonic languages of Bohemia. 14 
 
   
 
      
 
    I must add that in the years that have passed since my initial assessment as detailed above, I have found some of these observations to have been false impressions, deliberately put to me by Holmes in some effort to mislead me as to his actual character and knowledge base, for reasons I am not altogether sure I comprehend, nor am I even sure that I would wish to do, even if I were able.  
 
      
 
    For my part, I would describe myself in August of 1888 as follows: 
 
      
 
    
    	 A medical doctor and surgeon of the Army Medical corps, late of the Indian Army. 
 
    	 Recently returned from Afghanistan, but having lost the bronzed skin that I had acquired during my tour of duty. 
 
    	 Middle-sized and of average height.  Somewhat strongly-built.  
 
    	 Partially disabled and recovering from wounds sustained when a Jezail bullet shattered the bone and grazed the subclavian artery in one of my limbs and embedded itself in another during the Battle of Maiwand, where I’d have died, had it not been for my old chum and orderly, Murray.  
 
    	  Recently married to Mary Morstan, in January of that year (on Holmes’ birthday -- the sixth), having met her through my association with Holmes on a case I had helped him with. 
 
   
 
      
 
    In that autumn of 1888, I was thin as a lath, and still quite fit and fleet of foot from my Rugby Union days at Blackheath.  I fear my physical condition has since declined, although I have managed to retain my moustache, albeit quite grey at the time of this writing.  I have kept medical practices through the years in Paddington (1889), Mortimer Street (1891), and in both Kensington and Queen Anne Street (1892). 
 
      
 
    This information should suffice for the reader to initially familiarise himself with Holmes and me.  There is no doubt that you will come to know our customs and habits much more intimately upon your perusal of this account, and the singular facts upon which this commentary is founded.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER V: ENTER, THE GREAT DETECTIVE 
 
      
 
    Friday, 31 August, 1888.  221B Baker Street, W1, Westminster London 
 
      
 
    And so my narrative begins in the early-morning hours on that last day of August, in the autumn of the year 1888.  Of course, at that early date, neither of us had any clue that what would become known as the Ripper affair would also become the eager debate of all of England, and in its course encompass the blackmail of one of the most revered names in the British Empire when the two cases intersected.  Nor that when it was all over, Holmes would refuse a knighthood for services that may only now be freely described.  The facts of this case have aroused a curiosity which has never been satisfied, and for the benefit of those who would wish to know the truth, I shall hereby attempt to subjoin a few extracts which touch upon the leading features of the affair. 
 
      
 
    One night -- it was on the thirty-first of August, 1888 -- I was returning from a journey to see a patient (for I had now returned to civil practice) on a balmy night in London, and I stopped at the well-remembered door in Baker Street.  I knew that I had work yet to do and so, even though the hour was late, I ascended the steps to 221B.  I had seen the lamp burning brightly through the window embrasure from the street, which told me my old friend was up and about, and would probably be welcoming of my company.  On such haphazards hang men’s destinies sometimes. 
 
      
 
    So it was that I found myself sitting at my old desk, well into the midnight hour on that last day of the month.  I was making the final amendments for publication to my account of The Adventure of the Second Stain, one of Holmes’ very recent cases.  The public was hungry for more details on his astounding powers of detection, and exactly how they were used to solve mysteries such as those I had written about in A Scandal in Bohemia, which Holmes had brought to such a satisfactory conclusion that past March.  I had begun to achieve some degree of success as his biographer with my account of a previous case, in a tale that had been published in the past year under the title, A Study in Scarlet, and had been received well by the public.  With a desire to submit these new stories for publication, I had anticipated the late hours of work that would be required to finish them, and so had decided to stay the night in my former bed-chamber, rather than to return home and awaken my wife.  And so, just after two a.m., I went off to bed, leaving Holmes sitting and smoking in the study beside the smouldering fire.  I knew that this would be a sleepless night for my friend, whose mind often became distracted when unoccupied and without some riddle or abstruse enigma to resolve.  Through the wall, I could hear the soft, melancholy strains of his violin as he began to play, a habit of his during times of restlessness.  I found the sound comforting, rather than an annoyance, and I had no trouble falling into a deep sleep as he continued to play what I recognised to be the Hoffman Barcarolle, a most haunting tune.  That very Offenbach opera, as it would turn out, would become a great ally to Holmes in a case that would test his powers of deduction fifteen years later and would also play a part in the case surrounding the dramatic events that were about to unfold. 15 
 
      
 
    Quite suddenly, my tranquil sleep was disrupted by the loud echoing of quick footsteps running up the seventeen stairs that led up from the street, followed by quick, heavy rapping upon the front door.  I started at the noise, and then arose to answer the door, but Holmes’ landlady and housekeeper Mrs. Hudson had also been awakened and reached the door before I was able.  With some complaint, and after receiving approval from Holmes, she let in a familiar street urchin, whom I immediately recognised to be one of Holmes’ band of delinquent children that he rather impishly referred to as the Baker Street Irregulars.  The group consisted of local boys with a penchant for mischief and adventure that Holmes occasionally employed for various menial tasks that were unsavoury or impractical for any right-minded adult to perform.  For a few shillings, these boys would follow someone for days, collect data, deliver messages, and occasionally scour the streets, docks and local business establishments for persons who were missing, or were wanted by Holmes for information, evidence or questioning.  For any of them that provided a vital clue, Holmes would award a prize of one guinea.   
 
      
 
    On that particular morning, we found out that the boy, whose name was Wiggins, had been sent by an old friend at Scotland Yard.  How he was located by police and contracted to deliver a message to Holmes at 5 a.m., remains a mystery to this day. 
 
      
 
    Still panting after his run across London, the boy crossed the room, bringing out an envelope marked ‘F.A.O. Sherlock Holmes, from Inspector G. Lestrade.’ 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Holmes, wearing his purple dressing-gown and slippers, violin in hand, had been softly playing a portion of Mendelssohn’s Lieder when he had first been startled by the early morning caller, and had not yet put the instrument back into its case.  Looking at the boy’s trouser legs, soiled as they were with a reddish mud caked and dried around the cuffs, Holmes asked, ‘Been through the Whitechapel Road, have we?’ which seemed to take the boy aback.   
 
      
 
    ‘Well, Wiggins, what news have you brought me so early on this lovely morning?  Let’s have it, then.  It must be of some importance for you to be here at this hour.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, sir, Mr. ’olmes, Mr. Lestrade said ’e were quite keen to ’ave you read this, forthwith, ’e did.’  Wiggins handed him the envelope, and Holmes took it eagerly.  He looked carefully at the markings that were upon the envelope, then, without having yet opened it, turned to me and said, ‘I say, Watson! It has certainly taken Lestrade long enough to realise he is once again out of his depth, and to find out if I’m willing to take up the case.’  
 
      
 
    ‘Case?  What case?’ I enquired.   
 
      
 
    ‘Why, that of the Whitechapel murders, which will no doubt continue in series, until the beast-man at the back of the barbarous deeds is upon the scaffold.’  He then quickly opened and read the letter, nodded his head as if in confirmation of his earlier supposition, then handed it over to me.  
 
      
 
    My Dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes 
 
    [it read] 
 
    There has been a bad business at about 3:45 this morning in Buck’s Row, off the Whitechapel Road.  Matthews has suggested your help might be of value to our investigation.  If you could come around to the Brown and Eagle Wool Warehouse opposite Essex Wharf any time before six, you will find me there.  We have left everything in statu quo until we hear from you.  Please come immediately if convenient.  If not convenient, please come immediately all the same. 
 
    Yours Faithfully, ‘G. LESTRADE’ 
 
      
 
    He asked, ‘What do you make of it, Watson?  Any views?’  
 
      
 
    ‘Other than its rather dismal attempt at humour, the note says nothing specific of the attacks in Whitechapel, nor of any murder or murders.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Black humour,’ replied Holmes, ‘is a device often employed by policemen and soldiers as a mechanism for dealing with the horrors they may encounter in their duties.  I should’ve thought you’d have been quite informed upon that subject.  All the more reason to believe Lestrade is at the scene of a murder.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I suppose that, upon second consideration, your idea is quite feasible.  But how you deduced it is a mystery to me.’  
 
      
 
    Holmes rubbed his hands together.  ‘My dear Watson, there is no mystery here, save the identity of the murderer.  As you know, the observation of trifles is a specialty of mine.  Besides noting the mud on young Wiggins’ trouser cuffs, I see the letter came in an envelope with the marking of the H Division constabulary, which is based in Whitechapel where, as of to-day if I’m not wrong, at least six attacks of unfortunates have occurred since Boxing Day of last year.  Lestrade is not headquartered in the East-end, and there is no other plausible reason for him to be there requesting my presence in Essex Wharf at this ungodly hour.  Besides, he has unintentionally intimated a royal hand in his decision to seek my consultation.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘And how on earth do you detect any connection to The Crown from such a terse message?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘And how on earth can you not?’ he asked.  ‘There is pressure from the Home Office for these attacks to be halted forthwith, as Wiggins would say.’  The boy fairly beamed at Holmes having noted his use of a word with more than one syllable.  ‘And there are two policing agencies involved, both of which answer to the Home Office, and only one of which Lestrade works for.  In his message, he mentions someone named Matthews’ suggesting that I be called in.  That in itself should suffice to inform us that Lestrade has been mandated by the Home Secretary himself, for “Matthews” can only refer to none other than our present Secretary of State, Sir Henry Matthews.’  
 
      
 
    At this point, Holmes went on to explain to me that, besides this murder, at least two, and as many as five ghastly attacks on ‘unfortunates’ had taken place between 26 December of 1887 and three weeks prior, on the 7th of August, 1888.  He also reminded me of the dreadful Merridew affair, and wondered aloud if his current involvement in the D--- case might interfere with his ability to assist the Yard with these murders.  But there was no doubt that he would not refuse this enticing opportunity to help send such a beast to the scaffold.  ‘And,’ he added, ‘it is only a matter of time before the London City Police are requesting our assistance in the matter as well.’  How right he turned out to be, and as I would find out in the months (and years) to come, my dear friend Holmes was to become a veritable fount of such prophetic statements, predictions and futuristic, practically prescient declarations, as the reader shall see. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER VI: THE BOMBSHELL 
 
      
 
    13 January, 2017. The offices of the law firm of Warren, Holloway and Steele 
 
      
 
    Jacob’s hand began to tremble even more than before, as he continued to read with disbelief.  The implications of the information in his hands were potentially earth-shattering.  There were fans of and experts on his great grandfather’s writings on Sherlock Holmes around the entire world - they had been published in dozens of languages in nearly every country on earth.  The tales of Sherlock Holmes had become a cottage industry that brought in millions of pounds a year, although Jacob did not, unfortunately, share in those winnings.  During his school years, he had been teased mercilessly about being related to Dr. John H. Watson, who had largely been portrayed in the movies as a bumbling, inept sidekick for the Holmes character, and mainly used as a comedic foil for him.  But true fans of Dr. Watson’s writings knew the real Watson was a brave, loyal and intelligent assistant to Holmes, as well as his best friend and biographer.  He had saved Holmes’ life more than once, and had served as a sounding board for him, acting as “a whetstone for his mind.”  Now, he would make many more of his great grandfather’s exploits available to the public, who remained hungry for more of their Victorian adventures, even in this current day and age.  And for the great detective to have clashed with the most infamous serial killer of all time, potentially having solved the case if he was understanding correctly, was absolutely mind boggling.  He had to know more.  He read on. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER VII: THE GAME IS AFOOT! 
 
      
 
    31 August, 1888. Buck’s Row, Whitechapel, London 
 
      
 
    ‘Quickly Watson, get yourself dressed!  We must make for the East-end at once.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘What?’ says I.  ‘At this hour?  Preposterous!  I’ll need a half hour, at least, to prepare myself.’ 
 
      
 
    Within a few minutes, we were in the street, as day had begun to break.  Holmes hailed down a passing four-wheeler, and gave the order of ‘Whitechapel, at the double – and don’t spare the whip!’ to its driver as we sprung aboard.  After a forty-five-minute eastward drive, we presently arrived at the area known as Buck’s Row just opposite Essex Wharf, as was specified in Lestrade’s missive.  It was quite a short road, and very narrow, with a row of homes on one side and commercial warehouses on the other.  The railway ran nearby.  John Spratling, a police inspector from J-Division was awaiting us at the wharf.  He escorted us down to an area beside Schneiders Cap Factory, where Inspector Lestrade, a rather lean and ferret-like, yet impeccably-dressed man, was awaiting us with another man, who turned out to be Chief Inspector Frederick George Abberline of the London Metropolitan Police.16  
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    Chief Inspector Frederick George Abberline 
 
      
 
     ‘Thank you John,’ he said to the officer who had met us outside.  ‘Ah, and here he is now, Chief Inspector Abberline, may I present Mr. Sherlock Holmes -- the man I’ve been telling you about,’ said Lestrade.  Abberline, shaking hands with Holmes, said ‘I am very glad you have come, sir, and I’d be glad of your advice.  Your reputation precedes you in the halls of the Met, Mr. Holmes.  I’ve only just been summoned back to Whitechapel myself, and your help will be most welcome.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Quite so,’ replied Holmes, ‘and I shall be equally glad to be of any assistance in this matter, although it appears the case is already in very good hands,’ he said dryly, with a glance toward Lestrade. 
 
      
 
    ‘None the less, I shall be exceedingly obliged to you if you are able to add your own insights into this matter,’ said Abberline, who looked to be in his mid-forties, stood about five feet ten inches tall, with dark brown hair, hazel eyes and a fresh complexion.  His heavy mutton-chop sideburns were connected by a heavy walrus-like moustache, his chin clean-shaven.  Holmes proceeded to introduce me to him, and we exchanged pleasantries, during which the Chief Inspector mentioned having read ‘Beeton’s Christmas Annual’ and enjoyed my recent account of A Study in Scarlet -- a bit absurd in hindsight, given the circumstances that were about to unfold.   
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    ‘Please follow me, gentlemen.  And I hope you to be of strong constitution.  Of course, we know the Doctor is well accustomed to seeing all the blood and gore of surgery, but steel yourself, Mr. Holmes,’ said Abberline, walking into the darkness and crossing the road, where an awful sight was to be revealed.  A woman’s body was lying on its back upon the cobblestones in front of a closed wooden gate leading to a stable yard, a rather new-looking black straw bonnet lying beside her on the street.  A rancid smell hung in the air -- that unforgettable odour that accompanies death accentuated by the hours it had lain there -- and there were flies buzzing about the head.  They landed on her face and crawled over her partially opened eyes, behind which there was no life to blink away the infernal pests.  The badly mutilated corpse was being guarded by PC’s Neil and Thain, the two J-Division officers that had found the body in the pre-dawn hours just before four that morning.  Also present was a man I recognised as Doctor Rees Ralph Llewellyn, a surgeon and coroner for Middlesex County, 17 who lived nearby.  He was a man between fifty and sixty years of age, who had retained a good deal of the vigour and activity of his youth.  With him was his young assistant, Doctor Michael Braeden, who was tall and clean-shaven save for a thin moustache, with dark, shoulder-length hair and rounded Lorgnette spectacles of the type that had become popular with the fashionable younger set.  He appeared to be rather in shock.  And I must admit, though I had been exposed many times to bloody scenes in both my military and medical careers, I myself was simply not mentally prepared for the repulsive spectacle that had been made of this unfortunate woman’s body, ripped open as it was from crotch to abdomen.  Upon her face, the features bore an agonised look.   
 
      
 
    While inspecting the body, Doctor Llewellyn dictated a list of the terrible nature of the outrage aloud as his assistant Braeden took notes.  In the morning light, I was able to confirm most of the items he listed as he recited the litany of grave injuries, mutilations and mortal wounds.   
 
      
 
    ‘Five teeth missing.  A slight laceration of the tongue.  Large bruise running along the lower part of the jaw on the right side of the face -- that might have been caused by a blow from a fist or pressure from a thumb.  A circular bruise on the left side of the face which also might have been inflicted by the pressure of the fingers.  On the left side of the neck, about one inch below the jaw, an incision of about four inches in length, running from a point immediately below the ear.  On the same side, but an inch below, and commencing about one inch in front of it, is a circular incision which terminates at a point about three inches below the right jaw.  That incision has completely severed all the tissues down to the vertebrae.  The large vessels of the neck on both sides have also been severed.  The total incision is about eight inches in length.  The cuts must have been caused by a long-bladed knife, moderately sharp, and used with great violence.  No blood is to be found on the breast, either on the body or the clothes.  There are no injuries about the body until just about the lower part of the abdomen.  Two or three inches from the left side is a wound running in a jagged manner.  The wound is a very deep one, and the tissues have been cut through.  There are several incisions running across the abdomen.  There are also three or four similar cuts running downwards, on the right side, all of which appear to have been caused by a knife which has been used violently and downwards.  The injuries are from left to right and might have been done by a left-handed person.  All the injuries have been caused by the same instrument.  Are you getting all this, Braeden?’ 
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    Dr. Michael Braeden 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Indeed I am, sir!’ replied the young assistant.   
 
      
 
    ‘How can you so quickly make the assumption of the killer’s left-handedness, Doctor Llewellyn?’ Holmes asked. 
 
      
 
    ‘Who’s this, then?’ asked Llewellyn to Abberline by way of response to Holmes’ question, which the doctor obviously found impertinent.  Then to Holmes, ‘And what business is it of yours?’   
 
      
 
    ‘Doctor Llewellyn,’ replied Abberline, ‘This is none other than the highly-acclaimed consulting detective himself, Mr. Sherlock Holmes!’ he said with delight.   
 
      
 
    ‘Oh yes, Holmes.  I’ve read of your exploits about town.  That would make you Doctor Watson, I presume,’ he said, turning to me.  Before I could answer, flattered to have been recognised by Doctor Llewellyn, he added, ‘This is nothing more than a run-of-the-mill murder of an unfortunate, as plain as a pikestaff.  No “consulting detectives” (this said with heavy sarcasm) need apply.’  Braeden seemed pained by his employer’s unfriendliness, and made a silent, apologetic gesture towards Holmes and myself.   
 
      
 
    ‘Now, now, Henry, let’s just give Mr. Holmes and the Doctor some co-operation.  I’m sure they will be of great assistance to us in this investigation.  And they were brought in at Matthews’ pleasure.’  
 
      
 
    ‘Matthews, you say?  Hmmmph!’ was all I could make out as a reply from Doctor Llewellyn.18 
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    Holmes, who by this time was squatting down next to the decimated corpse, was closely examining the victim’s hands with his lens.   
 
      
 
    ‘It appears the woman put up quite a struggle with the monster.  See here, Lestrade!’ he said, as he held the woman’s cold, dead fingers between his own.  ‘There is what appears to be residue of the man’s skin beneath her fingernails.  Pity we have no way of using that evidence at the moment, aside from checking any obvious suspects for scratch-marks upon their face, arms or body.  I must consider creating some new test that might make use of the skin’s enzymes in much the same way as my tobacco-ash assaying methods.’ 
 
      
 
    As Holmes turned to look at Lestrade, he spied the gleam of an object on the street about ten feet from the body, brightly reflecting the morning sunlight.  He went over to pick it up.  It was a small, round bead with a tiny hole in it of the type that would be part of a string used to make a woman’s necklace.   
 
      
 
    ‘This may interest you, Lestrade.  Was the victim known to wear a pearl necklace?’ asked Holmes, out of the earshot of Abberline.   
 
      
 
    ‘This one couldn’t afford her doss for the night, let alone a pearl necklace, not even an imitation one,’ replied Lestrade.  ‘No doubt it had to have been dropped by someone else passing through here at any time before or even after the murder.  Leave it, Holmes.’  Shaking his head, Holmes placed the item into his pocket and returned to the mangled corpse, which Doctors Llewellyn and Braeden were preparing for transport to the workhouse mortuary at Eagle Place in Old Montague Street, where the body would be transferred to the jurisdiction of Doctor Wynne Baxter.19 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER VIII: A PEARL OF WISDOM 
 
      
 
    31 August, 1888.  221B Baker Street 
 
      
 
    Once the body had been taken away, we made our way back to Baker Street in a ramshackle old trap -- the only one to be had at that hour in Buck’s Row -- and in three quarters of an hour we were back in Holmes’ rooms.  Along the way, we passed through the wonderful autumnal panorama of Regent’s Park, and we should have been quite at peace, had our minds not been poisoned by the tragedy we’d seen in Whitechapel.  Holmes did not sleep for the remainder of that morning, but opted instead to begin examination of the pearl found at the murder site.  I heard him milling about as I tried to nap, and when I finally awoke in the late morning, the hands of the noisy carriage clock upon the side table were rapidly closing upon the twelve.  By the time I was up, he was working away in his laboratory.  With his lens, he was eagerly examining the jewel.   
 
      
 
    ‘Ah, Watson good man, there you are!  Enjoyed your siesta, did you?  Good!  And while you slept, I’ve come to some conclusions about the bauble I found in Buck’s Row this morning.  Pity its surface is too minute to provide us any useful finger-marks.’20  
 
      
 
    ‘But how can you be certain of its evidentiary value?’ I asked.   
 
      
 
    ‘Have you forgotten the St Pancras case so soon?  You may remember a hat was found beside the dead policeman, and that the entire case eventually turned upon that hat.  This pearl may be of the same sort of value to the investigation, which is why I offered it at once to that imbecile Lestrade in an attempt to help him ingratiate himself with Abberline, but he refused it.  As to the pearl itself, I find it to be an imitation, of the type used these days in cheap, costume jewellery and trinkets.  See here? Note the tiny hole drilled through it.  That would be to accommodate the string it would be threaded upon.  “But where are the rest of the pearls?” you might ask.  Lestrade assured me that the victim did not own such a strand of pearls, nor could she afford to do so, imitation or not.  So we must operate under the assumption that they belong to the killer.’   
 
      
 
    ‘So you believe the killer to be a woman?’ I asked in surprise, ‘Well, Holmes, that’s a bit far-fetched -- even for you -- and also, quite frankly, beneath the sort of conclusions I’ve come to expect from yourself.  I should think you would be cleverer,’ I exclaimed.   
 
      
 
    ‘Quite so,’ replied Holmes, ‘Quite so.  Yet, does the mere fact of owning a strand of pearls by logic assume the owner to necessarily be a woman?  Agreed, the likelihood is for that to be the case.  Surely the other details of the crime lend themselves to be most probably to have been perpetrated by a man, and no doubt a bloodthirsty one.  And yet, where is that blood, Watson?  Where is the blood?  With those savage slashes to the throat, there should have been much, much more of it at the scene.  Where did it go?  It was not on her garments.  Curious, Watson.  Curious indeed.  And I would say that it will become yet more so in the days and murders to come,’ he said, cramming a plug of bird’s-eye into his briar with his forefinger.   
 
      
 
    ‘But whatever do you mean, Holmes?  Do you believe there will be a second murder in the future?’   
 
      
 
    ‘Not at all, Watson.  You see, the second murder is already in the past.’ 
 
      
 
    We had a very late, very light breakfast together and once he had finished his after-breakfast pipe, Holmes sent out a message to Doctor Llewellyn’s assistant, Doctor Braeden.  He had not discussed the case at all over our meal, except to tell me that he hoped he had read Braeden correctly at the murder scene.  If what he was thinking were true, he would be needing an ally within the Coroner’s office, and according to Holmes, Doctor Rees Ralph Llewellyn did not appear to fit that description.   
 
      
 
    ‘He is a hard nail, is our Doctor Llewellyn.  Young Braeden, on the other hand, might be just the man for the job in my opinion,’ said Holmes. 
 
      
 
    That turned out to be correct, as were many of Holmes’ predictions of that autumn.   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER IX: ENTER THE “DRAGON OF TAIPEH” 
 
      
 
    1 September, 1888.  221B Baker Street 
 
      
 
    In the mid-morning of the following day -- Saturday -- a knock was heard upon the door.  Soon, Mrs. Hudson came into the untidy room of the first floor to advise us that we had two visitors.  ‘That would be Braeden, if I’m not wrong.  And apparently, a colleague whom he deems could be of some value to us in our investigation, one would think.’  Presently, Braeden and an Oriental man were shown into the room.   
 
      
 
    ‘Ah, young Braeden.  How good of you to come with such short notice!  We can travel together to the mortuary,’ Holmes cried.   
 
      
 
    ‘The honour is mine actually, Mr. Holmes.  But I must return to the hospital to meet Doctor Llewellyn before the inquest,’ replied Braeden.  He gestured towards the man who had come with him.  ‘Allow me to present to you my friend Mr. Henry Leu.  Henry is a former detective himself, Holmes.  Worked in China and Hong Kong.  He’s recently been recruited by the Yard to assist in their investigations into Chinese organised crime in the East-end, and was glad of the opportunity to meet you.’  Leu, a medium-height man with thick, shiny black hair, the straight back of a man who has at some point been well drilled, and the clear-cut muscularity of a medical specimen, bowed to each of us.  
 
      
 
    ‘Leu xian sheng, ni hao ma?’ asked Holmes of the Oriental detective, to the surprise and amazement of everyone in the room, myself included.  Obviously pleasantly surprised as well, Leu bowed again and responded in a stream of what I assumed to be Chinese, a language which I was astounded to observe that Holmes was able to converse in fluently.  After realizing that Braeden and I were flabbergasted as well as at a loss for understanding whatever they had been saying, they switched to English, but it was solely for our benefit, as I am now sure that Holmes was not only able, but would have actually preferred to continue the conversation in Chinese.   
 
      
 
    ‘Mr. Leu is not only a former detective of the police in the area of China we now know from recent news as Taiwan Province,’21 explained Holmes, making English their previous conversation for our benefit. ‘He is also an aficionado of the martial arts, and is known as the “Dragon of Taipeh” after winning a national championship in his home country.  He has even written a book upon the subject in his native language,’ Holmes told us, and then turned to me.   
 
      
 
    ‘You of course remember Watson, my affinity for the quite-British martial art known as BaritsuI’m sure.’22   
 
      
 
    I replied that I was very familiar with that particular interest of Holmes’, having been his test subject for a number of surprisingly brutal and deadly effective hand-to-hand combative techniques developed by a local Briton who had himself derived them from wrestling techniques he had learned during his travels within the Japanese empire.  I had also witnessed a number of the training sessions in which Holmes would spar with his old friend McMurdo the boxer, which had often resulted in the need for my medical services.  Holmes himself was undoubtedly one of the finest boxers of his weight that I had ever seen.   
 
      
 
    ‘We simply must get together and exchange combative techniques, Mr. Leu.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I agree, Mr. Holmes,’ replied Leu in a Chinese-flavoured cockney accent, if one can imagine how that might sound.   
 
      
 
    ‘We can test out the effectiveness of both arts against a new and different style,’ Holmes excitedly replied, ‘Perhaps the end result could be a mix of martial arts, the sum of which could prove more effective than either of its parts.’ 
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    Henry Leu 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Honestly Holmes, I’d no idea that you were able to converse in the Chinese language,’ I said 
 
      
 
    ‘And a fascinating language it is, Watson.  I have taken the opportunity to make a study of it in order to help me navigate the workings of Ah Sing’s opium den in a case I have been working on. 23 As it was developed completely apart from the Latin and Germanic languages, it bears no commonality of origin whatsoever with the Queen’s English.’ 
 
      
 
    I felt thunderstruck.  ‘Chinese!  That beats everything!  I never cease to be amazed by you, Old Man.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘It has been quite necessary for my disguise in that case.  But I think I may have a better idea now,’ he said, eyeing his new friend and nodding his head almost imperceptibly. 
 
      
 
    Holmes and Braeden began to discuss details about the body found in Buck’s Row, which Braeden told us had been confirmed as being that of Mary Ann ‘Polly’ Nichols, a Whitechapel unfortunate.  She had beenidentified by a woman who had known her from Lambeth workhouse.24 Braeden hadn’t recognised her initially, but he thought she might be one of the women he treated at the Whitechapel Infirmary, where he volunteered his time assisting the women in matters of health.  The unfortunates experienced a variety of illnesses such as venereal diseases and the Infirmary treated them, even performing abortions and other surgeries for the indigent women.  Braeden, who was making a study of the function of the female reproductive system, had been specializing in diseases of the womb and ovaries, and had his mind set on finding a cure for infertility.  Holmes asked Braeden if his status as Llewellyn’s assistant would allow him to move freely within the mortuary, and allow him access to the bodies and the medical reports of women assaulted and killed in Whitechapel.  He assured Holmes that it did. 
 
      
 
    During this conversation, Leu had wandered over to Holmes’ collection of chemistry and other scientific apparatus, observing each phial and beaker with great attention.  Of particular interest to Leu was the microscope.  As he gazed upon it longingly, Holmes invited him to put his eye to the lens.  Leu was immediately entranced by what he saw, and gave Holmes a questioning look.   
 
      
 
    ‘A sample of human blood,’ said Holmes.  ‘I’ve been working on an experiment by which human blood could be discerned with scientific certainty from animal blood of any sort using a re-agent that reacts solely with haemoglobin and nothing else.  I believe this kind of presumptive test could be invaluable to the future of criminal investigation.  And I find it much superior to the old guai-acum method.25 In my opinion, the field of criminal analysis, as well as our pugilistic systems, must move forward, keeping step with to-day’s scientific progress and using all possible new developments to improve our methods.’   
 
      
 
    ‘I concur,’ was Leu’s reply. ‘But please, Mister Holm, would you teach me how this instrument is used?’ he asked politely.   
 
      
 
    ‘I most certainly will, Mr. Leu.  And with great pleasure,’ answered Holmes.  ‘Let’s start with this so-called pearl.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER X: THE MORTUARY – The Dead Centre of Whitechapel 
 
      
 
    1 September, 1888.  Whitechapel Workhouse Mortuary. Eagle Place, Old Montague Street 
 
      
 
    After another short conversation in Chinese with Holmes, in which the only thing I was able to make out was the name of Ah Sing, a London opium dealer in the East-end that Holmes suspected was at the back of a bogus laundry operation used to cover illegal Triad gains, Leu took his leave.  Braeden also left to assist Llewellyn in preparing the notes for his testimony at the inquest.  Holmes and I then secured a hansom in Baker Street and made our way to the mortuary in Old Montague Street.  Holmes wanted to visit Doctor Wynne E. Baxter, Coroner for the South-East Middlesex district,before he left for the proceedings to be held that day at the Working Lads’ Institute.26 Doctor Baxter, who was given custody of the Buck’s Row murder victim’s body the day before, would be in charge of her inquest, to be held in three parts, the first of which would start in just over two hours.  He would sign off on the Death Certificate registering the woman’s decease three weeks later, but on that day, police were still struggling to provide him the barest details of the victim in life.  As Braeden had told us, the victim had been identified as Mary Ann ‘Polly’ Nichols by fellow Lambeth Workhouse inmate Mary Ann Monk, and that identity was subsequently confirmed by the victim’s estranged husband William Nichols.  Monk had known Polly Nichols during their mutual incarceration at Lambeth workhouse and was adamant in her identification, which then led to William Nichols being called in to confirm her identity. 
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    Dr. Wynne E. Baxter 
 
      
 
      
 
    The mortuary building, which fronted on Eagle Place, appeared scarcely more than a large shed in 1888.  As had been pre-arranged, Lestrade and Abberline were there to greet us in the mortuary foyer when we arrived, and there were a number of Criminal Investigation Department27officers present, including one Inspector Helston, who appeared to be the senior investigator assigned to this case on the day.  We were then met by Doctor Baxter, a tallish, stout man in his mid-forties with a full head of thick black hair and an enormous black moustache to go with it.  In the next room, Doctor Baxter had Polly Nichols’ naked body lain out upon a metal table of the type normally used to operate on live specimens.  But there was no hope of this patient making any sort of recovery.  The body was lain upon, and shrouded by, a sort of cowl that went up around the sides of her head and body like a casket, but open at both ends.  Her eyes were very slightly opened, so that I could just make out the bottoms of their brown irises.  Her lips were also slightly parted, and the overall facial appearance gave the effect of a woman that was very nearly falling asleep, rather than that of a cadaver. 
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    I looked more closely at the horrific wound pattern that had been inflicted on this poor wretch, and realised that this body bore mortal wounds unlike any I had previously examined in my entire military and medical career.  I had seen many victims of violent death, but never such a brutal affair as this.  There was agony in every line of it.  These wounds appeared to have been inflicted for the mere (dare I say?) pleasure of inflicting them, as none of the abdominal wounds would have been necessary to extinguish the life out of the poor woman if the purpose of the murder were simply to rob her, or even to outrage her modesty.  The investigation had already determined her profession, and a woman in that line of work would have had precious little modesty remaining, and would certainly not have to be killed for it, if connexion had been the killer’s motivation.  No, the throat-cutting would have been more than enough to have killed her.  The rest was done as some sort of a vulgar encore to the killer’s tour de force performance.  
 
      
 
    Dr. Baxter revisited Llewellyn’s left-handed killer theory for all of us by holding his scalpel in his left hand over the left throat injury and without contact, running it from left to right across the throat to the centre.  He then moved the knife down an inch and continued the same left-to-right slicing motion until the tip of his blade lined up with the right end of the second cut.   
 
      
 
    ‘There you have it, Gentlemen.  A left-handed killer.  That should narrow the field for you then.’  He fairly beamed with pride.  ‘Right, then gentlemen.  I must prepare now for the inquest,’ he said.   
 
      
 
    ‘Of course, Doctor,’ replied Holmes.  ‘But would it be alright with you if I remained in here with Doctor Watson?  I’d like his assistance with a few points of anatomy as regards the wounds, now that we’ve established that the killer was left-handed, thanks to your brilliant work.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Certainly Holmes.’  Baxter agreed, leaving the mouldy, foul-smelling room to wash his hands and change clothing.  We were thus left alone with the body, save for Abberline and Lestrade, who were off in the corner, chatting quietly.  Holmes took a furtive glance around the room, repositioned me in such a way as to block the vantage of the Inspectors, and then rolled the body over onto its badly mutilated ventral side.   
 
      
 
    ‘My God, Holmes, what on earth are you doing?’ I asked in shock.  But rather than answer, Holmes instead held the head up by its hair using his left hand, careful not to break it off completely in its delicate state, and with a motion that simulated having a knife in his right hand, sliced across the neck in two swift left-to-right motions from behind.  As he did so, I heard him mutter the word ‘Poppycock’ under his breath, not without some satisfaction.  He smiled a smile of superior knowledge.  With the dry chuckle that was his nearest approach to a laugh, he then returned the body to its previous prone position on the table.  I suddenly saw that Holmes’ proposed method of throat-cutting would also account for the injuries as they appeared, yet directly contradicted Doctors Llewellyn and Baxter’s theory of a left-handed killer.  This outrageous display was one of Holmes’ many actions through the years that at first shocked my sensibilities, then astounded me, and finally left me in admiration and awe of his amazing, seemingly superhuman powers of deduction.  
 
      
 
    We then re-joined the men, who had by then moved back into the foyer and made transportation arrangements to reconvene at the Working Lads’ Institute in Whitechapel Road, where the first of the three formal inquests into the death of Polly Nichols was to be held.   
 
      
 
    Dr. Baxter took charge of the proceedings, and during the inquest, he interrogated witnesses including an acquaintance of the victim named Edward Walker, Police Constable John Neil, who found the body of the victim and had still been guarding it when we arrived in Bucks Row, and our friend Doctor Llewellyn (to whom he referred as ‘Henry’).  Braeden sat beside Llewellyn until it was his turn to be questioned.  As evidence was being given, Holmes appeared to be falling asleep during the proceedings.  He sat motionless and heavy-lidded, indeed to anyone observing, completely oblivious to the testimony.  But I later found out that he had mentally recorded the meeting in the most minute detail, and was able to quote large portions of the testimony verbatim from memory, even years after the fact.   
 
      
 
    The inquest adjourned after Doctor Llewellyn’s testimony, which was largely a repetition of the list he had dictated to Doctor Braeden at the murder scene, with some slight modifications.  As we left the building, we encountered Abberline on the steps descending into Whitechapel Road.   
 
      
 
    ‘Inspector!’ called Holmes, ‘Have you determined the connection between Nichols and Tabram?’  Abberline looked puzzled.   
 
      
 
    ‘Between Nichols and who?’ he asked.   
 
      
 
    ‘Tabram.  Martha Tabram.  Killed on seven August of this year in George Yard.  By the same fiend, no doubt,’ said Holmes.  Still looking a bit sceptical, Abberline said he had not heard the name Tabram, as he had been working outside of Whitechapel of late, and was only seconded back to the area for the Nichols murder.   
 
      
 
    ‘I assure you, Chief Inspector,’ Holmes said with confidence, ‘you have a killer with the blood of at least three women on his hands and possibly more, a sequential murderer that will continue to outrage, kill and mutilate the unfortunates of Whitechapel until he is captured or killed.  Of that you can be quite sure.  And of the fact that Tabram was also his victim.  To say nothing of Millwood, Smith, Wilson or “Fairy Fay.”’ 28 
 
      
 
    Abberline blinked and appeared at a loss for words, then replied, ‘If this information were coming from any source but yourself, Mr. Holmes, I’d be laughing.  And I do find it to be most unlikely.  But I will look more deeply into the matter in the coming week, and I will let you have a more considered opinion when I’m a bit wiser on the subject.  Until then, I bid you a pleasant week-end.  Good day Mr. Holmes,’ he said, tipping his hat, ‘and to you, Doctor Watson.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Very good.  Goodbye!’ said Holmes.   
 
      
 
    Unbeknownst to any of us, in a week’s time, we’d be meeting again at another bleak death scene. 
 
      
 
    That night, Holmes was in fine form.  He had become thoroughly ensconced in this investigation, but still had obligations to other clients, most notably to the case of a man who reached the height of fame in England in the years and decades previous, but who, although it had been seven years since his death, now had a very urgent problem with which Holmes’ help was badly needed.  So much so, that a representative of his had been referred from offices close to Buckingham Palace just over a fortnight earlier requesting his services.   
 
      
 
    ‘Watson, let us renew our energies before returning to the gloom of Whitechapel.  All of this carnage and butchery has taken its toll upon our spirits, and we must enjoy a bit of levity to distract us from this grim and heavy load we are bearing.  Let us go out for a bit of diversion.’  
 
      
 
    ‘Diversion?’ I asked, ‘To what sort of diversion do you refer exactly, Holmes?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Maskelyne!’ was his quick reply, ‘Maskelyne is back in town!’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XI: PSYCHO THE WHIST-PLAYING DUMMY 
 
      
 
    1 September, 1888.  The Egyptian Hall Theatre.  Performance of John Nevil Maskelyne, Magician 
 
      
 
    We dined that evening in our Strand restaurant, and then made our way to the Egyptian Hall in Piccadilly.  It was an imposing structure, built in the Egyptian style of architecture and ornament.  Its edifice was adorned with inclined pilasters and the sides were covered with hieroglyphics.  The ornate building was originally intended to be used as a museum of natural history for the South-American relic collections gathered by Bullock and other South Sea treasures from Cook, but the hall was now used principally for popular entertainments, lectures and exhibitions, and in the past decade had grown famous as England’s Home of Mystery.  All sorts of clever illusions were staged, including the exposition of fraudulent spiritualistic manifestations then being practised by various charlatans who were imposing on a credulous public.  This was an outrage that Holmes found most abhorrent, yet he maintained a close friendship with John Nevil Maskelyne, whose exhibitions he deemed ‘scintillating and thought-provoking.’29 Here, in 1888, was exhibited a curious phenomenon, known as ‘Psycho,’ an automaton that had gained notoriety for its creator Maskelyne throughout all of Britain.30 
 
      
 
    Holmes gave his name to the ticket-taker, and we were admitted without charge.  We entered the Great Room of the Hall, and I marvelled at its fabulous Egyptian décor, with massive columns whose capitals supported ornate lintels to form its arcade in a manner reminiscent of a church ambulatory.  There were works of art displayed in the intercolumniation.  The ceiling was at least forty feet in height, and featured a great round recessed umbrella dome with coffering all around it and an oculus in its centre, through which moonlight streamed.  There was no gainsaying in calling the overall effect breath-taking. 
 
      
 
    A man named George Alfred Cooke, a magician who was Maskelyne’s stage-partner, came out to greet us.  He ushered us to our seats, which turned out to be front-and-centre of the stage, as specified by Maskelyne, who apparently delighted in his ability to perform his acts of legerdemain right before Holmes’ eyes, without being caught out or exposed. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t long before the curtains parted.  Maskelyne emerged from stage-left, a dapper, dark-haired man, well dressed in a black frock-coat with black velvet lapels, white shirt with a stiff collar and white cravat, and heavily varnished black shoes.  Soon after his dramatic entrance, the amazing automaton was also revealed. 
 
      
 
    Psycho, Maskelyne’s famous creation, turned out to be a figure a little less than adult size, wearing a yellow silk tunic with a black-fringed shawl and a brocaded Chinese silk design upon the breast.  He had very thick black moustaches, and upon his head was a feathered turban, styled in the fashion of the Puggaree I’d seen worn by the Sikhs and Peshawar cavalrymen in India.  He sat cross-legged in oriental manner on an oblong box with small glass windows all round it, resembling one of the hand organs frequently carried about by those infernal bands of minstrels in the street.  The box itself was about twenty-two inches long and almost as wide, entirely detached, and was carried by Maskelyne and an assistant.  Then, with Psycho atop it, the box was placed upon a glass cylinder no more than ten inches wide and perhaps eighteen inches high, which itself was set down upon a small round wooden platform supported about nine inches above the stage by four short legs.  The figure’s movements closely mimicked that of a real person, and he shook his head in a most lifelike manner.   
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    Before he commenced the performance, the platform was lifted up, turned about and theatrically exhibited for the audience’s inspection before being placed into position.  The glass cylinder was handed around, and Holmes took particular interest in it, though it appeared to me to be no more than it professed to be, with no concealed contrivance about it.  Maskelyne, the consummate showman, then invited upon the stage anyone who may wish to examine the apparatus more closely which of course, Holmes fairly jumped out of his seat to do, along with a few other curious spectators.  As Holmes watched carefully, Maskelyne exposed and uncovered several parts of the figure and opened the doors at the end of the box.  He then passed a long stick through the box to show that nothing of any large size could be concealed within, and requested that Holmes walk completely around the figure, passing his hands over its head to satisfy himself that there was no wire, nor any other means of communication between the figure and the walls or ceiling of the hall.  Holmes appeared fascinated.  The detached position of the platform on the floor and the transparency of the glass cylinder further guaranteed that there could be no mechanical connection in a downward direction.  Thus, by Holmes’ own inspection, the perfect isolation of the figure was unquestionable. 
 
      
 
    The house lights went down, and the performance began with Maskelyne declaring Psycho’s ability to perform complex mathematical calculations.  Looking down to me, he requested that I select two numbers at random.  I chose my old school number of thirty-one and also the number seven-zero-seven to represent my birthday of 7 July. ‘Psycho,’ he ordered, ‘Multiply those numbers.’  The dummy responded by appearing to write out with his left hand a series of numbers on a small tablet which correctly represented the several digits of the product.  After witnessing a few other such calculations of numbers given by various members of the audience, Holmes asked Psycho for the cube of 12, and the figures 1, 7, 2 and 8 were immediately shown, to the great delight of the crowd. 
 
      
 
    Next came the great feature of the night -- Psycho’s hand at Whist.  Maskelyne’s assistants prepared a card-table upon the stage, and Holmes, myself and another gentleman from the audience were invited to play.  Psycho the dummy took the fourth position in our game.  After we cut for partners, which paired me with the dummy, the cards were dealt, and Maskelyne took up the cards in Psycho’s stead.  He placed them upright on the table, one-by-one, in an arc pattern before the figure, with the faces of the cards turned towards him and away from the rest of us.  When it was Psycho’s turn to play, his right hand moved in a circular pattern until it stopped at the right card, which he somehow was able to pick up using his thumb and forefinger, just as a living person would do.  Then, with a vertical sweeping movement of his arm, he lifted the card high in the air exposing its face to show it to the audience, after which Maskelyne would remove the card from his hand and throw it back onto the table. 
 
      
 
    It was obvious after just one hand of Whist that the play was perfectly bona fide, with no hint of confederacy, packed cards, and so on.  It was also clear that the dummy had a magnificent grasp on the finer points of the card game known in the recent writings of Doctor W. Pole as ‘The Modern Scientific Game,’ and, with very little help from me, he was even able to best Holmes and his partner in the first four out of five hands, although I suspect Holmes to have been less than attentive to the game at hand, and much more concerned with uncovering the method by which the automaton functioned with such life-like precision.  There can be no doubt whatever as to the genuineness of the play, and seeing Psycho not only imitate human motions, but also appearing to exhibit human intelligence -- high intelligence -- and skill, had an effect that seemed outré and difficult to believe.  In retrospect, I can hardly wonder at the Spiritualist followers (nearly worshippers) of Maskelyne, who seriously conjecture that Psycho may even be one of the manifestations comprised on their own Psychological creed. 31 
 
      
 
    Many more amazing tricks were performed that evening, with Maskelyne and his partner Cooke using a number of other audience members, none of whom failed to be astounded by the automaton’s weird and uncanny abilities, which bordered on the supernatural. 
 
      
 
    After the performance, we were invited to a small behind-the-stage gathering, and we eagerly accepted the offer.  When Cooke escorted us into the room, Maskelyne was holding court with a group of admirers -- mostly women -- and was explaining to one of them that Psycho was in fact ‘a dwarf, with the face of a mild Hindoo later added.’  When asked if the audience was expected to believe the Psycho had some supernatural power, Maskelyne responded with, ‘That which is doubted by single cavillers can very little weaken the general evidence, and some who deny it with their tongues confess it by their fears.’  
 
      
 
    ‘But what of his entrails?’ I asked, giving voice to the medical man in me, the thought most probably brought about by the grisly scene I had witnessed two days before.   
 
      
 
    ‘The “entrails,” as you would put it, are as clockwork, Doctor Watson.  But I think not of poor Psycho as an inanimate object.  Rather, he is a companion, and a quite entertaining one at that.  Why, he can work intricate sums in addition, multiplication and division, smoke cigarettes, spell words, perform minor conjuring tricks and display other amazing sleight-of-hand.  He plays Whist flawlessly, of course,’ (and with this he gave a sly glance towards Holmes), ‘and can even give the Masonic Nod.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Does he often lose a hand at Whist, Mr. Maskelyne?’ asked John Woulfe Flanagan of the Times.   
 
      
 
    ‘Well,’ replied Maskelyne, ‘I can tell you this.  In the many thousands -- tens of thousands -- of games, he lost less than a dozen times, once this very evening to my most esteemed friend and famed consulting detective of London, Mr. Sherlock Holmes.’  This was followed by a polite applause from the guests, and Holmes put his hand over his heart and bowed gallantly.  This appeared to cause some consternation to Maskelyne, who was not accustomed to seeing his creation bested in the Modern Scientific Game. 
 
      
 
    When the group had finally gone, leaving us alone with the magician, Maskelyne seemed of a much more unguarded demeanour, and genuinely happy to see Holmes again.  Stroking his thick black moustache, he said, ‘I’m very glad you were able to come to the performance, Holmes.  Your exploits are the talk of London society, and you’ve inadvertently boosted Psycho’s credibility tonight by losing four hands of Whist to him.  No doubt you recognised Flanagan from the Times.’  Holmes, who was closely examining the rear of Psycho’s torso and support box, distractedly answered with, ‘Hmm…Yes, I’m sure that is so.  I am, however a bit put off that it took me four rounds of play to deduce how he operates.’  Maskelyne’s eyes became as wide as saucers, and he fairly sprang out of his chair.   
 
      
 
    ‘The devil you say, Holmes!  It’s just not possible.’   
 
      
 
    ‘The devil?  Curious choice of words, John Nevil.  I certainly hope that your firstborn son Jasper was not part of the bargain.  But I’ll tell you how you do it, shall I?’  He then walked over and whispered into Maskelyne’s ear for a few minutes, making various sweeping, twisting and directional gestures with his hands as Maskelyne listened with an unbelieving look upon his face.  Finally, he handed Maskelyne a small and shiny metallic box or cube, which he had apparently removed from somewhere within Psycho’s mechanism during his inspection of the figure.  When Holmes had finished, Maskelyne appeared defeated.   
 
      
 
    ‘You’ve done it, Old Bean.  You’ve managed to unravel that which no man before you has been able to decipher.  My hat’s off to you, Sir!  You’ve cracked it.’   
 
      
 
    ‘I should hardly be what I am if I did not,’ was Holmes’ reply, reacting with that apparent humility of his, which actually concealed an underlying sense of superiority and entitlement that would be beneath him to expose.  He was forced instead to shake his head -- he had told me many times before that to accept such praise was to lower one’s own standards.   
 
      
 
    ‘No need to fear, John.  Your secret,’ -- then turning to Psycho -- ‘and yours, is safe with me.  To tell the world would be akin to Coppelius’ smashing of the magic glasses.  I shall breathe not a word of it to a soul, you can have my vow on that.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I shall remain in your debt on that account, Holmes,’ he replied.  
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    “Not a word to a soul” 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘And on that, my good man, I shall rely, as I believe I will be in need of your assistance as a student of the occult on a matter of grave importance.’   
 
      
 
    When it was time to leave the theatre, Maskelyne provided us with his own brougham for the trip back to Baker Street.  It was a fine yellow barouche with two splendid high-stepping grey carriage horses in the shafts.  During the ride, we spoke of nothing but the spectacle we had witnessed.  Any thoughts of the Whitechapel horrors were all but erased temporarily from our minds.  Knowing he had the answer to the puzzle, I could not resist an attempt to pry Maskelyne’s secret from my friend, but he remained quite inscrutable upon the subject.   
 
      
 
    ‘But how on earth was any of that even possible?’ I asked.   
 
      
 
    ‘Its action is actually quite elementary, Old Chap.  Anyone with a mechanically-trained eye can see that the character of its motions must be produced by means of some form of mechanism, and not by direct muscular action.  Without telling tales out of school, I can reveal to you that its operation is very largely reliant upon a steady supply of pressurised air, which I could deduce is introduced from below via a hidden shaft from somewhere behind the stage, and then directed into the glass tube upon which the figure rests.  I’m sorry not to be able to clinch the story for you, but the remainder of Maskelyne’s secret shall remain unexposed, as I have promised him.  And that is to include, or rather to exclude the possibility that it shall be revealed in your future writings along with the details of cases such as the Bishopgate jewels or Morgan’s Camberwell poisoning, when the time comes.’ 
 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XII: THE D--- AFFAIR 
 
      
 
    10 August, 1888.  221B Baker Street 
 
      
 
    During that autumn, Holmes had a number of other cases to attend to, including that of the grisly contents of a certain Cardboard Box, and the blackmailing of one of the most revered names in England, a case which had come to the agency in early August.   
 
      
 
    At first, Holmes feared he might not have the time to take up the D--- affair, but in his usual efficient manner, he was able to divide his time in such a way as to allow him to manage multiple cases concurrently.  As it would turn out, his involvement in this affair and another that would presently arrive upon his doorstep would share his attention in the ensuing months and years, and their twisted paths did eventually cross, as the reader will see. 
 
      
 
    On the day it began, weeks before we had been called into Whitechapel for the Nichols murder, Holmes was sitting in his study, reading the Daily Telegraph, as was his habit in the breakfast hour.  He had lit the oldest and foulest of his pipes, and curls of acrid smoke filled the room.  After quickly scanning through the news of marriages, deaths, financial transactions and politics, his eye went straight to burglaries, robberies, assaults and murders.  No crime in London could ever escape his watchful eye, though only those that the police could not readily resolve were able to hold his attention for any length of time.  As I sat reading Fitchett’s Deeds that Won the Empire and enjoying my own after-breakfast pipe, Holmes said aloud, ‘Tis a ghastly business that Reid’s caught up in,’ referring, I assumed, to Detective Inspector Edmund Reid, a friend of his and head of the CID Division of the Metropolitan Police.   
 
      
 
    ‘An unidentified woman was found in Whitechapel on Tuesday last with thirty-nine stab wounds, some through her heart.  Is there no limit to man’s cruelty to man, Watson?’ he asked, holding his pipe by the bowl, while the blue wreaths curled up from his lips   
 
      
 
    ‘It would seem not,’ I answered, ‘nor apparently to woman,’ I added.   
 
      
 
    ‘Yes,’ he chuckled dryly and noted that, ‘and yet without such cruelty in the world, this agency might not otherwise survive.  But luckily, to-day it appears that fortune has smiled upon us with an illustrious new client, referred to us from on high.  If he is good to his word, I should expect him at any time.’  He grinned and knocked his ashes out against the side of the grate. 
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    “An unidentified woman was found in Whitechapel on Tuesday” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Presently, a clang of the door chime sounded and our visitor, a Mr. Joseph C. Stacey, late of Australia, was announced by Mrs. Hudson and shown into the smoke-laden room.  Stacey was a bear of a man, about thirty years of age.  He wore large horn glasses under a billycock hat, and was expensively -- if shabbily -- dressed in a heavy broadcloth frock-coat and waistcoat, his boots worn slightly at the heels.   
 
      
 
    ‘You had my note, Mr. Holmes?’ he asked.   
 
      
 
    ‘Yes I did, Mr. Stacey, and I’m fully aware of by whom you were referred to this agency.  But before we proceed, I’d like also to present to you my very dear friend and assistant, Doctor John Watson.’   
 
      
 
    As we shook hands, my own hand fairly disappeared into his massive paw, which threatened to crush it.  ‘Hullo, Doctor Watson, very glad to meet you,’ he said amicably.  ‘But would you mind very much excusing Mr. Holmes and me? The matter I have to discuss with him is quite delicate.’  His accent was not that of an Australian, but brought more of the East Midlands to mind.   
 
      
 
    ‘Have no fear Mr. Stacey,’ said Holmes, ‘Doctor Watson is the very soul of discretion, and there is nothing you can say to me that cannot be repeated before him.’  
 
      
 
    I fear that my face may have just then flushed at the compliment, evincing the pride it evoked in me.  
 
      
 
    ‘Very well then,’ said Stacey, ‘but even a breath of scandal could crush my wife and destroy her father’s legacy if it were to leak.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Fine, and now that the matter is settled, tell us every fact and be plain with us.  None of it will go beyond this room, I can assure you.  We are quite accustomed to matters which require our unconditional prudence and perspicacity.’  He turned away towards the kitchen and cried, ‘Mrs. Hudson!  Would you be kind enough to prepare some tea for our guest?’ 
 
      
 
    As we sat drinking and exchanged pleasantries, Stacey enquired as to Holmes’ fee.  Holmes replied, ‘My professional charges are not upon a fixed scale, save when I remit them altogether.  I shall base my fee upon a number of factors, including the complexity of the matter, as well as my ability to bring the affair to a satisfactory close in a timely manner.’  This seemed to please our young visitor, who began to relate his story to us as follows: 
 
      
 
    ‘I am from the town of Belper in Derbyshire, and I’m an artist and a singer, though not a successful one of either.  As I’ve already told you, the matter at hand is an issue of my wife Catherine and her father, and as such, it involves me.  I’m sure you are both very familiar with the name D---.’   
 
      
 
    We were, of course, and the looks of surprise on our faces must have told him as much, for, after a short pause to assess our startled facial expressions, he went on with, ‘Yes, I expected such a reaction upon mention of that name.  But hear me out and you will come to understand our plight.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Pray, continue!’ bade Holmes.  
 
      
 
    Stacey went on to tell us that, although it had been successfully kept a family secret since D---’s death, he had in fact had a daughter, Catherine, out of wedlock, with a Jewish woman of French extraction.  This was all the more remarkable in that she had been born in 1866, when he had reached the ripe old age of sixty-one!  He went on to tell us that the baby had been born prematurely and that she was so tiny she could fit into a jug of milk.  The child was registered as the eldest -- and legitimate -- daughter of one Jane Clifford (a pseudonym) and her husband John, both in their early twenties at the time.  John had a modest position in a publishing house that printed the parliamentary speeches of politicians.  Although the Cliffords’ income was not high, Catherine’s childhood memories had sounded to Stacey like fairy tales.  She had recounted to him a life of leisure and wealth with a well-to-do family in Hughenden, and told him that since she wore short frocks, she had always called the woman who raised her ‘Grandma.’  She had horses and peacocks in her garden, and had met famous people like Leopold Rothschild the banker, whom she called ‘Leo,’ Baroness Angela Burdett-Coutts -- the richest woman in England, and even the Prince of Wales, who had called her ‘my little Cathy.’  He told us that Catherine was a pretty and vibrant woman, with a small frame and wavy black hair that was her pride.  In fact, the figure of her father had had such a great influence upon her, that she insisted that her husband grow large, heavy sideburns and a curl on his own forehead, just like D---’s.  Stacey did, in fact, bear some slight resemblance to the late statesman, and the curl accentuated the similarity.   
 
      
 
    ‘Needless to say, Holmes, if this story had been exposed during D---’s lifetime, the scandal would probably have cut short his brilliant political career.  So the relationship was kept secret, and the woman who would be my mother-in-law disappeared from the public eye.  My wife was then raised by the Cliffords, and we married back in ’79.  Just a year later, she was exiled to Australia, and so we went, just as far from Old Blighty as they could send us.  At least we were provided for financially, with a very generous monthly allowance.  They asked us to leave in order not to cast a stain upon her father’s legacy.  He died, as you know, just a year later in 1881, and his old friend and solicitor Rose was the executor of the will.’   
 
      
 
    At this, Holmes leaned yet further forward in his chair.  ‘Is it to the late Sir Philip Rose that you refer?  I know that he was found murdered in his home last May.  And if I’m not wrong, his killer or killers remain at large.’   
 
      
 
    ‘That is correct Mr. Holmes, and when we received news of his death, we returned to London at once.  My story has everything to do with him,’ said Stacey.  ‘Word has it that D--- had not allocated any money at all to support my Catherine, but that if she demanded it, he’d ask Rose to see to it that she got whatever she asked for.  And so we have received a certain sum of money every month, even after D---’s death, up until the murder of Sir Phillip, that is.’32  
 
      
 
    ‘I see,’ said Holmes.  ‘And I understand the delicacy of what you are telling me.  Though you have not yet specified what services of mine might be needed, I do have an idea what the matter may be, Mr. Stacey.  You are being blackmailed.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Indeed we are, Mr. Holmes, and it is not only for the money that I am concerned, even with the discontinuance of our monthly allowance.  I was even inclined to tear up the letters and refuse payment to the Shylock, with enough time having passed that there is no longer need to be overly concerned with the preservation of D---’s image.  The problem with that, you see, is that my wife is still very devoted to her father’s memory, and won’t see his name in the mud, even after him going to the grave without ever publicly acknowledging her existence.’   
 
      
 
    Holmes nodded with understanding.  ‘Mr. Stacey, a woman’s love for her father transcends all bounds, does it not Watson?’ he asked.   
 
      
 
    ‘It is a well-known fact that most women, though quick to exert their rights and equality to men nowadays, will happily refer to themselves as “Daddy’s girl” without a trace of irony,’ I rejoined, in reference to the recent Meade work.   
 
      
 
    Holmes turned back to Stacey, ‘You must give me all of the particulars.  In order to put a stop to this extortion and prevent any of it from leaking to the public, I’ll need to know every detail, however minute and unimportant it might seem to you.  When the blackguard approaches you for payment, we’ll set up a neat little surprise for him, and he shall be drawn into our net.’   
 
      
 
    ‘But you mustn’t involve the police, Mr. Holmes.  I know that you are well connected to Scotland Yard, but my Catherine could not abide any scandal that would come from a police examination.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Fear not, Mr. Stacey, neither I nor Doctor Watson will breathe a word of it to any living soul.  You may have my word upon that.  And that I will do my very best to resolve the matter, although I cannot promise that my conclusions will necessarily be such as you desire.  At times, the truths that are revealed through my examinations of fact may bring some discomfort to him that has requested it.’   
 
      
 
    ‘I’ll take my chances on that, Mr. Holmes,’ said Stacey.  He reached into the pocket of his coat, and brought out three envelopes, all of which appeared to have passed through the postal system.  ‘Here are the letters, sir.’  Holmes took one of them, and noted its postal marking.   
 
      
 
    ‘SE19, Watson.  Where exactly would that be coming from?’   
 
      
 
    I pondered for a moment.  ‘Westow Hill, Crystal Palace, by the sound of it,’ I replied.   
 
      
 
    ‘Capital!’ cried Holmes.  ‘You’ve an A-Z Street Index that you carry in your memory, haven’t you, Old Boy?’  He slipped the letter, which should have borne the oldest postal marking of the three, out of its envelope, and read it aloud. 
 
      
 
    Daughter of D---  
 
    [It ran].  
 
    Your father is gone and has left the rest of his kind to rot in poverty.  No word was mentioned of you or your mother at his funeral, nor in the Chronicle.  You are his secret.  And if that secret is to be prasarved, I must extract my pound of flesh.  One thousand pounds, to be exact, is where we shall start.  Come back to London with the money and book rooms in Claridge’s.  You will soon hear of me there. 
 
      
 
    Signed 
 
    Rev. B. Budky   
 
      
 
    ‘When was this received?’ asked Holmes, checking the postmark on the envelope, and finding its date to have been torn away.   
 
      
 
    ‘In mid-June.  Another arrived a few days later,’ said Stacey.   
 
      
 
    ‘But why just then?’ wondered Holmes aloud.  ‘Why wait until years after D---’s death, and then extort his daughter, rather than the man himself while he was alive?’ he asked of no one in particular.  ‘I should think that the blackmailer would have gone directly to D---, unless… yes…’  He nodded slightly and his voice trailed off as he looked at the envelope, and I could almost see the cogs begin to turn within the head of Sherlock Holmes. 
 
      
 
    ‘Let us consider our data.  Judging from clues in and on the letter, the writer may be of an age that would prohibit him from having been able to do that.  We shall see.  You and Catherine were living in Australia, you say?  So receiving this letter in June would hang together with the time necessary for it to cross the sea after Rose’s murder in May.  Let us surmise that he approached Rose at that time with a blackmail proposition which may have been refused, not having guessed that there would be an end to Rose’s concern for the preservation of the D--- name.  But then it occurred to him somehow that although Rose’s concern for D---’s image was limited, his beloved daughter would go on paying him forever, the treacherous fiend.  But the question remains, how did he come upon the secret facts of her birth, and how did he trace her all the way to Australia?  And how then did he find you?  What’s at the back of it all? That shall remain to be seen, though I can sense the outline of a certain logical progression formulating in my mind.  Have you the next letter, Stacey?’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes read through the other two, then laid out and began examining the letters with his lens.  All of the letters had come from London, and the last two bore the E.C. mark.  He went to his library and began pulling volumes down from the shelves.  Then, after a short period of consulting his Kelly Directory, Post Office Directory and Buff Book, as well as a copy of Clodd’s The Story of the Alphabet, 33 he returned to us and said, ‘Well, gentlemen, we can establish immediately that all four letters were written by the same hand.  And that hand belongs to a man who is normally accustomed to writing in the Cyrillic alphabet of Russia.  We know that “B. Budky” is not his true name, and that he’s no reverend.  Further, I can tell you that he has recently suffered a great loss, possibly financial, and that he is an avid reader of English plays and publications, though obviously not born in this country.  He is most likely of the Jewish religion, rather than a member of the Anglican clergy as implied by his title of “Reverend,” and had likely not passed his thirtieth birthday at the time of this writing.  Beyond that, there is nothing I can tell you with any degree of certainty.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘And how, may I ask, did you arrive at such startlingly specific conclusions so quickly, Mr. Holmes?’ asked our client, who was not so accustomed as I had become to Holmes’ amazing displays of deductive reasoning.   
 
      
 
    ‘Mr. Stacey,’ he replied in an even tone, ‘it is my business to know things, and it is not normally my habit to reveal all of my investigative tactics to the client.  I will however in this case make an exception.  My deductions here were based upon the following simple observations: One -- the letters were all written by the same hand.  It is a simple matter to compare the various upper and lower case letters between messages, as well as entire words in some cases.  Look here at the peculiar way the writer forms his upper case D’s and L’s.  Quite singular in the use of the flourishes, yet quite identical from message to message.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, I see that now,’ said Stacey.  ‘I’m not sure how I missed it.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Two -- the writer is accustomed to the Cyrillic alphabet.  As you may know, the Russian alphabet uses an N and an R that are the reverse image of our own.  It is quite plain here and here that the writer has inadvertently inverted the N in the capital of “No” and at the end of “London” here, in this other letter.  And we can further see that some effort has been made to cover the fact that the R of the misspelled “prasarved” was begun in reverse and then corrected, rather clumsily.’  Looking at it again, it was rather obvious that Holmes was right, but then, it is always easier to be wise after the event.  ‘That connects up to his nationality.’   
 
      
 
    Holmes continued his explanation, ‘Three -- the name Budky does not bring me to any clergymen listed in the Crockford guide, nor is it to be found anywhere in the Post-office or London City Directories.  The surname itself is unusual enough to likely be an acronym or anagram, and in light of his familiarity with the Russian language, it becomes yet clearer that he is using an alias.  “Budky,” though sounding vaguely Russian or Slavonic to the British ear, is not a true surname of those regions, yet our blackmailer assumed that you would be unaware of that fact.  Alternatively, he may have sub-consciously created a surname that sounded vaguely authentic and therefore credible to him by using the limited letters he had to work with, in an effort to create an acronym or anagram of some other word or words.  Do you follow, Mr. Stacey?’   
 
      
 
    ‘Only just, Mr. Holmes, and I can see that you are every bit as clever as the Doctor has made you out to be in the papers.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Well,’ said Holmes, ‘he does tend to overdramatise at times, but I suppose that is a necessary evil, if the minds of the masses are to be captivated.’ 
 
      
 
    He continued by saying, ‘The note’s reference to a “pound of flesh” tells me that our blackmailer is a reader of Shakespeare, and by his mention of the Chronicle, we can assume that he is either Jewish, or somehow closely associated with that community.’   
 
      
 
    Holmes then went on to explain his ability to deduce the writer’s age, probable current home location and even his financial state, leaving young Stacey a bit rattled and taken aback.  Taking out his snuff-box, he said, ‘Well, Mr. Holmes, of one thing I am sure.  I have tasked the right man to the job.  I must inform Catherine at once!  We are staying in Mayfair.  The Claridges Hotel will find me if you should need me.  There is a private telephone call, ‘XX.23’ that will get me every time.  I thank you in the name of my wife and her father, and I thank you as well, Doctor Watson.’  After assuring him that his case would be given our utmost attention, we bade him goodnight. 
 
      
 
    And so, the matter stood, for a nearly a fortnight, when Holmes made his first real breakthrough in the case in that Autumn of Terror.


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XIII:  A ROSE BETWEEN TWO THORNS 
 
      
 
    4 May, 1888.  Regent Street home of Sir Philip Rose, Esquire 
 
      
 
    The man stood back and watched as his young accomplice Isaacs held up their balding, plump 72-year-old victim using a makeshift ligature around his throat.  Sir Philip Rose - First Baronet, Solicitor of Baxter, Rose, Norton and Company, and former legal advisor to the Conservative Party, would have certainly been unable to stand up on his own at that point, after having been most unmercifully beaten by his assailants and being choked nearly to the point of unconsciousness between pummelings.  His wife was bound and gagged, laying on the floor in the next room, and he could hear her soft moaning in the background.  Three men, whom Rose vaguely recognized, but could not recall from where, had knocked at the front door of his home and quickly overpowered him and his wife, first incapacitating him and then tying the woman’s hands and feet.  They had worked together quite efficiently, as though this was not their first mutual offense.  The third man had remained outside to act as a lookout. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Sir Phillip Rose – First Baronet 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Where is the rest of the gold, Rose?” demanded the man, in a velvety, Slavic-accented voice, turning over the older man’s 24 carat horse shoe tie-pin, which he had ripped from the man’s silk cravat. 
 
      
 
    “But I’ve told you, there is no gold.  I’ve given you everything of value in this house that you’ve asked for.  But I can certainly draw up a draft for any amount you wish that you can redeem at my bank in Threadneedle Street.”34   
 
      
 
    “Ha!” spat the man, as he dropped the golden tie pin into the ticket pocket of his overcoat.  “Do you expect that we would be foolish enough to get buckled walking into a police trap at the bank?  You underestimate my intelligence, Rose.  And my disregard for human life.  We shall not leave this house without the gold, or something of equal value.  If our needs are not soon met, you will surely die.  I am not codding you.”   
 
      
 
    Feeling the fear and panic associated with shock, and realizing that his death was imminent, Rose considered every possibility in his mind.  Suddenly, it came to him.  A bit of intelligence he’d been harboring for twenty-three years.  A dark secret regarding an old client and dear friend of his, now seven years dead.  What harm could it do now? he thought.  Disraeli himself would urge me to offer it up, knowing that it could be the bargaining chip that would make the difference between life and death.  He decided there was no other recourse.  As Rose was considering his options, the man made a gesture to the younger man called Isaacs, who began to tighten the garrotte yet again.   
 
      
 
    “Wait!  Wait!” cried Rose in a hoarse voice barely above a croak.  “I have thought of something that could be of great value to you.  Something that could make you much more money than I could offer you of my possessions.”   
 
      
 
    “Oh?  And what might that be, Sir Phillip?” 
 
      
 
    “Information you could, er… gain from,” said Rose, the desperation in his voice growing. 
 
      
 
    “And exactly what information could do that for me?” 
 
      
 
    “The sins of a man most highly regarded in the uppermost levels of British government and society.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m listening,” said the man 
 
      
 
    “It’s Disraeli.  He had a daughter.”35   
 
      
 
    At this, the man was taken aback.  Benjamin Disraeli, former two-time Prime Minister of England and first Jewish Member of Parliament, was well known to him, and to his partners.  It was common knowledge that Disraeli had died childless, however.   
 
      
 
    “And just how is that possible, Sir Phillip?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “An affair.” Rose replied, choking, “The girl was born to a French woman with Disraeli out of wedlock while he was still married to another woman.  After she had the baby, it was taken away and she was exiled.  The whole thing was hushed up.  Its release would have destroyed his career.” 
 
      
 
    “Interesting information Rose, but what good is it to me, and why should I believe you?  Besides, Disraeli is long dead.” 
 
      
 
    “There are people who would pay to keep this quiet, as they have done for over twenty years.  People in high places.  You recognize the possibilities - you are both obviously very well edu…cated men.”   
 
      
 
    And then it dawned upon him.  He now realized where he had seen these men before.  The inflection he put on the word educated and the way he hesitated when saying it did not escape the man.  
 
      
 
    “Why do you keep trying to set me up to walk into police traps, Old Boss?  I’m not going to try and blackmail any government officials.  That would be suicide.  And how would I know any of it is true to begin with?” asked the man in his velvety voice. 
 
      
 
    “Her name is Catherine, and she lives in Australia now.  I send her a large amount of money each month, and have done for years.  Please… it’s true.  All the information is there in my desk, everything you need to know.  Now please, let us live.  I swear I shall not breathe a word of what’s happened here to the police, if you’ll just let us live.  I beg of you!”   
 
      
 
    As Isaacs tightened the garrotte around Rose’s neck, he asked, “What shall we do with him?”  
 
      
 
    “We’ve plucked this bird dry, and he obviously knows us from the Club.  Kill him,” said the man coldly.  “And then the woman.”   
 
      
 
    The broad-shouldered young man smiled broadly and reached into his pocket to bring out the folding jack-knife he always carried with him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XIV: “THE BELLS!  THE BELLS!” 
 
      
 
    8 September, 1888.  The Ten Bells Public House, Commercial Street 
 
      
 
    It was just after 5 a.m.  Emerging from the Spitalfields Market,36 the man crossed Commercial Street and entered the Ten Bells pub, which was open for business even at that early hour, due to an 1860’s law that allowed all-night opening hours to public houses located next to a market.37 He ordered an absinthe from the publican at the bar, and once served, he sat at a table near the south window to observe the people as they passed by in the street.  Then, coming from the direction of Brushfield Street, he saw her though the ornately spike-topped railings of the fence surrounding Christ Church just across the road as she walked towards him along Commercial Street.  At first, confusion flooded his mind.  It could not be her!  Impossible!  She was dead.  By his own hand.  He had seen her corpse with his own eyes, lying in the street with the last drops of her filthy blood leaking out into the gutter.  No.  It could not be her.  But there she was.  The Idolatress, in all her glory.  The Whore of Babylon.  She looked directly at him through the window with a smile of derision, her head framed in a gleaming halo of bright white light, glowing hotly even in the darkness of the early morning.  He returned the smile with a challenging, feral smile of his own.  She gave him a beckoning look and continued walking, if unsteadily.  The man quickly finished his absinthe, picked up the Gladstone doctor’s bag of costume jewelry samples he always carried with him, and walked out into Commercial Street, passing Red Lion Court to his right on his way back towards the market.  He walked out to the privacy of an outdoor public urinal, where only one other man was standing.  He took off his jacket and rolled up his sleeve.  From his bag, he withdrew the phial of morphia and prepared the injection, his second of the day. 
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    By the time he caught up with the woman, she had entered the already-crowded bazaar and ordered a drink at the market’s public house, which had just opened for business fifteen minutes earlier at 5 a.m.  The man walked around the stalls, blending in with the hawkers, butchers, seamstresses, merchants and patrons of the market.  It appeared to him that no one there had paid him any heed, save the one man who had also been in the public urinal a few moments before.  Without appearing to do so, he watched the woman from afar.  As soon as she was finished with her drink, he began to follow her out into Commercial Street.  He walked closely behind her, and caught up to her just as she reached the corner of Hanbury Street.  The clock bell at the Black Eagle Brewery in Brick Lane struck on the half hour, and the man whistled to get her attention.  When she turned, it was obvious to the man that she recognized him from their exchanged glances at the Ten Bells.   
 
      
 
    “Hello, my Queen,” he said, holding out a necklace and a ring he had taken from his black leather bag.  “May I offer you the jewels that are your birth right?  Please… take them.  Will you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” was her reply, smiling broadly to expose fine teeth, which were unusual for a woman of her profession and social status in Whitechapel.  She then turns to walk into the darkness of Hanbury Street.   
 
      
 
    The man follows her down the lane a short distance, and another man emerges through the gate at Number 29 that led to the lodgings and kitchen of the brick building, which also housed a cat’s meat shop.  He is obviously on his way to work and is oblivious to the two of them as they stand on the street outside his home in the cool, dark morning air, nor does he see anyone else in the street.  The gate fails to shut completely behind him, and the woman walks over to the open gate and enters the corridor that leads to the rear of the building, with the man following close behind.  The gate remains unlatched behind them until it is shut later by another man.  The couple walk down the dark hallway and exit out into the yard behind the building. 
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    “Let’s have a look at that ring, Love,” she says to the man as she eyes the sparkling jewel mounted upon a gold band.  He opens his Gladstone bag to replace the necklace, revealing yet more bangles, bracelets and other pieces of jewelry, then extends the ring toward her in his gloved hand.   
 
      
 
    “First, you must remove those three rings from your finger, to make space for a ring far more befitting to one of your royal highness,” he replied gallantly in his peculiarly-accented, yet hypnotic voice.   
 
      
 
    “Of course I will, Love.  These are junk anyway.  Tried to re-sell them meself, I did, but no pawn broker or fence wants stuff of this sort.’  Eyeing the ring greedily, she excitedly exclaimed, ‘Now that looks to be of high value, by Cripes!”   
 
      
 
    “It is of such value that you may wager the value of your own life upon it, My Queen.” 
 
      
 
    “Queen?  I rather fancy that!  Queen Anne.  That’s me!”   
 
      
 
    The woman removes the three cheap brass bands from her middle finger, and hands them to the man.  He drops them into his bag and then snaps it shut.  As she extends her left hand to allow him to place the ring upon it, he grabs hold of her left wrist and slides the new ring onto her finger with some difficulty.  While she gazes down lovingly at the sparkling gem, he quickly shoots his other hand forward with serpiginous speed to seize her by the throat with his own right hand, and begins to squeeze with almost superhuman strength.  The pressure created by the knot in her neckerchief on one side and the man’s thumb on the other cut off precious blood supply to her already alcohol-impaired brain.  With a muffled cry of “No!” she grabs his arm with both hands in an attempt to free herself.  Still squeezing her throat, he delivers a vicious left punch to her chin, which knocks her backwards against the fence and loose from his grip.  Rushing in, he shoves her mightily with both hands, his thumbs driving hard into her chest and ramming her back into the fence once more.  Then, regaining his death grip upon her throat, he punches her yet again, this time in the right temple, and she begins to lose consciousness, sliding down the fence to the cold, wet ground below.  The silence of the yard is renewed, save for the sound of her soft moaning.  He gazes down at her, then upwards to the windows of the houses above, and drags her across the yard to a darker area in the corner by the rear stairs to allow him to continue his work unseen.  He places her head upon the stair, like a wooden pillow to support it. 
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    In the sanctum of the Marriage Market, The Great Whore is trapped by her own greed and lust.  I feel The Change.  I must ensure for Moloch that she remains dead this time.  The Dybbuk shall wield his Chalef once more to fill the Kli Shareit… 
 
      
 
    The man reaches deep into his black leather bag to retrieve the Chalef knife that is concealed beneath the pile of costume jewelry that fills it, along with a gold metal goblet, which he places upon the stair beside her head.  In a sharpening gesture, he runs the nine-inch length of the blade back and forth along his trousers to clean it, then straddles the woman’s prone, unconscious body.  Sliding her neckerchief aside without removing it, he cuts her throat with an inward slash, holding her chin and drawing the narrow blade deeply across from left to right.  He reaches for the goblet and uses it to catch the blood from the haemorrhaging gash in the woman’s neck.  When it is full, he raises the cup skyward in a gesture of offering. 
 
      
 
    And we shall make use of her blood.  Then, the Removal must begin… 
 
      
 
    After putting the cup down, he takes the blade up again in his right hand and draws it across the left side of her neck in an attempt to decapitate the woman.  After failing to do so, he makes a second attempt at sawing the head off, which also fails due to the unsuitability of the ritual blade to the task. 
 
      
 
    Her head shall remain, but there is much work to be done.  The Theotokos must be defiled according to the wishes of Baal! She must first be stripped and shamed… 
 
      
 
    The young man then opens her coat and rips through the two bodices she wore under it, exposing her breasts.  He brings his sturdy knife down to lay open her abdomen, and goes to work severing her intestines and lifting them carefully out of the body.  According to ritual, he lifts them up towards the sky before placing them over the dead woman’s shoulder.  Then he draws her knees upward until the bottoms of her feet are on the ground and lifts her backside to allow him to slip her long black skirt and two petticoats up past her waist.  As he does so, a small pouch that had been hidden beneath her clothing and tied around her waist is revealed.  In it are seven pennies - her earnings for the night, less the price of the drink she had taken at the Spitalfields Market.  The man sets the knife down on top of the woman, shakes the coins out into his left hand and places them in his pocket. 
 
      
 
    Seven pieces of gold are to be extracted as dowry from the Whore of the Marriage Market.  The ritual knife will enter her and cleanse her of her immorality.  
 
      
 
    The young man inserts the knife into her vagina and begins to cut away its upper half, then continues to remove most of the rear portions of her bladder, which voids as it is pierced.  From his pocket, he draws a large handkerchief, with which he wraps the extracted tissue and organs before placing them into the open black bag atop the jewelry it still contains.  As the woman lies bleeding, the vessel is held between her legs, and the fluids that drip from the wounds refill the cup.  The man, who was holding the cup raises it skyward, then pours its contents into an empty ginger beer bottle.   
 
      
 
    I offer now the blood of her womb, and by so doing, I bring glory to Baal, and bequeath immortality upon myself, The Great Dybbuk.  Her body has been discarded upon a rubbish heap as He would have it. 
 
      
 
    The man remained there over the body for what seemed a very long while until the work was done.  After more than fifteen minutes had passed, and the rising sun threatened to expose him, he knelt and brought his lips down to her ear, her eyes staring upward, unseeing.  “Farewell, My Queen!” he whispered lovingly into her ear, then leaned over to kiss her on the tip of her tongue, which had become grotesquely swollen and was protruding from her open mouth.  As he stood to leave, he felt The Change come over him in a warm wave, and in his awakening, he came to a sudden realization.  He knelt down again beside the body and took her by the left hand, then forcefully ripped his ring from her finger, abrading and taking with it a small quantity of skin.  He then let the flaccid arm drop across her breast.  With his awakening he had become conscious also of his guilt, and the danger he was in of being caught like the evil villain of a penny dreadful, or the murder mysteries that had become so popular in the papers lately.  Then it occurred to him - a message should be left.  But how?  Without pen or paper, he resorted to scratching with a twig upon the wooden fence near the body. “FiVe” he wrote.  “15 mOre and I give myself up.”38 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XV: THREE MICE -- ONE NOT BLIND 
 
      
 
    13 August, 1888.  Claridges Hotel, Brook Street, Mayfair 
 
      
 
    It was a warm Monday in Mayfair.  Holmes and Watson were sitting in the lobby of Claridges for the third consecutive afternoon, attempting to blend in with guests staying in the ornate and elegant old hotel.  They were waiting for the Staceys’ blackmailer to show himself in his attempt to make contact with the couple, and thus be snapped up into the mousetrap Holmes had set for him.  They had already given word to the reception staff that anyone asking for or about the Staceys must be detained by some ruse, and Holmes sent for immediately. 
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    It was shortly after four when three men entered the lobby, appearing not to know each other.  As they individually scanned the hotel patrons for anyone resembling the description of the Staceys, whom none of them had ever seen, one of the men caught sight of Holmes and Watson sitting in their armchairs, Holmes reading the paper, Watson with a book in his hand.  He recognized the pair immediately, as he was an avid reader of Watson’s stirring accounts, which had been published in Beeton’s Magazine in its last Christmas Annual issue, and which had also featured detailed illustrations of them drawn by artist Sidney Paget.  Those tales had been the topic of discussion on many occasions in the educational club he belonged to.  It did not take long for him to put together Holmes’ reason for being there.   
 
      
 
    Walking over to the reception desk, he took off his Wideawake hat and spoke to the clerk in a pleasant Russian-accented voice.  “I say, Boss, is that not Sherlock Holmes, the famous detective of Baker Street that I spy seated over there?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Why, yes sir!  Mr Holmes is here on a very important matter, but I’m afraid that I cannot divulge the exact nature of his business here at Claridges.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course not.  Such things must be held closely.  But, as a great devotee to reading of the man’s adventures, might I ask you the favour of passing him a short note in which I could express to him my great personal admiration in a way that will not molest him during his work-day?  I have been following his exploits very closely as written by the good Doctor Watson.” 
 
      
 
    “You and everyone else in London,” replied the clerk. 
 
      
 
    The man removed a small brass lapel pin with a sparkling blue stone from his frock-coat and placed it on the counter. 
 
      
 
    Eyeing the pin in front of him, the clerk responded, “Well… I don’t see any harm in accepting a note of appreciation and delivering it to Mr Holmes on your behalf.” 
 
      
 
    “Fine, Old Chap, fine!”   
 
      
 
    The man requested, and was given pen, paper and an envelope with the Claridges crest and crown stamped on it.  He quickly scribbled out a short note, sealed the envelope and handed it back to the clerk, who had by then put the pin onto his own lapel. 
 
      
 
    “Cheers, Boss.  And, though you’ve already been of great assistance, may I also request that you wait to pass him this note until he has completed his work for the day?  Dreadfully rude to interrupt him during such a crucial time.  Concentration and deduction required, you know,” said the man, producing a shiny sixpence coin and placing it upon the desk next to the sealed envelope he had marked simply “SH.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes sir.  In fact, I’d have done just that anyway.  I’m sure Mr Holmes has much better things to do than to read letters from the curious public while he is busy working.” 
 
      
 
    “Quite so, sir.  And so I shall be on my way, and leave you to your own work.  Good day.” 
 
      
 
    With that, the man gestured inconspicuously to his two partners with the slightest shaking of his head, and they all left the hotel lobby, one at a time.   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XVI: MADE MEN 
 
      
 
    13 August, 1888.  Claridges Hotel, Brook Street, Mayfair  
 
      
 
    Holmes and I had been in our positions in the lobby of Claridges, a very luxurious hotel in the Mayfair section of London.  We were waiting for any sign of the person responsible for the Staceys’ blackmailing, and Holmes had notified hotel personnel that he was to be informed immediately of anyone asking about the couple.  He instructed them to attempt to detain the person while another employé secretly came to inform us of the event.  It was the end of our third such vigil, with no blackmailers having shown themselves in as many days.  As we prepared to leave for the evening, we were called by the reception desk clerk when we walked past him on our way upstairs to advise the Staceys of our departure. 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh Mister Holmes, I’ve a letter for you!’ 
 
      
 
    ‘What’s that you say?  A letter?  From whom?’ asked Holmes with surprise. 
 
      
 
    ‘An admiring reader of the doctor’s work, I should say.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Eh?  Give it to me at once!’ Holmes cried, the realisation of what may have happened creeping into his voice.  ‘And did I not specifically instruct you to inform me of anyone asking for or about the Staceys?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘You most certainly did, Mister Holmes.  But this man did not mention them at all.  He only said he was a follower of Doctor Watson’s stories in The Strand.’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes took the letter from the clerk, scanning the room for suspicious persons.  ‘When was this given to you?’ he asked sharply. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’d have thought a couple of hours ago,’ said the clerk, who was beginning to wither under Holmes’ sudden interrogation and its urgent tone. 
 
      
 
    Holmes opened the letter and, after taking a moment to read it, asked the clerk for the description of the man who left it. 
 
      
 
    ‘I would say the man was a foreigner.  Respectable-like.  Well-dressed he was -- shabby genteel, I should say, with a proper gold watch and a refined manner.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘What was his approximate age?  Was he clean-shaven or did he have a beard or whiskers?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I would guess in the twenty-five to thirty-year-old range, though his hair seemed to be thinning a bit at the front.  Carroty moustache.  No beard, I don’t think.  Or perhaps he did have a beard.  I’m really not too sure Mister Holmes.  It was, after all, more than two full hours ago.  I’m sure you understand that in my position here at the-’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes cut him off mid-sentence.  ‘And did he give you anything else excepting this note?  Anything at all I might be able to trace back to him?’ 
 
      
 
    The man almost imperceptibly shifted his eyes for a moment, and answered in the negative. 
 
      
 
    After notifying the Staceys of this latest development, we returned to Baker Street to examine the note with care. 
 
      
 
    Mr Holmes 
 
    [it read] 
 
    Twas quite exciting to see you and the Good Doctor to-day.  Pity I had not the occasion to shake the hands of England’s greatest modern Crusaders.  But I shan’t disturb you while you are on the job, so it must be fit enough to convey my appreciation for your Grand work with this letter.  Perhaps someday I will get a chance to do so personally. 
 
    An Admirer 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, Holmes, it may be of some little consolation that this note is probably exactly what it purports to be -- simply a letter from an enthusiastic reader of your adventures.  They have become the talk of the town, you realise.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I suppose that is possible, Watson, though how many times has this occurred since you’ve been writing?’ 
 
      
 
    I had to confess that this was the first. 
 
      
 
    ‘Exactly,’ said my friend distractedly.  We went back together to Baker Street, no wiser than when we had left it. 
 
      
 
    Holmes and I kept up our daily vigil for three more days, until another letter arrived for the Staceys.  This time, it had been delivered to the desk by a young boy, who told the clerk he had received a ha’penny ‘from a very nice man’ for his service. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XVII: A DAY IN THE DEATH OF DARK ANNIE 
 
      
 
    8 September, 1888.  29 Hanbury Street 
 
      
 
    It was sometime shortly after five-thirty upon the morning of the eighth of September when the knock had come upon our door.  It was answered by my wife Mary, who was in the kitchen, and not long after, Holmes was knocking on the door of my bed-chamber.  I was still clad in my dressing-gown and in the process of shaving before breakfast, with my straight-razor in one hand, the strop in the other, and a face covered in lather.   
 
      
 
    ‘Good heavens, Holmes!’ I cried out in surprise as he entered before I could open the door.   
 
      
 
    ‘Quickly, get dressed, Watson!  There’s been another Whitechapel murder, this time in Hanbury Street, and our assistance is needed.’   
 
      
 
    ‘I am here to be used, Holmes!’  I replied, and prepared myself at once.  Before leaving, I asked my wife to contact Doctor Jackson, who would sometimes take over my practice when I was called away unexpectedly in cases just such as this.  Mary instead suggested calling Doctor Anstruther, whom was within her circle of acquaintance.  Having settled on Anstruther, Holmes and I quickly headed out the door, my lovely breakfast left untouched, and my long-suffering wife stood beautiful and frowning in the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    Holmes whistled down a passing four-wheeler in the road, and he explained the circumstances of the latest outrage as we hurtled through the streets of London. 
 
      
 
    ‘Before the inquest on Mary Ann Nichols has been concluded, and almost before the grave has closed over her, another woman of the same unhappy class has met a precisely similar fate and, as before, Lestrade and his men have been able to find no possible trace of the monster at the back of it,’ lamented my friend with real sorrow in his voice.   
 
      
 
    Travelling at break-neck speed thanks to Holmes’ earlier insistence to the driver, we were in Hanbury Street within three quarters of an hour.  It was a cold morning, and we were glad of our warm overcoats.  There was a great commotion outside Number 29 when we arrived, and a uniformed H-Division officer named Joseph Chandler was stationed outside waiting for us, bent forward at the waist with his hands on his knees, and puffing out his cheeks with each exhalation.  He recognised us immediately.   
 
      
 
    ‘Mr. Holmes, Doctor Watson,’ he greeted us, ‘Chief Inspector Abberline and Inspectors Lestrade and Helson are expecting you.  They’re with Doctor Phillips, just inside that gate, sir,’ he said, in a distressed voice.   
 
      
 
    ‘My God, man,’ Holmes replied, ‘You’re as white as a sheet and shaking like an aspen leaf!  Why, you look as though you’ve seen a ghost.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Would that it were only that, Mister ‘olmes,’ replied Chandler in a shaky voice, ‘it’s a right ‘orrible sight awaitin’ you in there,’ he said, and then hurried across the road to vomit. 
 
      
 
    According to my pocket-watch, it was 06:35 when we entered the courtyard of the three-storey building and saw a group of officers standing around a woman’s body, or what was left of one.  No other medical term but War Neurosis could better describe the demeanour of those men, who stood over the body, white-lipped with looks of utter horror and desperation upon their faces.  Standing in the centre of the group was an old friend and colleague of mine, Doctor George Bagster Phillips,39 who was staring intently at the body, making notes and drawing in pencil upon a small tablet.  Doctor Phillips was a large man with curling locks of greying hair, thick bushy sideburns and a beard, though his upper lip was clean-shaven, giving him an appearance somewhat reminiscent of a squirrel with full cheeks.  With him was his swarthy young assistant, Doctor Cyril West, who looked more like a rugby player or a boxer than a doctor. 
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         Dr. George Bagster Phillips                Dr. Cyril West 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Hullo, Bags!’ I said to my old friend.  With a grim countenance, Doctor Phillips glanced up from his paper, ‘Tis a bad business, indeed Watson.  An evil deed has been done to this poor unfortunate.’  Abberline and Lestrade turned to Holmes.   
 
      
 
    ‘Well, Holmes,’ said Lestrade, ‘What do you make of this?’  As he approached and leaned over the eviscerated body to get a better look, I saw a flash of horror and disgust pass across my partner’s steely grey eyes, a look I had never seen before, but would most unfortunately see again all too soon.   
 
      
 
    The left arm was placed across the left breast.  The legs were drawn up, the feet resting on the ground, and the knees turned outwards.  The face was swollen and turned on the right side.  The tongue was much swollen and protruded between the front teeth, but not beyond the lips.  The body was terribly mutilated and the throat was dissevered deeply; the incisions through the skin were jagged and reached right around the neck.  On the wooden paling between the yard of 29 Hanbury and the next, smears of blood, corresponding to where the head of the deceased lay, were to be seen.  These were about fourteen inches from the ground, and immediately above the part where the blood from the neck lay. 
 
      
 
    ‘Vile!’ exclaimed Holmes, ‘Obviously the work of a devil.  A mad devil with a thirst for blood.  His work is worthy of the Grand Guignol.40 By this time, Holmes was squatting down to more closely observe the victim’s left hand with his lens.   
 
      
 
    ‘I can see that a wide ring she has worn for some time is now missing, and it seems to have been ripped forcefully from her hand.  Has it been accounted for, Lestrade?’   
 
      
 
    ‘We didn’t take it, if that’s what you mean Mr. Holmes,’ replied the Inspector.   
 
      
 
    ‘Well, someone did.  And I assume you’ve had an officer take down that message he’s left you.’  He then pointed to what appeared to be a discarded piece of leather that was hung on the fence, not far from the body.  ‘And that apron hanging near the water tap should be gathered up as possible evidence as well.  It may have been left behind by the killer.’  
 
      
 
    ‘Message?’ asked Abberline in a puzzled voice.  ‘To what message do you refer?’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes pointed out a very faint set of letters scratched upon the fence near the body.  ‘I see no message in that,’ said Abberline.  ‘Helson!  Do you see any message there?’  It seemed rather obvious to me that both Lestrade and Helson very clearly saw the message, as did I, but seemed to have been cowed by Abberline’s disdainful tone into saying they did not.  Holmes brought out his own notebook and took down the message exactly as it was written.  That message -- verbatim -- ‘FiVe. 15 mOre and I give myself up,’ appeared in a report in the following night’s Evening Standard, (having come to them from ‘sources unknown’), but was also invalidated in the story as having had ‘no corroboration’ as fact. 
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    ‘No, Mr. Holmes, us simple policemen prefer to keep our feet on the ground and stick to the facts as we uncover ‘em,’ said Lestrade.   
 
      
 
    ‘Oh? And what might those facts be Lestrade, other than the obvious ones that are laying before us?’ Holmes asked.   
 
      
 
    ‘Well… there is a description,’ replied Lestrade.   
 
      
 
    ‘Let us hear it then, man,’ Holmes retorted.  Lestrade pulled out a piece of paper from his pocket and began to read aloud:  
 
      
 
    ‘Age thirty-seven, height five feet seven inches, rather dark beard and moustache.  Dress -- Short, dark jacket, dark vest and trousers, black scarf, and black felt hat.  Spoke with a foreign accent.’  To which Holmes replied, ‘Excellent work, Lestrade!  You’ve successfully eliminated a goodly seventy percent of England’s population!  Why, you’d be hard put to find even a thousand men in this neighbourhood to fit that description.’  That compliment, sardonic as it was, appeared to delight our friend Lestrade, from whom its true meaning appeared to have escaped.   
 
      
 
    ‘Just doing what we do best here, Mr. Holmes.  Detectin’ and inspectin’ as is wont of a good Detective Inspector.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Indeed,’ said Holmes, returning his gaze to the body.  ‘What physical details can you tell us of the crime, Doctor Phillips?’ he asked.   
 
      
 
    ‘I can tell you he’s a monster,’ was the reply.  ‘Of that I can assure you.  Apart from that, I can also tell you that this woman has been assaulted bodily, strangled, punched, throttled and it appears an attempt was made to cut off her head.  And on top of that, she’s been cut open at the abdomen and certain parts of her organs -- both internal and external -- have been excised… removed, and for all appearances have been taken away, though for what purpose, I cannot say.’   
 
      
 
    After a few moments of careful inspection of the corpse, Holmes said, ‘Well I should say, Chief Inspector, that by now it has become obvious to us all that we are dealing with a sequential murderer, and we must race the clock before his next fiendish attack.  It has been nine days since his last killing and if he stays good to that cycle, we haven’t much time to act!’  At that time, Doctor Phillips ordered a man named Marti41 to take snapshot photographs of the body, and for it to be prepared for transport in an ambulance by Sergeant Baugham to the St. George’s Mortuary in Cannon Street. 
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            The outer access door leading into the building from Hanbury Street 
 
      
 
      
 
    We filed out into Hanbury Street, where a crowd of morbid sightseers was still gathered round, as were members of the press.  I began to search for an unoccupied hansom, but Holmes suggested we walk a bit instead.  We were in view of Commercial Street -- the heart of Whitechapel -- which was already abuzz with talk of ‘the murders,’ the locals apparently having drawn much of their information from the newspapers as well as that peculiar wireless by which such people of the more impoverished areas of the city gather their news.   
 
      
 
    ‘Come, Watson, let us revisit the scenes of our crimes!’ he said with some enthusiasm, his grey eyes once again as bright and keen as rapiers.  ‘It is a capital mistake to theorise in the comfort of one’s armchair when there is so much to be gained by placing yourself into as close a simulation of the true circumstances in which the actual crime has taken place.  That is to include visiting the spot upon which it occurred, both at the nearest possible time to that of its occurrence, as well as in the harsh light of day.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘So it’s back to Buck’s Row?’ I asked.   
 
      
 
    ‘Not to-day, My Dear Watson.  Instead we must visit some locations in which a number of other women have had various outrages inflicted upon them.  That graffito scratched into the fence back there confirms everything I’ve been thinking since the second attack on the 28th of March.  But to which of the other six crimes does that message refer?’   
 
      
 
    ‘Six!  But Holmes, even if the message were true, there should only have been three other murders, apart from the Polly Nichols killing.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Exactly, Watson.  Just so.  But there has been a total of seven assaults -- not all of them murders -- since Boxing Day of last year that all fall under the same modus operandi we have seen here to-day, and also last week in Buck’s Row.  If we are to take our killer at his word, we must winnow out which of those attacks he did not commit so that a trap can be set.’   
 
      
 
    ‘A trap, you say?’  
 
      
 
    ‘Yes.  And a very sturdy trap it must be.  This is a most dangerous prey we hunt.’   
 
      
 
    ‘After what we just witnessed in that yard, Holmes, I pray that the hunters do not become the hunted.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Fear not, Watson, this trap -- or at least the first of them -- will be set and sprung from the safety of our rooms in Baker Street.  I shall use my old time-worn ruse of advertisement in the agony columns of the Gazette.42 As you well know, they are my favourite covert for putting up a bird, and I would not miss a shot at such a vulture as this bloodthirsty butcher of women.  Come along, Old Chap!  It’s a short walk down Commercial Street to our first stop at White’s Row.  Are you equal to the task?’ he asked -- a fair question given my probable pallor resulting from the savagery we had witnessed inside the gate of Number 29 Hanbury Street.  
 
      
 
    ‘More than equal!’ was my reply.  ‘A quiet stroll through the city would be just the thing, after the horrors of that abattoir.’43 
 
      
 
    We walked back down to the end of Hanbury Street and past the bustling Spitalfields Market, traversing the streets of Whitechapel on foot.  Our first stop was in front of a building at Number 8 White’s Row, where an unfortunate named Annie Millwood had been attacked in the street.  She had suffered numerous stab wounds to the legs and torso delivered by a stranger with a clasp knife, but had survived the attack.  We could not, however, interview her, for on the 31st of March, she had collapsed and passed away in the back yard of the building while ‘engaged in some occupation’ as we were told.  Coroner Wynne Baxter had headed the inquest in April, and had attributed her death to ‘sudden effusion into the pericardium from the rupture of the left pulmonary artery through ulceration.’ Thus, the death was, quite unbelievably, from natural causes, and therefore considered by Doctor Baxter to be unrelated to her vicious attack that had taken place over a month before.  
 
      
 
     After speaking with some of the locals and neighbours of the victim, Holmes had his doubts about this crime being the work of the man who had committed the Buck’s Row and Hanbury atrocities.   
 
      
 
    ‘It is uncertain if the fiend that murdered those other women was at the back of this attack, Watson.  I am inclined not to think so, mainly because it seems to have been a random stabbing with a clasp knife, and also because the victim lived to tell the tale.  And so it would appear that we may have already narrowed the possibilities for the other attacks down to six, and I could already have one of the answers I need.  Besides this assault on Annie Millwood, at least one more of them must not have been committed by our monster, if his message is to be taken at face value.  All we need do now is to determine which one that might be.  Then the game, as they say, will be afoot.’44 
 
      
 
    We spent the rest of that afternoon visiting other sites of recent attacks and killings of unfortunates around Whitechapel, with a stop for a meal at a local public house known as The Ten Bells.  The pub was located directly opposite the Spitalfields Market on Commercial Street.  It was by no accident, as it turned out, that Holmes had chosen that place as our rest stop.  I quickly determined it to be a hot-spot for the local men to enjoy a pint or a spirit while selecting a female to accompany them in various acts of debauchery-for-pay.  There were even some men -- I hesitate to refer to them as gentlemen -- who appeared to be acting as agents for some of the more desirable women, and by ‘desirable’ I mean not exceedingly filthy, not too lice-ridden, not extremely undernourished and having a large percentage of their teeth remaining intact.  One such woman, whom I later discovered to be named Mary, or Mary Jane, appeared to be doing a brisk business, having by my count had as many as three assignations over the course of the hour that Holmes and I spent there.  
 
      
 
    Once Holmes had extracted all of the information he sought from the patrons of the Ten Bells, we went back out into the overcrowded, vice-ridden streets of Whitechapel to continue our work.  The stranger in London who wanders away from the beaten paths and strays into the quarters in which the workers dwell is astounded by their widespread monotony, by the endless rows of brick houses broken only by the corner public-houses and more infrequent chapels which are scattered amongst them.  The air was thick with soot from the chimneys of nearby terraced housing, the effect of which was made worse by the nearby railways that further polluted the atmosphere.  After crossing Fournier and Fashion Streets, we then turned left down Flower and Dean Street.  We passed a number of businesses -- the blue livery of a butcher shop, a number of gin-shops, pubs and inns, tailors and boot makers.  There was a man selling pickled eels, cut up into what were known as Whitechapel Mouthfuls, fished up from the bottom of great brown jars, and devoured by the locals with avidity.  As we passed along the road, we saw brewers’ drays unloading, and I could not help thinking what hundreds a year Barclay and Perkins might save in the wear and tear of men and horses if they had just laid down pipes all the way from their brewery in the Borough and leading directly to Whitechapel.   
 
      
 
    As we turned right and walked down Brick Lane, Holmes discussed his opinions on the future of crime solving, and unveiled to me yet another implausible new theory he had dreamt up.   
 
      
 
    ‘Watson, I’ve an idea that someday in the far-off future, science will find a way to look back on earth with the ability to view events of the past, even as they take place.  In this way, any crime that has been committed out-of-doors throughout history might be seen from above just as it was occurring, and the culprit named.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Surely an impossibility Holmes.  What’s past is past, and there is no going back.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Not going back, Watson.  Looking back.  Do you remember our discussion recently when you insisted on lecturing me on the latest discoveries in the study of astronomy?’ 
 
      
 
    I did, of course.  And had been shocked at the time to discover how little of the universe, planets and stars my learned friend had known, or cared to know. 
 
      
 
    ‘You told me then that the light of a distant star we were viewing was actually an image from hundreds -- if not thousands -- of years ago, its light only just reaching Earth after travelling across an impossible distance.  I believe you also told me that the star in question might not even still exist to-day, but that the image that remains in our sky is that of the star as it appeared back when its light originally left its surface and started the journey across space,’ he reminded me. 
 
      
 
    ‘Quite so, as modern astronomers have discovered.  Sir Norman Lockyer’s view upon the subject is that the appearance of the stars is due to events which occurred anywhere from a quarter to half a century ago, during which period the light has been travelling to our earth.  Reflect for a moment that light travels at the rate of 186,000 miles a second, and then let those who have a taste for figures on an enormous scale do the multiplying for themselves.  The figures even for twenty-five years, instead of fifty, will no doubt prove sufficiently large even for their edification.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘And why then, Watson, could not that process be reversed with an ultra-powerful scope placed upon a far-off planet that could view images of Earth as it appeared in the past, and transmit those images back to our detectives?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Well… now that you put it that way,’ I answered, ‘I suppose if man could devise a method for doing so, and a way to travel faster than light to place the device upon such a planet, it would be theoretically possible.  But also highly improbable.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Improbable, yes.  But nothing is impossible, Watson.  We must imagine the future, and what it might bring.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘You are ever the dreamer, Old Man.  This idea of yours is even more far-fetched than your ‘mechanical blood-hound’ theory.’  
 
      
 
    I was of course referring to his earlier dream of creating a scientific device that would use ‘microscopic elements left behind’ to detect traces of a criminal’s presence in the manner of a sleuth-hound, even months or years after the fact.  Holmes believed that one or more living people in a confined space which is afterwards closed up may leave behind them something human and yet invisible, which is sufficiently subtle as to be detected by a device of his invention.  I had had quite a good laugh over that one as well.   
 
      
 
    Presently, we arrived at the intersection of Brick Lane and Wentworth Street, where a barbarous attack had been made upon an unfortunate named Emma Smith.  At the corner near the cocoa factory, we saw a Whitechapel butcher standing in front of his shop, wearing his steel with as much satisfaction as a young ensign does his sword.  I was a bit taken aback by Holmes’ decision to approach him for information about the attack; a ‘Whitechapel bird’ and a ‘Whitechapel butcher’ were once synonymous phrases, used to denote a character the very reverse of a gentleman, but Holmes chose to interview this ‘knight of the cleaver’ all the same.  The butcher told us that the woman had ‘been treated outrageously by a little knot of three young roughs,’ and that she had died from her injuries four days later.  Holmes also enquired of the incident to some other people who worked and lived nearby, and was informed that it was the popular belief that Smith had been attacked by a local high-rip gang, probably for not having kept up her payments for their so-called ‘protection.’  Holmes was undecided about this crime having been committed by the Buck’s Row/Hanbury Street killer, due to there having been at least three confederates involved in the brutal assault. 
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    ‘I am not entirely sure whether to consider this to be the work of our monster, Watson.  If it is, he has apparently escalated from street misdeeds within a criminal fraternity and moved on to a very specific form of savagery after discovering his own predatory nature while operating within the group.  We do know from Lestrade that at least one of these men delivered the outrageous and profane coup de grace that eventually caused the woman’s death through the insertion of a blunt object and the use of it to rip her perinaeum, abdomen and peritoneum.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘The latter injury could set up peritonitis, which was no doubt the actual cause of death,’ I noted 
 
      
 
    ‘Quite correct, Doctor.  At Wynne Baxter’s inquiry, it was noted that her death certificate listed it to have been related to a coma induced by her injuries and exacerbated by peritonitis.  It appears that Emma Smith met a hideous and appalling end here in Brick Lane.  But there is one very compelling factor in this dastardly crime, apart from the way she was shockingly maltreated, and the frightful injuries that were of such a revolting nature,’ mused Holmes. 
 
      
 
    ‘And what is that?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘The fact that Emma Smith lived in George Street, a location that seems to appear more frequently in this Greek tragedy than one would attribute to mere probability or simple co-incidence.  I must give this matter more careful consideration once we have gathered all the necessary data.  As I’ve said many times, we must not theorise in advance of the facts.  And that brings us to the next location, George Yard, where another unfortunate was murdered.  And just behind where Smith and another victim had lived.’ 
 
      
 
    And so we moved westward down Wentworth, and we soon arrived in George Yard after no more than two minutes’ walk.  Holmes told me that a woman named Martha Tabram had been killed here exactly one month before, and had suffered injuries that were remarkably in line with those of the other dead women.  We went to the first-floor landing of the George Yard buildings, where Holmes pointed out that Tabram had been found dead with thirty-nine stab wounds in her breast, belly and groin areas. 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, Holmes!  I recall this incident from your having brought it to my attention the very day Joseph Stacey came into Baker Street for the first time.  The cruelty of the outrage was not lost upon me then, but in light of these details of the crime, I am more horrified than I was when you mentioned it that morning.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, Watson.  And with the similarities between the most intimate of locations of the injuries in both this and the Smith assault, I must conclude this to be the work of our monster, and one of the five that he referred to in his Hanbury Street graffito.’   
 
      
 
    Just then, our attention was captured by the loud whinnying of horses that were kept in the stable area behind the George Yard buildings, which were of such a squalid nature as to be undeserving of being called mews.   
 
      
 
    ‘Come Watson, we must examine the area for possible ingress and escape routes that might have been used by our monster.  Let’s try those stables.’ 
 
      
 
    We entered the dark area, which had the strong odour of animals and their spoor.  While we were looking around, Holmes took particular delight in caressing the massive head of a magnificent black stallion that was stabled among the ponies, traps and carts that were kept there by merchants, hawkers and costermongers. 
 
      
 
    ‘Good boy, Phaeton, and a lovely horse you are indeed,’ said Holmes, reading the horse’s name from a crudely engraved wooden plate over its stall, which also proclaimed its owner to be one Dick Murphy.  The plaque over the empty stall beside him declared that it had once housed a pony named Baron, whose owner had a quite unpronounceable surname.   
 
      
 
    ‘By the looks of it, that horse has been gone for a couple of weeks at the least,’ said Holmes, observing the lack of hay, the dry water trough and the spotless floor in the empty stall.  ‘Are you lonely without Baron over there anymore to keep you company?’ he asked the black giant soothingly.  Holmes showed a surprising affection for the stallion, and a certain degree of comfort near the massive animal that I found unusual for a man without a military background. 
 
      
 
    After completing his examination near the staircase in George Yard, Holmes and I moved on to the next site that required his inspection.  We headed south towards the Whitechapel High Street, and took it further westward in the direction of Mitre Square, where the first attack of the series had taken place on Boxing Day of the previous year, or so we thought at the time.  But I have changed my opinion since. 
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    After a ten-minute walk, we approached Mitre Square, a small, quiet tract that fell just within the City of London border.  Like a sleuth-hound on the trail of an escaped convict, Holmes made a bee-line to a narrow alley near the square.  He looked around and made enquiries to various men and women who lived and worked in the area, and after an hour of steady questioning, Holmes arrived at the conclusion that the supposed murder of ‘Fairy Fay’ had in fact never actually occurred at all.  
 
      
 
    ‘The murder was, in all probability, a story that had been passed along and changed so much in the telling that it no longer held any meaning, or more likely was the product of an over-imaginative journalist, who had used this oft-told street tale to increase newspaper sales.  ‘Well, that’s done it then Watson.  We have narrowed the possibilities for the other murders down to five, as the graffito specified.  But we must reconfirm that supposition by visiting the scene of one last attack in Mile End.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Just how far down Mile End must we walk?’ I asked, with some concern in my voice.  I feared that our final location for the day would be a bit too long a walk for me, with my injured leg starting to throb. 
 
      
 
    ‘I see that you are beginning to feel some discomfort, Old Chap; the old war wound acting up, I would assume.  We’ve walked enough for the day.  Let’s drum up a London growler and have a nice leisurely drive to our last stop for the day in Maidman Street.’ 
 
      
 
    We found an available trap, and as we drove down the Whitechapel Road and further into Mile End Road along our way to Maidman Street, we passed very close by the Buck’s Row murder site of Polly Nichols -- the first murder Holmes had been called into by Lestrade just eight days before, though it seemed much more time had passed since that fateful day.  As we rode along, Holmes remarked, ‘These murders will cause a hundred thousand Londoners to reflect upon what it must be like to have no home at all except the common kitchen of a low lodging house; to sit there sick and weak and bruised and wretched, for lack of fourpence with which to pay for the right of a doss; to be turned out after midnight to earn the requisite pence, anywhere and anyhow; and in the course of earning it to come across your murderer and to caress your assassin.’ 
 
      
 
    We continued our work, interviewing anyone willing to speak to us in the Mile End area, including a Miss Rose Bierman on Folkestone Road, who was a friend of the victim.  Through speaking to her and a few other neighbours of Ada Wilson on Maidman Street, Holmes ascertained that the victim had claimed to be ‘a seamstress and dressmaker’ at the time of the crime, but was much more likely to be of quite a different profession.  One knowing fellow told us, with a deep-meaning wink, that ‘she had been involved in a little “hanky-panky business.” ’  We paid a pot of beer for the information, without asking for any clearer definition of the colourful phrase.  Luckily, Ada Wilson had miraculously survived her attack, and we were able to locate and interview her about her frightful experience.  She told us that she had been in hospital for some time after the incident.   
 
      
 
    ‘The bloomin’ doctors thought it impossible I might recover.  But I was able ter give the Bottles and Stoppers a statement of wot ’ad occurred, and I also gave ’em a description of the bloody berk what cut me,’ she cried, using a largely unintelligible form of East-end argot. 
 
      
 
    ‘Tell your story again for the Doctor and me, Miss Wilson, if you please,’ said Holmes soothingly. 
 
      
 
    ‘ ’eaven and ’ell, I was abaht ter retire ter Uncle Ned, when I ’eard a knock at the front door.  I went ter answer and found a total Queen’s Park Ranger waitin’.  He demanded me bees and said that if I didn’t hand over the cash right away, he’d give it out straight and I’d ’ave but a few moments left ter live.  But I refused ter give ’im the Bread and Honey, and the geeza at once drew from ’is Lucy a bleedin’ clasp-knife.  ’e used it to stab me twice right ’ere in me billy-goat,’ was her cryptic account of the incident.   
 
      
 
    It was very difficult to decipher her full speech and what exactly she had said.  But knowing the actual story in advance from Holmes, who had himself learned what he could from newspaper accounts and his contacts within Scotland Yard, I realised that she meant to tell us she had been preparing for bed when she answered the door to a stranger that demanded money.  But when she had refused, the man reached into his pocket for the clasp-knife he then used to stab her twice in the throat, which still bore the scars of the fiend having left his leprous mark upon her. 
 
      
 
    She went on to give a description of what she called the ‘four-by-two’ that had attacked her on 28 May.  She described him as a man of about thirty years of age, five feet six inches in height, with a sunburnt face and a fair moustache.  She told us he was wearing a dark coat, light trousers and a wideawake hat.  
 
      
 
    And so, by six o’clock Holmes had all the answers he required for his plan.  We left the gloom of Whitechapel and returned to Baker Street to set the wheels of his trap into motion.   
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    “I was able ter give the Bottles and Stoppers a statement of wot ’ad occurred” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Later that evening, Holmes emerged from his study looking rather tattered and dishevelled, and I imagined for a moment that he had perhaps lost a tooth.  But he was none the less in high spirits as he proudly announced, ‘Well Watson, after visiting White’s Row to-day, I had the answer to which of the attacks had not been committed by our monster almost immediately.  And once we had determined the “Fairy Fay” killing to be nothing more than the stuff of a Grimm’s tale, I knew that I could use it as the bait for a trap that will soon spring upon our monster.’  
 
      
 
    I asked, ‘If you were so certain about Millwood in White’s Row at the outset, then why was it necessary to determine which of the others were not of his doing?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Simple, Watson,’ he replied, ‘Once he has begun to take the bait, I shall need more bargaining chips in my negotiations with him.  And besides,’ he said, ‘I am certain of nothing.  But in order to extract more data on our monster, and to draw him out, I have written up an advertisement to be published in the agony columns of the Daily Gazette.  Here is the text of that message.’  He handed me a slip of paper. 
 
      
 
    [it read] 
 
    The Maidman lass and George Twins met  
 
    where Hanb’ry crossed Bucks Row 
 
    You have FiVe done.  15 to gO.  The other two were mine, you know.  F. Tumblety 
 
      
 
    ‘This is the initial draft I’ve come up with.  Well, Watson, any thoughts?’ 
 
      
 
    I immediately noted the references to four of the attack sites we had visited earlier in the day along with Buck’s Row, with no mention of the ‘Fairy Fay’ murder nor the White’s Row knife assault, one of which Holmes had determined had probably not taken place at all. 
 
      
 
    ‘Excellent work, My Good Man!’ he exclaimed.  
 
      
 
    ‘As was yours.  Your limerick is worthy of Edward Lear.’45 I replied. 
 
      
 
    I then took note of his reference by street name to each of the five crimes he had attributed to his quarry based upon the graffito that was scrawled on the fence in Hanbury Street.  The ‘Maidman Lass’ referred to Ada Wilson, who had been stabbed and robbed in her home the previous March and had miraculously survived the ordeal.  ‘The George Twins’ would be the attack on Emma Smith, who lived in George Street, and the Tabram murder, which had taken place behind her home in George Yard, though they had occurred on separate occasions in April and August. 
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    “Holmes emerged from his study looking rather tattered and disheveled” 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘I am gambling upon the notion that mentioning the locations of his crimes and my use of capitalisation that closely mimics his own will call the infernal villain’s attention to my message at once’ he said. 
 
      
 
    ‘And well it should, Holmes.  The only flaw in your diamond,’ I pointed out, ‘is that there is no direct communication between Hanbury Street and Buck’s Row.  They do not intersect.  Rather, one leads into the other through Durward Street.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Quite so.  Exactly!’ said he.  ‘An impressive display of observation, Watson!  Very good indeed.  I never get your limits, Old Chap.  Is there no street unknown to you in London?  I shall correct that error at once.’   
 
      
 
    After some careful thought, during which he also reconsidered implying his responsibility for two of the murders on the off-chance he had been wrong about them, the final message to be published became:  
 
      
 
    The fair Maid, man and George Twins met  
 
    ‘tween Hanb’ry and Bucks Row 
 
    You have FiVe done.  15 to gO.  There was no Fairy in White’s Row.  F. Tumblety 
 
      
 
     ‘Much better!  But what of the name Tumblety?’  I asked.  ‘That’s an odd nom de plume.  Why did you choose it?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I was given the name by a friend in Scotland Yard as a viable suspect in some of the attacks in Whitechapel.  Chief Inspector Littlechild feels there is reason to suspect a man called Francis Tumblety, and he is as good a scapegoat as any for the crimes we now believe our monster did not commit, at least, for the moment,’was Holmes’ cool reply.46  
 
      
 
    ‘And what then, Holmes, if this Tumblety is the man responsible for all of these crimes?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Doubtful, Watson, as from all of the intelligence garnered by Wiggins and my Baker Street Irregulars around the night-clubs, doss-houses and gambling-dens that plague our city, this Tumblety appears to be an Irish-born American quack doctor with an affinity for the company of young men.  Very young men, as I’m told.  It is therefore rather unlikely that he should choose to assault and kill women, in my opinion.’  
 
      
 
    With my delicate Victorian sensibilities somewhat in disarray, I replied, ‘Well if he’s of that persuasion, he probably has a high disregard for women.  May actually resent them.  People from the lowest depths of society like that class of-’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes cut me off mid-sentence with ‘People like those from what class, exactly, Watson?  Do you automatically assign a moral value to a person based upon with whom he chooses to keep private company?’ 
 
      
 
    I gave an unintelligible mutter in reply and he continued. 
 
      
 
    ‘It might shock you to know, My Good Man, that prior to your marriage to young Miss Morstan, there were those within our circle of acquaintance that had assumed that you and I had perhaps-’  
 
      
 
    Now it was my turn to cut him off.  
 
      
 
    ‘What?  How on earth?  You can’t mean… preposterous, simply preposterous!’ I raved in the air.  
 
      
 
    After arranging with Mrs. Hudson for the letter to be delivered the next morning to the offices of the London Gazette for publication in the agony papers, Holmes headed toward the door.  ‘I’m going out for a bit, Watson.  I don’t expect to be back soon.  Go on home to Mary.  I’m sure she would be glad of having you back, and she may not be seeing much of you in the near future, for I fear that our lot for the next few days might lie in less pleasant places.  Go on, enjoy some time together.’  I fairly jumped at the idea. 
 
      
 
    ‘And so I shall, but please, do not tell me that you plan to be seen in public in such ragged attire.’  
 
      
 
    ‘Ah!  Thank you, old friend, for that is precisely the effect I was attempting to create in order to fit in with the crowd in Commercial Street.  If I don’t look the part, I might spoil my own game.  I shall contact you in the morning.’  And off he went into the night, carrying a filthy satchel over his shoulder, and I left the office very shortly thereafter. 
 
      
 
    Holmes entered the public house just after midnight and sat alone observing his surroundings and the people in the crowd.  The place was a-swarm with specimens of every low form of street life that was native to Whitechapel-by-night.  Of particular interest to Holmes were the unfortunates who, having been turned away by even the very worst of the disorderly houses, were forced to ply their trade by walking repeatedly past the building in a circuitous route that took them around the back of St. Botolph’s church, around Christ Church, Spitalfields and back to the Ten Bells, keeping in motion to avoid arrest for vagrancy.47 He ordered an absinthe, and sat enrapt as the publican performed the almost ritualistic preparation of the French narcotic spirit that had become all the rage in London of late.  It was, after all, the drink that would, in a few months’ time, be thought to have inspired Van Gogh to sever his own ear and then personally deliver it to his paramour -- a Parisian unfortunate.48 And it became Holmes’ theory that its use (or misuse) could be at the back of the murderer’s twisted motivations to kill.  It was therefore, he was later to insist, in the interest of science and for the benefit of the investigation that he should endeavour to explore its narcotic effects first-hand.  Knowing his weakness for poisoning himself with tobacco and other substances, the prospect of Holmes overindulging in such nonsense was extremely worrisome to me, not only as his friend, but also as his physician. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    “Still Life with Absinthe” – Vincent Van Gogh, 1887 
 
      
 
      
 
    By the time Holmes had had his fifth taste of the drink known informally as the ‘Green Fairy,’ it was well after 1 a.m.  His attention was drawn to another man who had entered the pub and was also partaking of absinthe.  Curiously, the man did fit the description read out to us by Lestrade at the Hanbury murder site, save the felt hat -- this man was wearing a hard black banded hat of the Wideawake variety favoured by men of Jewish extraction.  In all other respects, the man was almost exactly as Lestrade had described, though the beard was not quite as full and dark as that of the description.  And when Holmes saw the man eyeing the young woman we had seen earlier that day and had come to know was called Mary (the only similarity she shared with my beloved wife apart from her fair complexion, blonde hair and large blue eyes), he perked up and took notice of the two making what looked to him to be a business transaction.  When Mary left the Bells, the man followed suit, with Holmes the ragamuffin not fifty paces behind them after making a quick stop at the table where the man had been sitting.  And then, out of the door went another three men, all secretly trailing behind Holmes. 
 
      
 
    As the man from the Bells joined Mary on the street, the two began whispering and the man, carrying a black leather Gladstone bag in one hand, put his free arm around her waist, raising no apparent objection on her part.  She led the man down into a very dark area of Commercial Street, and then ducked into an even darker archway near Red Lion Court.  Holmes staggered up and took a spot not far from the couple and sat down with his back against the wall, appearing to be too drunk to continue walking.  As he observed the couple’s meeting, two of the three men that had followed him from the Ten Bells approached his perch, appearing not to take any interest in him.  But just as they were about to pass him, they suddenly pulled wooden clubs of the type commonly known as a ‘Penang Lawyer’ from under their coats and set upon him from both flanks like mad dogs.  Holmes took the brunt of the beating, for once he had gotten to his feet, I saw only one of his own strikes hit its mark -- a vicious peculiarly-configured arcing elbow smash which landed squarely upon the eye of one of his two attackers, tearing open the flesh around its orbit and fairlysplitting the man’s head open like a melon, appearing nearly to take the man’s eye from its socket. The ensuing commotion alerted Mary, who emerged from the archway shouting, ‘What’s up, Brummy?  Why the bull and cow?’ in a Welsh-flavoured Cockney accent.  
 
      
 
    Mary’s exclamation had the effect of suspending their assault on Holmes, and one of the men answered, ‘We were abaht to fillet your fish, but then this sucker decided to be funny and folla you from the balloon-car.  We thought it best to lay him out before we got the bees-and-honey off of your lemon-squeezer.’49 
 
      
 
    Indicating Holmes with a gesture of his chin, the second man said, ‘ ‘e’s done me head in, ‘e has!  Look at me skull.  It’s all splintered -- it feels like a bag o’ dice.’  Then, pointing to Holmes, ‘I first sized him up as a nark of the police, but it seems ‘e’s just an ‘ampton-Wick what’s had too much to tumble-down-the-sink!’ he said as he rubbed his bleeding wound.  
 
      
 
    ‘ ’im?’ The first one asked.  ‘ ’e’s no bottle-and-stopper, Sid.  More a babblin’-brook.  And operatin’ out of the Bells right in front of us?  Would you Adam-and-Eve it?  This cove’s got quite the set of cobbler’s-awls on ’im, ’e does!’  
 
      
 
    ‘To go with that bloomin’ ugly boat-race.  What’s ’e up to anyway?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘He’s well Scotch-mist, all Brahms-and-Liszt cos ’e’s been at the Green Fairy ’alf the night!  Watched ’im, I did,’ cried the other man.  The three of them were speaking in that peculiar, unintelligible rhyming patois that had developed and was used primarily in the East-end.  Much of the criminal element had adopted the coded speech in order to prevent them from being understood by police and outsiders.  With all the attention focused on Holmes, the man who had left The Ten Bells with Mary took to his heels and bolted in the general direction of the Spitalfields market, then vanished amid the labyrinth of small lanes which lie at the back of Brushfield Street.  
 
      
 
    ‘Right, that’s done it then.  He’s got off down the frog-and-toad,’ Mary said, emerging from the shadows and approaching Holmes, who was being held down by the men.  ‘Ye’ve done me boy’s head in and cost me me month’s Burton-on-Trent, ya bleedin’ tick!  Look at his bleedin’ mince-pie!  The four-be-two was just offrin’ me tom-foolery for me billy-goat.  You deserve a right Khyber kickin’, and you’ll be lucky they if they don’t break yer bacon-and-eggs as well.  Have a butcher’s-hook through his Lucy-lockets, won’t ya, Brummy?’  
 
      
 
    Upon this order, they wrenched Holmes’ coat open and the two scoundrels went all over his pockets with a rush, precisely as racecourse thieves do.  Each held him tightly with his other hand, and so jerked him about.  Brummy began searching his pocket-book for money, but found very little. 
 
      
 
    Holmes, normally a formidable hand in combat, would never stand for such an outrage to be put upon him, for under normal circumstances he can look after himself quite well.  But at that moment he was under the heavy narcotic influence of the drink and had been set-upon in surprise, then thrashed with fists, feet and cudgels.  This abuse had rendered him dazed and weak-kneed, and he was no match for two experienced man-handlers such as these under the circumstances.  And so it was at this point that I decided it was time to step out of the shadows brandishing my revolver.  
 
      
 
    ‘I believe that will be quite enough of that, Brummy!  And you as well, Sid.  Drop your weapons or I’ll shoot!’  Which they did, immediately. 
 
      
 
    ‘He’s gorra Lady-from-Bristol!’ shouted the one called Sid.  Their cudgels clattered to the cobblestones below.  
 
      
 
    ‘Now I must insist that you unhand my friend, at once!’ which of course, they did as well, and all three scurried off into the darkness, with Brummy shouting ‘Scarpa!’ and Sid crying what sounded for all the world like ‘Cheese-and-Ham!’ if my memory serves. 
 
      
 
    ‘Watshen?’ was Holmes’ first reaction, slurring my name in an absinthe- shoe leather- and hickory-induced stupor.  He was decidedly drunk.  ‘Why on earttth did you wait so long to shtop them?’ he asked.   
 
      
 
    ‘You mean you knew I had followed you from Baker Street?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Of coursh I did.  Why elsh would I have been ambushed so easzhily?  I thought they were your clumshzy footsteps coming up behind me.  After all, you’ve not been more than forty feet from me shince I got to Whitechapel.’  He belched. ‘You are a great friend, Old Chap, a greater ally a man could never be blesshed with, but I find your skills in covert pursuit badly wanting improvement,’ he said, holding up his index finger for emphasis.  At which point, he promptly fell over backwards.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XVIII: A STUDY IN ARGOT 
 
      
 
    9 September, 1888.  Baker Street 
 
      
 
    The following morning saw Holmes in poor condition, exhibiting a pallor that I didn’t like above half.  To call his appearance pathetic hardly expresses it.  He emerged from his bedroom quite later than was his usual habit, still clad in his blue dressing-gown.  He was quite a disturbing sight in the aftermath of the beating he had taken the night before in the darkness of Commercial Street, and the excessive ‘experimentation’ with the narcotic absinthe was having its revenge upon him as well.  His jaw was swollen, one eye was blue, and he walked, or rather, limped across the room to sit opposite me at the breakfast table.  I had never before seen him in such a bedraggled state, and would not do again until fourteen years later, when he matched wits with Baron Adelbert Gruner, the Austrian murderer, who would set his fighting bullies upon my friend. 50 
 
      
 
    ‘All right, Watson, don’t look so repulsed.  It’s not as bad as it seems.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘You did yourself no good last night, you know,’ I said with a slightly condescending tone.  ‘Have something to eat.  You need it, after drinking that swill like a fish the way you did and the kicking those men gave you afterwards while you were three sheets in the wind.’  I pushed the plate of biscuits and salty bacon I was eating across the table towards him.  He made a face and pushed it back to me. 
 
      
 
    ‘Just a very strong cup of tea will be fine this morning, Watson.  I need to awaken fully before I could even think of eating anything, and I’m still feeling a bit drowsy.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘It is truly miraculous that you are simply drowsy and not comatose from excessive drinking and your losing battle with those two ruffians,’ said I, filling his teacup with steaming Earl Grey. ‘And all of it for naught.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘On the contrary, Watson.  The new hopes excited by the possible identification of our monster caused me to rise superior to alcoholic reaction.  It seems you did not observe the fact that I got in quite a good lick of my own.  And, though I did get level with at least one of them in the end, the intelligence I gathered last night was well worth every blow of the fist and smash of the cudgel my opponents managed to score upon me before scurrying off in fear.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh?’ I replied in a sceptical tone.  ‘And how, might I ask, did you arrive at such an unlikely conclusion?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I had to see for myself how the ground lay.  During my time at the Ten Bells, I was able to view the inner workings of that den of iniquity that preys upon the unfortunates.  Some of them, in turn, prey upon the men that appear to have more to offer than their normal fee, which is quite often less than the value of a loaf of stale bread.  They do this with the aid of accomplices that are commonly known as “fogle hunters.” ’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Pitiful!  Disgusting!  Predators, the lot of them!’ I exclaimed.  ‘But all of that could have been ascertained by simply reading the Times, Gazette or Family Herald.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh, I quite doubt that what goes on in and around the Ten Bells would be a subject one might read about in the Herald, Watson,’ he said, rubbing his contused ribs and wincing in pain.  ‘We are, after all, under the rule of Her Majesty, Queen Victoria.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘In any case, Holmes, it was quite the providential decision I made to follow you into Whitechapel last night.  Lord knows what would have become of you had I not.  You might have been hard put to hold your own against those men,’ I said, rather fishing for a display of some form of gratitude from my friend. 
 
      
 
    ‘Indeed Watson.  Although I was by no means what an ordinary Englishman calls drunk, it was jumpy work dealing with those ruffians, and had you not moved in when you did, I was quite prepared to thrash the hides off the two of them so badly, I might’ve stood in the dock for my actions.  But thanks to you, the situation was brought to a peaceful conclusion with minimal violence.  It did, unfortunately, allow the subject of my surveillance to escape in the confusion, however.’ 
 
      
 
    Before I could object, Holmes went on.  ‘Between the information I received by listening to the three of them in conversation and having gotten so close to the culprit as to note the horse shoe tie-pin, gold chain and red jewel he wore upon his frock-coat, I’d say it was quite a productive night.’  His hand went from his ribs to his jaw as he spoke. 
 
      
 
    ‘But surely, Holmes, you can’t mean that you were able to understand any of what the three of them were saying.  It was pure gibberish, worthy of the Jabberwocky on Brillig morning!’51 
 
      
 
    ‘Ah yes, but no slithy toves they,’ he replied with a painful smile.  ‘Watson, you know me to be a student of the criminal element as well as of language, and this was a situation that called for both.  What they were speaking last night is known as Cockney Rhyming Slang.52 It has been in existence for many years, though it is gaining much more popularity these days in the East-end.  You may remember we had a bit of it from the Maidman lass as well.  The criminal element uses it as a manner of encrypting their words so that they cannot be understood by those outside their circle.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Fascinating, Holmes.  Would you mind then translating what was said?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Certainly, Watson.  Let us begin with Mary’s first comments upon being disrupted in her assignation.  Her words were “what’s the bull-and-cow?” or something to that effect.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Exactly!’ I cried.  ‘Nonsense!’   
 
      
 
    ‘Not complete nonsense Watson.  You see, the dialect is based upon the use of phrases that rhyme with the word that is actually wanted.  Thus “bull-and-cow” is a way of saying “row” or altercation.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I see.  Quite clever actually.  But what of the rest?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Well,’ replied Holmes, ‘The one called Brummy referred to me as a “Hampton Wick” and then said I’d had too much to “tumble-down-the-sink.” ’ 
 
      
 
    ‘To drink!’ I ejaculated excitedly. 
 
      
 
    ‘Exactly, old chap.  So you can decipher the rest on your own now?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Hardly,’ I rejoined.  ‘Tell me more, and I may repay you in kind by attending to your injuries.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Capital, Watson!  So, as I was saying, after satisfying themselves I was no “bottle-and-stopper” -- a copper -- they deemed me to be a member of their own ilk -- a “babbling brook,” or crook, operating in their territory.  Is it starting to hang together for you yet?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Carry on,’ was my reply.  He then went on to translate the remainder of their dialogue for me as follows: 
 
      
 
    ‘Would you Adam and Eve it?’ meant ‘would you believe it?’  The ‘ugly boat race’ comment referred to Holmes’ face.  Both ‘Scotch mist’ and ‘Brahms and Liszt’ were rhymes for a vulgarity that was used to mean ‘drunk,’ and ‘cobbler’s awls’ was no better.  ‘Mince-pie’ was Sid’s eye.  Mary’s remark about her client having gone down the ‘frog-and-toad’ meant that he’d escaped down the road, and that Holmes’ antics had cost her what she called her ‘Burton-on-Trent,’ or ‘rent’ -- a rarity for an unfortunate to have to pay, as the majority of them had to sleep in doss-houses, the extremely squalid and filthy dormitories that were leased out on a nightly, and sometimes hourly basis to those poor indigents and mendicants that could even afford them.  They were revolting, disease-ridden nests for rodents, insects and all manner of vermin.  Mary, with her youth and relative beauty, must have been able to afford a flat or bedsitter of some sort, perhaps with a husband or companion.  ‘Khyber’ was undoubtedly a reference to the Khyber Pass area of Afghanistan, a place all too familiar to me as a battleground near the Maiwand campaign I had so recently returned from.53 A large number of men from the East-end had also served and died in those battles of the second Anglo-Afghan War, and so it was logical that survivors might retain the place’s name in memory and use it in their street vernacular.  But in this case, ‘Khyber Pass’ was being used in reference to a part of the anatomy that needs some little editing to soften it in terms of real life.  Similarly, it followed that ‘bacon-and-eggs’ meant ‘legs,’ ‘butcher’s hook’ stood for ‘look’ and ‘Lucy lockets’ were ‘pockets.’ I had to admit, it did make a certain unorthodox sense when looked upon with the logical analysis that was Holmes’ specialty.  But the piece of information he had found to be of the most value was gleaned from the phrase used by Mary in her vitriolic upbraiding of my friend.  She had referred to her customer as ‘the four-by-two’ and said that he had offered her ‘tom-foolery,’ or jewellery, for her ‘nanny goat’ -- throat -- (or was it ‘billy-goat’?  Holmes, quite surprisingly, could not remember, nor could I at the time).  In any case, the phrase told Holmes that she had been offered a necklace for her services by a man she believed to be Jewish, which fell into line with the descriptions given by Lestrade and the Maidman Street victim. 
 
      
 
    ‘If he was in fact our monster, we’ve corroborated the descriptions given by both Ada Wilson and Lestrade at the scene of the Nichols murder.  And indeed, I can now improve upon those descriptions.  I now know him to be a user of absinthe, and that he wears expensive-appearing jewellery.  That must have been what tempted our little ring of dodgers.  And, undoubtedly, Watson, from your vantage point in the Ten Bells, you would have noticed that I collected his drinking glass just before I followed the pair outside.’ 
 
      
 
    I had not, and my puzzlement must have been apparent, for he went on to explain why he had collected the glass. 
 
      
 
    ‘As you know, I am something of an expert on the study of finger-marks.  The smooth surface of a glass is very receptive to the transfer and retention of the marks left by the unique patterns we all carry upon our fingers.  This is a scientific pursuit that is being pioneered by Sir Francis Galton, the cousin of Charles Darwin.’54 
 
      
 
    Holmes went to his satchel and retrieved the drinking glass which, wrapped in a piece of waxed paper, had miraculously survived the violence of the previous night and had remained quite intact.  Carefully unwrapping it and grasping it lightly around the rim of its base from beneath, Holmes held the glass up to the light and eyed the visible finger-marks upon it with apparent surprise and curiosity.  ‘By Jove, look at that!’ He then rushed into his laboratory with it, and in a few moments I heard shouts of ‘Good Lord!’ and ‘Alea Iacta Est!’55 through the wall. 
 
      
 
    When he emerged a few minutes later, there was a glow of pleasure on his large, expressive face which bore a flush of such enthusiasm as the botanist feels when he packs the rare plant into his tin knapsack, or the astronomer when the long-sought comet first swims into the field of his telescope.  He excitedly cried, ‘We are gaining upon him, Watson!  I’ve got hold of one end of the string!  It won’t take us long now, by the Lord Harry, it won’t!’ 
 
      
 
    That statement was one of the very few incorrect deductions I can attribute to Sherlock Holmes, even all these years later.  And it continued to pain and haunt him for many years that he had come so close to ending the Autumn of Terror that very night.   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XIX: ENTER THE DYBBUK 
 
      
 
    11 September, 1888.  40 Berner Street 
 
      
 
    It was a dull September morning in Berner Street and heavy rolling fog-wreaths lay low over the wet gray roofs of the East-end houses.  Down in the long brick-lined streets all was sodden and greasy and cheerless.  The man sat in a shining leather armchair at his desk in the club-house, drinking ginger beer from a bottle.  Upon the wooden desk were stacked a variety of newspaper clippings dating back from 26 February, 1888 - the day after Annie Millwood was attacked in Spitalfields.  There were also copies of The Times, the London Gazette, the Jewish Chronicle, the Arbeiter Fraynd 56 and other newspapers from that day as well as from 29 March - the day after Ada Wilson was stabbed in the throat in Maidman Street.  There were yet more clippings from 8 August, 1888, which reported the brutal murder of Martha Tabram in George Yard, and another about a man named John Pizer, who had been arrested and released in connection with the Hanbury Street murder.57 All of them well-worn and dog-eared from having been pored over extensively.  Also on his desk was a small diary, written in Hebrew, Russian and Polish. 
 
      
 
    But on this day, his reading material of choice was the Agony column of the Gazette, where his eye was attracted by a message from one F. Tumblety. 
 
      
 
    23. -- Tuesday, September 11, 1888 
 
    The fair Maid, man and George Twins met  
 
    ‘tween Hanb’ry and Bucks Row 
 
    You have FiVe done.  15 to gO.  There was no Fairy in White’s Row.  F. Tumblety 
 
      
 
    As he read, his young wife, who was six years his junior, entered the room.  “Absorbed in the English papers again, lyubov moya?” she asked in her native Russian.  “What does it say today?” she inquired, as she herself was illiterate in the English language, only able to speak a few words and phrases, but unable to read at all.  In her own native language, however, she was highly educated for a woman of her tender years.  Because of her inability to communicate in the language of her newly-adopted country, she was forced to work as a cap-machinist – a lowly profession for someone of her intellect and education. 
 
      
 
    “Just the typical rubbish, zolotse,”58 he replied, folding the paper and laying it down amid the others.  He gathered them up and put them back into the drawer of his secretary, just on top of his treasured copy of Beeton’s Christmas Annual magazine, with its featured story, Dr. John H. Watson’s account of the adventures of Sherlock Holmes - “A Study in Scarlet.” 
 
      
 
    He knew there could be no one else at the back of this agony column than Holmes himself.  Though I have no proofs that he is involved in the case, I must now assume that he is.  And he has obviously understood my tribute to “Rache.”59 Let us see what he is to make of my reply. 
 
      
 
    It was a large and lofty room in which the man found himself.  The carpet was so soft and thick that it made no sound as he walked across it.  The two gas jets were turned only half-way up, and the dim light with the faintly aromatic smell which filled the air had a vaguely religious suggestion.  Two sides of the room were taken up with books, fat and sombre, with broad gold lettering upon their backs.  He went to the bookshelf, which was filled with many works of literature and scholarly tomes that included Moby Dick, An Atlas of Anatomy, The Complete Works of William Shakespeare and a bible of the Eastern Liturgical Clergy as well as the King James version.  From among the multitude of volumes, he pulled down a book by Henry Benjamin Wheatley entitled Of Anagrams.60 Taking up pen and paper, the man began to compose his response, but it was not to be intended for the agony columns. 
 
      
 
    “Will you be late coming home from the market tonight, lyubov?  I worry that you work too much, with the affairs of the club and the Cause, and then traveling each night to Westow Hill or Spitalfields.  How can you function on so little sleep, and with so little rest?” she asked with loving concern.   
 
      
 
    “You know we came to this country for a very specific reason, and I’ve an important job to do here for the Prince.  But I must also provide for the family while we are here,” he replied.  “The jewellery will not go out and sell itself.”   
 
      
 
    “If only it could,” she said.  “Travelling in jewellery is far beneath your station.  Your place is in front of a legion of soldiers, not peddling cheap trinkets in the market.  I cannot rest at night, knowing you are driving that cart through these dark streets, coming home so late at night.  How can the pony even see?  The nights in this country are black like tar.”   
 
      
 
    “I must do it, zolotse, if not for us, then for little Isaac.  You know that the son of a Russian Jew stands no chance to succeed in this racist country.  But that will certainly change.  I will see to that.”   
 
      
 
    “But your son needs you here.  He has nightmares when you are away.  You have poisoned his mind with your tales of the Dybbuk. 61 He fears it will take us away and kill us with its sharp dagger, then drink our blood,” she said.  “He believes it is real.”   
 
      
 
    “The Dybbuk IS REAL!” he shouted, and alarmed her.  Then, his voice suddenly changing to a soothing tone, “But he needn’t fear it.  Nor should you.  I shall always stand between you and the Dybbuk.  Besides, you’ve committed no sacrilege that would invite his wrath upon you.”   
 
      
 
    “And now, you are frightening me,” she cried. 
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 CHAPTER XX: MIXING MARTIAL ARTS 
 
      
 
    12 September, 1888.  Baker Street 
 
      
 
    I arrived at Baker Street mid-morning, and was greeted at the door by Mrs. Hudson, who exclaimed, ‘ ’e’s at it again Doctor!  Oh how I wish you were still livin’ ’ere.  Since you’ve left, ’e’s spendin’ more time destroyin’ things and doin’ ’imself and others ’arm!’   
 
      
 
    I entered the sitting room and heard through the wall the sound of what seemed to be a battle of life-and-death going on in the next room.  Instead, I found Holmes engaged in sporting combat with his old comrade McMurdo.  They were wearing oddly padded leather mittens, of the sort boxers would wear, but with separate, articulated fingers, bathed in sweat and happily smashing away at each other.  I worried that he might re-injure the ribs I had so carefully wrapped with a poultice just three days earlier.   
 
      
 
    ‘Now, now, Holmes, none of that Japanese stuff!  It’s strictly Marquis of Queensbury rules with me.  Save that other stuff for Eddie Barton.’62   
 
      
 
    ‘You needn’t fear my cheating, McMurdo, I didn’t need it when I beat you in Alison’s rooms on the night of my benefit, and I don’t need it now.’ -- all of the previous dialogue by both was crisply punctuated by gloved punches, scudding through the air, some finding their marks.   
 
      
 
    ‘You’d do well picking up some of those tactics, my friend,’ said Holmes at the break.  ‘You see, McMurdo, the Oriental is decades ahead of the Occidental in terms of empty-handed combat.  I’ve seen Chinese sailors half your size absolutely decimate much larger “dock rats” in dockyard fights at the St. Katharine Wharf using a simply amazing form of pugilism.  And it’s common knowledge that between spates of decadence and debauchery, the poet Lord Byron commissioned a Japanese pugilist to come and train him in England at the turn of the century.63 Thankfully, he left us some written records on what he learned, and you can also thank him for the design of these gloves.  I have managed to put together quite a collection of instructional literature on various forms of scientific fisticuffs over the years, and have often used the lessons learned in the brutal realities of hand-to-hand combat as a sounding board for my investigative tactics.  In my experience, a direct line can be drawn between the outcome of dealing with the oncoming force of a punch or kick with intelligence versus force, and the outcome of an investigation using one’s intellect, reasoning and deduction as opposed to the more bull-headed approach taken by some of my friends at the Yard.  I believe that principles and truths that appear in their most primitive form during adversarial physical situations can have implications on investigative technique.  Deflection, redirection, capitalizing on the opponent’s mistakes and using them against him apply equally to mortal combat and crime-solving, which is itself a form of mental combat.  As a matter of fact, I am presently writing a small monograph upon that very subject myself.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Judging from the look of that eye and jaw of yours, I’d say you’d do better sticking to gardening, Holmes,’ replied McMurdo with a chuckle. 
 
      
 
    Ignoring the barb, Holmes said, ‘I’ve a guest coming shortly that I suspect will help me clarify my point.  Let us break for tea, and if you’ve the time, I’ll introduce him to you.’ 
 
      
 
    I called for Mrs. Hudson to bring us our tea, and Holmes sat shirtless as he towelled off the sweat that continued to pour off of him, even minutes after the match had ended.  He was lean -- far too lean for my liking -- but had exceptional strength, which was evidenced by his long, muscular arms and sinewy back, whipcord taut, and without an ounce of fat upon it.  His latissimus dorsi fairly rippled each time he reached for his cup.  The door-chime sounded, and Holmes said, ‘But here, if I mistake not, is my invited guest, considerably before his time.’  Presently, Mrs. Hudson entered, and in a hushed tone, speaking into the palm of her cupped hand held with the thumb to her cheek, announced our visitor.   
 
      
 
    ‘It’s an oriental gentleman, Mr. ’olmes.  Name of Lou.  Odd name, that, for a Chinaman,’ she whispered.   
 
      
 
    ‘Show him in at once, Mrs. Hudson.  And it is Leu, Mr. Henry Leu.’ 
 
      
 
    After some formalities of introduction and conversation, partially conducted in Leu’s native Mandarin dialect of Chinese, McMurdo was fairly champing at the bit to have a go at young Henry, the friend of Doctor Michael Braeden who had been our ally at the Polly Nichols murder scene and inquest.  For his part, Leu was unassuming and friendly, describing in some detail the combative art he had specialised in since his early childhood, and had honed to perfection during his time as a police detective in China.  He called it Yong Chun, and explained to us that it had been invented initially only about 225 years before, by a woman from whom the art had been given its eponymous name.  He went on to explain that it had its roots in the Canton province of his homeland, and that it was therefore also known as Wing Chun in the local Canton-ese dialect.  He gave us the basic principles of the art in a nutshell, performing dance-like physical routines that included an odd sort of short punching that actually sizzled through the air, open-palm striking, elbows, knees, palm-edge chops and kicks.  In one motion, it appeared to me that he would also use a butt of his head to attack the opponent, which he indeed confirmed was one of the actual applications of the hypnotic motion, unlike any I (or Holmes I believe) had ever seen up to that point.  McMurdo, on the other hand, was having none of it, and wanted to see how this strange art could be applied practically.  Henry agreed, and they put on the gloves and stepped to the centre of the room, inside the white square that had been designated as the ‘Baker Street Gymnasium.’   
 
      
 
    At first, McMurdo seemed genuinely amused if not in total disbelief that Leu, three quarters his size and weight, would have the effrontery to step into the ring with him.  He made an initial half-hearted swipe at Leu, who responded with a simultaneous left palm-up parrying motion and right punch with the fist held vertically that hit its mark, landing solidly and directly upon the chin with a surprising force that snapped McMurdo’s head sharply backwards.  McMurdo then rushed at Leu, but the young Chinaman met him with such a facer that he momentarily dropped in a heap upon the ground before leaping back to his feet.  Holmes let out an audible gasp and as the fight progressed, began muttering phrases like, ‘Sheer economy!’ ‘Such fluidity!’ ‘Complete control of the centre!’ and ‘no visible retraction of the fist!’ under his breath.  From the layman’s point of view, it appeared to me it was McMurdo that was beating himself up.  Leu seemed only to be redirecting McMurdo’s force -- and growing rage -- back at his adversary, in effect borrowing McMurdo’s own power and throwing it back at him.  Before long, McMurdo the fighting bully had been reduced to McMurdo, the badly-bruised whipping boy.  After allowing the thrashing to go on somewhat longer than was necessary (or humane), Holmes called a halt to the match, and, albeit grudgingly, McMurdo had been won over to the oriental art of Wing Chun.64 
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    “It appeared to me it was McMurdo that was beating himself up”  
 
      
 
      
 
    After McMurdo had said his good-byes and scurried off, we sat with Leu for what must have been hours.  He and Holmes exchanged techniques and combat strategies, Holmes demonstrating his prowess in the Baritsu discipline, and Leu sharing ancient Chinese secrets of combat.   
 
      
 
    ‘I have proposal for you, Mister Sher-lock Holm,’ said Leu at the end of their discussion, pronouncing my friend’s name as if it were Chinese.  ‘It seem you appreciate my Wing Chun skill.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Indeed I do, Mr. Leu.  What is your proposal?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘An exchange of sorts.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I assume that for my part, I would receive the benefit of your tutelage in your unique form of close-range combat.  But what is it I might offer you in return?’ asked Holmes.  
 
      
 
    ‘Teach me the art of scientific criminal detection,’ said Leu.  ‘How you use this apparatus to evaluate evidence left behind by criminal.  The kind evidence that cannot be seen by naked eye.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘It would be my utmost pleasure to have you understudy me, Mr. Leu,’ replied Holmes. 
 
      
 
    It became clear that day that they had decided to combine their martial skills, and I even found myself trying out a few of the oddly named motions of the style in the ensuing months.  It eventually became clear to me that my endeavours into the Chinese culture might best be limited to the study of their antique pottery, although I fairly enjoyed dabbling in Leu’s esoteric fighting system, and some of the motions he taught me were to assist me greatly one day years later when Holmes and I would have a bit of a barney on our hands in a club on Berner Street. 
 
      
 
    He and Leu continued exchanging knowledge and techniques that day, but when Holmes brought out the cudgels, I knew it was time for me to take my leave.  As I was nearing the door, I overheard Holmes mention to Leu that he had always had a ‘natural turn for combative art,’ and that he was ‘a bit of a single-stick expert.’  What went on between them at that point is unknown to me, although I have enquired of Holmes repeatedly over the ensuing years without success.  But perhaps someday the true story will be told. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXI: THE HIGH-RIPPERS OF BERNER STREET 
 
      
 
    3 April, 1888.  Brick Lane and Wentworth Street 
 
      
 
    It was just after 3:30 a.m. in the early-morning hours following Easter Monday, 3 April, 1888.  Emma Smith, a forty-five-year-old mother of two who was forced to earn money to support her family through prostitution, was walking in Wentworth Street looking for a client.  As she approached the corner of Brick Lane, she noticed a group of three men that appeared to have been following her since she had passed Whitechapel Church.  She thought she might be imagining that the trio were following her, since she had had far too much to drink in the nine-plus hours since she left her home in George Street on Monday evening.  She crossed the road, and they did the same.  She continued walking at a brisker pace, which they matched, and when she reached Brick Lane, the three men surrounded her on the corner.  She was not initially frightened by the young men, for she was no stranger to physical altercation with members of the opposite sex.  
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    “Who are you, Sirs? What’s your gripe?” she said defiantly to the eighteen-year-old who stood directly in front of her.  He did not answer, but instead, she heard the manbehind her say, “Nay bother.  We’ll just take what we want.”  After that, she felt an arm pass under her left armpit and then reach behind to grab her by the nape of her neck.  She was pulled off-balance upward and backwards when the other hand of the man behind her covered her mouth and pulled her head back and held it tightly against his chest.  While she stood immobilized and unable to scream, the youth in front of her gave her a savage left punch in the eye, causing it to swell and close.   
 
      
 
    “Go on ’en, Samuel, give her a poke!” said the youth to the third man, who then stepped up and hit the woman in her other eye.   
 
      
 
    “She not will be seeing much of anything now!” said the youth gleefully.  The third man dragged the woman further back into the darkness and against a wall, where two of them savagely beat and raped the woman while the third man stood guard.  As the youth pulled out his folding jack-knife and brought it close to the woman’s crotch, the oldest one called Samuel cried, “Stop, Isaacs! You will kill her!”  Shaking with excitement, his lust still not satiated by the rape, the young man folded the knife blade closed, then inserted the blunt end of the closed jack-knife into her vagina and began violently and deeply shoving it inside her multiple times, shouting a series of obscenities at her in his native Polish. 
 
      
 
    The men had been working together for some time in various criminal enterprises.  One had a previous conviction for Indecent Assault back in 1886.  Two of them had met in the Whitechapel Union Workhouse, a labour camp, where they had both been sent for a month after taking part in a violent Socialist uprising.  After their release, the two friends joined a men’s Anarchist society, where they then met the third man, whom they had both come to idolize, and who helped to reshape their political views, criminal proclivities and predilection for violence, while using the club’s respectable image as cover for their illicit activities.  They subsequently formed a high-rip gang65 and not only victimized the already dirt-poor unfortunate women of Whitechapel, but also took part in a variety of petty crimes, which they perpetrated mainly upon those they considered their political enemies and rival gangs of thieves in the Gun Street Lodging Houses.  They had begun with church burglaries and arsons, and then moved on to smash-and-grab robberies, some of which were perpetrated upon members of the clergy from the local churches of Whitechapel, “bonneting” and eventually, home invasions and other more serious crimes committed against wealthier members of their club with whom they had political differences.  But on this night, they had decided upon a bit of diversion of a more brutal sort.  This was their first attack on an unfortunate woman as a group, but for one of the men, Emma Smith was his third such victim.  He had stabbed two other women on previous occasions, one in the legs and lower torso, and the other in the throat, though neither had died.  This was only due to the fact that he did not have the experience to know what it would take to actually end someone’s life.  But he was learning.   
 
      
 
    They emptied the contents of her purse and left Emma Smith for dead, bleeding in the street.  As they ran away from the scene laughing, the youngest of the three men proudly told his accomplices, “We are the ‘Berner Street High-Rippers,’ and my bloody Jack is king of Whitechapel!”  
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXII: BURNED AT THE STAKE-OUT 
 
      
 
    17 August, 1888.  Natural History Museum 
 
      
 
    One balmy autumn Friday afternoon, the wheels had been set in motion for Holmes’ trap to be sprung upon the man who was attempting to blackmail the Staceys.  Earlier that morning, another note for the Staceys was hand-delivered to the desk at Claridges by a young boy who had been paid to bring it to the clerk.  The description of the man who had given it to him was utterly useless, and Holmes had decided that we must catch him red-handed collecting the ransom payment.  The note gave explicit instructions on where and how to deliver the money. 
 
      
 
    Dear Catherine, 
 
    [it said] 
 
    I am ready to accept your most generous tithe this evening Please be good enough to bring it to the waterhouse building of the Natural History museum in Kensington.  Place one-thousand pounds in a bag and leave it inside the seventh archway under the sixth window at the top of the grand staircase in the central hall at Five o’clock sharp.  I’ll be watching from afar No trickery or you’ll get put through it for sure, so please don’t try any funny little games.  Good Luck.  
 
      
 
    Yours Truly 
 
      
 
    Rev. B. Budky 
 
      
 
    ‘What shall we do, Holmes?’ asked Catherine Stacey, wringing her hands, ‘We haven’t that amount of money to deliver.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Fear not, Mrs. Stacey, and meanwhile take my assurance that the clouds are lifting and that I have every hope that the light of truth is breaking through.  I have devised a plan,’ said Holmes with a confidence that was infectious.  ‘We will bait our blackmailer with a bogus pot of gold that will bring him out into the light of day.  I will then apprehend him at the end of his rainbow when he least expects it.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘How will we fool him into accepting the false remittance?’ asked Mr. Stacey. 
 
      
 
    ‘It will be quite simple, Stacey.  I will pose as you and go to the museum in your stead.’ 
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    “I have every hope that the light of truth is breaking through” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     ‘But Mr. Holmes, you look nothing like me, apart from your height,’ cried Stacey 
 
      
 
    ‘Appearance, Mr. Stacey, shall pose no problem to me.  It is all to the good that it is extremely unlikely he knows what you actually look like, save possibly having caught a brief glance of you from afar in Claridges.  It will be simple measure for me to personate you convincingly enough to bait the trap.’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes then suggested that we prepare a decoy parcel made up of four bundles of fifty pieces each, made of newspaper cut to the exact size of five-pound notes and stuffed into one of my old Gladstone medical bags that was up some years and I no longer used.  Each bundle would have two actual five-pound notes on the top and bottom, in order to appear to be real if the blackmailer were to look into the bag before Holmes could apprehend him.  ‘And if he does manage to slip out of our grasp, you’ll only be eighty pounds the poorer,’ he told Stacey. 
 
      
 
    And so, Holmes instructed us on our individual rÔles, and the scheme he had devised to trap our quarry.  Holmes, in disguise as Stacey in case there was anyone looking out in advance, would go to the appointed meeting place at the museum well before the time specified in the letter.  I would remain with Stacey at Claridges, following him at a safe distance to the museum.  Once inside, Stacey would enter the Central Hall fifteen minutes before five o’clock, displaying the bag prominently to anyone who happened to be nearby.  At three minutes before the hour, he would step into the seventh archway, where Holmes would be waiting, revolver in hand, for the culprit to arrive, and the arrest would be made. 
 
      
 
    Holmes had taken my old ‘British Bulldog’ pistol and, wearing Stacey’s frock-coat and hat, with a certain amount of oakum fibre66 used as padding to more closely simulate the younger man’s more stout physique, had gone off to the museum to lie in wait for his prey. 
 
      
 
    Leaving enough time for the trip to the museum, Stacey and I left Claridges at fifteen after four o’clock, and stepped out into Brook Street, leaving Catherine safely locked away in their rented rooms.  Stacey carried the bag full of newspaper and five-pound notes while I searched the road for an unoccupied four-wheeler, a rare commodity at that hour in Mayfair.  But no sooner than I had turned my head away from Stacey, I heard the sound of the blow of a club crashing down upon his head, followed by a loud outcry of pain and a groan.  Stacey slumped to the ground, and I saw a man running away down the road clutching my Gladstone bag under his arm like a rugby ball.  Another man was standing unfazed nearby, and did not appear to have seen nor heard what had befallen my friend, though he was nearly directly in front of him.  When I bent down to attend to Stacey, I felt the smash of a cudgel upon my head.   
 
      
 
    Momentarily stunned, I was unable to give chase immediately.  When I regained my senses, I caught a glimpse of the second man running off in the same direction as the first, and I ran after him as long as I could, but in my weakened state, and with my old war wound throbbing in pain, I was forced to abandon my pursuit, and so returned to find Stacey on his feet and recovering from the assault.  We looked at each other and nearly simultaneously said, ‘You’re bleeding!’ 
 
      
 
    ‘They’ve made off with our payment money!  How will we bring off the ruse now?  The blackmailer will never believe we were robbed in the street, and there is no time to create a new decoy bag,’ cried Stacey with anguish. 
 
      
 
    ‘I have an idea.  Quickly… Return to your room and grab hold of any bag that might hold money.  Fill it with a few pairs of stockings, spats, cravats, handkerchiefs or some shoe cloths -- anything available.’ 
 
      
 
    Stacey ran off, leaving me to wonder what misfortune had befallen us to have become victims to a ring of fogle hunters at just this most crucial moment.  The co-incidence of it all fairly boggled the mind. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, Holmes had been in position at the museum, concealed in the archway specified as the drop-place for the ransom money, but without the necessary decoy bag.  He checked his watch, and wondered where we were, and what could have delayed us.  As he stood considering the possibilities, he saw a hand reach around inside the darkness of the archway, apparently in search of the money bag.  As the arm reached in yet further, Holmes seized it and leapt out into the light, twisting the man’s limb into a painful Japanese wrestling hold that left the man unable to move, or to fight back.  
 
      
 
    ‘Hold it right there “Reverend Budky!” ’ cried Holmes. 
 
      
 
    The man, an older grey-bearded gentleman, well over sixty in a not over-clean black Astrakhan coat and who had been carrying a walking stick, began shouting and wailing in a foreign language, which Holmes recognised to be Yiddish.  He loudly cried out in that language for a time, then began shouting for police.  As museum personnel began to run up to the landing where this incident was taking place, Holmes realised that this harmless old man could not be the blackmailer he sought. 
 
      
 
    ‘What on earth is going on here?’ cried the museum’s security officer, a chiselled black man whose name was Sutherland. 
 
      
 
    ‘Just a case of mistaken identity, officer,’ replied Holmes as he released the man from his arm-lock. 
 
      
 
    The man began to sob and rub his shoulder, which Holmes had twisted well beyond its normal range of motion.  Sutherland attempted to comfort him as he assisted him to limp towards the Grand Staircase that led down to the first floor.  Stacey and I entered the museum, stopping momentarily to admire the huge Sperm Whale skeleton on display before continuing into the museum proper.  We all crossed paths in the middle, with Stacey and I bounding the stairs three at a time, scarcely noticing the odd incident taking place as we climbed.  We separated as we reached the landing area, and Stacey put it on thick, making a show of placing the bag just inside the appointed archway as instructed.  Holmes, who had returned to his position, heard our loud footsteps and noticed immediately that the bag Stacey put in place was not my old leather Gladstone that we had constructed earlier.  He emerged from the darkness of the archway and said, ‘This is not the doctor’s bag you were supposed to bring.  What has happened?’ 
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    Once I had given him the explanation, and before I could finish, he shouted, ‘We’ve been had!  Stacey, grab that man that went downstairs just as you arrived if you can find him.  He was the true decoy of the day, no doubt chosen by our blackmailer for a very specific reason.  But perhaps he can give us a bit more information about who instructed him to fetch the bag, and where they were to meet afterwards.’ 
 
      
 
    Stacey ran off down the stairs and towards the exit.  I was unable to assist, for the final burst up the Grand Staircase had taken the last bit of strength I had to give, and the increasing pain in my leg would not allow me any more running.  He returned minutes later, alone and dejected.  
 
      
 
    ‘Don’t look so downtrodden, Mr. Stacey.  It is only our foe’s little cock-a-doodle of a victory,’ Holmes said, with a bitter smile.  ‘I shall deduct eighty pounds from my fee when the blackmailer has been apprehended.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXIII: A LETTER TO THE BOSS 
 
      
 
    27 September, 1888.  Central News Agency, New Bridge Street 
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    On 27 September, 1888, a letter arrived at the Central News Agency, and was placed upon the desk of Thomas Bulling, the news agency’s chief editor.  Bulling believed the letter to be a twisted joke, and felt it was just another of many such letters written by crackpots and publicity-seekers that had been received by the Agency since the murders began in August. 
 
      
 
    It had been addressed to: 
 
      
 
    The Boss, Central News Office,  
 
    Central News Agency, 5 New Bridge Street, London, City  
 
      
 
    The macabre letter bore the EC postmark, indicating its having been mailed out from somewhere in the East-end the day before, and was written in red ink.  Its postscript was done with a red pencil, perhaps in an effort to simulate having been written in blood.  The harrowing script covered both sides of the paper, and appeared to have been written by the hand of a tortured man. 
 
      
 
    The letter was not the first that the agency had received that purported to be from the killer that week.  Another such letter had also been received on 24th Sept by Sir Charles Warren. 67  
 
      
 
    What would eventually become forever known as the “Dear Boss” letter was initially considered to be a hoax, but was nonetheless passed on to Scotland Yard on 29th September with a covering note from Thomas Bulling of the Central News Agency which read: 
 
      
 
    The editor presents his compliments to Mr. Williamson & begs to inform him the enclosed was sent the Central News two days ago, & was treated as a joke.  
 
      
 
    The police deemed the nightmarish and spine-chilling letter important enough to reproduce in newspapers and post bills of the time, hoping that someone would recognize the ghoulish handwriting.  A facsimile of the letter was first published in the Evening News of 4th October 1888, and thus the letter was made truly public, and so has been credited with the creation of the enduring pseudonym “Jack the Ripper.” 
 
      
 
    At the time, no one had made the connection between the name Jack the Ripper and what were known as “high-rip” gangs that plagued the prostitutes of the East-end, at least one of which had a member who enforced their “protection” payments from the unfortunate women with his trusty folding “Jack” knife. 
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 CHAPTER XXIV: “THE JEWS ARE NOT THE MEN…” 
 
      
 
    30 September, 1888 - International Working Men’s Educational Club - 40 Berner Street 
 
      
 
    The regular weekly Saturday morning meeting of the International Working Men’s Educational Club was called to order in the large first-floor gathering room by the club steward, Louis Diemschutz.  The club itself, a two-story barn- or boat-like wooden building was primarily a headquarters for Socialist/Anarchist meetings and activities, but the premises were also used for demonstrations, concerts and other forms of entertainment.  The club was spacious with a capacity of over two hundred people and had its own stage.  Here amateurs performed - mostly in the Russian language - plays by well-known Russian revolutionists, such as Stepniak.  On Saturday and Sunday evenings there would be an international gathering of Russian, British, French, Italian, Hungarian, Czech, and Polish radicals.  Members thought of the club as the “cradle of Liberty” for worker’s rights and emancipation from what they referred to as the British “Sweating System.”  There had been disturbances at the club in the recent past, at least once resulting in the arrest of two people.   
 
      
 
    Among the thirty-seven men present at the meeting that day were Morris Eagle, Israel Schwartz, Samuel Friedman, a man known only as “Gidleman,” Joseph Love, Isaac Kozebrodski, Phillip Krantz, who was also editor of The Worker’s Friend – the club’s Hebrew-language anarchist newspaper - and William Wess, who worked as an overseer in the newspaper’s printing office, which was located downstairs on the IWMEC premises. 
 
      
 
    After deciding that the subject of that evening’s discussion in the club would be “Should a Jew be a Socialist?,” the conversation turned to the general mistrust and unfair treatment of the Jewish community by Gentiles in the East End, which had long been an issue, but had been brought to a new level by the series of murders now being attributed to a man known only as Jack the Ripper.  Because so many of the eyewitnesses had been quick to point out that the man they had seen with some of the victims just prior to their murders was obviously a foreigner, and therefore likely to be Jewish, most of the men present had been experiencing even more racial prejudice than ever before.  Insulting cartoons had been appearing in the newspapers, with images and messages that ridiculed and degraded those of Jewish extraction.  This had, in turn, caused outrage and distress within their community, and made things even harder for them to survive and do business in the impoverished East End of London, where Jew-baiting and Jew-beatings had become commonplace.  
 
      
 
    In the meeting, the men spoke mainly in Yiddish, the only common language they had, given the fact that among those present, there were Russian, French, Italian, Czech, Hungarian and Polish men.  Some of the members had actually been born in Britain, but not everyone present was fluent in the language of their new country. 
 
      
 
    “The situation is getting out of hand, and the so-called ‘Jewish Emancipation Act’ has done nothing to improve matters.  Nor hasany action by the Board of Deputies, the Chief Rabbi, or the Beth Din.  We must use our own resources from within the community to put a stop to this.  If the killer is from among our ranks, we must root him out and turn him over to the police immediately,” said the old man they all knew simply as “Gidleman.” 
 
      
 
    “No, Gidleman.  This beast cannot be a Jew.  We are not the inventors, nor are we the barbaric practitioners of female circumcision.68 We all know who that is.  I have read of the details of his brutality, and no Jew could ever commit such acts of atrocity,” replied Krantz. 
 
      
 
    “Ha!” cried Wess, “You are putting forth the same argument that every Gentile uses to push the blame off onto the Jew.  They claim that no Englishman could be capable of the savagery seen in these killings of low-women.” 
 
      
 
    “Women?” cried Kozebrodski.  “Are they not whores?  Why dignify them with the title we use for our mothers, wives and sisters?  They’re nothing but filthy whores, the foul lot of them,” he spat in Yiddish. 
 
      
 
    “Here!  Here!” added Friedman. 
 
      
 
    “They may be whores, as you put it Isaacs, but they are also human beings, made by God, and as such deserve to be allowed to live their lives as they please,” said Morris Eagle.  Israel Schwartz, a Hungarian, nodded enthusiastically in agreement. 
 
      
 
    “Well, if the actions of this killer scares them away from this area, I for one will not miss them,” said the club steward.  “Their very presence in the nearby streets never fails to upset my dear wife.  She has led a very sheltered life in Russia, and is not accustomed to the harsh realities of the London ghetto.” 
 
      
 
    “I would not lament their departure either, Louis, but there is no justification for killing them.  If the man responsible is a Jew, he fails to realize that he is only worsening our plight here in England.  It has become nearly impossible to find work, and many Englishmen openly show their disdain for the bekishe, rekel and kapotteh we wear. 69 We cannot survive in this country if something isn’t done soon to improve race relations,” replied Gidleman, unconsciously rubbing his shoulder that still pained him from a previous twisting injury at the hands of a much younger man.  
 
      
 
    “I agree, and if there is one good thing to emerge from these killings, it is the awakening of some previously inactive members of the Jewish community to rise up and join us against the oppression that has plagued us throughout our history in this country and others,” said Diemschutz.  “So many of them were content to quietly fit in and merely accept being limited to whatever station in life the Gentiles would allow them to reach.  Now, that oppression has reached such a level that they have been forced to arise from their armchairs and fight alongside us for their God-given rights.  Look at Gidleman here.  He was one of those meek members of the community that was happy with the life he had, until this recent uprising against us forced him to join our club after the vandalism at his own home and what happened to his son.  As has also happened to so many others in the past few weeks as well.  Even to some of those Orthodox men who were so willing to violently rise up against us just two weeks ago on our Day of Atonement.  The recent growth of our ranks here speaks to the reaction of our people, although some, like that coward Sunshine, have chosen instead to oppose us and leave us behind when they are needed most.” 
 
      
 
    “That is true, Louis.  But I would much rather not have been forced to take up arms through necessity.  That message they painted on my front door, and the beating of my son was the last straw.  Something must be done now!” 
 
      
 
    “We cannot just stand by and allow our lives and our livelihoods to be destroyed.  In this current climate, if a Jew gets work at the docks,” Eagle observed, “he is so jeered and chaffed that he is obliged to give it up.”   
 
      
 
    “We may find at least some little solace in the fact that our own women remain much more modest in keeping their virtue intact, and so have not been targeted by the murderer.  Perhaps there is some higher justice being brought down upon the sinners of Whitechapel,” said Louis.   
 
      
 
    “Thank God we have The Jewish Association for the Protection of Girls and Women and The Ladies Committee of the Jewish Board of Guardians with Lady Battersea at the helm to watch over our wives and daughters,” replied Gidleman. 
 
      
 
    “Men, I can tell you all this, and we must make it known to the Gentiles,” said Kozebrodski, throwing his peaked cloth cap to the floor.  He then switched to broken Slavic-accented English. “The Jews are the men that will not be blamed for nothing!” he shouted.  He was correct - even if unknowingly or unintentionally so - the “Jews” per se were not the men at the back of the Ripper killings, and the men that were responsible would not, in fact, be blamed for nothing. 
 
      
 
    When the meeting was adjourned, most of the men stayed in the club to enjoy a night of festivity and the singing of traditional Russian and Polish songs as well as inspirational Socialist and Anarchist dirges.  Some went home, and the club steward left for his weekly trip to sell his wares in the Westow Hill market, in the area of London known as Crystal Palace.   
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXV: THE “DOUBLE EVENT” -- ACT I; “Long Liz” 
 
      
 
    30 September, 1888.  Dutfield’s Yard, Berner Street 
 
      
 
    The rain had nearly stopped, and the subsiding wind blew in fitful gusts.  Heavy masses of black cloud, like basaltic columns, were drifting away to the horizon, and the streets of Whitechapel were still damp at 12:15 a.m.  The gas shone dimly through the streaked and dripping glass of the street lamps, throwing little circles of light upon the glistening cobblestones.  The air was full of the sounds of the wind and the last of the rain, the thin swish of its fall, the heavier drip from the eaves and the swirl and gurgle down the steep gutters and through the sewer gratings.  At that moment, there was only one figure visible in the whole length of Commercial Road.  It was that of Elizabeth Stride, better known in the area as “Long Liz,” who was standing under an awning near the corner of Berner Street, looking for a client in order to earn her doss money for the night.  Various men out “Tot-hunting” leered as they passed her, but at this late hour, she had still not found anyone interested enough to pay her for her services until the arrival of a man who had ridden up and stopped his costermonger’s cart in the road just beside her, gazing at her intently.  He called out to her, and she walked to his cart and leaned over the seat and under the protection of the man’s umbrella to speak to him.  She did not recognise the man, but she was becoming desperate, and she asked if he desired her companionship for a sum of fourpence for the night.  The man accepted her offer and brought out a paper-wrapped parcel of grapes.  He offered her a stalk of the succulent fruit if she would wait for him to return, which she happily agreed to do. 
 
      
 
    “If you’ll just wait here for a bit for me to stable my pony, I’ve some lovely grapes for you to eat while I’m gone.  Would you like them?” he kindly asked. 
 
      
 
    “I would love them!” she said, her own voice still slightly accented with the melodic pitch of her native country of Sweden, although she had been living in England for over twenty-two years.  “I’ve not eaten in a very long time,” she said, eyeing the luscious grapes hungrily. 
 
      
 
    “And so you shall have them.  And much more.  But I must quickly go to the Temple for the other delicacies I have for you.  So you will wait for my return then?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes, for those grapes I shall wait,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Fear not, Milady.  For I will return presently.  Here is a small sample of what awaits you,” he said, handing her a single stalk of the precious fruit that had been wrapped up in newspaper.  She took it greedily and backed away from the cart and out of the road, returning to her spot on the sidewalk under the awning.  She immediately began eating them as he drove away, biting each one and sucking the sweet juices, then spitting out the bitter rinds on the ground.  As she wiped the drool and juice that had dripped from her mouth with the larger of her two handkerchiefs, she thought about the fact that the police had still not caught the man who had been killing the unfortunates of Whitechapel, and come to be known as “Jack the Ripper.” 
 
      
 
    “Never mind,” she thought.  “He seems safe enough.  A posh foreigner.  I’ll be well with him, what with that madman out hunting us girls.  And he is even going to give me more food.  God knows I’ve not had a proper meal in ever so long,” she said to herself as he waved at her and disappeared into the night.  “I just pray he doesn’t change his mind and leave me here alone all night.” 
 
      
 
    “Long Liz” Stride spent fifteen more minutes standing on the corner with the hunger in her belly growing, anxiously awaiting the man’s return before he came walking back from the direction of Batty Street to her right.  When he did, she was quite relieved to see him.   
 
      
 
    It occurred to her as he approached that he must live in that street, for it seemed he had to have stabled his pony and cart and then walked back to her location from that same direction after driving off fifteen minutes before.  As he came nearer, she saw that he was carrying the small parcel wrapped in newspaper that contained more of the delicious grapes he had given her earlier.  The man, who was of middle height and had the appearance of a foreigner, respectably dressed in a dark Astrakhan coat and a matching felt deerstalker hat, was holding the parcel out towards her.  Smiling broadly, he greeted her with, “Hello, My Queen!  I’m so happy that you waited.  I’d been searching for you all evening.  And now, here you are.  Please, won’t you have a stroll with me?”  She smiled in return, and said that she would. 
 
      
 
    He beckoned for the woman to follow him down to Berner Street, where it was darker and the couple could have more privacy.  They turned left on Berner and began to walk down the street, but she stopped a few yards down the dark lane to discuss her payment.  Unbeknownst to the man, a policeman on his regular beat was walking on Commercial Road and was also approaching Berner Street.  As they were speaking, Police Constable William Smith reached the intersection.  He stopped and looked down the darkened road, where he saw the couple standing on the east side of the road.  The man, whose back was partially turned, did not notice him, but Long Liz Stride, with an eagle eye when it came to law enforcement personnel, saw him in the distance over the shoulder of her new client.  
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Police Constable William Smith 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Zounds! If it ain’t that old mutton shunter Smith on the corner,” she thought.  “Well, if this bloke does turn out to be the Ripper, at least I know he’ll come a-runnin’ if I let out a scream.”  She giggled to herself as she pretended not to notice the young H-Division officer that had come along a few moments earlier, although she knew he had had his eye upon her while she was speaking to her prospective client.  But realizing that he, like PC Rumbelowe, pitied her and would normally close one eye to her activities in the area, she carried on doing business. 
 
      
 
    “Bees first, then honey,’ said Elizabeth Stride in a sing-song tone. ‘Fourpence, if you please, sir.” 
 
      
 
    “But, Your Highness,” said the man, “I’ve just come from the Marriage Market, and have brought you the finest delicacies that our fair city of Jericho has to offer.”  She looked at him in puzzlement, not understanding any of what he had just said to her.  Ignoring her baffled expression, he went on.  “Wouldn’t you prefer these?” he asked, plucking a packet of cachous wrapped in tissue paper70 out of the pocket of his overcoat.  She immediately forgot about his previous statement when she saw the sweetmeats he offered and was nearly delirious with desire for those treats that - to someone in her position - were akin to a royal feast.   
 
      
 
    “Come with me, Your Majesty,” he says, holding the sweetmeats and fruit just outside her reach, as he begins to walk backwards down Berner Street.   
 
      
 
     “Come on then Love,” says Long Liz, indicating the items that the man had been tempting her with as they walked, “let’s have ‘em then.”   
 
      
 
    “Certainly, My Queen,” he replies in a velvety, Slavic accented voice.  As she reaches out to accept the packet of cachous with her free left hand, he continues walking down Berner Street, beckoning her to follow him down the dimly-lit road.  She had initially thought this road seemed a perfect spot for an assignation, and had made a mental note to remember it as a good place to bring future customers.   
 
      
 
    When the couple nearly reaches the end of the short lane, he crosses the road towards an open gateway at Number 40 on the right and stops at the entrance to a very dark area of Dutfield’s Yard, where she can hear raucous singing and celebrating going on upstairs inside the building, which has a sign in front declaring it to be the International Working Men’s Educational Club.  The singing seems to her to be in a language that is not English - her own second language after her native Swedish.  She feels a vague sense of unease, and expresses her concern to the man.  To comfort her, he puts his arm around her shoulders, but continues to guide her across the road towards an open gateway.  With growing concern and discomfort, she stiffens up and resists entering the gateway.   
 
      
 
    “I say, you’re not becoming nervous, are you My Queen?” he asks.  “There’s nothing to fear here.  It’s quite secluded back there, and those men are so involved in their festivities, they’ll never even notice us.”  But even after this attempt to ease her initial reluctance to enter the yard, she ponders the words on the sign outside the building and suddenly realizes that she might be in danger, her street-wise sense of apprehension returning.  She tells the man she has changed her mind, and moves away from the gateway, walking off down the road to the corner, where she turns left onto Fairclough Street.  But the man follows her and stops her in front of the nearby Board School.  He puts his hands gently upon her shoulders and turns her back to the wall, then stands in front of her, leaning towards her with his right arm against the wall over her shoulder and his face close to hers.  Although he continues to attempt to persuade her to change her mind, she says, “No.  Not tonight.  Perhaps some other night.”  But, understanding the woman’s abject poverty, and knowing how hungry she must be, he pulls out another stalk full of sumptuous, sweet grapes, dangling them before her, just out of reach.   
 
      
 
    “But, Your Majesty, if you change your mind, you won’t be able to have any more of these lovely treats, nor any of the other fine foods that are awaiting you in the kitchen,” he says, handing her the remaining stalk of grapes,“and I’ll double your fee as well.” 
 
      
 
    The famished woman is unable to resist the idea of earning so much money at the end of her work-day, nor the overpowering desire for another taste of that wonderful fruit.  She agrees to return with him, and begins to follow the man back to the club from which she had fled earlier, eating the grapes along the way and spitting out the rinds on the road, then wiping her lips on the sleeve of her long black jacket.  As they walk, they pass a middle-aged man standing casually in the doorway of the public house a few doors off on the same side of the road as the club.  Not seeming to take any note of them as they pass, the bystander pulls out a clay pipe and some matches from his pocket.  As the couple reaches the area just outside the large gated entry that leads to the dark yard behind the club, the man suddenly uses his body to block the woman’s ability to leave with her back against the fence, and with his hand against it over her shoulder like he did before.  With both her hands now full of precious delicacies, she begins to weigh the possible danger she was facing against the wonderful sensation of having something lovely to eat.  As she considers her options, something the man says to her chills her to the bone.  And, street-savvy woman that she was, she finally realizes her better judgement that had been clouded by temptation was correct after all, and she decides to try and bolt with just the spoils she had gathered back to the corner where she had earlier seen PC Smith.  But before she can make good her escape, the man grabs her, first by the arm, then roughly by the neck and spins her around to face the open gates.  He jarringly shoves her inside by slamming his palms into the backs of her shoulders with great force, and she falls to the ground, dropping the grapes as she attempts to break her fall with her dominant right hand.  With the sudden realization that her life depends on her next moves, she starts to get back up onto her feet, making an attempt to cry out for help to two different men she had seen in the road; the one standing across the street and another she had seen walking up to the gateway, but before she can make a sound, she suddenly feels an iron grip around her waist and another over her mouth, preventing her from screaming.  As she is pulled further through the gateway, she feels her head being jerked backwards.  Her attacker looks back towards the road and shouts out to the bystander or to the approaching man a word she does not understand, then returns his attentions to her.  He reaches down to a black Gladstone medical bag on the ground just inside the gate and pulls out his ritual Chalef knife from beside an empty morphia phial and a syringe that were laying atop some other items.  He then brings a golden metal cup out of the bag.  With the cup in his gloved left hand, he places it with its base resting upon the upper part of her breasts as she struggles against the firm grip on her neck.  Unable to move her right hand, she makes a fist with her left, which she uses to strike at the man before her, the tissue-wrapped packet of cachous still gripped tightly within her hand.  Ignoring her strikes, he swiftly draws his knife across her throat, holding the cup just below the blade as he makes a second slice under the first that cuts more deeply from left to right.  He catches as much of the blood as he can in the golden vessel and then empties it before returning the cup to its previous position, allowing it to refill a second time.  As Long Liz stops struggling, she is released, and drops to the ground near the wall, where she lays dying with the packet of cachous still wrapped in tissue and gripped tightly in her left fist, and with the half-eaten stalk of grapes lying on the ground beside her body where she had dropped them, just over a foot away.  The man then bends over her prostrate body and removes the pin that was used to secure her black crepe bonnet, which falls to the ground, inches from her head.  By this time, neither of the two men that had been in the road are anywhere to be seen; both had run off south on Berner Street and were by then approaching a railway arch three blocks away at Pinchin Street. 
 
      
 
    When it was over, her head was pointed toward the east wall, with her face turned towards the north wall on the right hand side of the gateway, about six inches away from it.  She was lying on her left side with her left hand on the ground.  Her right arm was across her breast, the right hand open and laying on her chest, smeared with blood.  Her legs were drawn up, with the feet close to the wall.  Her legs extended just to the swing of the gate so that the barrier could later be closed without disturbing the body.  There was blood running toward the kitchen door of the club, some of it beginning to clot, and covering the stalk of grapes she had dropped during the attack.  Her neck lay over a rut left by the passage of numerous carriage wheels over the years.  The bow of her checked scarf was twisted to the left, and beneath it was a long incision in her neck that began two inches below the angle of the jaw.  That incision, which had cut clean through the bottom of her scarf, had also nearly severed the vessels on the left side of her neck, and had cut the windpipe completely in two.  It ended on the right side without severing the vessels on that side.  Strangely, her face appeared placid with the lips slightly parted.   
 
      
 
    After spending a minute in the yard, the man runs down Berner Street in the opposite direction to Commercial Road East, where he again turns left into Fairclough Street, disposing of his bloody gloves by shoving them into a storm drain and disappears into the night. 
 
      
 
    Just under five minutes later, Louis Diemschutz,71 who lives with his wife in the clubhouse where the savagery had so recently occurred, is making a right turn into Berner Street with his pony and trap.  The horse steps cautiously in the nearly total darkness, almost completely unable to see in the pitch black.  He drives slowly into Dutfield’s Yard, urging the pony forward.  Diemschutz stops his horse beside the dead woman, which he can scarcely make out in the darkness.  The slumped figure appears to him as though it could be a small heap of mud or rubbish.  Still in the driver’s seat, he reaches down with his long whip and prods the heap, assuming it to be a body after touching it.  The pony stands calmly, oblivious to the horror that had taken place just minutes before.  Diemschutz jumps down off the cart and squats down to look at the woman lying in the road.  He lights a match to determine the woman’s condition.  She appears to be dead, but her true condition could not be immediately known to someone who merely stumbled upon her. 
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    Diemschutz then enters the club and shouts to the occupants to join him outside to attend to a woman he found lying in the street.  Three men that had been among the group inside singing, Eagle, Friedman and Gidleman72 come running to the door, followed by other club members. 
 
      
 
    “What has happened?” asks Morris Eagle.   
 
      
 
    “I do not know,” replies Diemschutz.  “There is a woman lying in the road.  She appears to be injured or drunk.  I cannot be certain.  Please, go outside and have a look for yourselves.”  At this, Eagle, Friedman and some other club members run outside, where they are met by another very young club member called Isaacs, and two other men he had summoned from the printing office of the club’s newspaper.  The steward’s concerned wife Sarah, who had been sitting just inside the door during the brutal murder, unaware of the slaughter that was taking place only a few yards from where she sat, asks him what has happened outside.  In a manner that would not alarm an already frightened woman further, he says, “I think there is a sick woman outside.  She may need help.” 
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    After a short time, Diemschutz returns outside, where Eagle has struck a match and the four men are squatting over the body.  There is blood running down the gutter towards the club house, and Eagle cries, “She is dead!  She’s been murdered!” Gidleman runs back into the house to tell the others, as Sarah lets out a blood-curdling scream.  
 
      
 
    “Run for the police!” shouts Diemschutz. “Samuel!  Go that way!” he orders, pointing north, towards the Commercial Road, where he can see the bouncing light of a policeman’s bulls-eye lantern approaching from far off in the darkness.  “Eagle!  Check in that direction!  Love!  You run down Fairclough and head towards Batty.  Turn right at Christian Street towards the railway tracks.”  Eagle heads south towards Fairclough Street while Love goes in another direction as instructed.  “Isaacs, you go that way!” he said, indicating for another of the club members to run towards the approaching light.  Diemschutz then runs off behind Eagle towards Fairclough accompanied by another club member named Jacobs, shouting for help. 
 
      
 
    Within a very short time, Eagle, who at Diemschutz’ instruction had turned right into the darkness of Fairclough Street, thinks better of it and instead decides to turn right again up Back Church Lane toward the policeman’s light he could see in the main road, where he turns right again and meets up with PC Henry Lamb on the corner of Grove Street.  Lamb, whom he had encountered on his Commercial Road beat, had been headed toward the Leman Street Police Station.  Eagle informs him of the murder in Dutfield’s Yard, and beckons the constable to follow him back into Berner Street. 
 
      
 
    As they approach the yard with PC Lamb blowing his whistle loudly, they can see that a crowd of about thirty onlookers has gathered within the yard in the interim.  The constable enters through the open gates, where a group of people are standing around a woman’s murdered body, bathed in the light of the half-moon that served to accentuate the horror of the scene.  More curious neighbors follow into the yard behind him and Eagle, including a man named Abraham Heshburg, who lives a few doors down at Number 28.  Noting a stream of blood running from the body down the gutter towards the house, PC Lamb bends down to check the woman’s pulse, and finds none.  He touches her face and finds it to be slightly warm, as was her wrist.  
 
      
 
    “Get back, everyone!” shouts Lamb at the people who are standing very close, pressing down on him and the dead woman.  “Stay back, lest your clothes become soiled with blood.  If they do, you’ll find yourself in trouble, you will,” he cries. 
 
      
 
    The constable is approached by Diemschutz, who says, “I am the one that found the poor wretch.  My name is Louis Diemschutz.  I am the steward of this club and I live here with my wife.  I have just returned from the Saturday market in Westow Hill.” 
 
      
 
    “What happened, exactly, Mr. Diem..?” asks PC Lamb, taking out his reporting book.  
 
      
 
    “It is pronounced ‘DEEM-Shuts.’ ” 
 
      
 
    As they stood talking, with Lamb asking the details of what had occurred since Diemschutz’ happened upon the body, PC William Smith arrived on the scene.  “What’s going on here then, Lamb?” he asked anxiously. 
 
      
 
    “It’s bloody murder,” he replied.  “And I’ll wager you it’s the Ripper again.”  Then, turning back to Diemschutz, who was shaking and apparently very frightened, he said, “Please go and take a seat in the house Mr. Diemschutz.  I know you must be very upset by what you’ve seen here, but I will be needing to get more information from you in a bit, when things are under better control.  Please do not leave, sir.” 
 
      
 
    Diemschutz agreed, and went to move his untethered pony and trap to the far corner of the yard in front of the club’s printing office.  The pony was remarkably calm, given all of the confusion and shouting that was going on, and the growing crowd of people that was forming.  He attributed that to the fact that the animal was accustomed to the hustle and bustle of the market, where there were always people shouting and singing, and sometimes even fighting.  He tied off the pony in the corner, then returned to see what was happening around the body.  The policeman that had spoken to him was there along with the original crowd of onlookers.  He saw RPC Collins coming through the open gate, followed by his neighbor Edward Spooner, who was a local horse-keeper that he had encountered earlier outside the Beehive Pub when he ran for police and beckoned to return to the club with him.   
 
      
 
    Officers Smith and Collins decided to begin sequestering all of the club members and onlookers that had been in the area since they arrived so that no man could leave before being questioned and accounting for his actions before and after the murder.  Then, leaving Collins in charge of that operation, Smith ran off to summon an ambulance.   
 
      
 
    A few minutes after Smith left, Dr. Frederick William Blackwell’s assistant Edward Johnson arrived at the yard, just as PC Lamb was shutting the gates with Spooner’s help, to prevent anyone else from coming or going.  They momentarily reopened the gate to allow Johnson entry.  Once he was in the yard, Johnson moved quickly to the body, and began to examine the injuries.  Diemschutz stood off to the side and observed as Johnson unbuttoned the woman’s collar to determine the extent of her wounds.  With the club steward in the circle of onlookers were about fifteen other people, including his neighbor Edward Spooner.  Everyone crowded in close as Johnson opened her tightly clenched left fist, which had lain on the ground.  In it, he found the packet of cachous she had been given, still wrapped in tissue paper.  As he opened the hand, some of the candies fell out and into the gutter beside the body.  “What are those, Johnson?” asked PC Lamb.  “Cachous, Constable.  They are used to sweeten the breath and are similar to some I have myself,” replied Johnson.  Some of the onlookers closest to the body, including Spooner, could see what Johnson had revealed in her hand. 
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    Dr. Frederick Blackwell 
 
      
 
      
 
    At 01:16, Dr. Frederick Blackwell arrived in Berner Street.  Dr. Blackwell examined the body and also checked the victim’s hands, as had his assistant Johnson before him.  The left still contained those candies that had not fallen into the gutter.  Neighbor Spooner did not notice the grapes that fell from the victim’s right hand during the attack and were lying near the body, nor did anyone else in authority.  In fact, Blackwell had been standing on them during most of his examination of the body, and had unconsciously kicked them further to the side and into the gutter when he walked around from one side of the body to the other.   
 
      
 
    PC Lamb then went into the first floor of the club, where between 15 and 30 members - no one was yet sure of the exact number - were still being questioned, having their pockets checked and their hands and clothing inspected for any signs of blood.  As each member was cleared, their name and contact information was taken, but they could not leave the yard.  
 
      
 
    During this questioning, PC Smith took down the following statement from Diemschutz: 
 
      
 
    “I have been steward of the International Club for six or seven years.  I am also a traveller in common jewellery.  I went yesterday (Saturday) to Westow hill Market, a place I usually visit on Saturdays, and I got back about one o'clock this (Sunday) morning.  My usual time for getting home from market is between one and two in the morning.  I drove home in my own trap.  My pony is rather shy, and as I turned into the yard it struck me that he bore too much to the left hand side, against the wall.  I bent my head to see what he was shying at, and I noticed that the ground was not level.  I saw a little heap, which I thought might perhaps be some mud swept together.  I touched the heap with the handle of my whip, and then I found that it was not mud.  I jumped off the trap and struck a match, when I saw it was the body of a woman.  I did not wait to see whether she was drunk or dead, but ran indoors and asked whether my wife was there.  I did this because I knew my wife had rather a weak constitution, and anything of that kind shocks her.  I saw my wife was sitting downstairs, and I at once informed the members that something had happened in the yard.  I did not tell them whether the woman was murdered or drunk because I did not then know.  A member named Isaacs went down to the yard with me, and we struck a match and saw the blood right from the gate up the yard.  Then we both went for the police, but unfortunately it was several minutes before we could find a constable.  At last another member of the club named Eagle, who ran out after us and went in a different direction, found one somewhere in Commercial road.  This policeman blew his whistle and several more policemen came, and soon after the doctors arrived.  The woman seemed to be about twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old.  She was a little better dressed, I should say, then the woman who was last murdered.  Her clothes were not disarranged.  She had a flower in the bosom of her dress.  In one hand she had some grapes and in the other some sweets.  She was grasping them tightly.  I had never seen her before.  When I first saw her she was lying on her left side two yards from the entrance, with her feet towards the street.  I do not keep my trap in the yard, but I keep my goods at the club.”73 
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    Louis Diemschutz 
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the course of the night, PC Smith took down a few more statements from other club members, but none as long or detailed as that of the club’s steward.  
 
      
 
    As they stood awaiting their turns to be examined, Abraham Heshburg, the Berner Street neighbor who had followed PC Lamb through the gates earlier, asked Diemschutz what exactly had happened.   
 
      
 
    “I arrived into the yard and old Baron shied at something I couldn’t see on our right.  I reached down with my whip handle to find out what it was, and I could feel it was a person.  I got down and tried to see who it was.  I could just make out that it was a woman, and I feared it was my wife,” replied Diemschutz.   
 
      
 
    “That must have frightened you,” says Heshburg.   
 
      
 
    “Shaking, I was!  I have been within the hand-grip of the devil, that’s all.  I ran into the house for a candle, and I went back to the gateway, where the woman was.  Isaacs lit a match, and I lifted the body up.  It was still warm, and it was at once apparent that the woman was dead, so we both ran for the police, along with some of the other men, who had been inside singing.” 
 
      
 
    “Could you see what was in her hands?” asked Heshburg. 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  There were sweetmeats in one hand, and a stalk of grapes in the other.  And she had a small bunch of white flowers pinned to her bosom,” replied Diemschutz. 
 
      
 
    As this was going on, Dr. Blackwell was finishing his own examination of the body, and another police constable named John West arrived on the chaotic scene.  Not long after that, Dr. George Bagster Phillips also arrived, and began the third post-mortem examination of the body of Elizabeth Stride to be conducted that morning. 
 
      
 
    Dr. Phillips, who had also handled the Chapman autopsy, made his initial inspection where her body lay against the north wall of Dutfield’s Yard.  After thoroughly checking the body, he made the following statement: 
 
      
 
    “The body was lying on the near side, with the face turned toward the wall, the head up the yard and the feet toward the street.  The left arm was extended and there was a packet of cachous in the left hand.  The right arm was over the belly, the back of the hand and wrist had on it clotted blood.  The legs were drawn up with the feet close to the wall.  The body and face were warm and the hand cold.  The legs were quite warm.  Deceased had a silk handkerchief round her neck, and it appeared to be slightly torn.  I have since ascertained it was cut.  This corresponded with the right angle of the jaw.  The throat was deeply gashed and there was an abrasion of the skin about one and a half inches in diameter, apparently stained with blood, under her right arm.” 
 
      
 
    It was 1:45 by the time Holmes’ friend Inspector Edmund Reid arrived in his Black Mariah at Dutfield’s Yard, having been summoned via telegram at the Commercial Street Police Office just twenty minutes before.  Pushing his way through the group of onlookers that surrounded the body, he was greeted by the shocking sight of the dead woman’s bloody corpse, with its throat cut open, the savagery of the bloody gash accentuated by the eerie light cast upon it by the policemen’s bulls-eye lanterns. 
 
      
 
    “Fuuu-ckin’ ’ell!” he cried. “Not another!” 
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    Inspector Edmund John James Reid 
 
      
 
      
 
    He found Dr. Phillips, who was knelt beside the body, and asked, “Is it the Ripper again, Bags?”  To which Dr. Phillips replied, “I’m not sure, Edmund.  It might be.  But this attack is unlike Nichols or Chapman.  Much less violence done to the body.  He was likely interrupted by the arrival of the man who lived here.  It looks like if he’d have gotten here just a few minutes before, he may well have caught the Ripper red-handed, and quite literally so.” 
 
      
 
    “Where is this man?  I must speak to him immediately.” 
 
      
 
    “I believe he went back into the house, and is being detained along with everyone else that was here when your first constable arrived upon the scene.” 
 
      
 
    “Has anyone sent for Holmes?” asked Reid. 
 
      
 
    “Not that I know of.  Do you need him, Reid?” 
 
      
 
    “It would seem, Doctor Phillips, that we need every asset we can possibly get our hands on if we are to stop this cruel butcher of women.” 
 
      
 
    Inspector Reid quickly scribbled a note to Sherlock Holmes, requesting that he come at once, and gave it to a constable with the order to put it into an envelope and deliver it to Baker Street as quickly as possible.  He then turned towards the club house, stopping to speak briefly with various officers as he passed them before going inside, where he got the story of what happened directly from Diemschutz and other club members.   
 
      
 
    After interviewing various men inside the clubhouse, Inspector Reid then went back outside to search the premises and investigated a building in the yard, where he found a loft that was locked from the inside.  He had his men force the door, but no one was found inside, leaving Reid to wonder how it had been locked in the first place.   
 
      
 
    As Reid was searching the premises, Edward Johnson went over to assist in the inspection of the hands and clothing of the remaining club members, looking for even the slightest sign of blood upon them.  He found none on anyone.  
 
      
 
    Soon, more police personnel began to arrive on the scene.  Among them were Inspector Lestrade and Inspector Charles Pinhorn.  “My God, Lamb!  There must be over five hundred people outside those gates.  It’s utter mayhem out there!” cried Pinhorn. 
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    Inspector Reid then went back inside to assist Sargent French, Superintendent Mulvaney, Inspector Lestrade and other H-Division officers in the questioning and inspection of a group of twenty-eight men, which consisted of club members, neighbors, and the people who had managed to enter the yard before it had been sealed off.  This task went on for hours and was not completed until well after 5 a.m., when the body was taken away to St. George’s Mortuary amid a throng of onlookers in Berner Street, some of whom had remained outside the gates for over four hours in an attempt to glean whatever information they could from officers and medical personnel that came and went.  It was 5:26 a.m. when PC Lamb was finally able to go home, leaving RPC Collins washing down the blood as he navigated his way through the huge crowd still gathered outside and blocking the entire length of Berner Street between Commercial Road and Fairclough Street.  At the fringe of the crowd, the opportunity for business had been seized by costers with barrows of nuts and fruits.  A remark from one of those street vendors was overheard in the Commercial Road by a newsman from the Pall Mall Gazette; “Well, it brings some trade down this end anyway.”  At nightfall, however, the Gazette reporter noted that “there seemed to be a mass exodus, [with] the noisy group fleeing before the approaching terrors that would come with the darkness.” 
 
      
 
    In the aftermath, the police had very little to work with in the way of evidence, but were able to get a very detailed description of the murderer and the events that had occurred in Berner Street from a passer-by that had nearly interrupted the murderer.  His name was Israel Schwartz, and his statement as taken down by Chief Inspector Donald Swanson was as follows: 
 
      
 
    12.45 a.m. 30th. Israel Schwartz of 22 Helen Street, Backchurch Lane, stated that at this hour, on turning into Berner Street from Commercial Street and having got as far as the gateway where the murder was committed, he saw a man stop and speak to a woman, who was standing in the gateway.  The man tried to pull the woman into the street, but he turned her round and threw her down on the footway and the woman screamed three times, but not loudly.  On crossing to the opposite side of the street, he saw a second man standing lighting his pipe.  The man who threw the woman down called out, apparently to the man on the opposite side of the road, “Lipski,” and then Schwartz walked away, but finding that he was followed by the second man, he ran so far as the railway arch, but the man did not follow so far. 
 
      
 
    Schwartz cannot say whether the two men were together or known to each other.  Upon being taken to the Mortuary, Schwartz identified the body as that of the woman he had seen.  He thus describes the first man, who threw the woman down:- age, about 30; ht, 5 ft 5 in; comp., fair; hair, dark; small brown moustache, full face, broad shouldered; dress, dark jacket and trousers, black cap with peak, and nothing in his hands. 
 
    Second man: age, 35; ht., 5 ft 11in; comp., fresh; hair, light brown; dress, dark overcoat, old black hard felt hat, wide brim; had a clay pipe in his hand. 
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    Israel Schwartz 
 
      
 
      
 
    Holmes was later to note the astounding similarity between the clay pipe-smoking man in the street and another man seen speaking to the second victim of what would come to be known as the “Double Event,” just minutes before she was murdered in Mitre Square. 
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    Dutfield’s Yard – The gateway to Number 40 is just below the cart wheel


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXVI: THE “DOUBLE EVENT” -- ACT II; “Kidney Kate” 
 
      
 
    30 September, 1888.  Mitre Square/Goulston Street/Dutfield’s Yard 
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    Mitre Square as it appeared in the 1890’s 
 
      
 
      
 
    The young man, who had come from Berner Street in the direction of Commercial Road, sprints down the Whitechapel High Street towards an area near Mitre Square that he knows is frequented by prostitutes at that hour of the morning.  He searches along Duke and Mitre Streets, but to no avail; he cannot find who he is looking for.  After almost fifteen minutes of searching, he finally spies forty-eight-year-old prostitute Catherine Eddowes as she speaks to a middle-aged man of his acquaintance in front of a synagogue in Duke Street.  A tattoo in blue ink on her forearm reads “TC,” the initials of her ex common-law husband, Thomas Conway.  She has on a new black straw bonnet trimmed in black velvet and beads, tied at the chin and further secured to her head with a hatpin that she could also use as a weapon for self-defense.  She is wearing a black jacket with large metal buttons, trimmed in artificial fur around the pockets, collar and cuffs.  Her green chintz skirt is patterned with Michaelmas daisies and golden lilies.74 Over it, she wears a white knee-length apron.  On her feet are brown ribbed knee stockings under a pair of men’s lace-up boots, and on her neck she wears a red silk scarf.  The couple begin to stroll arm-in-arm, and they eventually stop near the entrance to Church Passage, where they continue to chat.  The much younger man follows them down the road, then remains in the dark, watching, listening and waiting to see where the man she is with will lead her as he attempts to strike a deal.  As he waits, the young man sees a group of three men pass the couple, but only one of them seems to pay them any heed as they walk by.  Looking up at the passing group, the older man becomes aware of his presence, and his body language tells the young man that he has changed his mind, as if he had become nervous, and seems to be backing out of the arrangement.  When it becomes obvious that no agreement has been made between the couple and the man turns to walk away, the much younger man approaches the woman from behind.  He slips his left arm under hers and hooks the back of her neck as he pulls her head back and covers her mouth with his right palm.  With most of her weight supported by the young man’s very strong left arm, she is lifted off her feet and carried into Church Passage - also known locally as Dark Passage for good reason - and into the darkest corner of Mitre Square.   
 
      
 
    As the silenced woman is forcefully borne down the dark corridor, the man spots the bulls-eye lantern of PC Edward Watkins, doing one of his nightly rounds through the square.  The struggling woman is quickly whisked around the corner and back out into Duke Street until the policeman passes.  The young man knows he now has approximately fifteen minutes to finish his work before the policeman returns on his next round; ample time.  
 
      
 
    The moment the constable passes out of sight, the woman is carried back through the passage and over to the southwest corner of the Square - the very spot that had been selected the night before.  As she struggles, the young man slams her down hard on her backside, then, keeping her mouth covered and pressing her head to the ground, he releases the grip on the back of her neck and deftly spins around to mount her.  After pulling her flowered skirt, grey petticoat and two other very old and ragged skirts she wore as undergarments up past her hips and under her body, the young man straddles the helpless woman.  
 
      
 
    In the nearly pitch black of Mitre Square, and with his right inward-turned palm pressing down across her nose and mouth, holding her head fast against the ground, the drunken woman is unable to see the man draw his six-inch folding jack knife from his left pocket, and by the time she realizes what he is doing, it is too late.  Unable to breathe, scream, kick or sit up, she reaches up blindly for her hatpin, but cannot reach it around the man’s arm.  Without the ability to use the pin as a dagger, she tries to strike at him with her left hand, but because of the way his hand and body press down upon her, she is forced to punch in an adductive manner, striking inward and downward towards her own body and hitting the right side of the man’s ribs with the area of her fist between the thumb and first finger, which hurts her more than it does the man, who is by now in a blind fury.  Unable to feel the ineffective blows and thus ignoring her futile attempt at self-defense, he places his knife down just behind and below her left ear and draws the blade diagonally across her throat, slicing it all the way to a point about three inches below her right ear.  The deep gash divides the big muscle across the throat and severs the vessels on the left side of the neck to the bone.  The woman’s larynx is also slit below the vocal chords, with the end of the laceration just cutting through the sheath of the vessels on the right side.  The carotid artery is pierced and the internal jugular vein is opened about an inch and a half, but is not completely divided.  Her life rapidly drains away due to the resultant hemorrhaging from the left common carotid artery. 
 
      
 
    Arterial blood flows down to the pavement, mainly to the right of her body near her left shoulder and the upper part of her left arm.  Because the pavement slopes in that direction, the blood continues to flow under the gap beneath her neck and towards her right shoulder, most of it blocked from seeping under her shoulder blades, lower back and buttocks, and thus eventually leaving the area of bricks and pavement just below the middle of her body remarkably devoid of blood. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly realizing he has no vessel with which to catch the woman’s dripping blood, the crazed man lowers himself and turns her head towards her left shoulder to expose the gaping wound he made in the woman’s throat.  He bends forward and brings his face down close to the bleeding gash. 
 
      
 
    At just that moment, Police Constable James Harvey was ending his beat by walking through Church Passage, the same narrow entryway into Mitre Square that Eddowes had come through, followed by her murderer.  But as his designated patrol area ended just there, he did not actually enter the square, where the brutal attack was taking place.  Instead, he turned around and returned back the way he came, never suspecting what was happening so very nearby. 
 
      
 
    Warned of the constable’s presence, the young man momentarily ceases his brutal attack upon the now dead woman, jumping to his feet and preparing to run if necessary.   
 
      
 
    But as PC Harvey moves away, the young man - by now delirious with blood lust - begins a savage frenzy lasting more than nine full minutes mutilating her body in a manner the likes of which had never before been seen.  Standing over her prostate form, he pulls open the white vest she wears, causing some of its buttons to fall to the pavement.  Then he rips open her brown linsey bodice and white calico chemise to expose her breasts and abdomen.  By doing this, he prevents the front of her clothing from being completely soaked with blood.   
 
      
 
    The young man then goes to work on laying open her abdomen.  He nimbly moves to the right side of her body, kneeling next to her pelvis, and begins his ghastliest mutilation yet. 
 
      
 
    Cutting her from her crotch to a point just below the breast bone with a jagged upward slash, he laid open the front walls of her abdomen, and began drawing her intestines out.  He then severed a two-foot length of it and placed it between her body and her left arm.  The hideous gash began from her groin and cut upward along the center until just before it would have reached her navel, where it took a horizontal course for two and a half inches to the right.  It then went around the navel in a semi-circular path, leaving the navel hanging on a tongue of skin.  Attached to the navel was two and a half inches of the lower part of the rectus muscle on the left side of the abdomen.  The incision then took an oblique direction to the right, and then went down the right side of the vagina and rectum for half an inch behind the rectum.   
 
      
 
    Her liver had been slit on the underside of its left lobe with two perpendicular cuts, and the pancreas was also cut on the left of her spine, but not completely through.  An area of only three and a half- by half an inch of the lower part of the spleen was left attached to the peritoneum, whose lining was also cut through on the left side.  Her bladder had somehow remained intact and uninjured, and still contained more than three ounces of urine when her body was later examined. 
 
      
 
     The young man severed her left renal artery, then carefully took out her left kidney and set it down upon her breast.  He had learned something of the kidney’s location in the body, not so much from the medical books he had read with fascination, but from his prior surgical experimentations in Hanbury Street just three weeks before, and in Buck’s Row eight days before that. 
 
      
 
    Because the woman was already dead, the bleeding was minimal, in comparison to what would have occurred had she still been alive during this part of the mutilation.   
 
      
 
    After removing the kidney, the man then moved to the woman’s groin area.  He made an inch-deep stab to the left of her vagina.  Below that, he made a three-inch cut through all the tissues, which wounded the peritoneum equally.  Beginning at a spot an inch below the crease of the thigh, he made another oblique cut that extended from the anterior spine of the ilium and down the inner side of the left thigh, which separated the left labium and formed a flap of skin up to the groin.  There was another flap of skin formed by the right thigh, attaching the right labium, and extending up to the spine of the ilium.  The muscles on the right side that inserted into the frontal ligaments and the lining membrane over the uterus were lacerated by his jack-knife.  The womb was also cut through horizontally, leaving behind a stump of only three quarters of an inch.  He then removed the rest of the womb along with some of the ligaments, and placed them beside the kidney he had taken out.  
 
      
 
    Stopping the onslaught briefly, he took a moment to admire his handiwork before moving to the woman’s face, and beginning yet more horrific mutilations, which started with her eyes and ended on her mouth with the last of the three “signatures” he carved into her flesh - three inverted “Vees” - one on each cheek and one on the chin to complete a cryptic design that was to be misinterpreted by all but one investigator.75 
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    Original Police Sketch 
 
      
 
      
 
    His first cut on her face went about a quarter of an inch through the lower left eyelid, dividing it completely through.  As he brought the knife to her eye for that cut, he scratched through the skin on the upper left eyelid, near to her nose.  He then cut through the right eyelid, and moved his blade over the bridge of the nose, making a deep, sweeping “S”-shaped slice through it that extended from the left border of the nasal bone near her jaw on the right side of the cheek.  This cut went into the bone and nearly through her cheek, stopping just short of penetrating the mucous membrane of the woman’s mouth.  
 
      
 
    With yet another oblique slash, he detached the tip of her nose from the bottom of the nasal bone to where the wings of the nose join on to the face.  Another cut, from where the bottom of her nose had been, divided her upper lip in two and went through her gums over her right upper incisor tooth. 
 
      
 
    About half an inch from the top of the nose, he made another oblique cut.  Then, with the sharp point of his knife, he made a slit that extended the opening of her mouth by an inch and a half, creating a ghastly “death grin” effect. 
 
      
 
    Being reminded of the promise made in the “Dear Boss” letter, he brought his blade to the woman’s right ear and began cutting through the lobe and auricle.  The severed ear fell into the folds of her clothing. 
 
      
 
    Searching for the severed ear, the man then lifted her body and pulled part of her apron from under her, leaving a clean area beneath the lower portion of her mutilated body.  But unable to locate the ear after a frenzied search, he reached into his coat and pulled a long waterproof sack made of dog leather from the inside pocket, where it had been neatly rolled up and put in place the day before.  He carefully placed the kidney, womb and other severed body parts inside the bag, which neatly closed at the top with a bar and handle.  He then put his knife down upon the corpse and wiped his bloody hands on his trousers as best he could.   
 
      
 
    Mindful of the police constable’s imminent return from his own reconnaissance of the area the previous night, he knew he had to be on his way very soon, but before he could leave, he still needed the woman’s ear, which had fallen beside her head after he severed it earlier.  He frantically continued to search for it, but was unable to locate it in the darkness of Mitre Square.  So instead, after some deliberation on what to do, he cut away a piece from the corner of her apron, which he pulled from beneath her buttocks, making certain to include the string to ensure it could later be matched and definitely identified as having come from the victim.  The young man rolled up the cut-away piece of the apron and put it in his pocket before the knife is wrapped with a piece of cloth and tied with a string.  Remembering another detail, the man reaches for her hat pin,76 puts in into his pocket and turns towards Church Passage, leaving the woman mutilated almost beyond all recognition with her right leg drawn up from the ground with the foot flat, and her left leg extended out straight.   
 
      
 
    The dead woman’s arms had fallen limply to the pavement, but after some repositioning by the young man, she was left with her palms up, fingers slightly bent, in a manner reminiscent of the Orans position seen in certain religious images.77 
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    The young man then gathers up the bag with its ghastly contents and rolls it up in his jacket just as he sees the light of a lantern looming in the distance and hears footsteps approaching rapidly.   
 
      
 
    Carrying the rolled-up bundle under his arm like he used to do with a Palant ball from a game in his home country, he runs back toward the northeast, in the direction of Goulston Street.  It doesn’t take the young, lithe teenager long to reach his first destination, even with a short stop to rinse off as much blood as he can from his face and hands at an outdoor sink in Dorset Street.   
 
      
 
    Even in the dark, he could see the by-now familiar ornate white aedicule, extrados and soffit over the archway, and the address plate overhead on the left side of the brick walls.  At first, he has a bit of trouble locating the bag where he left it hidden the night before.  But when he does, he quickly empties its contents and puts them to use as instructed.  Finally, the young man pulls out the piece of chalk from his coat pocket along with a paper containing a handwritten message.  Being very careful to inscribe it the best he can in his excited state, he scrawls the words 
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    upon the wall to his right, then drops the torn, bloody section of Eddowes’ apron on the street in front of the graffito, and runs off into the night.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XXVII: THE GHOUL OF GOULSTON STREET; The Writing on the Wall 
 
      
 
    30 September, 1888.  Wentworth Model Dwellings, Goulston Street 
 
      
 
    Not long after the murderer had run off from Mitre Square and his crime had been discovered by PC Watkins and the others, PC Alfred Long, 254A, returned to a spot along his beat in Goulston Street, where he happened upon a piece of an apron in an ornate archway at the Wentworth Model Dwellings.  He noted the time of this finding to be some time near 02:55 of the morning of the “Double Event,” just over a half hour after a previous tour of the area, where he had found nothing unusual in that very spot.  After examining the cloth, which he found to be stained with blood and faecal matter, he then noticed a chalked message which had been scrawled upon the black brick fascia edging of the open doorway which led to the staircase and basement door of #108-119.  
 
      
 
    PC Long reported, “…about 2:55am I found a portion of a woman’s apron which I produced, there appeared blood stains on it one portion was wet lying in a passage leading to the staircases of 108-119 model dwelling house.  Above it on the wall was written in chalk ‘The Juwes are not the men That Will be Blamed for nothing’ ” 
 
      
 
    Detective Constable Daniel Halse of the London City Police, who had run to the Mitre Square murder site after his own previous 02:20 a.m. patrol of the area, in which he found nothing of interest, arrived back at Goulston Street with another officer to inspect PC Halse’s find sometime after 3:00 that morning.  In his recollection, the message differed slightly from that recalled by PC Long.  He remembered it as “The Juwes are not the men That Will be Blamed for nothing.” 
 
      
 
    According to DC Halse’s written report, “When I saw the dead woman at the mortuary I noticed that a piece of her apron was missing.  About half of it.  It had been cut with a clean cut.  When I got back to Mitre Square I heard that a piece of apron had been found in Goulston Street I went there with Detective Hunt to the spot where the apron had been discovered.  There I saw some chalk writing on the wall.  I stayed there and I sent Hunt to find Mr McWilliam.” 
 
      
 
    Eleven days later, on the second day of the Catherine Eddowes Inquest, Detective Halse went on to say “...the writing had the appearance of being recently written...,” The following day, October 12, he told The Daily Telegraph, “it looked fresh, and if it had been done long before it would have been rubbed out by the people passing...” in response to a reporter’s question of “Why did you say it seemed to have been recently written?”  To find graffiti of all types in Whitechapel was not unusual, especially after the murder of Annie Chapman, so in Halse’s opinion, there was no reason to think of this particular message as anything special.  
 
      
 
    Police Superintendent Thomas Arnold was also called to the scene in Goulston Street and saw the writing for himself.  Later, he claimed, that with the strong anti-Jewish climate that already existed and had been exacerbated by the Whitechapel murders, he feared the message might have caused a riot: 
 
      
 
    “I beg to report that on the morning of the 30th Sept. last, my attention was called to some writing on the wall of the entrance to some dwellings at No. 108 Goulston Street, Whitechapel which consisted of the following words: ‘The Juews are not the men that will not be blamed for nothing,’ and knowing in consequence of suspicion having fallen upon a Jew named ‘John Pizer’ alias ‘Leather Apron’ having committed a murder in Hanbury Street a short time previously, a strong feeling existed against the Jews generally, and as the Building upon which the writing was found was situated in the midst of a locality inhabited principally by that Sect, I was apprehensive that if the writing were left it would be the means of causing a riot and therefore considered it desirable that it should be removed having in view the fact that it was in such a position that it would have been rubbed by persons passing in & out of the Building.”  
 
      
 
    Arnold’s assessment was not entirely without base.  Religious tensions were already quite high, and there had been many anti-Semitic demonstrations since the murder of Polly Nichols in August that had nearly escalated into riots.  Since that day, rumors had been circulating that the killings were the work of a local Jewish man who had a reputation for violence against prostitutes and was nicknamed “Leather Apron” from his trade as a boot maker.  The man, whose name was John Pizer, had been arrested, but was released after his alibis for the times of the murders were corroborated.  
 
      
 
    Arnold ordered a man to remain standing by with a sponge to erase the writing, while he consulted Commissioner Sir Charles Warren.  Once Warren arrived at the scene, the two police officials briefly considered covering it in order to allow time for a photographer to arrive, and also thought of simply removing just the main inflammatory word.  But in the end, Arnold and Warren considered both options to be too dangerous, and Warren later stated he “considered it desirable to obliterate the writing at once.”  Thus, the “Goulston Street Graffito” was washed away, without ever having been accurately recorded, or so it was thought until two days later. 
 
      
 
    According to a subsequent statement by PC Long “...I accordingly went down to Goulston Street at once before going to the scene of the murder; it was just getting light, the public would be in the streets in a few minutes, in a neighbourhood very much crowded on Sunday mornings by Jewish vendors and Christian purchasers from all parts of London… There were several police around the spot when I arrived, both Metropolitan and City.  The writing was on the jamb of the open archway or doorway visible to anybody in the street and could not be covered up without danger of the covering being torn off at once...”  
 
      
 
    DC Halse, who had gone to assist the investigation in Mitre Square, returned to #108–119 Goulston Street somewhere near 5:00 a.m.  After interviewing all the residents of the building, neither he nor the other responding officers were able to trace the identity of the writer of the strange message. 
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    While the Goulston Street graffito was found in Metropolitan Police territory, the apron piece was from a victim killed in the City of London, which had its own separate police force.  Many officers disagreed with Arnold and Warren’s decision to obliterate the message, especially those from the City of London Police, who rightly believed the writing constituted part of a crime scene and should at least be photographed before being erased.  Over the objections of those insightful officers, the graffito was wiped from the wall at 5:30 a.m., even as the man who had written it stood by amid the crowd of onlookers watching the spectacle.  
 
      
 
    According to a police expert supervising the Whitechapel murders investigation, the writing on the wall did not match the handwriting of the notorious “Dear Boss” letter, which claimed responsibility for the killings and marked the first use of the pseudonym “Jack the Ripper.” But the majority of police in Scotland Yard as well as the London City police could at least agree on one thing - the semi-literate and cryptic message was intended as an attack on the area’s Jewish population. 
 
      
 
    Walter Dew, a detective constable in Whitechapel, thought that the writing was irrelevant and unconnected to the murder.  But there were those in the force that would disagree.  Chief Inspector Henry Moore and Sir Robert Anderson, both from Scotland Yard, thought that the graffito was definitely the work of the man that would soon be known throughout England and the rest of the world as “Jack the Ripper.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXVIII: SAUCY JACKY: A Postcard from the Edge of Sanity 
 
      
 
    1 October, 1888.  Central News Agency 
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    On 1st October, 1888, four days after having received the “Dear Boss” letter and the morning after the murders of Elizabeth Stride and Catherine Eddowes, the Daily Telegraph published a transcription of that letter.  The facts that the letter mentioned clipping the next victim’s ears off and that Eddowes’ ear had actually been severed gave some new impetus to the police for the need to give the letter further and more careful consideration.  
 
      
 
    That same morning, Thomas Bulling, the Central News Agency’s Chief Editor received yet another ghoulish message from the man claiming to be Jack the Ripper, making direct reference to both murders of the Double Event as well as to that first Dear Boss letter.  Experts determined both to have been written by the same hand.  It bore the London E.C. post mark and the date marking of “LONDON OC 1 88” indicated that it had in fact been posted on the first of October - the day before the killings.  The fact that the postcard mentioned the ‘Double Event’ before it was described by the press both testified to some people of its authenticity.  Others believed it was the work of a hoaxer.  But it was singular to note that the latest murders have been committed within a few days of the receipt of the letter; and that apparently in the case of Annie Chapman three weeks before, the murderer had possibly made an attempt to cut off the ears.  
 
      
 
    As before, Bulling - and later the police - treated the postcard as the work of a practical joker that could have gleaned details of both the previous letter and the murders in an early morning paper of October first, but days later, the double murder of Stride and Eddowes made them reconsider, especially once they learned a portion of the latter’s earlobe was found in the folds of the victim’s clothing, cut away from her head, eerily reminiscent of a promise made within the postcard.  Inspector Lestrade, of course, was in the camp of non-believers, while Holmes - once he had been informed of the postcard and had had the occasion to examine it himself - would come to firmly believe in the postcard’s authenticity, and its connection to one of his recent cases in which a cardboard box containing the severed ears of a murder victim packed in coarse salt had been sent to his client, a Miss Susan Cushing of Croydon.  Watson’s dramatic accounting of that case had only just been published two months prior in August that very year. 
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 CHAPTER XXIX: WORD GAMES 
 
      
 
    1 October, 1888.  221B Baker Street 
 
      
 
    It was shortly after six p.m. on Monday, the first of October, and we had just returned from our trip to Norbury, where we were compelled to spend the previous night.  Holmes had been called there to close out the case that eventually came to be known in my reminiscences as The Adventure of the Yellow Face. 
 
      
 
    Although we had not yet been told of the ‘Saucy Jacky’ postcard, we had heard all about the Berner Street and Mitre Square murders upon our return, and the garbage papers were all assigning the nightmarish killings to a man that was now known all over England as ‘Jack the Ripper,’ after the Central News Agency had received the first taunting letter the previous Thursday purporting to be from the killer and using that name.  It seemed an appropriate pseudonym, given the savagery of his slaughter and mutilation of what Holmes now believed to be at least seven women, although the police were only crediting him with four of them.  Over the week-end of our trip to Norbury, he had successfully eluded the police yet again, this time with what was being called his ‘Double Event,’ in which two unfortunates had been found murdered, one of them dreadfully dismembered.  On the day after the murder, a citizen mob had formed in Berner Street protesting the continuation of the murders and the seemingly slipshod work of the police to catch the ‘Ripper,’ who from there on became public enemy number one.  As a result, the Home Office would begin to consider offering awards for his capture and arrest. 
 
      
 
    Holmes found the first of two messages waiting for him on his desk, just as he had told me he would do during the trip back to London.  He picked it up and scanned it, then tossed it across for me to read. 
 
      
 
    ‘What do you think of this, Watson?’ he asked. 
 
      
 
    It was a hastily-handwritten note from ‘Local Inspector Edmund Reid, Head of the CID, H Division (Whitechapel)’ dated 20 September, 1888 and ran as follows:  
 
      
 
    Double murder in Whitechapel.  Nichols and Chapman killer’s involvement definitely established.  Two killings in one night.  Important fresh evidence to hand.  Advise you to abandon all other cases and report to Leman Street at once. REID. 
 
      
 
    ‘This sounds as if the Inspector is seriously in need of your assistance,’ said I. 
 
      
 
    ‘Inspector Reid is a good man, extremely capable, and is the smartest of the Scotland Yarders,’ my friend remarked; ‘He and Lestrade are the pick of a bad lot.  They are both quick and energetic, but orthodox and unimaginative -- appallingly so, in fact.  Perhaps our assistance in the matter is exactly what is needed in Whitechapel at the minute, as they have once again found themselves out of their depth and wanting for some imaginative intuition down there.  We must awaken early and find Inspector Reid first thing tomorrow morning.’ 
 
      
 
    The disappointment at not being able to return home to my anxiously awaiting wife must have shown upon my face, for Holmes continued with, ‘I know this news must be disheartening to you, and that at this very moment, you are thinking of your wife’s anguish when she doesn’t see you upon the step to-night,’ he said. 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, Holmes, I was quite excited to be returning to Mary’s side this evening.  I thought of her constantly during our trip to Norbury, and the outcome of our investigation there has renewed my fervour and commitment to our love and marriage.’78 
 
      
 
    With an expression of something akin to tolerance or resignation, Holmes wistfully said, ‘I understand that you must feel that way.  And I will see to it that every moment she has been forced to be apart from you will be more than compensated for at the very moment we bring this Whitechapel matter to a satisfactory close.  Perhaps I will send the two of you for a visit to the Sussex seaside to redeem the favour owed to me by old Tom Bellamy, whom you may recall owns all the boats and bathing-cots at Fulworth.  Now let’s have a look at this message from Lestrade.’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes read Inspector Lestrade’s telegram, which had been written a day later than Reid’s, and informed him of the details of a message that had been found scrawled upon a wall in Goulston Street on the morning of the double murder, shortly after the second body was found.  The Inspector’s message gave Holmes two versions of the graffito as remembered by PC Halse and DC Long, the officers that found it.  He wondered at that moment why there should be two versions, but he would soon find out that when the graffito had been found in the early morning hours after the ‘Double Event,’ it had been deemed prudent by Police Superintendent Thomas Arnold to have the chalked messaged sponged off the wall in order to avoid possible repercussions of racial unrest due to its reference to ‘Juwes,’ and apparently Sir Charles Warren, Commissioner of Police, had agreed with him.  The order was given to wash away the message and, amazingly, without any photograph or certified record of it copied down and witnessed for accuracy. 
 
      
 
    ‘Such incredible imbecility, yet again!’ cried Holmes.  ‘Will they never learn the value of the preservation of critical evidence?’ 
 
      
 
    He immediately locked himself into his room, taking with him only Lestrade’s telegram, a pen, ink, a stack of writing paper and his Persian slipper from atop the fireplace mantel.  Then, as confirmed by Mrs. Hudson, he did not emerge for more than seventeen hours until we left for Leman Street the following morning.  During that time, he did not sleep, eat, nor in any other way attend to his own basic human needs.  Instead, he went to work on unscrambling any possible anagrams hidden within the cryptic message. 
 
      
 
    Holmes had decided to work with the version of the message given by Halse, which he considered most likely to be the correct one of the two, although the transposition of the word ‘not’ would not have had any effect on the possible permutations of rearrangement of all forty-six of the letters of the original message without using any letter twice, nor failing to use each and every one of those letters. 
 
      
 
    ‘The Juwes are not the men That Will be Blamed for nothing’ 
 
      
 
    After seventeen hours of tedious, time-consuming and deucedly difficult work, Holmes emerged from his study and told me that over the course of the night, he had come up with nearly a thousand permutations, some of which are listed below. (And these I will give in the order in which Holmes had categorised them, based upon their likelihood of being the correct unscrambling of the message scrawled on the wall in Goulston Street).  Many of the messages sent shivers through me. 
 
      
 
    ‘Hell-bent whoremonger.  Swift, moth-eaten, jubilant death.  
 
    White-hot wrathful bloodbath.  Eminent gentleman jeers.   
 
    Jubilant deathblow Whoremaster of the enlightenment.  
 
    Daftest, jubilant, hell-bent, white-hot, mean whoremonger.  
 
    Hallelujah! Better now entombed in white-hot fragments. 
 
    Women hate him.  Fattest iron-jawed Nobler hell-bent thug. 
 
    Mutilate on! Hot jabbered sweet, high-flown enthralment. 
 
    jumbo Harlot’s white-hot, hell-bent enragement if wanted. 
 
    White-hot, fawning monster.  Better entombed.  Hallelujah! 
 
    Women hate him.  Hell-bent, fatter, noblest, iron-jawed thug. 
 
    White-hot gems on jubilant, defter, hell-bent, woman-hater. 
 
    Jestful, bright, anti-women, worm-eaten, hell-bent hothead. 
 
    Eh! Women hate him.  Jubilant, fattest, hell-bent wrongdoer. 
 
    White-hot, jeering, honest, wrathful, embattled nobleman. 
 
    Jestful hothead now hell-bent, embittering woman-hater. 
 
    Nimble, moth-eaten, jubilant strength hothead were-wolf. 
 
    Threaten white-hot jewels.  Threaten damn-fool bumbling. 
 
    Women hate him.  Threaten win jestful gentler bloodbath. 
 
    Now might, jubilant beneath wholehearted self-torment. 
 
    Hallelujah!  Now entombed eighteen frostbitten warmth. 
 
    I am the jestful nobleman now threaten right deathblow. 
 
    Non-judgemental twelfth white-hot horrible abasement. 
 
    unwholesome talent might now threaten jabbered filth.’ 
 
      
 
    He remarked that an inordinate number of the combinations that he was able to produce had a sinister feeling about them, with words and phrases such as; strangle, beheading, madwoman, mongrels, damnation, nightmare flaunter, ghastlier, high-treason, wrathful, demon stealth, frighten, head-beating, now bleed, damnation, hateful, jabbering demons, tawdriest, deathful, molested, worm-eaten, dreadful, frightenable, wrathful, debasement, enragement, terminate now, inhumane, and humbled animal, appearing in nearly every combination he could put together. 
 
      
 
    ‘I cannot help but feel that one free end of this tangled skein is already in our hands.  Yet I have tried everything possible, but I am still unable to decode whatever message it may contain -- I can’t help but think that there must be something I’m missing in order to be able to decode this properly.  So, my dear Watson, there’s my report of a failure.  And yet- and yet–’ he clenched his thin hands in a paroxysm of conviction – ‘I KNOW it’s all wrong.  I feel it in my bones.  There is something that has not come out, and it has to do with this message.’ 
 
      
 
    But after all of his hard work, in the end, he found none of them to be satisfactory, or to be of any real help in unmasking the killer’s identity.  There turned out to be two very good reasons for that. 
 
      
 
    Below is a list of some of the other combinations Holmes considered, and then discounted.  It is given here in extenso: 
 
      
 
    Jabbered talent might now threaten unwholesome filth. 
 
    I am the jestful noblemen throw threatening deathblow. 
 
    Moth-eaten deathblow frightener.  Molest when jubilant. 
 
    Win white-hot gemstone, jabbered loathful enthrallment 
 
    Hell-bent embittering hothead now jestful woman-hater. 
 
    High-flown, jauntier, moth-eaten, new, embattled brothels. 
 
    Fattest humbling, iron-jawed, moth-eaten, hell-bent whore. 
 
    White-hot, deathful gentleman with somnolent jabberer. 
 
    Women hate him.  Hell-bent lantern jawed tough frost-bite 
 
    Jumble now enthral white-hot, head-beating self-torment. 
 
    Highbrow demon athlete of jubilant, sweet enthralment. 
 
    Hesitate now, fright note.  Jumbled hell-bent woman-hater. 
 
    Jumble - Moth-eaten felons threaten writhing deathblow. 
 
    Women hate him.  Fluent hot jabberer talents delight now 
 
    Women hate him.  Now jestful heart-throb talent 
 
    Threaten damn-fool bumbling threaten white-hot jewel.  
 
    White-hot jewels threaten.  Damn-fool bumbling threaten. 
 
    Half-nude white hot moth-eaten jabbering torments well. 
 
    Hallelujah!  Entomb anti-women bed-wetter frightens hot. 
 
    Moth-eaten, tormented jabbering flash white hot unwell. 
 
    Now jabbered enthrallments outweigh moth-eaten filth. 
 
    Jabbering sweet white hot loathful enthralment demon. 
 
    Meanest white hot jubilant daft hell-bent whoremonger. 
 
    Sweat frighten jubilant hell-bent moth-eaten whoredom. 
 
    Swift whored hell-bent moth-eaten jubilant hatemonger. 
 
    White hot deathful gentleman with somnolent jabberer. 
 
    Heigh-ho!  Now Deathblow entertainment flatters jumble. 
 
    Join fumblers threaten white-hot deathblow gentleman. 
 
    Hell! Fluent, white-hot jabbering threatens to madwomen. 
 
    To hell’s white-hot madwomen threaten fluent jabbering. 
 
    Hell-bent, white-hot demon generates of jubilant warmth. 
 
    Jubilant, hell-bent dream of now threaten white-hot gems. 
 
    Threaten well jumbo frightens in moth-eaten deathblow. 
 
    Now hell-bent, fleeting tantrums behead white-hot major. 
 
    Hallelujah! Threaten might now entombed new frost-bite. 
 
    The better, fathomable, non-judgemental, worthwhile sin. 
 
    To Hell With It! Hot gemstone when fundamental jabberer. 
 
    Lamented, high-flown, jubilant, moth-eaten better whores. 
 
    Jumble white-hot, resonant enragement filth deathblow. 
 
    On the flabbier, non-judgemental, white-hot, steel warmth. 
 
    White-hot, hell-bent gem of jubilant dream threatens now. 
 
    Mangle white-hot, jestful, eminent, abhorrent deathblow. 
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    “he had come up with nearly a thousand permutations” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXX: THE “DOUBLE EVENT” -- ACT III; Stalks with High Dividends 
 
      
 
    2 October, 1888.  Dutfield’s Yard, Berner Street 
 
      
 
    The following morning, Monday the second of October, saw Holmes and me in Dutfield’s Yard, just outside the premises of the International Working Men’s Educational Club in Berner Street.  We were met by H-Division Police Constable Daniel Rumbelowe, 268H.  PC Rumbelowe, who had been assigned by Inspector Reid to escort us to the scene, brought us over to the north wall on the right-hand side, which had been the scene of the first of the two murders in the very early hours of the previous Sunday morning that had come to be known as the ‘Double Event.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘This where Elizabeth Stride met her end,’ said the young constable.  ‘She was quite the volcano, was “Long Liz.” Even in her sorry state, she bore every sign of having in her youth been a very lovely woman.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I take it, then, you knew her Rumbelowe,’ said Holmes. 
 
      
 
    ‘Indeed I did, Sir.  Used to see her quite a bit when she stayed in Cooney’s Lodging House.  Use to walk by it on my beat.  She was always friendly, and always had a Swedish song for me as I passed her.  I must say, Mister Holmes, I’d close one eye when I’d see her out working in the streets.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Quite understandable, Constable.  Contrary to the opinion of many in your profession -- and certainly to the monster that was at work here -- the unfortunates are indeed human beings, and I think it is safe to assume that they do not pursue the particular course in life they have taken as a matter of choice.  Rather, they must do it out of necessity.  They form the very dregs of humanity; the streets become their only home, and immorality, in its very worst form, their only resource against absolute starvation.  And God help them when they get into a would-be murderer’s hands.’ 
 
      
 
    As Holmes and I began inspecting the area, PC Rumbelowe noticed someone peeking out from a corner of an upstairs window.  He pointed upward and said, ‘Look Mr Holmes, you have a spectator.’  But the moment our attention went to the window embrasure, our shy observer quickly shut the curtain and moved away from the window. 
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    ‘They’re a very secretive lot here.  I’ve a feeling that most of them speak English, but only pretend not to do when we approach them,’ said the young officer.  ‘And it wouldn’t surprise me one bit if it were one of them that did the murders that night, Sir.  They’re a bunch of anarchists in there, the lot of them.  They come over from Europe to live here, but they hate our country and its people.  They’d like to see England in flames.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Well Officer Rumbelowe, although we may someday find you to be correct about who has done this barbarous deed, we mustn’t jump to conclusions without hard facts to support them,’ said Holmes. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’ve been on the force nine years now, Mister Holmes.  After a bit of time out on these streets, a man develops a sort of intuition for this type of thing.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘No doubt your instincts have guided you well through the years, and will continue to do so.  You are wise to heed them,’ said Holmes, as he crawled upon his hands and knees in search of the most minute of clues.  ‘But what we must rely upon in a criminal investigation is solid physical evidence, which our intuition often and often will lead us to discover.  And what we… need are… clues, such as… this!’  Sherlock Holmes sat up with a whistle. 
 
      
 
    At that moment, Holmes pulled from the gutter a barren, blood-caked stalk of grape stems.  It had obviously been dropped before the victim’s blood had been washed down the morning after the murder for it was thoroughly encrusted with dried blood, something that could not have happened if the stalk had been dropped at any time after the area had been hosed down. 
 
      
 
    ‘What is it Holmes?  What have you discovered?’ I anxiously asked. 
 
      
 
    ‘Possibly nothing.  Or just possibly another grim little bit of evidence that the entire case might turn upon.  It could even be of more import than the pearl from Buck’s Row.’ 
 
      
 
    After a bit more careful inspection of the blood-encrusted grape stalk, he cried, ‘By Jove, Rumbelowe!  This is treasure trove indeed.  I suppose you know what we have got here?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I do believe I might, Sir.  I remember reading something in this morning’s paper about the doctors having found grapes in the dead woman’s hand.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘These then, must be the remains of them.  Odd that they weren’t taken as evidence that morning.’ 79 
 
      
 
    Holmes carefully wrapped the grape stem in his handkerchief, and continued to inspect the area.  After a few minutes of searching, Holmes had found nothing of interest save for two spent matchsticks and the remnant of a candle, all of which bore the signs of having been dropped before the area had been washed down.  After collecting the two matches and the candle stub and wrapping them in his handkerchief, we walked over to a fruit and sweet shop located at Number 44 Berner Street that displayed bunches of grapes in the window; black and white.  Holmes and Rumbelowe interviewed the owner, a man named Packer, who told us he had in fact sold grapes to a couple on the night of Liz Stride’s murder.  He gave us the following statement: 
 
      
 
    On Sat night about 11pm a young man from 25-30 - about 5.7 with long black coat buttoned up - soft felt hat, kind of Yankee hat.  Rather broad shoulders - rather quick in speaking, rough voice.  I sold him 1/2 pound black grapes 3d.  A woman came up with him from Back Church end (the lower end of street) She was dressed in black frock & jacket, fur round bottom of jacket with black crape bonnet, she was playing with a flower like a geranium white outside and red inside.  I identify the woman at the St. George’s mortuary as the one I saw that night-They passed by as though they were going up Com- Road, but- instead of going up they crossed to the other side of the road to the Board School, & were there for about 1/2 an hour till I shd. say 11.30. talking to one another.  I then shut up my shutters.  Before they passed over opposite to my shop, they wait[ed] near to the club for a few minutes apparently listening to the music.  I saw no more of them after I shut up my shutters.  I put the man down as a young clerk.  He had a frock coat on - no gloves.  He was about 1 1/2 inch or 2 or 3 inches - a little higher than she was. 
 
      
 
    Although he had to buy a pound of grapes to do so, Holmes convinced the man to come with us for a quick stop at the mortuary to identify the body of Liz Stride, then make our way to meet Inspector Reid at the Leman Street Police Station, where we would turn over the newfound evidence to Sergeant French to be logged in as official police property.  Packer would make his statement to Inspector Reid and then be free to return to his shop in Berner Street, and Reid would brief us on the particulars of both murders that Holmes had not been able to glean from the two telegrams and the newspaper accounts.  From there, Rumbelowe would then escort us on the second half of our gruesome tour through the streets of Whitechapel, and on to the horror of the bloodletting that had occurred in Mitre Square. 
 
      
 
    Holmes chose half a pound of each of the black and white grapes, and the grocer packed them up for us in two neat parcels wrapped in newspaper.  The four of us shared the juicy fruit, but only Packer was able to sufficiently chew the thick rinds enough to swallow them.  Holmes, Rumbelowe and I had to eventually spit out the tough outer skins through the windows of the growler as we rolled across the East-end towards the St. George’s Mortuary.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXXI: THE “DOUBLE EVENT” -- ACT IV; Spring-Heeled Jack 
 
      
 
    2 October, 1888 – Mitre Square, City of London 
 
      
 
    After the stop at the Leman Street station to place the grape stems and match-sticks into evidence and have Packer’s statement taken down, PC Daniel Rumbelowe brought us into Mitre Square, where the second of the two gruesome ‘Double Event’ murders had taken place in the early morning hours of the Sunday before, just minutes after the first one in Berner Street.  I remembered the area from the morning of the Annie Chapman murder, when Holmes and I had visited the scenes of the various other attacks and murders.  Along the way, Rumbelowe had identified various points of interest in Whitechapel, including the general direction a man would have to take to walk to each of the other previous crime scenes.  He seemed to know as much as Holmes about those incidents, and even pointed out where the Fairy Fay murder had ‘never happened, Sir.’  As it turned out, Rumbelowe had his own thoughts on who the killer was. 
 
      
 
    ‘Mister Holmes, I just can’t help feeling that no man could have done both of these killings in that short span of time, and then left that message in Goulston Street,’ said the guide of our dismal death-scene tour.  ‘I know it is extremely unlikely that two unrelated killers just happened to be operating in Whitechapel at just about the same time, but there seems to be no getting past it,’ Rumbelowe told us.  ‘Old “Spring-Heeled Jack,” as they are calling him now, would have had to have run all the way from Berner Street, then ripped this woman beyond all recognition after she was last seen alive by a witness at 01:35 a.m., and all this within the short span of time it took PC Watkins to make only one round of the square, which he says could not have taken more than fifteen minutes at the most.  I don’t think that is possible Sir, unless Jack is some kind of ghost or devil.  No, I say he killed Eddowes elsewhere while someone else was doing the killing in Berner Street and then dumped her here in Mitre Square.  The witness who claims he saw her alive at 01:35 has to be mistaken.’ 
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    Contemporary newspaper sketch of “Spring-heeled Jack” 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘As good a theory as I’ve heard to-day, Rumbelowe.  And although I have made every allowance upon that score, I do see the difficulty in the idea that one man could have done it all in so little time.  But if he did, it would certainly appear that your “Spring-heeled Jack” is every bit as fleet of foot as his name would imply.’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes began taking note of the ingress and exit points nearest the location where PC Watkins had found the badly mutilated corpse.  He walked out each of the three possible passages of egress, beginning with the one from Mitre Street, and then the one that communicated with St James’s Place.  After moving to the third entryway, he shouted for us from within Church Passage, a dark, narrow walkway at the north-east corner of the square leading out to Duke Street. 
 
      
 
    ‘Come over here at once, men, it appears there are a few dots of extravasated blood here in the Passage.  It would seem our killer must have exited from this side as he ran from the scene.  Watson -- Mark that!’ 
 
      
 
    Rumbelowe and I ran over to Holmes, who was kneeling down and inspecting the purplish-brown droplet with his lens.  He reached into his pocket for his pen-knife, which he used to scrape the dried blood from the rough-hewn cobblestone surface, then shook the scrapings from the blade into a small envelope he had brought along with him. 
 
      
 
    ‘My new haemoglobin test will be just the thing to confirm that this is human blood, most likely that of Catherine Eddowes but possibly that of our killer, though we cannot be certain of either, working within the limits of what little scientific testing is available to us to-day.  The blood could even have dripped from a wound he might have received during the struggle with Eddowes.  Finding blood here does make sense, though; if our spring-heeled monster was on his way to Goulston Street as PC Rumbelowe believes he was, this would be the quickest and most direct way to get there from the square.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Indeed it would, Sir.’  Just then, the young constable pulled out a small policeman’s note-book from his breast pocket.  ‘Mister Holmes, I’ve got something here that I’d like you to have.  I’ve been giving a great deal of thought since yesterday morning to whom I might best pass it, but I now recognise that to be your good self.  Here you are, Sir.’  He showed Holmes a leaf from his note-book.  ‘I took it down word-for-word before Arnold and Sir Charles had it sponged off the wall in Goulston Street early Sunday morning. 80  It’s written here just the way it appeared on the wall, warts and all.  It’s not exactly as PC Halse or DC Long remember it, though.  But it is exactly what I saw was written there verbatim, including the mis-spellings.  You see, I was the only officer to actually copy down the message while looking at it.  The others wrote later from memory.  I’d like to have given it to Reid or Mulvaney, but with all of the finger-pointing and accusations within the force on Warren’s decision to scrub the wall, I would just as soon hand this ball off to you than to join the scrum myself, or to drop Inspector Reid or Superintendent Mulvaney into it, Sir.’ 
 
      
 
    He ripped the page out of the note-book and handed it to Holmes.  Upon the page was written: 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    As Holmes read the message,81 noting the subtle differences in spelling and capitalisation between what he was seeing and what PC Halse had recorded from memory, his expression seemed to reflect a sort of resignation, frustration and irony that I cannot adequately express with any single word.  It was an ‘exhale and slap yourself on the forehead as you shake your head’ sort of emotion. 
 
      
 
    From Mitre Square, Holmes and I caught a cab directly to the mortuary in St George Street, where the first of two post mortem examinations of the Double Event victims was about to be conducted by my old friend, Doctor George Bagster Phillips. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXXII: THE DOUBLE EVENT -- ACT V; Liz Stride’s Final Exam 
 
      
 
    2 October, 1888. 3:00 p.m. - St George’s Mortuary/Golden Lane Mortuary 
 
      
 
    Holmes and I rushed from Mitre Square to the mortuary in St George Street to attend Doctor George Bagster Phillips’ post mortem on Elizabeth ‘Long Liz’ Stride.  Doctor Phillips had been present at the scene in Dutfield’s Yard, and so had a unique perspective upon the crime and its perpetrator. 
 
      
 
    Dr Phillips, a small, brisk, iron-grey man, came striding into the room, rubbing his hands together as he walked.  He had a clean-shaven face, of the naval officer type, with large, bright eyes with a firm, straight mouth.  With him was Doctor Blackwell with his gleaming pince nez, who had also been called to the murder scene in Berner Street, and Doctor Phillips’ own assistant Cyril West, whom we had seen briefly at the ‘Dark Annie’ death scene in Hanbury Street.  The young, muscular man was swarthy with dark curly hair and a neck that was so thick and sinewy it met in perfect line with the sides of his head.  I marvelled at the size of his forearms and wondered if he too had been an athlete and military man prior to going into civil practice like myself.  I was later to find out he was indeed quite the sportsman -- he was a polo player, cricketer and a rugby man -- as well as an accomplished violinist, a craft upon which he and Holmes would eventually spend hours in animated discussion and eager debate.  Although he was later to tell me that he credited the handling of the bow over the many years that he had played the instrument for his meaty forearms, I suspected his athleticism had had more to do with it. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m a very eager follower of your exploits Mister Holmes, and I’m quite honoured to make your acquaintance.  I saw you both at the Hanbury murder, and wanted to shake your hands then, but of course, the circumstances did not allow for such pleasantry.  I’m a colleague of Doctor Braeden, and he has told me ever so much about you.  He is quite fascinated with the intricate workings of your methodology, and is following the case very closely himself.  Why, he has collected every damn news clipping that has to do with the murders from at least three different newspapers, and takes particular interest in the cases involving the women he knew personally through his work with them at the Whitechapel Infirmary.  I also find your work extremely interesting and hope to be of some service to you in your examinations of fact, in so far as the Medical Examiner’s office is concerned.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes,’ added Doctor Phillips, ‘I’ve tasked young West to act as my liaison with the police, and also with your agency, Mister Holmes.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Splendid, Doctor Phillips!’ cried Holmes.  ‘Doctor West will be just the thing.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Let us scrub up then, Cyril,’ said Doctor Phillips to his young assistant. ‘And you as well, Watson.  You may join in with Doctors Blackwell and West to act as my diener and assist me if you please.’ 
 
      
 
    I fairly leapt at the chance to work with the near-legendary Doctor Phillips, and in all my years of medical practice, had not ever taken part in an actual autopsy.  The closest I’d ever come were the examinations of cadavers that we had performed as young medical students back in Blackheath. 
 
      
 
    We went as a group into the operating theatre, where the body was lying upon a stainless steel table, its throat lain open by the killer’s blade.  And now, Doctor Phillips would continue cutting into her body, but with the express purpose of finding out more about the evil man that had made that first awful cut and inflicted such an outrage upon her. 
 
      
 
    There hung in the air a pungent odour, which consisted of one part tissue preservative, two parts astringent cleaner and three parts death.  Doctor Phillips’ post mortem examination suite, with its exposed pipes in the ceiling and drains in the tiled floor, was lined with shelves holding jars of preservative holding visible tissue and excised body parts that were awaiting their days in court.  At the centre of the room was the table upon which Elizabeth Stride’s naked body lay, and beneath stood a large tray of sawdust.  There was a small grocer’s scale hanging from a chain over the foot of that table, and beside it on its right side was a smaller steel table, topped with the tools of the trade -- forceps, tenacula, lancets, bistouries, cannulas and trocars -- and which surprisingly included what appeared to be an ordinary bread knife, a pair of pruning clippers of the type used by my wife in the garden, and a normal saw very much like the one I had hanging over my own work-bench at home.  A line of knives, with long, thin delicate blades, lay at one side.  Also atop the table were a corkboard dissecting block and some formalin-filled sample jars into which tissue from the body would be placed. 
 
      
 
    By the time the examination began, Rigor Mortis was still thoroughly marked.  The lifeless face which looked up at us was that of a woman past the prime of her years, drawn with suffering and with a peculiar beeswax tint.  There was mud on the left side of the face and it was matted in the head, which lay upon a waterproofed pillow. 
 
      
 
    The body was fairly nourished.  Over both shoulders, especially the right, and under the collarbone and in front of the chest there was a bluish discolouration, which I noted, and have seen on two occasions since. 
 
      
 
    ‘Have you any experience with calotype and stereoscopic photography using half-plate glass negatives, Watson?  Or would you prefer to act as secretary to take notes and record my findings, or as criminalist to log in and categorise any physical evidence I may discover?’ asked Doctor Phillips. 
 
      
 
    I suppose I would be able to take the photographs for you, if that is your wish,’ said I, for I had indeed had some experience with clinical photography during my time at Blackheath and also at the Queen’s Hospital at Sidcup. 
 
      
 
    ‘Fine, and that is all to the good, for Cyril is accustomed to the terminology I use in my examinations, as well as the format in which I prefer that my notes be transcribed.’ 
 
      
 
    There was a clear-cut incision on the neck which I found difficult to look at, even through the lens of Doctor Phillips’ Leitz camera.  The gash was six inches in length and commenced two and a half inches in a straight line below the angle of the jaw, one half inch in over an undivided muscle, and then becoming deeper, dividing the sheath.  I captured two images of the cut, which was very clean and deviated a little downwards.  The arteries and other vessels contained in the sheath were all cut through.  
 
      
 
    The slash in the tissues on the right side was more superficial, and tailed off to about two inches below the right angle of the jaw.  The deep vessels on that side were uninjured.  From this is was evident that the haemorrhage was caused through the partial severance of the left carotid artery.  Doctor West recorded all of Doctor Phillips’ observations of these facts, as Holmes looked on and put on a brave face, although I could see that he found it quite distressing to view the gaping wound upon the throat of the cadaver.  
 
      
 
    Decomposition had commenced in the skin.  Dark brown spots were on the anterior surface of the left chin.  Doctor Blackwell noted that there was a deformity in the bones of the right leg, which was not straight, but bowed forwards.  We could all see that there was no recent external injury save to the neck.  
 
      
 
    With Doctor West’s having washed the body more thoroughly, we could see some healing sores in various locations, which I photographed upon Doctor Phillips’ instruction.  The lobe of the left ear was torn as if from the removal or wearing through of an earring, but it was thoroughly healed.  On removing the scalp there was no sign of extravasation of blood.  
 
      
 
    Dr Phillips was casually speaking to Blackwell as he carried out the examination.  Doctor West was obviously quite familiar with Phillips’ habits of talking politics as he worked, and only took down the commentary pertinent to the autopsy. 
 
      
 
    ‘Narrow squeak for the government,’ he said. 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh, ten is enough.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘They won’t have ten long.  They’d do better to resign before they are driven to it.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh, I should fight it out.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘What’s the use?  They can’t get past the committee, even if they get a vote in the house.  I was talking to McDonald -- but I’ll tell you about it presently.’  Doctor Phillips then made the familiar ‘Y’ incision and began to examine the woman’s internal organs.  I noticed Holmes becoming squeamish and turning his head away as Doctor Phillips’ plunged his scalpel into the corpse’s flesh at the left shoulder and with a tilt of his wrist, parted the skin like a ravine.  The blade traversed from the left shoulder, under the breasts and over to the right shoulder in one smooth and fast motion.  A small amount of blood passively leaked out from the cut vessels, but since the woman’s heart was no longer pumping, there was no pressure behind it.  Doctor Phillips lifted the scalpel, placed it at the bottom of the ‘U,’ swooped it to the pit of the abdomen below the sternum, then straight down and left of the navel.  After that, he was able to lift up the skin and pull it back with ease. 
 
      
 
    The heart was small, the left ventricle firmly contracted, and the right slightly so.  There was no clot in the pulmonary artery, but the right ventricle was full of dark clot.  The left was firmly contracted as to be absolutely empty.  I took two more photographs as Blackwell accepted some tissue samples from Doctor Phillips. 
 
      
 
    The stomach was large and the mucous membrane only congested.  It contained partly digested food, apparently consisting of cheese, potato, and farinaceous powder.  There were no signs of the rind of any grapes, which Holmes asked Doctor Phillips to check for specifically after his find in the alley that morning.  All the teeth from the lower left jaw of Elizabeth Stride were absent, which might help account for her possibly having the habit of spitting out the rinds of any fruit after extracting its juices with pressure between the tongue and patella to avoid choking on them. 
 
      
 
    Simultaneously at the mortuary in Golden Lane, a similar, but much more gruesome examination was being performed by Doctor Frederick Gordon Brown, the London police surgeon called in to the murder scene in Mitre Square around 2:00 a.m. the previous Sunday morning.  His report is as follows: 
 
      
 
    ‘The body was on its back, the head turned to left shoulder.  The arms by the side of the body as if they had fallen there.  Both palms upwards, the fingers slightly bent.  The left leg extended in a line with the body.  The abdomen was exposed.  Right leg bent at the thigh and knee.  The throat cut across.  
 
      
 
    The intestines were drawn out to a large extent and placed over the right shoulder -- they were smeared over with some feculent matter.  A piece of about two feet was quite detached from the body and placed between the body and the left arm, apparently by design.  The lobe and auricle of the right ear were cut obliquely through.  
 
      
 
    There was a quantity of clotted blood on the pavement on the left side of the neck round the shoulder and upper part of arm, and fluid blood-coloured serum which had flowed under the neck to the right shoulder, the pavement sloping in that direction.  
 
      
 
    Body was quite warm.  No death stiffening had taken place.  She must have been dead most likely within the half hour.  We looked for superficial bruises and saw none.  No blood on the skin of the abdomen or secretion of any kind on the thighs.  No spurting of blood on the bricks or pavement around.  No marks of blood below the middle of the body.  Several buttons were found in the clotted blood after the body was removed.  There was no blood on the front of the clothes.  There were no traces of recent connexion. 
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    When the body arrived at Golden Lane, some of the blood was dispersed through the removal of the body to the mortuary.  The clothes were taken off carefully from the body.  A piece of deceased’s ear dropped from the clothing.  
 
      
 
    I made a post mortem examination at half past two on Sunday afternoon.  Rigor mortis was well marked; body not quite cold.  Green discoloration over the abdomen.  
 
      
 
    After washing the left hand carefully, a bruise the size of a sixpence, recent and red, was discovered on the back of the left hand between the thumb and first finger.  A few small bruises on right shin of older date.  The hands and arms were bronzed.  No bruises on the scalp, the back of the body, or the elbows. 
 
      
 
    The face was very much mutilated.  There was a cut about a quarter of an inch through the lower left eyelid, dividing the structures completely through.  The upper eyelid on that side, there was a scratch through the skin on the left upper eyelid, near to the angle of the nose.  The right eyelid was cut through to about half an inch.  
 
      
 
    There was a deep cut over the bridge of the nose, extending from the left border of the nasal bone down near the angle of the jaw on the right side of the cheek.  This cut went into the bone and divided all the structures of the cheek except the mucous membrane of the mouth.  
 
      
 
    The tip of the nose was quite detached by an oblique cut from the bottom of the nasal bone to where the wings of the nose join on to the face.  A cut from this divided the upper lip and extended through the substance of the gum over the right upper lateral incisor tooth.  
 
      
 
    About half an inch from the top of the nose was another oblique cut.  There was a cut on the right angle of the mouth as if the cut of a point of a knife.  The cut extended an inch and a half, parallel with the lower lip. 
 
      
 
    There was on each side of cheek a cut which peeled up the skin, forming a triangular flap about an inch and a half.  On the left cheek there were two abrasions of the epithelium under the left ear.  
 
      
 
    The throat was cut across to the extent of about six or seven inches.  A superficial cut commenced about an inch and a half below the lobe below, and about two and a half inches behind the left ear, and extended across the throat to about three inches below the lobe of the right ear.  
 
      
 
    The big muscle across the throat was divided through on the left side.  The large vessels on the left side of the neck were severed.  The larynx was severed below the vocal chord.  All the deep structures were severed to the bone, the knife marking intervertebral cartilages.  The sheath of the vessels on the right side was just opened.  
 
      
 
    The carotid artery had a fine hole opening, the internal jugular vein was opened about an inch and a half -- not divided.  The blood vessels contained clot.  All these injuries were performed by a sharp instrument like a knife, and pointed. 
 
      
 
    The cause of death was haemorrhage from the left common carotid artery.  The death was immediate and the mutilations were inflicted after death.  
 
      
 
    We examined the abdomen.  The front walls were laid open from the breast bones to the pubes.  The cut commenced opposite the enciform cartilage.  The incision went upwards, not penetrating the skin that was over the sternum.  It then divided the enciform cartilage.  The knife must have cut obliquely at the expense of that cartilage.  
 
      
 
    Behind this, the liver was stabbed as if by the point of a sharp instrument.  Below this was another incision into the liver of about two and a half inches, and below this the left lobe of the liver was slit through by a vertical cut.  Two cuts were shewn by a jagging of the skin on the left side.  
 
      
 
    The abdominal walls were divided in the middle line to within a quarter of an inch of the navel.  The cut then took a horizontal course for two inches and a half towards the right side.  It then divided round the navel on the left side, and made a parallel incision to the former horizontal incision, leaving the navel on a tongue of skin.  Attached to the navel was two and a half inches of the lower part of the rectus muscle on the left side of the abdomen.  The incision then took an oblique direction to the right and was shelving.  The incision went down the right side of the vagina and rectum for half an inch behind the rectum. 
 
      
 
    There was a stab of about an inch on the left groin.  This was done by a pointed instrument.  Below this was a cut of three inches going through all tissues making a wound of the peritoneum about the same extent.  
 
      
 
    An inch below the crease of the thigh was a cut extending from the anterior spine of the ilium obliquely down the inner side of the left thigh and separating the left labium, forming a flap of skin up to the groin.  The left rectus muscle was not detached.  
 
      
 
    There was a flap of skin formed by the right thigh, attaching the right labium, and extending up to the spine of the ilium.  The muscles on the right side inserted into the frontal ligaments were cut through.  
 
      
 
    The skin was retracted through the whole of the cut through the abdomen, but the vessels were not clotted.  Nor had there been any appreciable bleeding from the vessels.  I draw the conclusion that the act was made after death, and there would not have been much blood on the murderer.  The cut was made by someone on the right side of the body, kneeling below the middle of the body.  
 
      
 
    I removed the content of the stomach and placed it in a jar for further examination.  There seemed very little in it in the way of food or fluid, but from the cut end partly digested farinaceous food escaped.  
 
      
 
    The intestines had been detached to a large extent from the mesentery.  About two feet of the colon was cut away.  The sigmoid flexure was invaginated into the rectum very tightly.  
 
      
 
    Right kidney was pale, bloodless with slight congestion of the base of the pyramids. 
 
      
 
    There was a cut from the upper part of the slit on the under surface of the liver to the left side, and another cut at right angles to this, which were about an inch and a half deep and two and a half inches long.  Liver itself was healthy.  
 
      
 
    The gall bladder contained bile.  The pancreas was cut, but not through, on the left side of the spinal column.  Three and a half inches of the lower border of the spleen by half an inch was attached only to the peritoneum.  
 
      
 
    The peritoneal lining was cut through on the left side and the left kidney carefully taken out and removed.  The left renal artery was cut through.  I would say that someone who knew the position of the kidney must have done it. 
 
      
 
    The lining membrane over the uterus was cut through.  The womb was cut through horizontally, leaving a stump of three quarters of an inch.  The rest of the womb had been taken away with some of the ligaments.  The vagina and cervix of the womb was uninjured.  
 
      
 
    The bladder was healthy and uninjured, and contained three or four ounces of water.  There was a tongue-like cut through the anterior wall of the abdominal aorta.  The other organs were healthy.  There were no indications of connexion. 
 
      
 
    I believe the wound in the throat was first inflicted.  I believe she must have been lying on the ground.  
 
      
 
    The wounds on the face and abdomen prove that they were inflicted by a sharp, pointed knife, and that in the abdomen by one six inches or longer. 
 
      
 
    I believe the perpetrator of the act must have had considerable knowledge of the position of the organs in the abdominal cavity and the way of removing them.  It required a great deal of medical knowledge to have removed the kidney and to know where it was placed.  The parts removed would be of no use for any professional purpose.  
 
      
 
    I think the perpetrator of this act had sufficient time, or he would not have nicked the lower eyelids.  It would take at least five minutes.  
 
      
 
    I cannot assign any reason for the parts being taken away.  I feel sure that there was no struggle, and believe it was the act of one person.  
 
      
 
    The throat had been so instantly severed that no noise could have been emitted.  I should not expect much blood to have been found on the person who had inflicted these wounds.  The wounds could not have been self-inflicted.  
 
      
 
    My attention was called to the apron, particularly the corner of the apron with a string attached.  The blood spots were of recent origin.  I have seen the portion of an apron produced by Dr. Phillips and stated to have been found in Goulston Street.  It is impossible to say that it is human blood on the apron.  I fitted the piece of apron, which had a new piece of material on it (which had evidently been sewn on to the piece I have), the seams of the borders of the two actually corresponding.  Some blood and apparently faecal matter was found on the portion that was found in Goulston Street.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 


 CHAPTER XXXIII: HELP FROM PSYCHO 
 
      
 
    6 October, 1888.  The Egyptian Hall Theatre 
 
      
 
    The following Saturday evening, Holmes suggested that we return to the Egyptian Hall for another visit to John Nevil Maskelyne, for he had come to suspect that the Whitechapel murderer could be a practitioner of some form of occultism -- a subject in which Maskelyne was certainly a leading authority within England. 
 
      
 
    ‘It has been nearly a week since the double murders in the East-end.  If his previous cycle of three weeks holds good, then we shall have our monster at his worst before many more weeks have passed,’ said Holmes, as we once again walked briskly down the streets of Piccadilly.  ‘Until then, we can but possess our souls in patience.’ 
 
      
 
    Once we arrived at the majestic hall with its Egyptian motif and hieroglyphic decor, we were shown in by Cooke, the same man that had attended to us before -- Maskelyne’s colleague and a magician himself.  But this time, we were not given front-row seating.  I was unsure if this had more to do with the late hour of our arrival than any professional jealousy or resentment that may have grown from Holmes’ revelation of his understanding of the automaton’s secret to his partner.  We watched Psycho’s performance from the rear of the crowded theatre which was once more packed with astounded admirers, and when it was over, Cooke returned for us and escorted us back to Maskelyne’s dressing-room. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’ve come to call in that favour you promised me, Maskelyne,’ said Holmes to the handsome magician, who was seated before a vanity, untying his white cravat and loosening his collar in the mirror. 
 
      
 
     ‘And that would be…?’  Maskelyne left the rest of his question to hang in the air.   
 
      
 
    He answered by another question.  ‘What,’ asked Holmes, ‘do you know of the occult, as regards cycles of the moon, demonic possession and ritualistic human sacrifice?  Ghoulish behaviour.  The selling of one’s soul’ -- he said, with a peculiar emphasis.  ‘That type of thing.’ 
 
      
 
    Maskelyne then gave us an enthralling lecture on the occult, with specific emphasis on the beliefs and superstitions of the Jewish people at Holmes’ suggestion.  He detailed a history of ritual killings, bloodletting and told us of a mythical demon whose name sounded to me rather like the ‘Dibbick.’  After his dissertation had finished, Maskelyne made a rather outlandish suggestion. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’ve an idea, Holmes.  Why don’t we ask Psycho what he thinks?  I suspect with his own amazing powers of calculation and logic, he may be able to throw some new light upon the matter for you.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘What then?  Has it come down to spooks?  I hardly think Psycho could arrive at any new conclusions that you yourself have not already deduced, Holmes,’ I remarked. 
 
      
 
    ‘That may be true, Watson, however I believe we should consult with him to see if he has any clue, detail or insight to enhance our investigation.  I had hoped you would make that suggestion, John.  Had you not, I’d have surely done so myself.  In fact, it is primarily the little figure that I came to consult tonight -- please do not take any offence,’ said Sherlock Holmes. 
 
      
 
    ‘None taken, Holmes.  I fully understand your reasoning,’ he replied 
 
      
 
    Turning to the little figure, which was sitting upright against the wall in the corner of the room with his pencil in hand, he said, ‘Alright, Psycho.  You heard what Mister Holmes had to say.  Have you anything to tell him that might possibly be of some use to him in his investigations?’ 
 
      
 
    Suddenly becoming animated from a completely inert state in a most life-like way, the little figure began to write out a message in the manner he would normally perform complex equations of mathematics upon the stage.  The resultant message was cryptic, and said simply: 
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    ‘Pshaw!  Come on, man!  This is ridiculous.  If you’ve got an opinion or advice, give it to us straight, without any hocus-pocus from a mechanised doll,’ said I with righteous indignation.  
 
      
 
    At this, Psycho’s head dropped, as if in shame.   
 
      
 
    ‘I assure you Doctor Watson that I had nothing to do with Psycho’s message to Holmes,’ cried the magician.   
 
      
 
    ‘HA! Absurd!  What do you take us for, Maskelyne?  Fools?  We are not subscribers to your psychological creed nor any other such mumbo-jumbo.’   
 
      
 
    ‘He’s telling you the truth, Watson,’ said Holmes, cutting me short.  ‘Thank you for your help, John.’  He turned to the figure.  ‘And thank you, Psycho.  I shall take heed of the clue.  Come, Watson!  We’ve work to do.’ 
 
      
 
    When we turned to leave, I noticed that the little figure was not set upon the windowed box, nor was the glass air-tube positioned beneath him.  I shut my eyes, to open them again with a sense of reality.  There was no need for the test.   
 
      
 
    As we walked away from the Egyptian Hall down into Piccadilly, Holmes turned to me and said, ‘We really seem to have been switched on to a Grimm’s fairy tale here, haven’t we, Old Boy?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘So it would seem, Holmes, but really! I don’t see why you and Maskelyne would go to such lengths to play a practical joke on me, especially under the circumstances of a murder inquest.’   
 
      
 
    ‘There’s no joke being played Watson.  All I am at liberty to explain to you at the moment is that Maskelyne has only limited control of the dummy’s writings and actions.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘But… but... how can that be, Holmes?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Someday, Watson, the truth may be told,’ he said as he examined the most curiously-spelt one-word message from Psycho.   
 
      
 
    I had no doubt that there was some perfectly rational physical explanation for the evening’s events, due to some arcane form of trickery on the part of our host.  It was, however, sufficiently weird. 
 
      
 
    We never saw the dummy again, nor its creator, and I could not be gladder of the fact. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXXIV: A NIGHT AT THE OPERA 
 
      
 
    13 October, 1888.  The Royal Opera House, City of Westminster 
 
      
 
    Unbeknownst to us, Holmes and I must have been captured by the pencil of an imaginative sketch-artist as we emerged from Dutfield’s Yard on the day Holmes had found the grape stalk, and we were later to discover that our likenesses appeared in that artist’s rendering of ‘Jack the Ripper’ being watched by a group of men as he escaped after a murder.  The drawing to which I refer featured prominently in the Illustrated London News of 13 October, 1888, but confused Holmes and me for members of the Whitechapel Vigilance Committee headed by George Lusk,81 the man to which a macabre letter and a gruesome parcel had been delivered.  There was no doubt it was us, for Holmes and I appeared exactly as we were dressed that day, although we had not been following or observing any suspicious characters that morning as depicted in the drawing, unless the artist had mistaken the witness Matthew Packer for a possible suspect.82 It was Holmes that noticed our likenesses during his daily scanning of all the local papers, but he believed the third man in the group watching the ‘killer’ looked more to be Dr Blackwell -- the first doctor called to the scene of the Elizabeth Stride murder -- with Lusk playing only the smallest of rÔles, ghost-like over my right shoulder.  Once he pointed it out, it became painfully obvious to me that it was supposed to be us, as is so often the case after the fact when Holmes shares his observations.  But I am not alone in having that particular elucidation escape me, for since that day, no one else has ever mentioned taking note of our appearance in that issue of the London News. 
 
      
 
    That night, Holmes and I would attend a performance of Offenbach’s The Tales of Hoffmann, a favourite of his that he often played on his violin, which had been made for him by Antonio Stradivarius himself.83 
 
      
 
    ‘I look forward to the inspired German music on the programme tonight, which is rather more to my taste than the Italian or French.  The music of Offenbach is often introspective, and I want to introspect this evening,’ explained Holmes. 
 
      
 
    After dinner at one of our favourite restaurants in the Strand, we made our way down Bow Street to The Royal Opera House in Covent Garden -- home of The Royal Opera, The Royal Ballet, and the Orchestra of the Royal Opera House.  Originally called the Theatre Royal, it served primarily as a playhouse for the first hundred years of its history.  In 1734, the first ballet was presented there.  A year later, Handel’s first season of operas began.  Many of his operas and oratorios were specifically written for Covent Garden and had had their premieres there.  The current building was the third theatre on the site following disastrous fires in 1808 and 1856.  The façade, foyer, and auditorium date from 1858. 
 
      
 
    We entered the magnificent main auditorium and found our seats in the amphitheatre gallery.  The murmur of the gentle strains of the orchestra preparing their instruments and the suppressed voices of the audience was soon replaced by enthusiastic applause as the tuxedoed conductor emerged from the right corner of the pit with a subtle bow to take his position at the podium.  The applause grew louder as the thundering opening movement began, and the giant red velvet curtains parted.  The pomp and pageantry of the production was breath-taking. 
 
      
 
    The opera was riveting, and I can still hear the majestic crescendo of the Barcarolle overture that permeates the entire opus.  The opera was full of parallels to the events occurring in both Holmes’ and my life at the time.  During the stirring performance, I couldn’t help but think that Olympia, the beautiful automaton that was the object of Hoffmann’s naïve affection, would have made an ideal mate for Psycho, with Maskelyne in the rÔle of Spalanzani, to Holmes’ Nicklausse.  And when the title character holds a group of students spellbound with a twisted little tale of a deformed dwarf named ‘Kleinzach,’ or ‘Little Bag,’ with his queer, sack-like body and spindly, bowed legs that went ‘Krick-Krack!’ when he walked, I was reminded of Joseph Carey Merrick, known throughout England as the ‘Elephant Man,’ who was also a friend and patient of our friend the Coroner, Doctor Wynne E. Baxter in Whitechapel.  Merrick was an Englishman with severe deformities who was exhibited as a human curiosity.  He became well known in London society after he went to live at the London Hospital.  Merrick was born in Leicester, and began to develop abnormally during the first few years of his life.  His skin appeared thick and lumpy, he developed enlarged lips, and a bony lump grew on his forehead.  One of his arms and both of his feet became enlarged and at some point during his childhood he fell and damaged his hip, resulting in permanent lameness.  When he was 10, his mother died, and his father soon remarried.  Merrick left school at the age of 13 and had difficulty finding employment.  Rejected by his father and stepmother, he left home.  In late 1879, Merrick, aged 17, entered the Leicester Union Workhouse. 
 
      
 
    In 1884, after four years in the workhouse, Merrick contacted a showman named Sam Torr and proposed that Torr should exhibit him.  Torr agreed and arranged for a group of men to manage Merrick, whom they named the ‘Elephant Man.’ After touring the East Midlands, Merrick travelled to London to be exhibited in a penny gaff shop on Whitechapel Road which was rented by showman Tom Norman.  Norman’s shop, directly across the street from the London Hospital, was visited by a surgeon named Frederick Treves, who invited Merrick to be examined and photographed.  Soon after Merrick’s visits to the hospital, Tom Norman’s shop was closed by the police, and Merrick’s managers sent him to tour in Europe. 
 
      
 
    In Belgium, Merrick was robbed by his road manager and abandoned in Brussels.  He eventually made his way back to London; unable to communicate, he was found by the police to have Doctor Treves’ card on him.  Treves came and took Merrick back to the London Hospital.  Although his condition was incurable, Merrick was allowed to stay at the hospital under the care of Doctor Wynne Baxter for the remainder of his life.  Treves visited him daily, and the pair developed quite a close friendship.  Merrick also received visits from the wealthy ladies and gentlemen of London society, including Alexandra, Princess of Wales. 
 
      
 
    Aged 27, Merrick died on 11 April 1890.  The official cause of death was asphyxia, although Treves, who dissected the body, said that Merrick had died of a dislocated neck.  He believed that Merrick -- who had to sleep sitting up because of the weight of his head -- had been attempting to sleep lying down, to ‘be like other people.’ 
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    Like Joseph Merrick, the dwarf Kleinzach was shown in the opera to have a remarkable inner beauty. 
 
      
 
    At the end of the first act, amidst a menacing chorus portending doom for Olympia, the opera’s villain cries for revenge and proceeds to smash Hoffman’s magic glasses that cause him to see the automaton as a real woman of incredible beauty.  And, as if he had somehow suddenly gained the magic vision lost by Hoffmann at just that exact instant in some sort of exchange, I saw a spark of realisation come across the face of Sherlock Holmes as he heard Coppelius crying out for, ‘Rache’ -- ‘Revenge’ -- the very same word that had played such a pivotal rÔle in A Study in Scarlet.  By the sudden intensity of his attitude, I felt that he had seen something of great import.  
 
      
 
    And just as Holmes came to his Rache epiphany at that supreme moment of the opera, I had my own thunder-bolt of inspiration, realizing that I finally understood the cryptic remark he made to John Nevil Maskelyne at the Egyptian Hall six weeks before, when he explained why he would never divulge the magician’s trade secrets.   
 
      
 
    When the same word came up a second time at the end of the climactic sword-fight in Act II, both Holmes and I shook our heads silently, and a knowing glance passed silently between us that set us both smiling.  But I must admit, although I had had such an inspired thought at the sound of that word, I also imagined I heard Luther the saturnine tavern keeper chant, ‘Bloody Hell!  So fear!  Divine!’ which was in fact some similar sounding phrase in German.  Perhaps Holmes was also inspired in some way by his own misinterpretation of that line. 
 
      
 
    In the penultimate scene, Hoffman took revenge on his nemesis, killing him with the dagger of Councillor Lindorf in a manner that brought the Whitechapel monster to mind yet again.  When I saw Holmes that evening so enwrapped in the music of The Royal Opera House, I felt that an evil time might also be coming upon those whom he had set himself to hunt down. 
 
      
 
    On our way back to Baker Street after the performance, Holmes remarked, ‘I can empathise with Hoffmann’s plight, but the primary difference between us is that my muse, Watson, is the hunt for the clever criminal, and not the pursuit of that which is unrealistic and fanciful and therefore unattainable.  As you know, I thrill with the glamour of the situation and the anticipation of the hunt.  I know you insist that I am the dramatist in real life,’ said he.  ‘Some touch of the artist wells up within me, and calls insistently for a well-staged performance.’ 
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    “When I saw Holmes that evening so enwrapped in the music of The Royal Opera House, I felt that an evil time might also be coming upon those he had set himself to hunt down” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXXV: “FROM HELL’S HEART, I STAB AT THEE” 
 
      
 
    17 October, 1888.  221B Baker Street 
 
      
 
    Holmes was in a chatty mood one forenoon, and had just settled me into the well-worn low velvet armchair on one side of the fire while he himself had curled down with the old briar pipe in his mouth upon the opposite chair, when our visitor arrived.  If I had said that a mad bull had broken into the room, it might give a clearer impression of PC Daniel Rumbelowe’s entrance that day. 
 
      
 
    PC Rumbelowe had been dispatched by Inspector Reid to deliver an urgent message to Sherlock Holmes.  By my count, he had bounded up the seventeen stairs in just six springing steps.  Mrs. Hudson did not even have the time to let him in.  Instead, the door had flown open and he burst into the room in a state of extreme anxiety.   
 
      
 
    ‘Mr. Holmes, sir!’ he panted, ‘There’s been a letter…’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Calm yourself, Rumbelowe, you are trembling all over.  This miserable weather has chilled you.  Perhaps some little stimulant —’ said Sherlock Holmes between two cloudbursts, ‘Have some whiskey.  Scotch in the jug and Irish in the bottle.’  
 
      
 
    ‘No, thank you.  I would really rather not.  And it is not the weather that has chilled me.  It is the letter of which I speak that has done so.’  
 
      
 
    ‘Now what exactly is this letter all about?’ asked Holmes, getting up and knocking the ashes out of his pipe in a determined way. 
 
      
 
    ‘It’s not just a letter, Sir.  It was a parcel.  There was a letter in it.  But not just a letter, Sir! 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, you’ve told me that.  What exactly was in that parcel, Constable?  Try to be concise.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘A kidney, sir.  Well, at least part of one.  Doctor Openshaw says it was the one pulled out of Kate Eddowes in Mitre Square.  Matches perfectly with the part that was still inside her when Watkins found her.’ 
 
      
 
    At that, Holmes and I exchanged glances.  The recognition of the similarity between the contents of this parcel and those very recently received in a cardboard box that was sent to another of his clients in Croyden, as it dawned upon him, seemed to take my friend aback momentarily.   
 
      
 
    ‘And a letter came with it,’ continued the obviously excited constable, bringing Holmes out of his distracted state.  ‘I’ve copied down what it said for you.’ 
 
      
 
    PC Rumbelowe pulled out his policeman’s note-book, the same one in which he had so accurately recorded the Goulston Street graffito.  He held it open for Holmes and me to read his transcription of the letter. 
 
      
 
    [It read] 
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    ‘When and where was this received, Constable?’ asked Holmes. 
 
      
 
    ‘It came in yesterday’s post to the home of George Lusk, Sir.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘The chap from the Whitechapel Vigilance committee?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes sir.  And he took it to Doctor Frederick Wiles, who then brought it to us.  It was in a small cardboard box, perhaps three inches square all round.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘You say it came in a cardboard box?’ asked Holmes, beginning to see the second and third of four parallels between this incident, and another very recent case of his from the past month.  In that case, the killer had placed two severed ears preserved in coarse salt into a cardboard box and posted them to a Miss Susan Cushing.  He later told me he wondered if the killer had been following our exploits in The Strand. 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes sir, Mister Holmes.  And old Doctor Openshaw says the kidney was preserved in wine, and is almost certainly the one the Ripper took from Kate Eddowes.  It matches exactly the piece that was missing from her body.  He said part of it corresponds exactly to the bit that was left inside her.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘And it was preserved in wine?  Well he does mention that fact in the letter.  Let me have another look at that.’ 
 
      
 
    Rumbelowe handed him the note-book. 
 
      
 
    ‘Are these mis-spellings accurate? 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes Sir.  It’s copied down word-for-word just as it was written.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Fine.  I should be able to glean quite a bit of information from it.  “From Hell?”  Quite dramatic indeed.  A quote from Melville, I’d say.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Melville?’  I asked, being unfamiliar at the time with the man’s work. 
 
      
 
    ‘Herman Melville, Watson.  His novel Moby Dick, which dealt with a man’s obsession with having his vengeance upon a great white whale and was first published some thirty-five to forty years ago, has quite a memorable line in it that I believe our monster is quoting, for although he is making every effort here to appear to be semi-illiterate, I can see he is actually quite educated and well-read.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘To what quote do you refer, Sir?’ asked Rumbelowe, quite before I could ask the same question.  Holmes went to the bookshelf and, after a few moments spent scanning the many titles upon the shelf, he pulled down a goodly volume and brought it over to us.  After searching through its pages, he exclaimed, ‘Aha!  Here it is.  Just as I remembered it.’  He cleared his throat and began to read aloud: 
 
      
 
    ‘To the last, I grapple with thee; From Hell’s heart, I stab at thee; For hate’s sake, I spit my last breath at thee.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Quite dramatic, Holmes,’ said I. 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, as I said initially, but also quite fitting of our monster’s presumed profile and character.  Let’s see what else this letter can tell us.  Firstly, the “Sor” and “Mishter” rather than “Sir” and “Mister.”  That tells me the writer is attempting to convey the accent in which someone from outside of London might speak, perhaps an Irishman, to throw off a false scent that would take us away from his actual East-end roots.  I have no doubt that his crib is to be found quite close to the locations of his crimes.  And there is an obvious attempt to shock with the letter’s implication of cannibalism -- quite unacceptable as that practise is in the polite and refined society of London.  The fact that he sent the letter to a relatively little-known figure in London, but a man that is very well-known within Whitechapel points to our monster being a local who knows Lusk or knows of him, and probably one that has a personal grudge with the man, who he likely has seen in the streets with his Vigilance Committee as he professes to be on the hunt for the killer.  His mis-spellings of “Kidne,” “prasarved,” “nise,” “knif,” “wate,” and “whil” are obvious attempts to appear less than literate, although it is quite obvious to me that the man is educated enough and knows how to spell -- witness his correct spelling of “signed,” which would definitely provide difficulty to the uneducated in its unusual use of the Italian “gn.”  If he were truly as illiterate as he purports to be in this letter, he’d’ve spelled it “s-i-n-e-d” or something of the like.  Even the correct use of the silent “H” in “whil” and the similarly silent “K” in “knif” shows me he’s being deceptive.  No, the writer of this letter is anything but a semi-literate Irishman, and is therefore, by deduction, quite the opposite.  And he also appears to fancy himself a great player of games, particularly those that involve word-play,’ said Sherlock Holmes, with a prescient accuracy that still boggles the mind on thinking back.  ‘I fancy we’ll uncover yet more such chicanery as we continue the hunt, beginning with those queer symbols carved into that poor wretch’s face.’  Holmes was no doubt referring to the odd vertical slices the murderer had made through each of the victim’s eyes and down through the centre of her mouth and the accompanying inverted ‘V’ shapes he carved just below each of those three orifices.  We had been shown the gruesome mortuary photographs of Eddowes’ facial mutilations by Inspector Reid, and Holmes made some cryptic remark at that time about the significance of some sort of symbol or letters appearing thrice in the killer’s handiwork.  He had even considered that the symbols might represent three sets of the Roman numeral VI, thus spelling out ‘666,’ or the biblical ‘Mark of the Beast.’ 
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    ‘And we can be confident now, more than ever, that our monster is most definitely a resident of Whitechapel,’ cried Holmes.  When asked by Rumbelowe how he could draw such an inference so quickly, Holmes told him that only a local could have been familiar with George Lusk, even to the extent of knowing where to have the parcel delivered, as prior to receiving it and appearing in all of the papers, Lusk was largely unknown outside Whitechapel.  But those familiar with his ‘Vigilance Committee’ and its rather unsavoury tactics -- particularly offensive to Jews in that neighbourhood -- would know him well, and might also take some perverse pleasure in sending him such a horrific message. 
 
      
 
    We were later to find out that the kidney was tested and had been shown to have displayed signs of Bright’s Disease, the very condition for which Doctor Braeden told us that he had been treating Catherine Eddowes in the Whitechapel Infirmary.  And as it turned out, though both this case and the one in Croydon had four things in common (severed human body parts, artificially preserved, sent by post in a cardboard box), there was no actual connection between the two, outside of Holmes’ suspicion that the Whitechapel murderer had been inspired by my writings.   
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    George Akin Lusk 
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    Original “From Hell” Letter received by George Lusk


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXXVI: RACHE REVIVAL 
 
      
 
    18 October, 1888.  221B Baker Street 
 
      
 
    The morning after he had seen Rumbelowe’s rendition of the From Hell letter, and just days after our simultaneous epiphanies at Coppelius’ utterance of the word ‘Rache’ during the Hoffmann performance, Holmes had come to some new insight into the character of the Whitechapel murderer.  He had obviously been awake most of the night, and his appearance had altered during the last few hours.  His hair was on end, his face flushed, his forehead dotted with beads of perspiration.  There was a peculiar fierceness in his eye, and about the lines of his mouth, a fighting look as befitted a man who for hours on end had been striving with the hungriest of foes for the most precious of prizes.  But there was a sadness too, as though his grim opponent had been overmastering him. 
 
      
 
    He by now firmly believed that the killer was an avid reader of The Strand and Beeton’s magazines, particularly of my accounts of A Study in Scarlet and The Adventure of the Cardboard Box.  Holmes felt that the killer had written his Goulston Street graffito as some form of depraved tribute to Jefferson Hope’s inscrutable messages on the walls of the house in Lauriston Garden and again at Halliday’s Private Hotel that had initially confounded him and the police in Little George Street.84 And, to Holmes’ mind, there could be no other motivation for sending Lusk the severed kidney of his victim in a cardboard box than a bizarre parody of our other recent adventure. 
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    ‘I believe our monster is a highly educated man who has been a faithful reader of your writings, Watson.  And that in his own twisted way, he has paid some sort of grotesque homage to the two Rache graffiti.  The main difference between the Rache messages and the one in Goulston Street was that his writing was not done in blood.  But I believe that aspect of the Rache messages was eventually recreated by the simulated bloody scrawl seen in his Dear Boss and From Hell missives.  Let us consider the similarities between them; they all have what are -- or were -- believed to be grammatical and punctuation errors or misspellings due to illiteracy, but some of which I now believe to have been intentionally made.  You will recall Lestrade assuming Rache was a misspelling of the name “Rachel” -- no surprise there.  Then there was “Juewes” in Goulston Street, and “whil,” “wate,” “knif” and “prasarved” in the latest letter.’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes seemed at that moment to have been struck by a sudden realisation.  
 
      
 
    ‘ “Prasarved.”  Where have I seen that misspelling before? I think I may just recall.’ 
 
      
 
    Later that afternoon, he advised me of a plan he had devised to ask theEvening News to publish a false letter, purportedly from ‘Jack the Ripper,’ in order to prompt a response, or to bait the real killer into showing his hand.  By the end of the day, he had created quite a convincing simulation with what looked to beblood smears and even had the Metropolitan Police stamp it to add to its authentic appearance.85 
 
      
 
    [It read] 
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    After its publication, Holmes’ bogus letter was considered by some as possibly being real, although most felt it was written by a news editor to increase circulation.  In any case, they were all quite mistaken about the true author of the letter, and its actual purpose.  
 
      
 
    Holmes managed to convince Lestrade and Reid to place plain-clothes detectives at all previous murder scenes and all round Whitechapel from 11:30 p.m. until 2:00 a.m. on the night of 20 October in an attempt to catch the killer, who Holmes felt might be induced by the letter to search the streets for the man who had attempted to steal his thunder.  Unfortunately, nothing was gained that night from this clever ploy.  
 
      
 
    One morning, not long after, Holmes pointed out an article in the London Evening News that evidenced the level of desperation in the community to unmask the killer’s identity. 
 
      
 
    [It ran] 
 
      
 
    SPIRITUALISTS’ DECLARATIONS. 
 
      
 
    An extraordinary statement has been made to the Cardiff police by a respectable-looking elderly woman, who stated that she was a Spiritualist, and, in company with five other persons, held a séance on Saturday night.  They summoned the spirit of Elizabeth Stride.  After some delay, she said, the spirit came, and in answer to some questions, stated that her murderer was a middle-aged man, whose name she mentioned and who resided at a given number in Commercial-road or street, Whitechapel, and who belonged to a gang of 12. 
 
      
 
    At another spiritualistic séance, held at Bolton on Sunday, a medium claims to have had revealed the Whitechapel murderer.  She describes him as having the appearance of a farmer, though dressed like a navvy, with a strap round his waist and peculiar pockets.  He wears a dark moustache and bears scars behind the ear and in other places.  He will, says the medium, be caught in the act of committing another murder. 
 
      
 
    Then, on the twenty-ninth of October, Dr Thomas H. Openshaw, the doctor that had analysed the Eddowes kidney and diagnosed it as having shown signs of Bright’s Disease and therefore most likely authentic, received the following letter in the post: 
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    Most officers of the police deemed it to be a hoax.  But after studying it closely, Holmes was of the opinion it was genuine and had come from the desk of the true Whitechapel monster.   
 
      
 
    ‘When examined together as a group of four, it becomes quite obvious that the “Dear Boss” letter and “Saucy Jacky” postcard were written by the same hand, while the Lusk and Openshaw letters were both written by another.  Yet I can also see that the writer of the “Dear Boss” and “Saucy Jacky” missives was the same man who as an afterthought added the “Dr” to the address of the Openshaw letter, thus tying all four to a criminal fraternity of at least two men.  And because we know the Lusk letter to be legitimate, it follows that the other three must be authentic as well.  Quite elementary, really.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘But how do you know that the title of “doctor” was added after the fact,’ I queried. 
 
      
 
    ‘By the way the rest of the wording in the address lines up.  Can’t you see it?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Well.  I certainly can now that you’ve pointed it out to me,’ I said, noting that the title seemed quite obviously to have been added later. 
 
      
 
    ‘And there is the curious question of the writer’s apparent illiteracy being used to give the reader a false impression.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘May I ask how you deduce that fact?’ I asked. 
 
      
 
    ‘By comparing the spelling in the address on the envelope and that of the letter itself.  Odd that a man that would have us believe he can’t spell the word “knife” could somehow pull off “Pathological Curator” and get “Hospital” right on the address, yet butcher it in the letter,’ said my friend, with no attempt whatsoever at humour. 
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    CHAPTER XXXVII: LAST DANCE FOR MARY JANE 
 
      
 
    9 November, 1888.  1 Miller’s Court, Room 13. Christ Church 
 
      
 
    I had arrived early at the agency on the morning of 9 November, 1888.  There was winter in the air and autumn all below.  There was a dense brown fog, and it became positively black as I walked into Baker Street.  By half-nine, we had breakfasted and finished smoking our morning pipes, and I sat down at my desk to work on the notes that would eventually be used for my reminiscences of the Whitechapel events in an attempt to record every detail before it escaped my memory.  I had gotten a good deal of work completed with nearly a full uninterrupted day of writing while Holmes occupied himself in his study, incessantly re-reading all newspaper clippings and other documents related to the case he had amassed, with an eye to discovering some small tit-bit of information that he might have missed the first fifteen times around.  
 
      
 
    Just after three p.m., it was a sharp clang of the bell, followed instantly by heavy steps upon the stair.  A moment later, our old friend Lestrade appeared in the doorway.  Over his shoulder I caught a glimpse of one or two uniformed policemen outside.  The normally rat-faced Lestrade looked queasy and distrait, and appeared to be about to faint. 
 
      
 
    ‘There’s been another, Holmes.  And this one is…’ 
 
      
 
    Lestrade just shook his head and appeared to be at a loss for words.  I hadn’t seen a man exhibit that far-off staring expression he bore since the battlefields of Afghanistan, where I had witnessed a number of men shocked into near-catatonia by the horrors and atrocities of war. 
 
      
 
    ‘He’s moved on to a new level, Holmes.  This woman has been ripped to pieces.  Parts of her body are scattered about the room.  What’s left of her on the bed is hardly recognisable as a human being.  It’s a right horrible sight.  Just thinking back on it makes me want to throw up again.  You must come, Holmes, forthwith.  It happened in Miller’s Court, in Christ Church just outside Whitechapel.  This one was done inside a room, and it looks like the bloody ghoul had all the time he wanted to do every obscene thing he could think of with the poor girl.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Perhaps you should have a drink before we go, by the looks of you Inspector,’ said Holmes.  ‘Your nerves are all in a jangle.  You’re all on wires now.’  He sprang to a side table and poured out half a glass of liqueur brandy and, although he was on official duty, Lestrade agreed and accepted the tumbler with gratitude.  A little fleck of colour came into the Inspector’s cheeks as he drank it down. 
 
      
 
    ‘Thank you Mister Holmes.  As you know, I normally never touch the stuff while on the job, but—’ 
 
      
 
    ‘No need to explain, Lestrade.  I can see that you have had quite a shock this morning.  Let’s go now to Miller’s Court and see what clues this monster may have left behind that my lens might uncover.’ 
 
      
 
    We rode along with the Inspector and his officers in the Black Mariah86 they had brought to fetch us, and along the way, we were forced to stop twice to allow Inspector Lestrade to exit the van for a bit of relief and fresh air, as he was still quite shaky and nauseated.  During the ride into the East-end, he told us that at 10:45 that morning, a man named John McCarthy, owner of ‘McCarthy’s Rents,’ as Miller’s Court was also known, sent a man called Thomas Bowyer to collect past-due rent money from Mary Jane Kelly.  After Bowyer was unable to get any answer from his repeated knockings -- and because the door was locked -- he had pushed aside the curtain, peered inside and seen the woman’s dismembered body.  He then informed McCarthy, who after seeing the mutilated remains of Kelly for himself, ran to Commercial Street Police Station, where he spoke with Inspector Walter Beck.  Beck then returned to the Court with McCarthy, and the alarm was sounded.  Several hours later, after waiting fruitlessly for the arrival of the bloodhounds ‘Barnaby’ and ‘Burgho,’87McCarthy smashed in the door with an axe handle under orders from Superintendent Thomas Arnold.  Lestrade had gone to the scene shortly thereafter, and had gone immediately to Baker Street to fetch Holmes. 
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    Thomas Bowyer discovers the body of Mary Jane Kelly 
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    Famous bloodhounds Barnaby and Burgho 
 
      
 
      
 
    After a forty-minute ride down the Marylebone Road and on into the East-end, which was beginning to become quite routine for us during that Autumn, we arrived at Miller’s Court, which was abuzz with police activity, and where a large crowd of onlookers had gathered round the buildings, which fronted on Dorset Street between Numbers 26 and 27.  The news of the murder of so well-known an inhabitant had caused the utmost excitement in the neighbourhood.  We jostled through the crowd, and would scarcely have made our way inside had PC’s Rumbelowe and Rance not led the way with their policeman’s clubs parting the human sea before us. 
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    The chaotic scene outside Miller’s Court 
 
      
 
      
 
    As we entered the covered passageway that led inside the court, and before the awful sight was revealed, I noted that the front door of Room 13 on our right had been smashed in, as if by an axe, and that there was a broken window around the corner by the gutter spout.  We entered the room, which was in a state of wild disorder, and were met by what was without doubt the most appalling, abominable and revolting sight either of us had ever seen, or will ever see again, God willing.  My blood runs chill to think of it even now, all these years later. 
 
      
 
    The carnage displayed in that room was profane and obscene beyond all belief.  And it was only later when we realised that this woman -- or what was left of her -- had been Mary Jane (Jeanette) Kelly, a.k.a. ‘Fair Emma,’ the woman we had seen in and outside the Ten Bells just a month before, and whose life was saved by Holmes’ actions that night, although she had not appreciated it at the time.  This hovel must have been the room that she had accused Holmes of costing her the necessary ‘Burton-on-Trent’ -- rent -- that she would have earned if he hadn’t interfered with her assignation with the man she had called the ‘four-by-two.’  She must have met up once more with that man, and had attempted again to extract more than her doss money from him.  And if she had, it was sickeningly obvious that she had gotten more than she had bargained for in the process.   
 
      
 
    Dr. Bagster Phillips was present at the scene, along with his young assistant Doctor Cyril West.  Thomas Bond, a distinguished police surgeon from A-Division, was also present, and the three of them were in the process of examining the body when we arrived.  There was little enough in the studio; it was simply a small room, barely habitable from the comfortless way it was fitted up. 
 
      
 
    Upon his entrance into the macabre scene, Holmes saw that Mary Jane Kelly’s clothes were neatly folded on a chair, and that her boots were in front of the fireplace -- which was full of ashes and a melted kettle -- as though she had just undressed and prepared herself for bed.  Her mutilated body -- or what remained of it -- was lying two-thirds over towards the edge of the bedstead nearest the door.  She was naked, save for a chemise, or some other underlinen garment that was so blood-soaked that it was difficult to recognise as clothing.  The shoulders were lain flat, but the axis of the body inclined to the left side of the bed.  The head was turned and rested upon the left cheek.  The left arm was close to the body with the forearm flexed at a right angle and lying across the abdomen.  The right arm was slightly abducted from the body and rested upon the mattress.  The elbow was bent, and the forearm was supine with the fingers clenched.  The legs were wide apart, the left thigh at right angles to the trunk and the right forming an obtuse angle with the pubes.  
 
      
 
    ‘Why,’ I cried, as I cast my eye over the eviscerated corpse, ‘this is deplorable!’ 
 
      
 
    ‘ “Deplorable” hardly expresses it,’ said Holmes, who bore a similar expression of shock, horror and disgust to that I had seen upon the face of Inspector Lestrade earlier.  ‘Ugly, Watson, very ugly!’ he said, shaking his head in disgust. 
 
      
 
    The room was foul with the sickening odour of death, the coppery smells of blood and the fetid stench that had resulted from the opening of the woman’s intestinal tract blending with the mildewed aroma of the squalid room.  I swore later that the awful stinking smell had remained in my nostrils for two full days. 
 
      
 
    It appeared that the body had been removed subsequent to the injury which caused her death from the side of the bedstead that was nearest the wooden partition, because of the large quantity of blood under that bedstead, and the saturated condition of the sheet and the palliasse at the corner nearest the partition.  
 
      
 
    The whole of the surface of the abdomen and thighs was removed and the abdominal cavity had been emptied of its viscera.  The breasts were cut off, the arms mutilated by several jagged wounds, and the face was hacked beyond all recognition of the features.  The tissues of the neck were severed all round down to the bone. 
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    The horrific sight sickened me.  None of my previous medical training or experience could ever have prepared me for what I was seeing in that room, which resembled a slaughterhouse more than it did a rented bed-sitter.  
 
      
 
    The viscera were found in various parts viz: the uterus and kidneys with one breast under the head, the other breast by the right foot, the liver between the feet, the intestines by the right side and the spleen by the left side of the body.  The flaps removed from the abdomen and thighs were on a table.  It was ghastly beyond description. 
 
      
 
    The bed clothing at the right corner was saturated with blood, and on the floor beneath was a pool of blood covering about two feet square.  The wall by the right side of the bed and in a line with the neck was marked by blood which had struck it in a number of separate splashes.  Holmes seemed to take note of the angle and pattern of those crimson spatters. 
 
      
 
    The face was gashed in all directions, the nose, cheeks, eyebrows, and ears being partly removed.  The lips were blanched and cut by several incisions running obliquely down to the chin.  There were also numerous cuts extending irregularly across all the features.  
 
      
 
    The neck was cut through the skin and other tissues right down to the vertebrae, the fifth and sixth being deeply notched.  The skin cuts in the front of the neck showed distinct ecchymosis.  The air passage was cut at the lower part of the larynx through the cricoid cartilage.  
 
      
 
    Both breasts were more or less removed by circular incisions, the muscle down to the ribs being attached to the breasts.  The intercostals between the fourth, fifth, and sixth ribs were cut through and the contents of the thorax visible through those openings.  
 
      
 
    The skin and tissues of the abdomen from the costal arch to the pubes were removed in three large flaps, as were the flap of skin, including the external organs of generation, and part of the right buttock.  The right thigh was denuded in front right to the bone.  The left thigh was stripped of skin, fascia, and all its muscles as far as the knee. 
 
      
 
    The left calf showed a long gash through skin and tissues to the deep muscles and reaching from the knee to five inches above the ankle.  Both arms and forearms had extensive, jagged wounds.  
 
      
 
    The right thumb showed a small superficial incision about one-inch long, with extravasation of blood in the skin, and there were several abrasions on the back of the hand moreover showing the same condition.  
 
      
 
    And, as if all this profane desecration that had been done to Mary Jane Kelly was not loathsome enough, Doctor Phillips pointed out that the pericardium was open and the woman’s heart was absent.  
 
      
 
    When we finally left that ghastly murder scene, Lestrade assigned a police vehicle to take us back into Westminster.  We headed east on Dorset Street, but with the throngs of people blocking the road in Shepherd Street, our driver was forced to turn right to avoid the mob.  He then had to turn right again at the very next corner in order to head west towards Baker Street.  That road turned out to be White’s Row, the same street where Annie Millwood had been brutally attacked at the end of February.  In the heat of the moment, Holmes and I had been oblivious to the proximity of Millwood’s attack to where Mary Kelly had met her very cruel end at the hands of the Whitechapel monster, although we had passed within a stone cast of Miller’s Court when we visited the scene of that earlier crime just two months before.  A look of realisation passed between us and Holmes began to shake his head. 
 
      
 
    ‘Whoever it is that is at the back of these crimes is as miserable a creature as crawls beneath the sun, Watson.  And he must be stopped at all costs,’ said my friend softly, his voice cracking with emotion.  ‘One may search the ghastliest efforts of fiction and fail to find anything to surpass these crimes in diabolical audacity.’ 
 
      
 
    In the days that followed Mary Jane Kelly’s murder, the streets of London began to experience a form of anarchy that had not been seen for many years.  Besides the frequent clashes between Jews and Gentiles resulting from the eye-witness reports once again pointing the finger at a Jew in the Kelly murder, there were a number of other incidents brought about by the general feelings of panic and fear within the East-end community.  A local doctor named Holt, with his face blackened for some unknown reason and wearing spectacles, frightened a woman outside of George Yard and was attacked by a mob soon after and turned over to the police.  He was later released from police custody after he explained that he had been attempting to track down the murderer himself, using various disguises.  Another Whitechapel man was accosted by two unfortunates, who shouted ‘You are Jack the Ripper!’ after he refused to accept their solicitations.  A few days later, a Swedish man named Nikaner Benelius was arrested by PC Imhoff for breaking into a woman named Harriet Rowe’s house and ‘staring at her silently with an impudent grin.’  He was briefly suspected of being the Ripper, but was later cleared of all charges.  
 
      
 
    This anarchy also extended to include discord within and between the Metropolitan and London City police departments.  As a result, the Home Office had become so desperate to find the killer and close the book on the East-end murders once and for all, that they offered a pardon for ‘anyone other than the murderer’ in hopes someone would come forward.  None did.  Advertisement, rewards, and inquiries proved equally fruitless, and nothing could be found which was solid enough to form the basis for a profitable investigation. 
 
      
 
    When Holmes had taken the time to do some further research on Mary Kelly, the woman we both knew from the Ten Bells, he commented to me upon some of the co-incidences between her murder and some of the others, including the places where some of them had lived.  Many had one of two locations in common. 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, Watson, it would appear the George Twins have become triplets.  So by my count, that’s five George-related victims; Millwood, Smith, Tabram and Kelly, who all at some point lived in George Street, and “Long Liz” that was killed at the club in Berner Street, which is located in the parish of St George’s-in-the-East.  And many of our victims were taken to the St. George’s Mortuary within a stone cast of that men’s club of evil memory.  There were also two victims that had both at one time lived in Cooney’s Lodging House – Stride and Kelly.  There must be some form of a connection between them, and we must establish what that connection is if we are to extirpate Whitechapel of this barracuda.  We’d better get ourselves back to the Ten Bells to see if we can locate our friends Brummy and Sid and make a fresh call upon them.  They may be able to tell us more about Mary Jane Kelly’s last days, and possibly be willing to provide information they would never dream of giving Reid, Lestrade or any other “bottle-and-stopper.” ’ 
 
      
 
    Just as Holmes had predicted, another visit to the Ten Bells found us speaking with the criminal duo over a pot of beer Holmes had to buy for them in order to get them to open up to him.   
 
      
 
    ‘Ha, ha!  My boys,’ he shouted.  ‘I knew I should find you here.  Drink up, both of you, and call for what you like; I’m going to stand treat today.’ 
 
      
 
    Sid, who was deeply scarred over one eye, his month-old wound not yet fully healed, told us in his peculiar argot that Mary had indeed seen the man once again at that very pub, and had made arrangements to see him again on the night of her death.  He had apparently given her a horse shoe tie-pin or brooch of some sort on the night she had seen him, which she had immediately turned around and sold to another unfortunate she had known from Cooney’s lodging-house. 
 
      
 
    ‘Excellent intelligence, Sid!’ cried Holmes enthusiastically.  ‘And can you tell me who that woman was?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I can’t be too savvy about it, but I fink it might ’ave been a Gooseberry Puddin’ they call “Carroty Nell.” ’ 
 
      
 
    ‘ “Carroty Nell,” you say?  That’s an odd epithet.  Do you know where I might find her?’ asked Holmes. 
 
      
 
    ‘I ’ave nah idea.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘What about you, Brummy.  Any thoughts?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I might just.  But any information ya get from me is gunna cost ya more than a pot o’ pig’s ear.  I fink I’d ravah see a drop of pimple and blotch,’ replied Brummy, whose real name was John Evans, and who -- when he was not out prowling the streets of Whitechapel as a part-time fogle-hunter -- worked as a night watchman at Crossingham’s Lodging House, where coincidentally, Annie Chapman had been living before her murder in Hanbury Street.  He was a man of thirty-four or thirty-five years of age, dressed in some grey material, sharp nosed, alert, with a ruddy, weather-beaten face, and a small, closely cropped black beard.  He wore his hair in a long queue, in the manner of a Chinaman, and one of his front teeth was conspicuously stopped with gold. 
 
      
 
    ‘I have no problem awarding a one-guinea prize for any information you might be able to provide in that area, Brummy.  In fact, I’m willing to retain the two of you in my employ until this ghastly affair can be brought to an end.  What say you, men?’ 
 
      
 
    Although I was having a problem believing my ears, I heard both Brummy and Sid, the two men that had thrashed Sherlock Holmes with their Penang Lawyers in Commercial Street just a month before, become allies of a sort. 
 
      
 
    ‘Now mind ya tho, I normally wouldn’t turn me coat wif Bottles-and-Stoppers nor the likes of you.  But that bloody cove killed our beautiful young Mary, and we want ’is Crust of Bread on a platter, we do,’ said Brummy, with Sid nodding his badly scarred head in agreement. 
 
      
 
    ‘Fine!’ said Holmes.  ‘Here is your first Guinea each.’  He took from his purse two shiny coins and passed one to each man.  ‘There shall be more where that came from when you bring me the information I seek.’ 
 
      
 
    Looking at his coin greedily, Brummy said, ‘Right then, Mister ’olmes… Where do we start?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I need that brooch, and there’s an additional ten pounds in it for you if you see the man again and detain him for me, much in the same manner you used with me last month outside over there,’ said Holmes craftily, pointing in the direction of Red Lion Court. 
 
      
 
    ‘A tenna ya say?  ’eaven and ’ell!  Na you’re talkin,’ ’olmes.  We'll get ryte on it, won’t we Sid?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘You can bet your Khyber Pass we will!’ cried Sid enthusiastically.   
 
      
 
    ‘And your cobbler’s as well’ added Sid. 
 
      
 
    On the morning of the twelfth of November, the inquest into the murder of Mary Jeanette Kelly was held, and was presided over by Roderick Macdonald, M.P., Coroner for the Eastern District of Middlesex.  Unlike those held for previous victims, these proceedings began and concluded in just one day.  The Shoreditch Town Hall was packed as the Coroner opened his inquiry relative to the death of the woman whose terribly mutilated body was discovered the previous Friday morning in a room on the ground floor of 26 Dorset Street, Christ Church, the entrance to which was by a side door in Miller’s Court. 
 
      
 
    H-Division Superintendent Thomas Arnold, Chief Inspector Frederick Abberline of the Criminal Investigation Department, and Inspector Nairn represented the police.  The deputy coroner, Mr. Hodgkinson, was present during the proceedings, as were Doctors Phillips and West, and Mr Thomas Bowyer – the man who had found Mary Kelly’s body. 
 
      
 
    After the jury answered to their names, there was a bit of a barney in the court regarding the jurisdiction of the murders, and whether the correct persons had been called to act as the jury.  One of those who had been called said, ‘I do not see why we should have the inquest thrown upon our shoulders, when the murder did not happen in our district, but in Whitechapel.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘It did not happen in Whitechapel,’ said Mr. Hammond, the Coroner’s Officer.  ‘Do you think that we do not know what we are doing here, and that we do not know our own district?  The jury are summoned in the ordinary way, and they have no business to object.  If they persist in their objection, I shall know how to deal with them.  Does any juror persist in objecting?’ he asked, rather severely. 
 
      
 
    The unruly juror responded, ‘We are summoned for the Shoreditch district.  This affair happened in Spitalfields.’  
 
      
 
    ‘It happened within my district,’ replied The Coroner with truculence. 
  
 
    Another juryman said, ‘This is not my district.  I come from Whitechapel, and Mr. Baxter is my coroner.’ -- apparently giving good reason for his excusal, considering the earlier words of the Coroner. 
  
 
    Macdonald settled the issue by stating, most sternly, ‘I am not going to discuss the subject with jurymen at all.  If any juryman says he distinctly objects, let him say so.’ He glared at the jury and made eye contact with each of its members.  After a pause during which no one dared respond, he continued with, ‘I may tell the jurymen that jurisdiction lies where the body lies, not where it was found, if there was doubt as to the district where the body was found.’  
 
    
  
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Actual Death Certificate of Mary Jeanette Kelly.  Note that she died in Christ Church. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The jury, having made no further objection, were then duly sworn, and were conducted by Inspector Abberline to view the body, which was by then decently coffined at the mortuary adjoining Shoreditch Church.  Subsequently the jury inspected Room 13 in Miller’s Court, where the murder was actually committed.  The apartment, a plan of which had been published in the previous day’s Daily Telegraph, was poorly furnished and uncarpeted with a few cheap oleographs upon the wall.  The position of the two tables had not been altered.  One of them was placed near the bed behind the door, and the other next to the largest of the two windows which look upon the yard where the dustbin and water-tap were situated. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    Addressing the reporters, Roderick Macdonald said a great fuss had been made in some papers about the jurisdiction of the Coroner, and who should hold the inquest.  He said that he had not had any communication with Doctor Baxter upon the subject.  The body was in his jurisdiction; it had been taken to his mortuary and there was the end of it.  There was no foundation for the reports that had appeared.  In a previous case of murder which occurred in his district, the body was carried to the nearest mortuary, which was in another district.  The inquest was held by Mr. Baxter, and he had made no objection at that time.  The jurisdiction was where the body lay.  
 
      
 
    As the proceedings continued, Joseph Barnett was the first deposed.  He explained to the jury that he was a fish-porter and also worked as a labourer and fruit-porter.  Having lived with the deceased one year and eight months, he had seen the body and identified it ‘by the ear and eyes, which are all that I can recognise, but I am positive it is the same woman I knew.  I lived with her in Number 13 room, at Miller’s Court for eight months.  I separated from her on Oct. 30.’  
 
      
 
    He told the jury of Mary’s having been born in Limerick, Ireland and of her moving when very young to Caernarvonshire or Carmarthen in Wales.  For a time, he told the jury, she lived with a man opposite the Commercial Gas Works in Stepney, in the Bethnal Green Road.  
 
      
 
    When asked by the Coroner if he had heard her speak of being afraid of any one, Barnett replied, ‘Yes; several times.  I bought newspapers, and I read to her everything about the murders, which she asked me about.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Did she express fear of any particular individual?’  
 
    ‘No, sir.  Our own quarrels were very soon over.’ 
 
    ‘You have given your evidence very well indeed,’ said the Coroner to Barnett.  Then, to the jury, ‘The doctor has sent a note asking whether we shall want his attendance here to-day.  I take it that it would be convenient that he should tell us roughly what the cause of death was, so as to enable the body to be buried.  It will not be necessary to go into the details of the doctor’s evidence, but he suggested that he might come to state roughly the cause of death.’ 
 
      
 
    The jury acquiesced in that proposed course.  
 
      
 
    Next to be questioned was Thomas Bowyer, the man who had first found Kelly’s mutilated body.  He stated, ‘To-day I live at 37 Dorset Street, and am employed by Mr. McCarthy.  I serve in his chandler’s shop, 27, Dorset Street.  At a quarter to eleven a.m., on Friday morning, I was ordered by McCarthy to go to Mary Jane’s room, No. 13.  I did not know the deceased by the name of Kelly.  I went for rent, which was in arrears.  Knocking at the door, I got no answer, and I knocked again and again.  Receiving no reply, I passed round the corner by the gutter spout where there is a broken window -- it is the smallest window.’ 
 
      
 
    Charles Ledger, an inspector of police, G Division, produced a plan of the premises.  Bowyer pointed out the window, which was the one nearest the entrance. 
 
      
 
    Bowyer continued, ‘There was a curtain.  I put my hand through the broken pane and lifted the curtain.  I saw two pieces of flesh lying on the table.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Where was this table?’ asked the Coroner. 
 
    ‘In front of the bed, close to it.  The second time I looked I saw a body on this bed, and blood on the floor.  I at once went very quietly to Mr. McCarthy.  We then stood in the shop, and I told him what I had seen.  We both went to the police-station, but first of all we went to the window, and McCarthy looked in to satisfy himself.  We told the inspector at the police-station of what we had seen.  Nobody else knew of the matter.  The inspector returned with us.’ 
 
      
 
    His testimony concluded shortly thereafter, and the next witness, John McCarthy, grocer and lodging-house keeper was called.  He told the jury his account of the finding of the body. 
 
      
 
    ‘I live at 27, Dorset-street.  On Friday morning, about a quarter to eleven, I sent my man Bowyer to Room 13 to call for rent.  He came back in five minutes, saying, “Guv’nah, I knocked at the door, and could not make any one answer; I looked through the window and saw a lot of blood.”  I accompanied him, and looked through the window myself, saw the blood and the woman.  For a moment I could not say anything, and I then said, “You had better fetch the police.”  I knew the deceased as Mary Jane Kelly, and had no doubt at all about her identity.  I followed Bowyer to Commercial-street Police-station, where I saw Inspector Beck.  I inquired at first for Inspector Reid.  Inspector Beck returned with me at once.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘How long had the deceased lived in the room?’ 
 
    ‘Ten months.  She lived with Barnett.  I did not know whether they were married or not; they lived comfortably together, but they had a row when the window was broken.  The bedstead, bed-clothes, table, and every article of furniture belonged to me.’ 
 
    ‘What rent was paid for this room?’ 
 
    ‘It was supposed to be 4s 6d a week.  Deceased was in arrears 29s.  I was to be paid the rent weekly.  Arrears are got as best you can.  I frequently saw the deceased the worse for drink.  When sober she was an exceptionally quiet woman, but when in drink she had more to say.  She was able to walk about, and was not helpless.’ 
 
      
 
    Next, the Coroner called Mary Ann Cox, who told the jury that she was a widow who lived at No. 5 Room in Miller’s Court, and had known the deceased for eight or nine months as the occupant of No. 13 Room.  
 
      
 
    ‘She was called Mary Jane.  I last saw her alive on Thursday night, at a quarter to twelve, very much intoxicated.’ 
 
    ‘Where was this?’ 
 
    ‘In Dorset-street.  She went up the court, a few steps in front of me.’ 
 
    ‘Was anybody with her?’ asked the Coroner.  I saw Holmes lean forward in his chair.  
 
    ‘A short, stout man, shabbily dressed.  He had on a longish coat, very shabby, and carried a pot of ale in his hand.’ 
 
    ‘What was the colour of the coat?’ 
 
    ‘A dark coat.’ 
 
     ‘What hat had he?’  
 
    ‘A round hard billycock.’ 
 
    ‘Long or short hair?’  
 
    ‘I did not notice.  He had a blotchy face, and full carroty moustache.’ 
 
    ‘The chin was shaven?’  
 
    ‘Yes.  A lamp faced the door.’ 
 
    ‘Did you see them go into her room?  
 
    ‘Yes.  I said “Good night, Mary,” and she turned round and banged the door.’  
 
    ‘Had he anything in his hands but the can?’  
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Did she say anything?’  
 
    ‘She said, “Good night, I am going to have a song.”  As I went in, she sang A Violet I Plucked from My Mother’s Grave When a Boy.  I remained a quarter of an hour in my room and went out.  Deceased was still singing at one o’clock when I returned.  I remained in the room for a minute to warm my hands as it was raining, and went out again.  She was singing still, and I returned to my room at three o’clock.  The light was then out and there was no noise.’ 
 
    ‘Did you go to sleep?’  
 
    ‘No; I was upset.  I did not undress at all.  I did not sleep at all.  I must have heard what went on in the court.  I heard no noise or cry of “Murder,” but men went out to work in the market.’ 
 
    ‘How many men live in the court who work in Spitalfields Market?’  
 
    ‘One.  At a quarter- past six I heard a man go down the court.  That was too late for the market.’ 
 
    ‘From what house did he go?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know.’ 
 
    ‘Did you hear the door bang after him?’  
 
    ‘No.’  
 
    ‘Then he must have walked up the court and back again?’  
 
    ‘Yes.’  
 
    ‘It might have been a policeman?’  
 
    ‘It might have been.’ 
 
    ‘What would you take the stout man’s age to be?’ 
 
    ‘Six-and-thirty.’  
 
    ‘Did you notice the colour of his trousers? 
 
    ‘All his clothes were dark.’ 
 
    ‘Did his boots sound as if the heels were heavy?’  
 
    ‘There was no sound as he went up the court.’ 
 
    ‘Then you think that his boots were down at heels?’  
 
    ‘He made no noise.’ 
 
    ‘What clothes had Mary Jane on?’  
 
    ‘She had no hat; a red pelerine and a shabby skirt’ 
 
    ‘You say she was drunk?’ 
 
    ‘I did not notice she was drunk until she said good night.  The man closed the door.’  She turned to address the jury directly.  ‘There was a light in the window, but I saw nothing, as the blinds were down.  I should know the man again, if I saw him.’  She then turned back to face Macdonald.  ‘I feel certain if there had been the cry of “Murder” in the place I should have heard it; there was not the least noise.  I have often seen the woman the worse for drink.’ 
 
      
 
    Mary Ann Cox was then excused.  The Coroner then called Elizabeth Prater, who told the jury she lived in Room 20, above the shed.  She said that the partition in the walls between her rooms and Mary’s was thin enough that ‘I could have heard Kelly walk about in the room.’  She said that after going to bed at half-past one and barricading the door with two tables, she had fallen asleep until her kitten disturbed her about half-past three o’clock or a quarter to four, when she heard a suppressed cry of “Oh - murder!” in a faint voice that seemed to proceed from the court. 
 
      
 
    ‘Do you often hear cries of “Murder”?’ asked the Coroner. 
 
    ‘It is nothing unusual in the street.  I did not take particular notice.’ 
 
    ‘Did you hear it a second time?’ 
 
    ‘No.’  
 
    ‘Did you hear beds or tables being pulled about?’ 
 
    ‘None whatever.  I went asleep, and was awake again at five a.m..  I passed down the stairs, and saw some men harnessing horses.  At a quarter to six I was in the Ten Bells.’ 
 
    ‘Could the witness, Mary Ann Cox, have come down the entry between one and half-past one o’clock without your knowledge?’  
 
    ‘Yes, she could have done so.’ 
 
    ‘Did you see any strangers at the Ten Bells?’ 
 
    ‘No.  I went back to bed and slept until eleven.’ 
 
    ‘You heard no singing downstairs?’ 
 
    ‘None whatever.  I should have heard the singing distinctly.  It was quite quiet at half-past one o’clock.’ 
 
      
 
    After Mrs. Prater had completed her testimony, the jury heard from Caroline Maxewell, another neighbour who told them she had seen the victim speaking to a man outside the Britannia public-house between eight and nine o’clock.  She could not give a very good description of that man, as the two were at some distance from her, which was confirmed by Inspector Abberline to be about twenty-five yards.  All she was able to offer was that he was a little taller than herself and stout, wore dark clothes and seemed to have a plaid coat on.  She could not say what sort of hat he had been wearing.  She answered a few more questions regarding what the deceased had been wearing, and what she knew of the woman’s drinking habits. 
 
      
 
    Another woman, Sarah Lewis, deposed that she had visited Mary Kelly -- to whom she referred as ‘Keyler’ -- at 2:30 a.m. on Friday.  She was sure of the time, for she had noticed it by the Spitalfields Church’s clock.  When she went into the court, opposite the lodging house she said she saw a man with a wideawake hat with no one talking to him.  She described him as a stout-looking man, not very tall, and wearing a black hat.  She told the jury that she had not taken any notice of his clothing, and that the man was looking up the court -- he seemed to be waiting or looking for someone.  
 
      
 
    ‘Further on there was a man and woman -- the later being in drink.  There was nobody in the court.  I dozed in a chair at Mrs. Keyler’s, and woke at about half-past three.  I heard the clock strike.’ 
 
    ‘What woke you up?’ asked the Coroner  
 
    ‘I could not sleep.  I sat awake until nearly four, when I heard a female’s voice shouting “Murder” loudly.  It seemed like the voice of a young woman.  It sounded at our door.  There was only one scream.’ 
 
      
 
    When asked by the Coroner if she had seen any suspicious persons in the district, she gave an answer that would come to make sense in Holmes’ final solution of the killer’s identity. 
 
      
 
    ‘On Wednesday night I was going along the Bethnal Green road, with a woman, about eight o’clock, when a gentleman passed us.  He followed us and spoke to us, and wanted us to follow him into an entry.  He had a shiny leather bag with him.’ 
 
    ‘Did he want both of you?’ 
 
    ‘No; only one.  I refused.  He went away and came back again, saying he would treat us.  He put down his bag and picked it up again, saying, “What are you frightened about?  Do you think I've got anything in the bag?”  We then ran away, as we were frightened.’ 
 
    ‘Was he a tall man?’ 
 
    ‘He was short, pale-faced, with a black moustache, rather small.  His age was about forty.’ 
 
    ‘Was it a large bag?’ 
 
    ‘No, about six inches to nine inches long.  His hat was a high round hat.  He had a brownish overcoat, with a black short coat underneath.  His trousers were a dark pepper-and-salt.’ 
 
    ‘After he left you what did you do?’ 
 
    ‘We ran away.’ 
 
    ‘Have you seen him since?’  
 
    ‘On Friday morning, about half-past two a.m., when I was going to Miller’s Court, I met the same man with a woman in Commercial Street, near Mr. Ringer’s public-house (the Britannia).  He had no overcoat on.’ 
 
    ‘Had he the black bag?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Were the man and woman quarrelling?’ 
 
    ‘No; they were talking.  As I passed he looked at me.  I don’t know whether he recognised me.  There was no policeman about.’ 
 
      
 
    The next to be called was Doctor Bagster Phillips.  He whispered to Doctor West, who handed him a file folder full of documents.  Doctor Phillips then took the stand and testified to all of the gruesome mutilations that had been done to the poor woman, and to the fact that her heart had been carried away.  The jury had already appeared uneasy during his recounting of the ghastly details of the murder, but the latter statement caused a great commotion in the court-room. 
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    “Had he the black bag?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The inquest continued with testimony from two of the victim’s friends, Julia Vanturney and Maria Harvey, followed by H-Division Inspector Beck, and Inspector Abberline, who told of being in charge of the case and everything he had seen and done at Miller’s Court from about 11:30 on Friday morning.  He told of waiting for the bloodhounds to arrive, and the smashing in of the door.  Continuing his testimony, Abberline spoke of the condition of the room, and of finding the traces of a large fire having been kept up in the grate, so much so that it had melted the spout of a kettle off.  He told the Coroner that his men had since gone through the ashes in the fireplace and found remnants of clothing, a portion of a brim of a hat, and a skirt, and that it also appeared as if a large quantity of women’s clothing had been burnt. 
 
      
 
    ‘Can you give any reason why they were burnt?’ asked the Coroner. 
 
    ‘I can only imagine that it was to make a light for the man to see what he was doing.  There was only one small candle in the room, on the top of a broken wine-glass.  An impression has gone abroad that the murderer took away the key of the room.  Barnett informs me that it has been missing some time, and since it has been lost they have put their hand through the broken window, and moved back the catch.  It is quite easy.  There was a man’s clay pipe in the room, and Barnett informed me that he smoked it.’ 
 
    ‘Is there anything further the jury ought to know?’ 
 
    ‘No.  If there should be I can communicate with you, sir.’ 
 
      
 
    Testimony concluded with George Hutchinson, who had given the police his description of a suspicious man he saw with Kelly on the night of her murder, and recounted it here. 
 
      
 
    Said the Coroner to the jury, ‘The question is whether you will adjourn for further evidence.  My own opinion is that it is very unnecessary for two courts to deal with these cases, and go through the same evidence time after time, which only causes expense and trouble.  If the coroner’s jury can come to a decision as to the cause of death, then that is all that they have to do.  They have nothing to do with prosecuting a man and saying what amount of penalty he is to get.  It is quite sufficient if they find out what the cause of death was.  It is for the police authorities to deal with the case and satisfy themselves as to any person who may be suspected later on.  I do not want to take it out of your hands.  It is for you to say whether at an adjournment you will hear minutiae of the evidence, or whether you will think it is a matter to be dealt with in the police-courts later on, and that, this woman having met with her death by the carotid artery having been cut, you will be satisfied to return a verdict to that effect.  From what I learn, the police are content to take the future conduct of the case.  It is for you to say whether you will close the inquiry to-day; if not, we shall adjourn for a week or fortnight, to hear the evidence that you may desire.’ 
 
      
 
    The Foreman, having consulted with his colleagues, considered that the jury had had quite sufficient evidence before them upon which to give a verdict. 
 
      
 
    ‘What is the verdict?’ asked Roderick Macdonald, M.P., Coroner for the Eastern District of Middlesex. 
 
      
 
    ‘Wilful murder against some person or persons unknown,’ replied the Jury Foreman. 
 
      
 
    On the nineteenth of November, 1888, Mary Jeanette Kelly was buried at St. Patrick’s Leytonstone Roman Catholic Cemetery, and although no family members were there to attend, Holmes and I were there -- I to examine the crowd for anyone that fit the description of the Whitechapel murderer, and Holmes to express his deep regret for having missed the opportunity to have saved the young, beautiful woman who had fallen so far from grace and had died such a horrible and tragic death as a result.


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXXVIII: THE ROGUES’ GALLERY 
 
      
 
    3 December, 1888.  Scotland Yard, 4 Whitehall Place 
 
      
 
    It was early Monday morning, just over three weeks after the brutal slaying and dismemberment of Mary Jane Kelly, and nine weeks after the savage murders that had come to be known throughout London as ‘Jack the Ripper’s “Double Event.” ’  We were enjoying a small breakfast when Wiggins arrived with a telegram from Lestrade, requesting that we meet him in his office.  We ate the remainder of our food hurriedly, and in a few minutes’ time, I whistled down a hansom in Baker Street, and we presently made our way to the Back Hall of 4 Whitehall Place.  The ‘New Scotland Yard,’ as it was being called, had gotten its name from Great Scotland Yard, the area behind Whitehall Palace in which this rear entrance was located.88 
 
      
 
    When we arrived at the impressive old Metropolitan Police building, Lestrade brought us into what he called the ‘Anthropometry Department.’  As a medical man, I was surprised to hear the term, with which I was quite unfamiliar.  While the Inspector left us alone in the room known by London police as the ‘Rogues’ Gallery,’ Holmes explained to me that the office had recently been set up in Scotland Yard using principles developed by Alphonse Bertillon, a Frenchman who measured the length of a suspect’s bones, noted the colour of his eyes and recorded various other physical attributes of known criminals.  Bertillon believed that certain physical characteristics predisposed a man to a life of crime, and the Yard was in agreement.  Holmes told me that he himself put little stock in its efficacy, and noting that a man called Adolph Beck had been wrongly convicted based upon the use of Anthropometry.  Upon the wall was a sketch of a young Welshman named Rhynwick Williams, an artificial flower maker who had been convicted of the abuse, cutting and stabbing of some fifty women between March of 1788 and June, 1790 in a strange and terrible case that made all England shudder almost exactly one hundred years before.  Williams, who was known as ‘The London Monster,’ had inspired the poem: 
 
      
 
    The wound the he made in this 
 
    Young lady’s hip 
 
    Was nine-inches long, and near 
 
    Four inches deep; 
 
    But before that this monster had 
 
    Made use of force, 
 
    He insulted their ears with 
 
    Obscene discourse. 
 
      
 
    Presently, Lestrade returned to the room carrying a number of very large, thick photo albums.  They contained portraits and photographs of criminals that had been arrested throughout Britain.   
 
      
 
    ‘I’d like you to have a look at these photographs, Mr. Holmes,’ said Lestrade.  ‘Perhaps among them you will recognise the man from the Ten Bells.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘How did you obtain these photographs, Inspector?’ I asked. 
 
      
 
    ‘Any criminal that is arrested within England, Scotland or Wales is now required to be photographed twice.  One of those photographs is then sent to us, to be kept in our records here in the Rogues’ Gallery, Doctor.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Quite an efficient system, I should think,’ I said. 
 
      
 
    ‘Only if you have found someone to whom to compare the photograph, Watson.  Which requires investigative skill, a necessity that I am quite sure will continue to serve as the cornerstone and foundation for crime-solving techniques well into the future, regardless of scientific advancement,’ added Holmes.  ‘In that area I think, Inspector, you want a little unofficial help.  Seven undetected murders in one year won’t do, although you handled the Cheltenham Mystery with less than your usual -- that’s to say, you handled it fairly competently.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Very much so, and thank you Mr. Holmes.  Now then, I would like you to have a look through these photographs on the off chance your suspect has had a prior arrest,’ said Lestrade. 
 
      
 
    ‘And so we shall, Inspector,’ replied Holmes. 
 
      
 
    Lestrade turned page after page, each displaying six snapshot photographs of different men, some of whom looked rather more like animals than human beings.  After nearly half an hour, Holmes had resigned himself to the fact that his quarry’s picture was not among those in the Rogues’ Gallery. 
 
      
 
    ‘It would appear, Inspector, that our man has never been arrested in England, which of course does not preclude him from being without sin.  It is possible that a record of his past misdeeds might be found within the Rogues’ Gallery maintained by the police in some other country.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘The records of continental crime would be of little help to us here, Holmes.  But I do have another idea.  There are several roads for enquiry in this case.  I would like to discuss with you our list of current suspects, and to hear your thoughts upon each,’ said Lestrade. 
 
      
 
    ‘I am yours to the rattle, Inspector, so long as you do not trot out that absurd theory involving Prince Eddy, based solely upon his rumoured involvement in the Cleveland Street scandal.’89   
 
      
 
    ‘Not to worry, Mr. Holmes.  I’m no subscriber to the theory that old “Spring-heeled Jack”is of royal blood.90 But let us begin with my personal favourite for the murders, a certain Mr. Montague John Druitt.’  Lestrade then showed us a photograph of a quite pleasant and dignified looking man, I should say in his early thirties, well dressed, with his hair parted in the centre. 
 
      
 
    ‘He’s a Winchester graduate, was a cricketer of note, and is rather stronger than he appears in his photograph,’ said the Inspector.  ‘After graduation, he accepted a teaching position at a boarding school at Blackheath.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘That would account for his name seeming familiar to me,’ I said, thinking of my own days at Blackheath. 
 
      
 
    ‘He was called to the bar three years ago, and even became a special pleader for the Western Circuit and Hampshire, Portsmouth and Southampton Assizes.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘All quite impressive, Inspector,’ replied Holmes, ‘but please explain why you think he could be our monster.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘He was dismissed from his teaching position at the boys’ school under circumstances that were rather unclear,’ at this, he raised his eyebrow, ‘and then disappeared shortly after the Miller’s Court murder,’ said Lestrade. 
 
      
 
    ‘That seems a bit weak as evidence -- if we can call it that -- upon which to besmirch the name of an otherwise successful man as to be the most hated fiend in all of England,’ replied Holmes.  ‘Show me some others.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, there’s Tumblety,’ said Lestrade, searching through the stack of files on the table. 
 
      
 
    ‘No need to show me that file, Inspector.  I have already ruled him out for a number of reasons,’ Holmes told Lestrade, glancing my way as he said it. 
 
      
 
    ‘Littlechild will be dreadfully cut up to hear that you feel that way, Mr. Holmes.  He is mad keen upon Tumblety as Jack the Ripper, you know.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes,’ rejoined Holmes.  ‘Yet none the less, we must follow the evidence, and that evidence does not lead us to “Doctor” Francis Tumblety’s door, rapscallion that he is.  Besides, I have it on good authority that he only just recently left the country under the assumed name of Frank Townsend.  Unless the murders suddenly stop, I can assure you that the so-called doctor, though no innocent, is in no way responsible for the deaths of any women.  If, on the other hand, you have seen any young men or boys go missing, that would be quite a different matter.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Hmm… I see.  Well, in any case, we’ve sent Inspector Walter Andrews over to New York in America to investigate him all the same.  Alright then Holmes, we can move on to Kosminski, Aaron,’ said Lestrade. 
 
      
 
    At the sound of that foreign name, Holmes’ ears pricked up and he said, ‘Kosminski?  That is a name I would like to know more about.  Please tell me all you know about him.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘With pleasure.  He’s a Polish Jew, between twenty-four and twenty-five years of age, and is quite insane; he was released from Surrey Pauper Lunatic Asylum in March.  He is a hairdresser, and each of the nights I’ve had my men follow him, we’ve not had a murder.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘He certainly fits squarely within certain aspects of the criminal portrait I have been painting in my mind of our monster, in particular his age, mental condition and being a Jew of Polish extraction,’ said Holmes with interest.  ‘Our killer is extremely cruel and ruthless, and will stick at nothing.  He may well be mad, or a user of absinthe and other narcotic substances, or perhaps both.  Other than not having a history of working within a criminal fraternity and obviously lacking the mental capacity for the most devious tactics employed by the Whitechapel murderer, this Kosminski fellow sounds to be your best possibility so far for being the so-called “Ripper,” although if we find him to be so, his destination is more likely to be Broadmoor than the scaffold.  May I have a copy of Mister Kosminski’s file, Inspector?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Of course, Holmes, and I tend to agree with you on the point of the Ripper being a foreigner.  To my mind, the celerity with which the crimes were committed is inconsistent with the ordinary English phlegmatic nature.’ 
 
      
 
    Lestrade then took a moment to digest the remainder of Holmes’ last statement. 
 
      
 
    ‘Was it “Criminal fraternity,” you just said?  Upon what evidence do you base that, might I ask?’ enquired the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    ‘Upon four factors, primarily; of the fact that our killer is working within a team there can be no doubt, once they are taken into account.  One needs merely to examine the ante-mortem statement of Emma Smith, the fact that two knives were used on Martha Tabram while in the so-called “Double Event,” two different knives were used, and the testimony of witness Israel Schwartz to determine the true facts upon that score,’  
 
      
 
    ‘To begin with, Holmes, Smith and Tabram were strictly one-offs -- nothing to do with the Ripper.  And Schwartz?  How does his testimony lend any credence to your daft new theory?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, Inspector, “daft” as the idea of the killer being aided by accomplices might be to you, Israel Schwartz clearly described a second man standing calmly by in the road, apparently observing the murder of Liz Stride as it was taking place.  The only thing that seemed to shake that man from smoking his pipe was the appearance of the witness, whom he proceeded to chase away and follow as far as the Pinchin Street railway arch.  Don’t you find that to be a bit odd behaviour for anyone but an accomplice, Lestrade?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I might do, if we knew for a fact that his statement was accurate.  For some reason, though, he’s now refusing to speak to us any further upon the matter.  And we can’t even be sure that Schwartz saw the murder at all, anyway.  In fact, Chief Inspector Donald Swanson is of the opinion that Schwartz may have seen the woman being accosted by an entirely different man at 12:45, not at nearly 1a.m. when we know the murder took place.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Correction, Inspector, when you assume the murder took place.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Alright, Holmes, although we have fixed that time based on the testimony of the man who found the body.  But have it your own way.  In any case, I also have another possibility for you that would appear to fit the “portrait” you speak of, outside of his age -- he’s fifty-five now.  Name’s Michael Ostrog.  A Russian doctor, also Jewish, also quite insane.  He’d likely have the medical knowledge necessary for some of the organ extractions that were performed on our victims.  I’ve met the man.  There’s something damnable about him -- something reptilian.  I should put him down as a man with secret vices -- an evil liver.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘A Russian you say?  Interesting, Inspector, although you rightly note that he is far too old to fit the eyewitness descriptions.  Please include a copy of his file as well, if you would.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘With pleasure Mr. Holmes.’ 
 
      
 
    After naming a few more of Scotland Yard’s less prominent suspects, including a well-known American stage actor, a famous painter, a wealthy cotton merchant and an extremely prominent medical doctor with ties to the Crown, Lestrade threw out one last name. 
 
      
 
    ‘Before you leave, Mister Holmes, I have just one more medical man I’d like to propose to you as a possible candidate for Jack.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘And who is that, Inspector?’ asked Holmes. 
 
      
 
    ‘Your friend Doctor Braeden.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘What?’ I thundered indignantly, springing from my chair.  ‘Upon what evidence can you make such an outrageous accusation, Lestrade?  Have you gone off your chump?  Explain yourself!’  Holmes appeared equally surprised and puzzled.   
 
      
 
    ‘Upon the fact that young Doctor Braeden knew at least three of our five victims personally, very personally,’ returned Lestrade with emphasis, and leering at us. ‘And possibly all five of them.’91  My shoulder twinged.  I was answered, but ready to swear to Braeden’s innocence in the matter. 
 
      
 
    Holmes fired up, resentfully.  ‘Even if that is indeed true, Inspector, it would hardly qualify as reason to throw suspicion upon the good doctor.  He is known to volunteer his time at the Whitechapel Infirmary, offering his services to many of the unfortunate women who haven’t the ability to pay for badly-needed medical care.  And all of our women fit that description.’  
 
      
 
    ‘That may be so, Mr. Holmes, but he isn’t treating these women for chicken-pox.  He is very familiar with,’ he coughed uncomfortably, ‘diseases and conditions of a female nature.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘That hangs together with his specializing in the female reproductive system, Lestrade.  He is making a study upon the causes of, and cure for infertility in women.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, he’s had his nose in the reproductive system of at least four of our females, Mr Holmes.  In my book, that makes him a suspect.’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes appeared to weigh those words in his mind for a moment.  ‘In that case, Inspector, I suggest you have a good look at any and all H- and J-Division constables and detectives who have arrested or dealt with any or all of the victims in any way while they were alive.  And I mean that to include yourself, Lestrade,’ said Holmes, without a trace of irony.  I was amazed at the calm way in which he rippled on. 
 
      
 
    ‘Myself?’ he sputtered.  ‘You get a trifle beyond me there, Holmes.  Remember, your offices are in Baker Street -- not Harley Street.  Surely you are joking!’ 
 
      
 
    ‘You are no less qualified to be considered a suspect than is Braeden, by your own criteria, Inspector, and so I believe you must place yourself on that list, immediately above or below the doctor, depending on whether you knew all five.’ 
 
      
 
    Lestrade looked at Holmes as if he thought he was going out of his mind.  I confess that I was myself surprised both at his hilarious manner and at his rather wild, if accurate, observation of Lestrade’s qualification to be the Ripper. 
 
      
 
    ‘Lestrade,’ said Holmes, ‘you are normally an uncommonly sharp reasoner -- a credit to the Yard, sir.  But in this instance, tell me first why you are not a donkey’s tail.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Why I’m not a donkey’s tail?’ repeated the Inspector in a puzzled tone.  ‘A curious question indeed.  Can’t say, I’m sure.  Because he ain’t my brother?’  
 
      
 
    ‘No.  But because you are no end of an ass, sir!’ thundered Sherlock Holmes; and my friend then pushed back his chair from the table and left Scotland Yard. 
 
      
 
    As we stepped out into the fresh air of Whitehall Place, Holmes was incensed at the naming of our friend Braeden and incredulous that some of the men Lestrade had mentioned were actually being taken seriously as murder suspects in the series of killings. 
 
      
 
    ‘Such colossal imbecility!’ raved Holmes.  ‘That bull-headed gudgeon naming Braeden as a suspect for no other reason than his work that puts him into contact with unfortunates is almost completely baseless and could ruin the man’s medical career if it were to leak to the public.  And the casting of suspicion upon certain prominent people in society by the police is reminiscent to me of the way so many of those who subscribe to the theory of “reincarnation” never seem to have been an average workingman, criminal or Egyptian slave in their past lives.  Rather, most of them claim to have been Julius Caesar, Cleopatra, Charlemagne, Hannibal or some other such illustrious personage.  In much the same way, the smaller minds of the “Armchair Detectives” that write in to the police must assign the identity of this murderer to some sort of celebrity or hideous beast, although in all likelihood, he is an average man who lives in close proximity to the crimes, and who fits into the streets of Whitechapel in such a way as to allow him to pass through them unnoticed by those who would hunt him.  Why, the mere fact that a relatively unknown local thug, hated by Jews in Whitechapel was chosen to receive that hideous parcel is more than enough to discount nearly every one of their current suspects,’ he exclaimed excitedly. 
 
      
 
    More prophetic words were never spoken by Sherlock Holmes. 
 
      
 
    Later that day, when we had returned to his rooms in Baker Street, Holmes considered the various suspects that Lestrade had presented to us at the Rogues’ Gallery.  He summarily dismissed all but Ostrog and Kosminski, in whom he took a particular interest.  He also mentioned that another of his friends in the force had suspected a man called Klosowski, but Holmes discounted that theory as well, mainly due to the fact that Klosowski, also known as George Chapman, had been a poisoner, and had likely killed three or more people close to him, at least one of them being his wife.92 
 
      
 
    ‘He’s another one like Morgan.  People who use substances like belladonna or Devil’s Foot to kill haven’t the bottle for violence of the type we’ve seen demonstrated in Whitechapel.  No, Watson, Klosowski simply won’t do.  But there is another name being noised about as a possibility within the London City Police and indeed was mentioned by Lestrade, as well as in the Daily Gazette over the signature of an amateur reasoner of some celebrity (actually Holmes’ hated rival upon the Surrey shores) which has given rise to considerable discussion.  Although I have serious reservations about the likelihood, you may recall I was also given his name by Maskelyne, who told me the man’s instant transformation onstage from a distinguished medical doctor to a twisted monster is so convincing that it has thrown suspicion upon him as the murderer.’ 
 
      
 
    I knew by that description that Holmes could be referring to no other than the acclaimed actor Richard Mansfield, whose troupe had recently transferred to London from his native America for a very successful run of performances of the Robert Louis Stevenson drama, ‘The Strange Case of Doctor Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.’  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XXXIX: HYDE IN PLAIN SIGHT 
 
      
 
    7 December, 1888.  The Lyceum Theatre, City of Westminster 
 
      
 
    After dinner at our restaurant in the Strand, we made our way down Wellington Street to The Lyceum Theatre in the West-end.  The 2,100-seat theatre had had quite a history since it began in 1765.  From then until 1809, the building had hosted a circus, a chapel, the first London exhibition of waxworks displayed by Madame Tussaud, and other entertainments.  From 1816 to 1830, it served as The English Opera House.  And after a great fire, the house had been rebuilt and was reopened on 14 July, 1834.  
 
      
 
    On the night of 7 December, 1888, however, Holmes and I were there for a performance of The Strange Case of Doctor Jekyll and Mr Hyde, featuring the acclaimed American actor Richard Mansfield.  Mansfield had gained great fame and popularity upon the shores of both sides of the pond, and had recently been written up in both the Pall Mall Gazette as well as in Celebrities of the Stage -- a series of coloured portraits of actors and actresses by Boyle Lawrence.  Mansfield was receiving plenty of praise for taking on the dual rÔle of Jekyll and Hyde on the Boston, Broadway and now, the London stages.  The play’s author, Robert Louis Stevenson, was apparently an admirer of his as well, warmly and publicly endorsing both the production, and Mansfield’s part in it. 
 
      
 
    The theatre was full to capacity, and we took our seats in a unique balcony area overhanging the dress circle.  As the play got underway, both Holmes and I were struck by Mansfield’s startling intensity and tremendous power as an actor.  In his performance, he was able in the concurrent and associate impersonation of Mister Hyde to interblend the angel with the demon, putting all the cruelty of the grave behind the contorted rictus that his face suddenly became with amazing realism as he hobbled, gnome-like, across the stage.  Surely this ability was the basis of his remarkable success.  His transformation scenes were said to be so realistic that women in the audience fainted and men were scared to go home alone.  In the Pall Mall interview, Mansfield had been asked to choose the ‘strongest situation’ in the play and had himself replied, ‘the one in which I, as Hyde, spring upon the woman.  That is the point where, more than once, nervous women, and men too, have fainted with emotion.’   
 
      
 
    I found that to be a very accurate description, as there were in fact three such examples that very night of members of the audience -- including one rather brutish-looking man -- that had to be escorted from the theatre due to their overwhelmed reaction to Mansfield’s riveting performance.  One woman fainted.  ‘Her heart is going like a pair of castanets,’ cried another spectator that was also a medical man.  ‘She seems to me to be frightened all to pieces.  Chuck the water over her!  What a face she has got on her!’ exclaimed the doctor. 
 
      
 
    When the play ended, Holmes and I went to speak to Mansfield.  We were granted access to the famous thespian’s after-show gathering thanks to an introduction provided by John Nevil Maskelyne, who was a contemporary of Mansfield’s, and who had written a letter of recommendation to the actor on Holmes’ behalf. 
 
      
 
    When we arrived at the soiree, Mansfield was still clad in the black velveteen coat he had worn during his stirring portrayal of the haunted Doctor Jekyll.  After a short while, during which Mansfield was addressing his various gushing admirers (and a few jealous detractors), he noticed Holmes and I near the table of refreshments provided by the Lyceum for his privileged guests. 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, if it isn’t the great Sherlock Holmes in the very flesh!’ cried the actor dramatically.  ‘Maskelyne told me you’d be here.  I must say, I’m quite honoured that you have chosen to spend your evening here at the Lyceum.  I trust that you enjoyed my performance, sir!’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Immensely!’ cried Holmes.  ‘I am in awe of your acting ability, Mansfield.  Your transformation into the Hyde character was nothing short of astounding.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘That is quite exhilarating to hear, coming as it does from a man of your well-known powers of observation,’ said the handsome actor. 
 
      
 
    ‘I was also quite impressed, sir,’ said I. 
 
      
 
    ‘Why thank you, Doctor Watson!’  I started at his use of my name without any introduction having taken place.  Mansfield must have seen the surprise in my eyes, because he continued with, ‘For you could only be that acclaimed biographer of Mister Holmes.  Very pleased to make your acquaintance as well, sir!’ 
 
      
 
    He placed his hand upon my friend’s shoulder and said, ‘Come, Mister Holmes.  Let me show you a bit of the Lyceum, and its quaint charms, and perhaps share with you some of the secrets of my transformation you so enjoyed.’ 
 
      
 
    He and Holmes went off, leaving me to mill about and mingle with the other guests.  I sampled the fine champagne being served while the two of them were having what appeared to be an animated conversation before leaving the room.  Later, Holmes told me that our visit to the Lyceum had been ‘largely useless, save for the entertainment, and the lesson he gave me on the use of theatrical make-up and of course, how to “Hyde” in plain sight, as it were.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    Pleased as Mansfield may have been by the rave reviews of his terrifying portrayal of Jekyll and Hyde, his play had the misfortune to have opened in London during the period that ‘Jack the Ripper’ was terrifying a nation as he went around Whitechapel carving up its unfortunates.  The public fear of a murderer at large, one who could carry out violent, quick and precise killings, led to accusations that Mansfield, because of his skill in metamorphosis to a monster, was the murderer, as Lestrade had pointed out to us at the Rogues’ Gallery just a few days before.  This undeserved distrust and fear eventually forced the production to close, and Mansfield to return to America with a cloud of suspicion hanging over his head that was never fully lifted before his eventual death from liver cancer in 1907.  
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 CHAPTER XL: ANOTHER DEAD ROSE 
 
      
 
    20 December, 1888.  George Clarke’s Yard, Poplar High Street 
 
      
 
    A period of over a month had passed with no further murders since the savage and gruesome mutilation of young Mary Jane Kelly in Miller’s Court, and the talk of ‘Jack the Ripper’ had begun to turn towards the possibility that he had left the area, or had perhaps even died or been killed.  Holmes, however, was not of either opinion, and had never doubted for a moment that the killer would soon resurface.  He did not have long to wait for his prediction to become reality, although Lestrade and Reid disagreed with him upon that score; when another unfortunate named Catherine ‘Rose’ Mylett turned up murdered in the Poplar High Street, both Inspectors felt Holmes was wrong when he insisted that it was the work of the same Whitechapel monster.  Before long, public suspicion also grew concerning the case, and the hush that had befallen the people of the East-end since the beastly and horrendous Kelly murder a month and a week before was quickly disrupted.  Once again, the Ripper’s name was thrust into the limelight and spoken aloud. 
 
      
 
    At 7:55 p.m. of the night of 19 December, 1888, twenty-nine-year-old Rose Mylett was seen by Charles Ptolomey, an infirmary night-attendant, speaking with two men he took to be sailors in Poplar High Street, near Clarke’s Yard.  According to Ptolemy, she appeared to have been sober, and he heard her apparently rejecting their advances saying, ‘No, no, no!’ to one of them, and their manner of conduct was suspicious enough to him to bring attention to themselves.   
 
      
 
    Two seamen were in fact seen in Poplar High Street not long before the lady was found.  One of them had asked a young woman named Green how to get to the East India Dock Road.  His friend chimed in with, ‘Make haste Bill and we shall be in time to catch the ship.’  But in all probability, the two men Green encountered were no more than what they appeared to be -- a couple of merchant seamen hurrying to catch their vessel.  
 
      
 
    Six and a half hours later, a woman named Alice Graves spotted Rose Mylett outside of The George pub in Commercial Road with two men, and she appeared to have been drunk.  
 
      
 
    Less than two hours after that at 4:15 a.m., Police Sergeant Robert Golding and PC Thomas Costello came across the lifeless body of an unidentified woman that would eventually be identified as Rose Mylett in the yard of George Clarke, a builder’s merchant, between 184 and 186 Poplar High Street while they were on routine patrol.  The body was still warm when they discovered it lying on its left side.  It appeared to PS Golding as if the attitude of the body was somewhat reminiscent of that of some of the Ripper victims, with the left leg drawn up and right leg stretched out.  The clothes were not torn or disarranged in any manner, and there was no obvious sign of injury.  As a result, Sergeant Golding did not himself immediately attribute the woman’s death to the Whitechapel murderer at that time.  Holmes disagreed. 
 
      
 
    A few days later, I had enjoyed a marvellous Christmas morning full of love and warmth with my wife Mary, and after our opening of presents and early dinner had finished in the late afternoon, I decided to make the trek across the snow-covered streets of London to see Holmes, whom I had guessed would be spending his holiday alone in his rooms at Baker Street.  I wanted to personally wish him a merry Christmas along with a small gift I had chosen for him.  But I arrived to find there was precious little cheer on that Christmas night in the sitting room at 221B.  I brushed the ice crystals from my shoulders and stomped my feet to kick the snow off of my shoes as I entered the room to find Holmes seated near the fire, enrapt in the details of the Mylett killing.  He had obviously been doing some serious research into the woman’s background and the circumstances under which she had become the next victim, for as I knew, the man could not allow himself the luxury of a relaxing day filled with Christmas cheer knowing full well that her murderer walked free to kill again. 
 
      
 
    ‘Happy Christmas, Watson.  Now let us examine the facts of the case.  Rose Mylett was a known unfortunate and her body was found only two miles from the centre of the cluster of murders that have occurred in Whitechapel since February.  She had been seen at half-two drinking at the George pub and lived at 18 George Street, a lodging house in Spitalfields, and seems to have been cohabiting with a man named George Goodson.  She was killed in the yard of a man named George Clarke.  George!  George!  George!  There’s that same connection once again!  She was also known as “Fair Clara,” which I find startlingly similar to Mary Kelly’s sobriquet of “Fair Emma.”  Could there have been some confusion between the two that had something to do with their aliases?  As unlikely as it would seem, there is also the fact that her true Christian name was Catherine, as was that of Eddowes.  But our Catherine Mylett seems to have had a different alias for every part of the East-end.  She was known as “Rose” in Bromley-by-Bow, “Elizabeth Davis” in Whitechapel -- which brings to mind the name of Elizabeth Stride -- and Alice Downey or Downe in Poplar.  The name Rose was apparently the alias which she used at the Whitechapel Infirmary, a fact verified just this morning by our friend Doctor Braeden, who had her under his care at various times between 20th January and 14th March of this year, always for the same malady, which Braeden preferred to leave unspecified.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Braeden was here?’ I asked.  ‘Sorry to have missed him.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, he dropped in to bring me that Christmas goose for supper.’ He pointed to a succulently roasted bird upon a silver salver on the table next to a dish of bubble-and-squeak, neither of which looked to scarcely have been touched.   
 
      
 
    ‘He was very anxious to discuss all of the details of the various murders with me.  We smoked a pipe or two over it, letting our minds graze where they would.  He helped me to organise my thinking on this latest murder by acting as my sounding board, suggesting various ways in which the murder might have been committed as well as possible psychological motivations for the man to be killing again so close to this most hallowed of Christian holidays.  A smart lad, that Braeden.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘One would almost think that the murderer had some disdain for the Christian calendar, murdering her as he did during this holiday season.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘It would appear that you are correct upon that score Watson, for he also killed on Easter Monday and two separate occasions of the feast of the Michaelmas, and let us not forget the fact that Catherine Eddowes wore a special Michaelmas garment on the night of her murder in Mitre Square.  I’m sure you are aware that the Mitre is the tall headdress worn by bishops and senior abbots as a symbol of office, and is worn by the Pope as an insignia of his position of “holiest of holies.”  Thus, the killer’s selection of Mitre Square for the second of the “Double Event” murders makes perfect sense, it you consider its hidden message as it was intended – an attack on the “crown” worn by the head of the Roman-Catholic Church, Pope Leo XIII himself.96 Pardon my ramblings, Watson, but my mind is a-boil with calculations, and I am once again thinking aloud.’  
 
      
 
    It did seem to me to be a bit far-fetched that a killer would specifically choose Christian holidays for his misdeeds, and to target victims that he could be sure were part of the Anglican Church, or some other Christian entity, and I told Holmes my thoughts upon the matter.  
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, Watson.  But we know that most of the unfortunates in the East-end are devout Christians, as hard as some might find it to reconcile the two practices.  It is a well-known fact that some of our victims displayed that devotion in the form of church-going, and that some did not only walk circles around St. Botolph’s, but also were members of its congregation.  Let us look at the connections of our victims to the Church; Emma Smith was killed walking from Whitechapel Church.  Martha Tabram was married in Trinity Church.  Polly Nichols had recently been influenced to re-join the Church by the Cowdry’s, who had taken her in as a domestic servant shortly before her death.  She was likely telling people about her newfound religion during that period and may well have been overheard, or seen by the killer going into a church on occasion.  Annie Chapman we know had been married in the church at Brompton.  I’ve also since found out that Stride was registered as an unmarried woman at the Swedish Church in Prince’s Square, located -- of all places -- in St. George’s-in–the-East, and had also been married at the parish church of St. Giles-in-the-Fields.  The graveside burial service of Kate Eddowes was conducted by the Reverend T.N. Dunscombe, and her remains were laid to rest in consecrated ground.  This was not considered the accepted thing for women of her class, for Elizabeth Stride, despite her registration in the Swedish church, was buried in un-consecrated ground in the East London Cemetery.  As for Mary Kelly, a Mr. H. Wilson, the Sexton attached to St. Leonard’s Church, Shoreditch, put his sympathy for the wretch into practical form and met the total cost of the funeral himself, which was held at that church.  Mary Jane was then interred at St. Patrick’s Catholic Cemetery in Leytonstone, as I am sure you recall.’  I did. 
 
      
 
    ‘Fascinating, Holmes.  But what of Rose Mylett?  Was she also a known church-goer?’ I asked. 
 
      
 
    ‘Of that I cannot be sure until I have taken the time to examine her case more closely.  And although we cannot yet be certain of Rose Mylett’s religious affiliation, we do know that when the police went to make their inquiries at Mylett’s lodging house, its inmates were celebrating Boxing Day, as she likely would have been doing as well.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Quite singular, Holmes.  I’ll give you that.  But how can you be sure that this woman was even killed by the same man we know did the other murders?’ I asked, knowing that there were no mutilations inflicted upon Rose Mylett. 
 
      
 
    ‘A curious difference, Watson.  But it is not entirely out of the question that a murderer might change his Modus Operandi, or revert to one he used in the past -- in this case, a ligature was used in the same manner as the other two “Rose” killings.’  (Could that have been a twisted message from the killer?)  ‘And let us not forget that there were no mutilations inflicted upon Liz Stride, who was also murdered in a yard, as was Martha Tabram.  This could conceivably be due to the killer, without the protection a room like Mary Kelly’s had afforded him five weeks ago, having been wary of being caught.  Or perhaps he was interrupted during the act.  And there is also the curious coincidence of Mylett’s having been known to have purchased a hat upon the day of her death’  
 
      
 
    I finally realised that I had been holding Holmes’ gift under my arm the entire time I had been there. 
 
      
 
    ‘I say Old Chap.  I’ve brought along a little Christmas gift for you.  I nearly forgot.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘And I’ve one for you, Watson,’ he replied, without looking away from his pile of notes, news clippings and documents.  ‘It’s just over there on the corner of the mantle-piece, in the tobacco slipper.’ 
 
      
 
    I walked over to the Persian slipper, where I knew Holmes had customarily stored tobacco, a bottle, a neat morocco case, and other items of his personal indulgences that I had little approval for.  I looked for the gift, but found the slipper entirely devoid of even Holmes’ tobacco or other less-savoury items.  It was empty. 
 
      
 
    ‘But Holmes, there’s nothing in it.  It’s completely empty.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘That is your gift, Watson,’ he said, looking up at me and meeting my gaze for the first time since my arrival. 
 
      
 
    The inquest into Rose Mylett’s murder was held on 21 December, 1888 in Poplar Coroner’s Court.  It was headed by Coroner Wynne E. Baxter.  Holmes’ took handwritten notes during his attendance of that inquest which I myself was unable to make, as I was working with a patient that day.   
 
      
 
    [They read in part] 
 
    ‘Notwithstanding that two days have elapsed since the finding of the body the marks on the neck were still very distinct – Baxter believes she had been strangled with a ligature.  Doctor Baxter trying hard to obtain a coherent picture of Mylett’s antecedents, but without success.’ 
 
      
 
    Due to the upcoming Christmas holiday, the inquest had been adjourned until 3 January, 1889, after the people of Whitechapel had celebrated the end of a very bad year indeed.   
 
      
 
    During that hiatus, the body of Lestrade’s prime suspect Montague Druitt was discovered on New Year’s Eve floating in the Thames.   
 
      
 
    Coroner Wynne Baxter was later to commend Police Sergeant Robert Golding for ‘zeal displayed in obtaining evidence in the case.’  Holmes did not fully understand why Baxter would do this unless, for once, he was attempting to placate Scotland Yard.  This may have been due to the fact that his inquest had reached a verdict contrary to that put forth by the Met as to the cause of Mylett’s death.  The police believed that the dead woman had choked to death on her own vomit; a view which was in direct contradiction to no less than four police surgeons -- and as many as five -- that had decided that she had actually been strangled with a ligature.  
 
      
 
    As reported in the press on 7 January, 1889, Mylett’s funeral drew only two mourners, a female cousin who remained unnamed and, more importantly, the deceased’s mother, Margaret.  But also there, hidden in the shadows of the Tower Hamlets Cemetery and therefore unseen by reporters, were Holmes and I. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XLI: THE SOCIALIST RIOT 
 
      
 
    27 April, 1889.  International Working Men’s Educational Club, 40 Berner Street 
 
      
 
    Holmes was reading the London Police Gazette one Tuesday morning over tea and took note of a particular story that appeared in its pages and had captured his interest.   
 
      
 
    ‘Do you remember the International Working Men’s Educational Club in Berner Street, Watson?’ he asked. 
 
      
 
    ‘I could not possibly forget it, Holmes, hard as I’ve tried to put those dreadful murders out of my mind.  If memory serves, its gateway is where Stride was found with her throat cut.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Exactly.  And where we found the blood-caked grape stems, match sticks and candle.  Well, there’s been a riot there, apparently.  And three men have been arrested in connection with the assault of a boy, a number of adults and a Police Constable named Frost on that very spot in the gateway, it would seem, that the murdered body of Liz Stride had lain.  The men involved were named Friedman, Kozebrodski and Diemschutz -- curious name, that.  Slavonic, I would imagine.  It seems the newsmen can’t even agree on its proper spelling.  I can’t help but think that I’ve seen it before somewhere.  Perhaps it is common among his race.  In any case, apparently, PC Rumbelowe’s assessment of the place as an anarchist club is holding true.  There was quite a violent outburst there, according to this article.’ 
 
      
 
    He went on to explain the details of the incident as they were reported, then tossed the newspaper over to me. 
 
      
 
    [It read] 
 
    At Clerkenwell Sessions-house, on Thursday, before Sir P. H. Edlin, chairman, Lewis Deimschutz and Isaac Kozebrodski surrendered to their bail to answer an indictment charging them with assembling together and making a riot, to the great terror and disturbance of her Majesty’s subjects there being, also with assaulting and beating Israel Sunshine, Julius Barnett, Emanuel Snapper, Joseph Frost, and other persons.  A man named Samuel Friedman was also included in the indictment, but failed to surrender and his recognisances was entreated. - Mr. Gill and Mr. Partridge prosecuted; and Mr. W. M. Thompson defended. - On March 16 there was a demonstration of Jewish unemployed at the East-end, and a procession was formed up at the International Working Men’s Club, in Berners-street, Commercial-road, and marched to the synagogue in Great Duke-street, Aldgate.  They were refused admittance by the Chief Rabbi, and then went to a piece of land named Mile-end-waste, where they held a meeting.  Inspector Ferrett and nine constables followed the procession.  After the meeting was over a crowd gathered round the International Club, and some little disturbance took place in consequence of one of the defendants coming out of the club in his shirt-sleeves and striking a boy.  Hooting ensued, and then the two defendants, with Friedman, struck out right and left among the crowd.  PC Frost remonstrated, and then he was kicked and violently assaulted.  Friedman caught hold of him, and with the aid of the other defendants dragged him into the passage of the club, where he was again struck over the head with a stick and hit by Kozebrodski two or three times.  The defendants were arrested, and at the station charged with riotous conduct.  When at the police-station Lewis Lyons went there and preferred a charge against the police, which, however, was dismissed.  Application was also made for a summons against Inspector Ferrett for assault, which was not granted.  Evidence in support of the charge was given by Inspector Ferrett, Sergeant Wright, Police-constables Frost, Harris, Sherrington, and other constables. - Israel Sunshine, Julius Barnett, Emanuel Snapper, and others, also spoke to being in the crowd, and being assaulted by the defendants without any provocation. - For the defence, Mr. Thompson called a large number of witnesses, most of whom were foreigners, whose evidence had to be interpreted, who said that on March 16th there was a synagogue parade, &c., "procession of the unemployed and sweaters’ victims." After it was over there was a great disturbance outside the International Working Men’s Club.  The people were throwing stones and creating a great disturbance.  The door of the club was broken open, and Frost struck Deimschutz, and rushed into the club.  The police ran after Deimschutz; and two of the crowd struck him on the back.  None of these witnesses saw any blows struck by members of the club, the mob and the police being the aggressors.  Mrs. Deimschutz made an attempt to rescue her husband, and did strike the police with a hair broom, but that was the only assault that was committed.  On the way to the police-station Deimschutz was kicked and handled by the police.  One of the witnesses said he saw the handle of the door tried by some boys, and on Deimschutz and his wife coming to see what was the matter, although Inspector Ferrett was there, Frost kicked Mrs. Deimschutz, and struck her in the chest. - Mr. Thompson, in his address to the jury, contended it was highly improbable that the case as submitted by the prosecution was correct, as a great deal of what occurred was in a dark passage, where it was highly probable that the police had made a mistake.  He thought very little reliance could be placed on the evidence of those persons in the crowd who declared they had been assaulted, for they were in such a state of excitement that they hardly knew what did take place. - Mr. Gill briefly replied, remarking the charge was one of assault only, and that undue importance had been attached to it by the course taken by the learned counsel for the defence. - His lordship, having summed up, the jury, after a brief deliberation in the box, found both the prisoners guilty of assaults on the police only. - Kozebrodski, who was recommended to mercy, was ordered to pay a fine of £4, or in default one month’s imprisonment, the money to be paid on May 6th.  Deimschutz was sentenced to three months’ imprisonment with hard labour, and at the expiration of that time ordered to enter into his own recognisances in the sum of £40, and to find two sureties in the sum of £20 each to be of good behaviour for 12 months. 
 
      
 
    ‘Well well, Watson,’ said Holmes.  ‘It would appear that there’s more than education going on at that men’s club.  Some of its male members seem to have a tendency towards the use of violence in the furtherance of their cause.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘It seems the woman involved is a bit of a she-devil herself,’ said I. 
 
      
 
    ‘Just so, Watson.  Apparently, she’s quite the hellion with that hair broom of hers,’ he replied with his familiar dry chuckle. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    Another article that appeared that same day in the London Times stated the following: 
 
      
 
    Times (London)
Tuesday, 19 March 1889  
 
    POLICE. 
 
    At the Thames Police-court, before Mr. Saunders, LOUIS DIEMSHITZ [Diemschutz], an unlicensed hawker, of 40, Berner-street, St. George’s; SAMUEL FRIEDMAN, cap blocker, of 31, Weaver-street, Spitalfields, and ISAAC KOZEBRODSKE, a machinist, of 40, Old Ford-road, Bethnal-green, were charged with being disorderly persons, and concerned together in assaulting Israel Sunshine, Isaac Solomons, Emanuel Snapper, and Emanuel Jacobs, of Berner-street, St. George’s.  They were further charged with assaulting Constables James Frost, 154 H, and George Harris, 269 H, while in the execution of their duty.  They were also charged with assaulting Julius Barnett.  Inspector A. Thresher, H Division, watched the case for the Commissioners of Police.  The disturbance arose out of the demonstration by the Jewish unemployed, which was organized by 15 Socialists on Saturday last.  Israel Sunshine, 119, Wentworth-dwellings, Whitechapel, said between 2 and 3 o’clock on Saturday afternoon he was walking down Berner-street.  He saw some boys and girls knocking at the doors of the Socialist Club.  Suddenly some 20 or 30 men, armed with sticks, rushed out of the club, and attacked everyone indiscriminately.  Friedman, said “I will do for someone to-night, and do not care if I get 12 months for it.” Witness was then struck in the mouth, and about the body.  Neither of the prisoners struck him.  Julius Barnett said on Saturday afternoon he went down Berner-street.  A number of Socialists rushed out of the club and attacked everyone.  Friedman struck witness with a stick.  Emanuel Snapper, 5, Sheridan-street, deposed Friedman was the ringleader of the Socialists.  Witness was struck about the body.  He saw Diemshitz strike the people.  The disturbance arose through the Socialists marching to the great synagogue.  Witness saw the police officers pulled into the Socialists’ Club, and when there they were assaulted.  Constable Frost said after the Socialist meeting a crowd of 200 or 300 persons got outside the Socialists' Club in Berner-street.  Witness saw Diemshitz and Friedman come out with their coats off, followed by about 30 other persons.  A free fight then began, through the Socialists attacking the people outside.  Witness told Diemshitz he was a police officer, and tried to stop him from striking one of the witnesses, but the prisoner took no notice of him.  Diemshitz afterwards made a savage kick at witness, who fell backwards, and the blow caught him on the leg.  Witness caught hold of him, but he was pulled away.  Witness was then dragged into the passage of the club, where he was assaulted by a number of men and women.  During the struggle the prisoner Kozebrodske struck him a blow on the head with a broom handle.  In trying to get out of the place he was again assaulted.  Witness felt the effects of the assaults very much.  He denied striking Diemshitz first.  Constable Harris gave further evidence, and Mr Saunders at this stage remanded the prisoners until Wednesday, and agreed to accept bail for their appearances. 
 
      
 
    Holmes noted a few strange co-incidences and his ears had pricked up at the mention of the Duke Street synagogue in the first article, and yet more when he noted a certain address in this account of the events at the club; one of the men that had been beaten during the melee, Israel Sunshine, lived at the exact location in Goulston Street where the gruesome souvenir and cryptic graffito had been left for police to find.  And he found it nearly incredible that the policeman that had been assaulted had been dragged to the exact spot inside the club’s passage where Elizabeth Stride had met her death.  A subsequent article regarding the incident appeared in the Times two days later, and Holmes took note of it as well. 
 
      
 
    [It read] 
 
    Times (London)
Thursday, 21 March 1889  
 
    POLICE. 
 
    At the THAMES Police-court, before Mr. Saunders, LEWIS DIEMSCHUTZ, an unlicensed hawker, of 40, Berner-street, St. George’s-in-the-East, SAMUEL FRIEDMAN, cap blocker, of 31, Weaver-street, Spitalfields, and ISAAC KOZENBRODSKE, machinist, of 40 Old Ford-road, Bethnal-green, surrendered to their bail on a charge of being disorderly persons, and concerned together in assaulting Israel Sunshine, Isaac Solomons, Emanuel Snapper, Emanuel Jacobs and Julius Barnett.  They were further charged with assaulting Constables Frost, 154H, and George Harris, 269H, while in the execution of their duty.  Mr. W. M. Thompson defended.  The conflict arose out of the procession of the Jewish unemployed, which demonstration was organised by the Socialists, to the great Tabernacle on Saturday last.  The evidence showed that after the demonstration the Socialists adjourned to their club in Berner-street, St. George’s, before which a large crowd gathered.  Suddenly some 30 of the Socialists rushed out of the club and attacked the people with sticks and other weapons, including a saucepan.  The prisoners were sworn to as being the ringleaders, while Friedman was heard to say, " I will do for some one to night, and done care if I get 12 months for it." Constable Frost told Friedman he was a police officer, and tried to stop him from striking one of the witnesses, but he took no notice of him.  Diemschutz afterwards made a savage kick at witness, and the blow caught him on the leg.  Frost was then dragged into the club, where he was assaulted by a number of men and a woman.  During the struggle the prisoner Kozenbrodske struck him a blow on the head with a broom handle.  That prisoner also struck Constable Harris a blow on the side of his head.  After hearing further evidence, Mr. Saunders committed the prisoners for trial.  They were allowed out on the same bail as before.  
 
      
 
    Times (London)
Thursday, 9 April 1889  
 
    POLICE. 
 
    CONSTABLE FROST, 154H, appeared to answer an adjourned summons charging him with assaulting Louis Diemshitz, steward of the International Working Men’s Club, Berner-street, St. George’s.  On the 16th ult. there was a demonstration of the Jewish unemployed, organized by the Socialists, and a disturbance took place in front of the club in Berner-street, during which Diemshitz and others were arrested.  They were afterwards charged at the Thames Police-court, and committed for trial.  Later on a summons was obtained by Diemshitz against Frost.  Mr. W. M. Thompson, barrister, appeared to prosecute: and Mr. St. John Wontner defended.  After hearing further evidence yesterday, Mr. Saunders said the case for the prosecution had completely broken down.  The summons would be dismissed. 
 
      
 
    Times (London)
Friday, 26 April 1889  
 
    COUNTY OF LONDON SESSIONS.
(Before the Chairman, Sir F. M. Edlem, Q.C.) 
 
    The Chairman sat yesterday at the Sessions-house, Clerkenwell, to hear cases arising north of the Thames.  
 
    Lewis Diemschitz [Louis Diemschutz], 27, and Isaac Kozebrodski, 19, surrendered to their bail to answer an indictment for making a riot and rout, and for assaulting various persons.  A third man, Samuel Friedman, who was indicted with the defendants did not surrender to his bail when called.  Mr. Gill and Mr. Partridge prosecuted on behalf of the Commissioner of Police; and Mr. W. M. Thompson represented the defendants.  The alleged disturbance occurred on March 16, on which day there had been a procession of the Jewish unemployed in the East-end.  After the dispersal of the procession, many of those composing it returned to the International Workmen’s Club, Berner-street, Commercial-road, E., of which they were members, and from which the procession had started.  A crowd of some 200 or 300 persons, who had been following the procession, assembled outside the club, and began to annoy those inside by throwing stones, hooting, and knocking at the door.  The defendant Diemschitz, steward of the club, sent for the police, but when they arrived those inside the club assumed the defensive, and, rushing out in a body, attacked the crowd with broom sticks, walking sticks, and umbrellas.  It was stated that the defendants bore a prominent part in the fight, and that Diemschitz struck and kicked plain clothes constable Frost, who interfered.  Frost attempted to arrest Diemschitz, but was dragged into the club, where he was beaten and kicked.  On the conclusion of the case for the prosecution, Mr. Gill abandoned the count for riot.  A number of witnesses were called for the defence, who gave evidence to the effect that the police had made an entirely unprovoked attack on the defendants and their companions.  The jury found the defendants Guilty of assaulting two constables, but Acquitted them on the other counts.  The Chairman said they had greatly aggravated their offence by the defence they had set up.  Diemschitz was sentenced to three months’ imprisonment with hard labour, and on his liberation to be bound over and to find sureties to keep the peace for 12 months.  Kosebrodski was sentenced to pay a fine of £4, or to be imprisoned for one month.  
 
      
 
    Times (London)
4 May 1889  
 
    THE TRIAL OF DIEMHOLZ. 
 
    Mr. C. GRAHAM asked the Secretary of State for the Home Department whether, at the recent trial of Diemholz and Kozebrodski, Mr. Gill, who appeared for the Home Office, obtained any assent on behalf of the accused to their pleading guilty of a technical assault; and whether during the trial of Diemholz his wife was refused admittance to the Court on the plea of want of space.  
 
    Mr. MATTHEWS.-The answer to the first paragraph is in the negative.  There was no plea of guilty and no consent to a plea.  The constable on duty in the Court remembers a woman, who said she was a witness in the case, but did not give her name, asking to be allowed to enter the Court, and he told her, in conformity with a standing order of the Bench as to witnesses, that she could not enter until her name was called.  He did not know that she was the wife of the defendant. 
 
      
 
    By that first week of May, Holmes had still not heard any news from Brummy nor Sid, and he accepted the fact that his two-Guinea advance to the pair had been a poor investment.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XLII: THE BOGUS LAUNDRY AFFAIR 
 
      
 
    7 May, 1889.  221B Baker Street 
 
      
 
    The chronicling of the accounts of my experiences is normally the purview of my friend and sometime-biographer Doctor John H. Watson, but because I have often and often taken the occasion to point out the short-comings of his accounts, and have periodically accused him of tailoring his writings to the minds of the masses and their desire for sensationalism, he has defied me to ‘try it for myself.’  And as I sit here, pen in hand, I can begin to understand his desire to write an entertaining account that will keep the reader’s attention, rather than the terse, clinical prose necessary for my usual monographs upon a variety of subjects pertinent to the science of criminology. 
 
      
 
    By way of self-description, I can tell the reader that I have taken up lodgings in the rooms at 221B Baker Street, a whole house to myself.  After all, it costs very little more than a furnished apartment, while the advantages are enormous.  Sometimes I like to be quiet, very quiet; with other people living in the house, that’s not possible.  Occasionally it happens that I prefer to be noisy, particularly noisy: it occurs to me that I want to ascertain whether I’ve lost my aim, whether my nerve is steady, and my eye correct; and then I blaze away with my revolver at a mark on the wall for hours, sometimes for days together; or, feeling a passion for exercise, I pile up my furniture, and amuse myself with taking a flying leap over it, or jumping down a whole flight of stairs, coming down sometimes rather loudly and heavily, I can tell you.  Other lodgers in the house might reasonably object to that kind of thing.  They could no more stand me than I could tolerate them, in fact.  We should never agree.  We could never come to terms as to being noisy or quiet at quite the same times.  In fact, I’ve tried life in lodgings, and found it a dead failure.  The landlady always came up to give me notice to quit just as I was thinking of going down to let her know I couldn’t endure to stop under her roof any longer.  So now I’m on a different plan.  I’ve a house of my own, with only Mrs Hudson to contend with.  A man’s house is his castle.  This is my castle – Holmes Castle, if you like; and I can do as I please in it; play the drum or the violin, or leap-frog; fire off anything from a popgun to an Armstrong; be as quiet as a mouse or noisy as Verdi’s orchestra; and there’s no one save Mrs Hudson to interfere with me or say me nay.  It’s a capital good house, is 221B.  Perfectly suited to my occasional periods of low spirit; when such misfortune happens to me, I know what course to pursue.  I keep myself to myself, as people say.  I don’t victimise my friends.  I don’t try to pull them down to my low level.  I don’t want to inoculate everyone I meet with my malady.  Low spirits are very catching sorts of things.  A determined man may spread his disorder far and wide among his acquaintances, if he gives his mind to it.  For my part, I feel penitent, and a little ashamed; and I lock myself up till I am better.  I don’t care to go whining about, making everybody miserable under the pretence of obtaining their sympathy. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    The following case, which I took up in the spring of 1889, was able to distract my mind sufficiently to enable me to momentarily relieve myself of the heavy burden that another affair had placed upon my shoulders.  And as such, I believe it to be one of the more colourful tales in my collection, leading me as it did through the labyrinthine streets of London’s Chinatown and its opium dens, through the docks of Canary Wharf and leaving me at its end upon the doorstep of one of the highest offices in the land.  It is therefore quite appropriate that I should choose this case, above all others, to make my debut in the arena of popular creative writing, knowing as I do that its particulars shall likely remain entombed in a tin box, and not see the light of day for many years to come. 
 
      
 
    I find from my notebook that this case began on the seventh of May, 1889, when I had a visit from the wife of Mr. Joyce Cummings, the rising barrister and an old friend.  She had been referred to the agency by Doctor Michael Braeden, with whom I had become acquainted during my handling of that other aforementioned case -- a dismal East-end affair that Watson will surely recount at some future date; he will no doubt produce one of his meretricious finales to the tale once we have exposed its black roots. 
 
      
 
    One forenoon, Mrs Annette Cummings, a tall and fiery redhead with an ethereal, other-world beauty and whose height nearly equalled my own, was announced and shown into my sitting-room by Mrs Hudson.  She took a seat upon the sofa opposite my own well-worn velvet armchair.  She was a tall woman, strongly feminine, from the rich coils of her red-coloured hair to the dainty garden slipper which peeped from under her cream-tinted dress.  One well-gloved hand was outstretched in greeting, the other pressed her handbag against her side.  
 
      
 
    ‘I am most pleased to meet you, Mr Holmes.  I have heard a great deal about your remarkable adventures,’ she said as she took her seat.  ‘Do you mind if I smoke?’ 
 
    ‘Please do.  Be my guest, for we shall, I fancy, have a good deal to discuss.’ 
 
    ‘Indeed we do Mr Holmes, but how is it that you are already aware of that fact?’ she asked, flipping open an expensive silver case and drawing out a hand-rolled cigarette. 
 
      
 
    ‘I assume, Mrs Cummings, that you are here to discuss what has been happening in Half Moon Street.’ 
 
    ‘Mr Holmes---!’ 
 
    ‘My dear lady, there is no mystery in my determination of Half Moon Street as the locus of your problem; your letter came with that heading.  And because of the very pressing terms in which you fixed this appointment, it becomes clear to me that something sudden and important has taken place at that location.  Pray tell, Mrs Cummings, what is the matter?’ 
 
    ‘It is my husband, with whom I believe you are acquainted.  It’s his health, Mr Holmes.  He seems to be wasting away.’  She placed the cigarette into a long holder and brought it up to her painted lips.  I made a long arm and lit it with a matchstick before she could reach into her handbag for one of her own.  She drew upon her cigarette, its end glowing brighter as she inhaled.  ‘Thank you, sir.  And now to Joyce’s problem.’  She exhaled a small cloud of bluish smoke in a most alluring manner.  ‘And mine.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘About a year ago, he took to drink.  At first, he took his glass often.  Then it became a whole bottle of an evening.  But that is not the issue that has brought me to your door -- rather, it is his use of opium.  He learned to take the drug while he was away in Prague recently on a legal matter, and it has consumed him in such a way that I can no longer abide by it.  Both he and his legal practice are on the down grade, and I am afraid that I will lose him soon, for the doctors have diagnosed him with a weak heart and dropsy brought on by the infernal narcotic.’  
 
      
 
    She took another long draw upon her cigarette and said, ‘He spends nearly all of his time and money at some place in the Canary Wharf that panders to such weaknesses of man.  As I am told, all manner of vices are catered to by a Chinaman there known as “Mr Johnson.” ’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Quite an unusual surname for a Chinese,’ said I.  ‘Perhaps it is Jan Sun, or something of the like.’  I knew full well, however, that the man of which she spoke could be none other than the infamous Ah Sing, whose opium den in Cornwell Street, Saint George-in-the-East had at one time been probably the most famous in London during the 1860’s period known as ‘Dark England.’  It was frequented by the local Chinese sailors on break from working on the ships, but also attracted gentlemen from the very elite of London’s high society in the West-end.  But now, in 1889, the opium den was near completely a thing of the past.  In 1868, the Pharmacy Act had recognised dangerous drugs and limited their sale to registered chemists and pharmacists, after doctors and scientists warned about the dangers of drug addiction.  When the small number of opium dens gradually declined following crackdowns from the authorities, individuals like Ah Sing were forced to move from their properties, and had to find alternative ways of making a living.  And the method chosen by Ah Sing was the subject of an ongoing investigation of mine that was already underway at that time. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m sure I have no idea, Mr Holmes, but the man is slowly robbing me of my husband, and my children of their father, piece by piece.  He has been behaving in a fashion that is clean against his usual nature.  Is there nothing you can do?’  She dabbed at her eyes, which had begun to well up with tears of despair. 
 
      
 
    Just then, Watson entered the room, and took note of the crying woman. 
 
      
 
    ‘Good Lord, Holmes!  According to Mrs Hudson, this poor woman has been here for less than ten minutes, and you already have her in tears.  You outdo yourself, man!’ 
 
      
 
    At this, Mrs Cummings showed the hint of a smile, and a bit of colour returned to her pale, freckled cheeks. 
 
      
 
    ‘It’s none of Mr Holmes’ doing, good sir,’ said the red-head.  ‘I’ve been recounting a sad story for which there seems to be a tragic end in sight.’ 
 
    ‘Tut tut, Mrs Cummings!  There is no such ending coming to this affair, if Doctor John Watson and I have anything at all to say in the matter.  Allow me to present to you my trusted friend and assistant.’ 
 
      
 
    Watson bowed to the lady, and I sensed a certain lingering of his eyes upon the crossed bare calves of our new client.  No other verb than leered can describe Watson’s method of beholding the lovely red-headed Amazon. 
 
      
 
    ‘This is Missus Cummings, Watson.  She does not object to tobacco, so you may feel free to indulge your own filthy habits.  Mrs Cummings has quite an interesting story to tell which may well lead to further developments in which your presence may be useful.  Please go on with your story, Mrs Cummings.’ 
 
    ‘Well, gentlemen, during an examination, Michael -- Doctor Braeden that is -- noted an extreme weight loss in me, and other manifestations of a nervous nature that caused him some concern.  When I told him what little I could about the cause of my own distress, he suggested that I contact you immediately.’ 
 
    ‘It is well that you did so, my good woman,’ said Watson in a soothing tone. 
 
    ‘Pray, continue,’ said I. 
 
    ‘Well, as I’ve told you, Joyce began drinking to excess some time ago, then began dabbling in Laudanum, morphia and arsenic usage.93 After attending to a legal matter in Prague, he returned with a new obsession for opium.  He claims that he confines his usage of the drug to the smoking of it, but I have seen the tell-tale needle-marks upon his arm, and other parts of his body.  And I have found within the store of our home a large quantity of a strange, foul substance in wooden crates marked “Laundry Soap” and bearing oriental symbols like those seen upon the signs of restaurants and bookshops in Chinatown.  If it is opium, Mr Holmes, it is far more than one would suppose might be needed by one man.’ 
 
    ‘Singular!  Most singular, Mrs Cummings!  And to what end would he keep such a thing upon your premises?  There can only be one answer; what alternative could be conceived?’ 
 
    ‘I fear that he is making some sort of business around it, Mr Holmes.  And I believe that business is illicit and could cost him his position at the law firm,’ she cried. 
 
    ‘Indeed.  To say nothing of his freedom, or worse yet, his life.  And if he were to find himself standing in the opposite side of the dock than is his custom,’ I continued, ‘the illegal trafficking of the stuff is no small offence in the eyes of a hard-headed British jury.’ 
 
    ‘You must stop him, Mr Holmes, but you mustn’t disclose any of it to the police or the public, I beg of you.’ 
 
    ‘Do not worry, Mrs Cummings.  Doctor Watson and I will be very discreet in our examinations.  Before we can assist your husband, however, we must needs find out what is at the back of the business he seems to have gotten himself into.  I have some little experience dealing with the Chinese and their opium dens in the East-end, and it would be a cruel deception to lead you to believe it is a simple matter to discontinue doing business with them once a confederation and a certain dependence has been established.  None the less, we will determine to what extent your husband has developed his own alliance with whomever is supplying him, and we shall endeavour to sever that connection cleanly, and with minimal ado,’ I explained. 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh please, Mr Holmes.  I would be forever in your debt.  And yours as well, Doctor Watson.’  This last statement, delivered as it was with the rapid batting and fluttering of Mrs Cummings’ long lashes, produced a satisfied look upon my friend’s face. 
 
      
 
    When she had been shown out, I noticed a small quantity of ash that had fallen upon the table in front of where she had been seated.  I determined it to be of the shag variety sold by the tobacconist in Throgmorton Street. 
 
      
 
    As Watson had his growing new practice in Paddington to‎ attend to, his further involvement in this affair was minimal, until its denouement.  Instead, I relied mainly upon another acquaintance of mine -- a man who understood the workings of the Chinese underworld and knew the labyrinth of streets in Chinatown with its grocery stores, eating houses, gambling and opium dens, and other unholy things in the shadows like no other man in London.  His name was Henry Leu, a Taiwan-ese native and former detective of the police that had worked in China and Hong Kong.  It chanced that he had been introduced to me by Doctor Braeden, who also was to play a part in the affair before if would come to a close. 
 
      
 
    A few days after the visit of Mrs Cummings to the agency, I crossed paths in Half Moon Street with Mr Joyce Cummings, just as he emerged from his home at Number 369.  It was a large, quaint house, of that cage-work fashion known as ‘black-and-white’ in which the bars and angles of an old framework contrast, black as ebony, with the white plaster that overspreads the masonry built into its interstices.  He was on his way to the mews where I knew his horse and trap were stabled.  
 
      
 
    ‘I say, if it isn’t Mister Sherlock Holmes!’ he cried with pleasure in his voice.  What brings you to this area, Old Boy?’ he faltered unsteadily. 
 
      
 
    ‘I am in the neighbourhood on a matter of some little importance.  I had forgotten you kept your residence in this street.  How have you been, sir?’ said I. 
 
      
 
    Was this pale, thin, impoverished–looking being my sturdy, prosperous young barrister of five years back?  He and his practice might have failed conceivably, but there was further about him a queer nervous shrinking from scrutiny so unnatural to his former self that it startled me as might the sight of burrs growing on an orange tree.  He was now a pitiful, half-tragic and half-grotesque figure.  His face was no longer the pleasant, fresh-scrubbed countenance I remembered from years past.  In fact, it was nothing short of cadaverous, its blanched appearance most certainly the result of his excesses of the consumption of alcohol and his other more recently acquired and deadlier habits.   
 
      
 
    ‘I have fallen upon some rather unpleasant times, as you must no doubt perceive, given those astounding powers of deduction of yours,’ he replied, with an air of shame.  ‘They are the topic of eager discussion these days and are echoed throughout the learned societies of London.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Do not believe all that you read, Cummings, especially as presented in the superficial accounts of Doctor Watson.  But we all pass through black periods, unfortunately, and I am quite sure this too shall pass.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I pray you are correct Sherlock.  And although it has been a great pleasure chancing upon you in the street, I fear that I am running late for an urgent appointment, and must take my leave immediately.  I do hope to see you again very soon, and to introduce you to my dear wife Nettie.  But for now, I must bid you adieu, Mr Holmes.’ 
 
      
 
    He turned and walked briskly into the mews, and I went in an opposite direction until he was out of sight and headed back towards the cab I had contracted earlier, and whose driver I had paid to wait for me in Half Moon Street.  Once back aboard, I instructed the driver to wait until Cummings’ trap emerged, and to follow it wherever its destination might be.  Just as I had predicted, the trap exited the mews and sped towards the East-end and onward down the Commercial Road into Chinatown.  It stopped just outside a Chinese laundry establishment at the end of Canton Street, hard by Quashie’s music-hall.  Cummings jumped down and was tying his horse to a nearby post by the gutter-side just as my own cab came to a stop at the next street corner.  I gave the driver another shilling along with the instruction to wait as I changed from my deerstalker cap and overcoat to a shabby old felt wideawake hat and cutaway coat that had been lying on the seat beside me. 
 
      
 
    Walking quickly past the crowded laundry house, I took up a position across the road outside Ting Kee Refreshments, pretending to be a lounger smoking in the street until I could see Cummings standing in the queue to be served.  When he had moved considerably forward in the long column and I was sure he had no idea of my presence, I moved towards the door and slipped inside behind three other men that had entered after Cummings and joined the queue behind him. 
 
      
 
    I found it quite unusual that each of the men before Cummings had ordered large quantities of laundry soap, and that when he reached the counter, he did the same.  I heard the old Chinese woman who was at the counter shout to the men in back, barking out orders for what sounded to me like ‘Ya pien!’ and other similar commands.  With what little Chinese I had learned in a past investigation, I came to suspect that the laundry was actually in the business of selling opium in increments of scruples, drams, ounces and pounds under the guise of washing-up powder.  Cummings’ order of fifteen pounds was hurriedly delivered by a Chinese man to his waiting trap in a small wooden crate.  Once it had been loaded and secured, Cummings untied his horse and sped off back westward in the direction of Half Moon Street, and I returned to my waiting cab. 
 
      
 
    At half-past eleven, my cab deposited me in front of 221B, after making a stop at the post office to send off a telegram to my good friend Henry Leu. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sometime just before five that afternoon, there came a clang of the door chime, and I was soon greeted by the warm smile of my friend Henry, a lean, medium-sized, powerfully built man with thick, raven black hair and whipcord taut musculature.  He and I had been spending time together regularly since we met on another case the previous year.  Our sessions consisted of one hour of Leu’s instruction in a unique form of Chinese pugilism and another of my teaching him the use of laboratory equipment as applied to modern crime-solving in return.  
 
      
 
    ‘Hello Mister Holm,’ he said in his British-Chinese accent, in which he cut the ending ‘S’ from my name, making it sound vaguely oriental.  ‘I got message from you and came as fast as I can.  What we going to do?  How may I assist you?’ 
 
    ‘Well, Henry, I am going to need you to do a little sniffing around a certain laundry shop in Chinatown.  Perhaps even go to work there for a while.  Are you equal to it?’ 
 
    ‘Laundry you say?’ asked Leu.  ‘I know laundry.  My uncle Tat run laundry in Taipeh.  I work there when I small boy.  I can do every job inside.’ 
 
    ‘Capital, Leu!  Excellent!  Do you think you could convince them to hire you at the laundry I need information on?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve no doubt, Mister Sher-lock Holm!  I guess they will hire me and probably make me boss before very long time passing.’  He grabbed his own shirt front and pulled it out as if to emphasise his words. ‘I know how take care of shirt, Sher-lock!’ 
 
      
 
    True to his word, it did not take long for Leu to obtain work in the Ng Kwee Choo Laundry House, and he had indeed been promoted after just a few weeks.  During that time, he had made notations of shipments of ‘laundry soap,’ and the dates and times of their arrival.  He also took note of the purchases made by Mr Joyce Cummings as well as the top aide to a certain notable statesman, Mr G---, which I found absolutely shocking, although the man had a certain reputation for suspicion of unsavoury behaviour in other situations.  Leu also established a connection between the laundry house and Ah Sing, of opium den fame.  Through covert observation, he determined the operation to be owned by the former drug overlord, who had appeared in recent years to have become a devout Christian and to have changed his sinful ways. 
 
      
 
    One day, during one of our regularly scheduled training sessions, Leu brought news of an impending shipment he had overheard the laundry’s proprietress discussing with Ah Sing.  He knew that the shipment would be coming in hidden in the bilge or the engine-room of the clipper Challenger,94 which was slated for arrival into the Canary Wharf on the following Friday.  We devised our plan to secret ourselves at the dock to witness the unloading of the illicit cargo, then went on to our normal training in the ancient art of oriental pugilism known as Wing Chun, in which my Chinese friend absolutely excelled.  He had been a champion in his home country, and his fists and feet were lethal weapons. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    On Friday night of the following week, Henry and I, dressed as seafaring men, stopped at a waterfront bar at the Canary Wharf, personating Lascars on break from our work, ostensibly on-board one of the many ships moored there.  As the appointed nine o’clock hour of the Challenger’s estimated landing loomed closer, I sent Leu outside to check on the clipper’s arrival.   
 
      
 
    After a few minutes outside, he returned to the bar.  ‘No ship, Sher-lock,’ he said, although with his peculiar accent, it came out sounding somewhat differently than it was no doubt intended by Leu. 
 
      
 
    Just under an hour later, we heard the news that the massive Challenger was approaching the port.  I placed four pence and a bronze farthing upon the counter, and Henry and I made our way outside to the ship’s landing point.  We watched as the clipper glided into the dock, and once the gang plank was dropped, many of the crewmen, excited to be back on dry land after their long journey, made for another nearby waterfront building -- a go-down type of warehouse structure with torches burning at either side of its doors that turned out to be Ah Sing’s newest opium den and brothel. 
 
      
 
    Also waiting at the dock were men Henry recognised from Ah Sing’s Ng Kwee Choo laundry. 
 
      
 
    ‘Quickly, Henry, follow those seamen into that go-down.  You mustn’t be seen by your colleagues from the laundry.’   
 
      
 
    Leu walked over and went into the wooden waterfront structure, speaking first to two Chinese women sitting outside.  After observing the laundry shop staff making arrangements with a man from an agency called ‘West China Imports,’ and hearing him say that the ‘soap’ would be ready for collection within the hour, I decided to join Leu inside the go-down into which he had followed the sailors.   
 
      
 
    The initial atmosphere was reminiscent of a night-club in the Waterloo Road.  A pitch-dark, steep stair led down to an opium-drenched pit of danger and mystery.  I was greeted upon the stair by a Chinese woman of most remarkable beauty.  Though women have seldom been an attraction to me -- for my brain has always governed my heart -- I must admit, I found this one quite fascinating.  I could not look upon her perfect, chalk-white face painted at the eye-lids and lips, without realising that no man could cross her path and remain unscathed.  She wore a dress of scarlet red silk that reached down to her tattooed ankle, buttoned high at the neckline, but with a long slit up its side that revealed smooth, bare flesh nearly to the hip.  Her long ebon hair was the shiniest black I’d ever seen.  It reached beyond her lower back, with the fringe cut straight across her forehead above the brow, which offset her porcelain skin and gave her quite a sultry quality that shall always remain in my memory. 
 
      
 
    ‘Have you just arrived on the Challenger with the others?’ she asked in a silky voice with no trace of any foreign accent. 
 
    ‘Yes mum, been away at sea a very long time, we have,’ was my reply. 
 
    ‘I am quite sure we have every pleasure here a sailor such as your good self might require.  And which of those pleasures would you like me to attend to first?’ she asked, quite seductively. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’ll start with the pipe, methinks.’ 
 
    ‘Certainly, sir’ she said obediently.  ‘Have you the funds necessary?’ 
 
      
 
    I showed her a handful of shillings from my pocket. 
 
      
 
    ‘Love-ly,’ she cooed. 
 
      
 
     The onyx-haired beauty then led me to a table not far from where Leu had been seated a few minutes before.  We gave no indication of knowing one another, and the woman turned and left me at my table, shouting orders in Canton-ese to the man serving Henry to have my pipe brought out immediately as well.  The eyes of fifty men were upon her as she swayed gently, walking back out to greet the next customer. 
 
      
 
    Unfamiliar as I was with the procedure involved in the smoking of opium, I began to look around the room and observe the behaviour of the sailors and other customers, some of whom appeared to be West-end dandies with full purses and empty skulls, so intent on satisfying their desire for the drug that they would rub shoulders with criminals and desperadoes of the worst type, careless of any risk they might be running.  I could not help but think of my friend Cummings. 
 
      
 
    One pathetic chap, sitting like some strange Buddha with crossed legs, was carefully toasting in the dim flame of a smoky lamp the tiny lumps of delight which would transport him for a while into his own private paradise. 
 
      
 
     ‘O my poor head!’ cried the miserable wretch.  ‘I makes my pipes of old penny ink-bottles, ye see, dearie -- this is one -- and I fits-in a mouthpiece, this way, and I takes my mixter out of this thimble with this little horn spoon; and so I fills, dearie.  Ah, my poor nerves!’ droned the intoxicated man incoherently. 
 
      
 
    Presently, from the back room emerged a large oriental man wearing a long yellow silk dressing gown.  He did not have the typical queue of hair normally worn by the Chinaman.  Instead, his hair was short enough to have prevented an ordinary barber from expressing any desire to cut it shorter.  In his hand, he held a sherry glass, his fingers adorned with beastly long nails.  By the way the den’s workers deferred to him, I knew he could be none other than Ah Sing, or ‘John Johnston’ as he was known to his clients.  Although I had been investigating his opium operations in Limehouse for more than a year, I had not yet had occasion to see the man so closely hitherto.  He was an immigrant from Amoy in China with a reputedly elite taste in literature, and whom professed to be a devout Christian. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    “Presently, from the back room emerged a large oriental man” 
 
      
 
      
 
    I knew Ah Sing to be a smoker himself, and it was claimed that only he had the ‘true secret of mixing opium… with an eye to business.’  He quickly scanned the room, and his eyes swept across my table.  Our eyes met for the briefest of moments, and I thought for an instant I saw a flash of recognition in his oriental eyes.  But the look passed immediately, and he continued walking about the room, sipping his sherry with nonchalance. 
 
      
 
    As my pipe arrived, Ah Sing’s attention was drawn to a group of gentlemen apparently brought in by a police inspector I knew, but that I hoped would not recognise me in my seafarer’s garb in the dark corner of the den.  In the ensuing half hour, I saw that the party, including Inspector J---, were enjoying their visit exceedingly.  
 
      
 
    After spending a suitable amount of time at my table, I left the den, and it wasn’t long before Leu emerged into the night behind me.  He began jumping up and down, higher and higher each time, like a frenzied gypsy. 
 
      
 
    ‘I can’t help myself, Mister Holm,’ he said breathlessly.  ‘That stuff make me crazy!  What about you?  You no feel effect of drug?’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t inhale,’ I told him. 
 
    ‘Good thinking, Mister Holm!  I’ll be all right after few minute,’ assured Leu as he continued his manic jumping.  ‘Just need to get rid of some energy.’ 
 
      
 
    I left him there jumping crazily and began making my way through the darkened waterfront road back towards the Challenger, not immediately noticing the black shapes gliding noiselessly toward me through the darkness, running upon Death-silent, slippered feet. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly I felt a burst of air rushing by my ear, and heard the loud whoosh of something heavy rocketing past my head, then a cutting thump as whatever it was made impact with a wooden fence behind me.  I turned to see what had flown by, and buried in the wood I saw a broad-bladed axe with a keen edge, its handle still quivering from its sudden impalement of the fence.  It was then that I perceived four dark slender shapes converging upon me at a harrowing speed.  Within seconds, another hatchet was flung at me, and would have beheaded me had I not ducked at precisely the correct instant.  It too became embedded in the wall behind me, and I used it as a handhold -- and then a foothold -- to assist me as I vaulted the wooden fence.  I ran as fast as I could with the shadowy figures continuing to pursue me, moving at a fearful velocity.  Even as I gazed back at them, they had lessened the distance by twenty paces and were fast closing upon me, dimly visible against the black background.   
 
      
 
    In the blink of an eye, a black silhouette drew close, moving with the grace of a panther, bounding at my heels.  I perceived more than saw something glimmering in his hand, which reared back behind his head.  Suddenly, something whirled at me, its shiny surface reflected in the light of the half-moon.  A searing pain burned through my shoulder and I toppled head-first into a pile of wooden crates as the hatchet that had been thrown at me clattered to the cobblestones and came to rest on the ground beside me.  The man that had let fly that axe then jumped over the crates, landing on the balls of his feet before my prone form like a black cat.  As I lay helplessly upon the cobblestones in unbearable pain, the man withdrew another hatchet from his belt.  He was now close enough to me that I could see his painted black face glistening in the moonlight, with his arm retracted behind his head, ready to hurl a fourth hatchet in my direction.   
 
      
 
    As I raised my own arm in an instinctive defensive covering gesture and prepared myself mentally for another murderous attack, I heard a loud slapping sound followed by the grunts and war-whoops of at least two men locked in mortal combat.  Uncovering my head, I could see Leu battling with my black-faced assailant, with three more of the darkling figures poised to join in the fray. 
 
      
 
    ‘Quickly, Mister Holm!  Get up!’ shouted Leu, who was striking out and kicking at the darkly-dressed hatchet men.  ‘I need your help!’   
 
      
 
    I saw Leu disarm the assailant; as the hatchet came down, he stopped it with a double-arm overhead X-shaped block that covered his ears.  He immediately converted the block into a double grab of the attacker’s right wrist as he turned his back and then broke the man’s elbow over his own left shoulder with a sickening snap.  Then, with the hand closest to the attacker, he slapped inward to hook the biceps of the weapon arm while keeping the hatchet held fast with his own right hand.  With a quick anti-clockwise pivot upon his heels, Leu then jammed the sharpened edge of the hatchet into the attacker’s own abdomen, causing the black-faced enemy to drop, writhing in agony.  I grabbed for the axe as it fell to the ground, and swung it mightily at the third man in the death squad which had no doubt been set upon me by Ah Sing.  It hit its mark, landing squarely on the inner elbow of his weapon arm.  He screamed in pain, and blood began to pour from his wound, his arm nearly severed.  
 
      
 
    Leu, who was now being attacked from behind by another black-face, spun with lightning speed and used an open-handed chop to his assailant’s hatchet-wielding wrist, which caused the axe to fly aimlessly from his hand, while delivering a brutal simultaneous vertical punch to the man’s mouth.  When he dropped to the ground, Leu delivered a savage toe-kick to the man’s throat.  For an instant, the odds were now back in our favour.  But rather than continue the fight, the fourth of the black-faced attackers elected to run off into the night, and we were glad of it.  When we got out of the shadow we were on the short, hard cobblestones, with the moon throwing our shadows in giant lengths before us.  
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    In the aftermath of the battle, Henry examined his right fist, the last three knuckles of which were now black in colour and tinged with crimson blood, the result of their savage impact with my assailant’s grease-painted nose and mouth. 
 
      
 
    ‘Thank God you arrived when you did, Henry.  You saved my life, by Jove!’ I cried, grabbing hold of my bleeding shoulder.  ‘You simply must teach me that amazing disarmament you used.’ 
 
    ‘That’ said Henry Leu proudly, ‘is Wing Chun at its finest, Mister Holm.’ 
 
      
 
    After using a strip torn from my coat to staunch the bleeding in my shoulder, Leu and I found the men from the laundry loading crates onto their two-horse brewer’s dray, placing their cargo under a large tarpaulin cover.  When the men returned to the ship to fetch the remaining crates, Leu and I jumped aboard the wagon and hid on the platform between the crates, all of which were marked ‘Laundry Soap.’  Leu drew a short jemmy from his pocket, and began to prise open one of the wooden boxes.  He quickly cut through the cloth and waxed paper that protected its contents, exposing the foul-smelling substance within. 
 
      
 
    ‘Ya-pien,’ whispered Leu, in his native Chinese, nodding his head knowingly.  
 
      
 
    It was opium -- of that there could be no doubt.  We jumped from the vehicle and found a trap of our own.  We flew off as fast as hoof could rattle, hurrying to the home of Doctor Watson, who was initially perturbed by our surprise late-night arrival at his home in Paddington.  But once he realised the gravity of my shoulder wound, he went to work patching me up with the urgency and professionalism I imagined he had exhibited many times before on the battlefield in the deserts of Afghanistan.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Next day’s noon saw Watson and me at No. 369 Half Moon Street, a quiet little eddy in the city tide, knocking on the door of my old friend Mr Joyce Cummings.  When his wife came to the door with a look of alarm upon her lovely face, we gave no indication of having met her in Baker Street, but instead carried on as though we were complete strangers to her.  She soon understood what we were doing. 
 
      
 
    ‘Mrs Cummings I presume?  My name is Sherlock Holmes and this is my esteemed colleague Doctor John Watson.  We are here regarding a matter of extreme urgency and wish to see your husband at once.’ 
 
      
 
    Apparently having the effrontery necessary to conceal her initial surprise and recognition of the two of us, she called for her husband, who came to the door and looked no better than the day we had met in the street in front of the mews. 
 
      
 
    ‘Why, Holmes!  I can scarcely believe my eyes.  This is the second time that I’ve seen you in as many months, after such a long period of not hearing from you at all.  I see that you’ve met Nettie, but to what do I owe this great surprise?’ 
 
    ‘To the fact that I have become aware of your involvement in a dreadful affair that has required my urgent attention, and that of my colleague Doctor Watson.’ 
 
    ‘And what matter might that be, Mister Holmes?’ he asked with growing curiosity. 
 
    ‘I should prefer to discuss the matter with you privately, and outside the presence of your wife.’ 
 
    ‘But Holmes---!’ 
 
    ‘I must insist, Old Chap.  The matter is quite serious indeed,’ I said to my old chum. 
 
    ‘In that case, let us adjourn to my study,’ said Cummings with an air of resignation. 
 
      
 
    We spent an hour discussing what I had uncovered in Canton Street and the Canary Wharf, and I warned him of the gravity with which the matter would be looked upon if it were to fall into the hands of the police.  I also told him that my meddling in the affairs of Ah Sing had quite nearly cost me my life, and that the Mandarin would not hesitate to have him -- and his family -- killed if he was displeased in any way.  Cummings’ heavy brows thickened into two straight lines and he bit his nails in perplexity. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’ve known of your involvement in this affair for quite some time,’ I told him. 
 
    ‘Oh?  And just how did you know about that?’ 
 
    ‘I followed you into Chinatown that day we met in the street.’ 
 
    ‘I saw no one.’ 
 
    ‘Quite so.  That is what you may expect to see when I follow you.  And now I must ask -- do you wish to lose your wife and children, your freedom and quite possibly your very life, old friend?’ 
 
    ‘No.  God no.  Of course not,’ was Cummings’ heartfelt reply.  He put his two hands to his temples and pressed them convulsively. 
 
      
 
    ‘Then you must assist me in the apprehension of those involved in putting you into the position in which you now find yourself.’ 
 
      
 
    Cummings dropped his head, and his shoulders slumped forward in shame and surrender.  ‘Give me some advice.  I’m in your hands.  My personal honour is as yet unstained,’ said he.  ‘I have little else left, but that, at least, I will preserve.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, well, it is a nice dilemma, and the choice lies with you.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘What must I do?’ he asked spiritlessly.  And then this once gay, strong, and gallant fellow, now the wreck of himself in body and in spirit, sank forward with his head between his knees, sobbing and faint.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    After a bit more discussion and then instruction in the rÔle he was about to play, the three of us got a cab to meet Lestrade and Doctor Braeden at the Inspector’s office in Scotland Yard.  I had taken the opportunity to inform Lestrade of the situation, and in exchange for being handed the keys to such a monumental arrest, he had agreed not to pursue charges against my friend Cummings.   
 
      
 
    The plan of attack was to be as follows: 
 
      
 
    Braeden would come along and act as a potential new buyer for the goods at Ng Kwee Choo laundry.  Cummings was to go inside and set up a massive buy of eighty-eight pounds, which would liquidate all of the laundry’s known remaining stock, the amount of which had been provided by Leu’s estimate.  Braeden was chosen as the decoy, due to his being well-known in the East-end and therefore not likely to be suspected by Ah Sing’s henchman to be a ‘nark’ of the police.  Once the purchase had been made, the criminals would be caught red-handed and then apprehended. 
 
      
 
    With the very swarthy DI Aldridge -- a big, powerful clean-shaven chap -- and a number of other plain-clothes detectives taking up posts along Canton Street, Lestrade gave the order for Cummings to enter the laundry and begin negotiations.95 While this went on, Lestrade gave Braeden a signal to use that would notify us of his completion of the monetary transaction.  But before Cummings had the opportunity to beckon for Braeden to join him inside, a fine, well-appointed brougham pulled up in front of the laundry, and out jumped the man who was the top aide to G---.  He looked both ways up and down Canton Street, then went into the building without noticing our presence. 
 
      
 
    ‘Say, Mister Holmes.  Wasn’t that, C--- from G---’s office?’ asked Lestrade excitedly. 
 
    ‘It most certainly is, and I can tell you this is not his first jaunt into Chinatown for purchases,’ I responded. 
 
    ‘Well if he buys any of their foul stuff to-day, he’s going to prison with the rest of that sorry lot,’ replied the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    Lestrade then instructed Braeden to decrease the amount of his order to thirty-six pounds, and to remain inside until C--- had also made his own purchase.  Once that took place, Braeden was to give the signal by dropping his handkerchief upon the floor.  After a few minutes, Cummings waved Braeden into the building. 
 
      
 
    We did not have long to wait, as we saw the white cloth fall not ten minutes after C---’s entry into the laundry.  Lestrade’s men swarmed upon the Ng Kwee Choo laundry house like ants, and it wasn’t long before a large group of Chinese men and a few women were hauled out onto the walkway in front of the building, their hands in manacles.  Among them was Henry Leu, and a very indignant C---, who was shouting and swearing at the arresting officers.  Braeden and Cummings were of course allowed to escape in the confusion, and they quickly ran off to the trap I had waiting for them in Canton Street.  Leu would later be released after playing out his rÔle as a laundry worker that would be cleared of all wrongdoing along with some of the others. 
 
      
 
    As C--- was being marched by DI Aldridge to the paddy-wagon with his hands manacled behind his back, he shouted ‘The bloody opium’s for G---!  I am no user of narcotics!  He sent me here to buy it for him!  He gives it to his tarts!’   
 
      
 
    Luckily, the only people apart from Aldridge and the other detectives present to hear C---’s explosive rant with its blatant incrimination of G--- could speak only Chinese, and therefore did not understand the import of what had just taken place, nor its potential implications (or lack thereof) on the British political sphere of the day. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Just over a month later, Watson, Leu, Braeden and I were invited for a splendid dinner at the home of Joyce and Nettie Cummings.  After we had all eaten and drank to our fill, a newly-healthful Cummings stood at the head of the table and proposed a toast. 
 
      
 
    ‘To Mister Sherlock Holmes, and his amazing rescue of me, plucking me as he did from the abyss of opium addiction before it was able to swallow me whole.  Indeed, I had gone so far down Queer Street that I might never have found my way back again without his assistance.  Mister Holmes!’  Then, looking at my friend and tipping his raised glass of Montrachet in his direction, he went on to say, ‘And I hope, Doctor Watson, that you will do me the favour of not writing of this particular exploit in The Strand.’  
 
      
 
    ‘I assure you that I never shall,’ promised Watson.   
 
      
 
    And -- the honest man that was Doctor John Watson -- he kept that promise to Cummings for many, many years thereafter. 
 
      
 
    Ah Sing died on Sunday, 3 January, 1890.  His body had lain a week in the Cable-Street mortuary and, according to an old acquaintance, he was ‘buried most comfortable, in Bow Cemetery.’  Though born in the Flowery Kingdom, Ah Sing was not laid to rest to the hollow and hungry sound of the tom-tom.  No sweetmeats or paper ornaments were laid upon his grave, and no appeals were made to any Joss on his behalf, for Ah Sing had for many years professed to be a Christian.  The funeral was such a modest affair that it attracted no attention.  The mourners numbered only five.  These were Mrs. Ah Sing, a mourning neighbour, and her three daughters.  He never answered for his part in the bogus laundry affair, nor his orchestration of the deadly hatchet attack upon my life, but had instead lived out his days until the effects of his life-long opium smoking took their final toll upon his health. 
 
      
 
    Whether G--- ever actually ‘took up the pipe,’ or whether C--- was merely using his name in an attempt to wriggle free from being held accountable for his crimes shall remain undisclosed.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XLIII: MORE MURDERS IN THE EAST-END ACT I; “Clay Pipe” Alice 
 
      
 
    16 July, 1889.  Castle Alley 
 
      
 
    Over three months had elapsed without any murders in Whitechapel that looked to be the work of ‘Jack the Ripper,’ and during which the police prosecuted their inquiries without the slightest success.  A reward was offered and a pardon promised, but they were both unclaimed.  Every day the public opened their papers with the conviction that so grotesque a mystery would at last be solved, but week after week passed by, and a solution remained as far off as ever.  During that period in the middle weeks of June, Sir Melville MacNaughten had joined Scotland Yard as an assistant Chief Constable, and Holmes had brought the case of the Stockbroker’s Clerk to a satisfactory conclusion, but there were no new developments of note in his East-end murder investigation, save a visit from Brummy and Sid, the fogle-hunting duo of Whitechapel.  The two had managed to buy back the horse shoe tie-pin that the unfortunate called ‘Carroty Nell’ had purchased from Mary Jane Kelly before she was murdered, and told Holmes they had paid her 2s 4d for the item.  He reimbursed them for the brooch, and gave them another Guinea each for their effort.  The pin did not assist him much, even after a trip into Whitechapel to show it round and see if anyone knew who might have sold it to begin with, or where it had come from.  He was able to lift a partial finger-mark from the back of the pin, but it proved to be of no real worth.  There was, however, the interesting fact that, although it had been assumed by all to be a piece of cheap costume jewellery, Holmes determined it to be actually made up of pure, solid gold. 
 
      
 
    Not long after our return from Birmingham on the aforementioned Stockbroker case, the severed body parts of a woman named Elizabeth Jackson began washing up on the shores of the Thames, and were found in Battersea, Nine Elms, Limehouse, Woolwich and at George’s Stairs, Horselydown.  According to Holmes, there was no good reason to suspect that the Jackson killing, which came to be known throughout England as the ‘Whitehall Mystery’ had anything to do with the East-end murders.  He had arrived at this conclusion based upon the vast differences in the killer’s modus operandi -- his method of operation -- between this murder and those committed in Whitechapel.  In the Whitehall case, dismembered pieces of the victim’s body had surfaced in the Thames between 31st May and 25th June, 1889.  
 
      
 
    ‘Our monster,’ he said, ‘does not dismember in that manner, and certainly doesn’t discard the parts of his victims in varied locations far from Whitechapel.  No, Watson.  I sense the hand of another person or persons at the back of this atrocity.’  
 
      
 
    The twenty-four-year-old victim who was also known as Lizzie, had been living as a prostitute in London’s Soho Square at the time of her death.  Holmes told me that in America, the New York World had suggested that Jackson was the tenth victim of Jack the Ripper, however in his opinion, there was no real reason to suppose that her death was connected with the Whitechapel murders in any way, although he was in agreement that there were far more murders than the five that were being attributed by police to ‘Spring-heeled Jack.’  
 
      
 
    Then, on the night of 16/17 July -- just ten days after I had celebrated my birthday, and only eighteen days after another important but unnoticed occurrence that eventually became vital to Holmes’ solution of the crimes -- another killing shattered the relative peace that had returned to the East-end, but in this case, Holmes was certain our Whitechapel monster was at the back of it.   
 
      
 
    At 12:50 a.m. on the morning of 17 July, a forty-year-old unfortunate known as ‘Clay Pipe Alice’ Mackenzie was found dead by PC 272H Walter Andrews in Castle Alley.  PC Andrews had been on his regular beat, about twenty-seven minutes having passed since he left the area on his previous round.  This time around, however, he discovered the body of a woman lying on the pavement, her head angled toward the curb and her feet toward the wall.  Blood flowed from two stabs in the left side of her neck and her skirts had been lifted, revealing blood across her abdomen, which had been mutilated in the manner we had unfortunately become accustomed to seeing.  
 
      
 
    PC Andrews heard someone approaching the alley soon after, and ordered the man, whose name was Lewis Jacobs, to stay with the body while he went to fetch help, and soon, Sergeant Herwin of the H-Division appeared on scene along with PC Neve and Sergeant Badham.  After examining the body, Badham jumped into a cab to inform Superintendent Arnold of the discovery, while Herwin took steps to block both ends of the alley.  A search was then conducted of all the vehicles in the area, but without avail. 
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    At about 1:09 a.m., Inspector Edmund Reid arrived on the scene, only moments before Doctor George Bagster Phillips and his assistant Doctor Cyril West.  Reid noticed that the victim’s blood continued to flow from the throat into the gutter upon his arrival, but that it had begun to clot when Doctors Phillips and West arrived on the scene a few minutes later. 
 
      
 
    The pavement beneath the body was still dry, placing her death sometime between 12:25 and 12:45 a.m., when it had begun to rain.  Once Doctor Phillips had completed his initial examination of the body, he ordered the police to put the victim into an ambulance.  When the officers lifted the body, they found her short clay pipe lying beneath her in a pool of blood, which was streaming in all directions.  Also in her possession was a bronze farthing under her clothing, and she was noticed to have been wearing some ‘odd stockings.’  
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    “Clay Pipe Alice” Mackenzie 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Whitechapel and Commercial roads were thronged throughout that night with crowds of people whose main topic of conversation was Jack the Ripper and his reign of terror over London.  There were many additional policemen assigned to the area during the day, and at night even more officers -- some in plain-clothes -- swarmed the streets surrounding the area.  Their jobs were made yet more difficult by the number of false reports being filed by the frightened citizenry, many of which bordered on the absurd.  
 
      
 
    The inquest into the death of Alice Mackenzie was once again conducted by Coroner Wynne E. Baxter in three parts, the last of which reconvened on the fourteenth of August.  Her cause of death had been determined by Doctor Phillips to be from severance of the left carotid artery.  There were two stabs in the left side of the neck ‘carried forward in the same skin wound.’  Some bruising had been found on her chest, along with five bruises on the left side of her abdomen that may have been caused by the blows of a fist.  Doctor Phillips felt that the cut to her throat was made from left to right, apparently while Mackenzie was on the ground, although Holmes was unsure of the accuracy of that finding.  A seven-inch ‘but not unduly deep’ wound went from the bottom of the victim’s left breast to a point below the navel.  There were also seven or eight scratches beginning at the navel and pointing towards the genitalia.  And, in a manner that was characteristic of the Whitechapel monster, there was a small cut made across the mons veneris.  
 
      
 
    Although it was the opinion of Doctor Bagster Phillips that Mackenzie’s killer was not the man known as Jack the Ripper, Holmes had little doubt that this was the work of the same hands that had killed so many others.  And since the murder of Mary Jane Kelly, Holmes had approached his investigation with an intensity I had never seen before, and would not see again for many years to come, when he would meet his second-greatest nemesis in a dramatic final battle.  He was also finally able at that time to unequivocally rule out Montague Druitt as a suspect in the previous murders, as he had long since been dead, apparently by his own hand. 
 
      
 
    Alice Mackenzie -- sometimes known as Alice Bryant -- had been a comely, freckle-faced woman with a penchant for both smoke and drink, engaging more in the former than the latter.  She preferred the smoke of a pipe (often referred to by unfortunates as a ‘nose warmer’, which was soon to grant her the name ‘Clay Pipe’ Alice by her friends and acquaintances.  Her left thumb was disfigured, having been injured in what was no doubt some sort of industrial accident.  
 
      
 
    Her common-law husband, an Irishman, was in the employ of some Jewish tailors in Hanbury Street as a porter.  The couple had shared lodgings in various doss-houses for around six years, and their last cohabitation was at Mr. Tenpenny’s Lodging House, Gun Street, Spitalfields.  They moved there around April of 1888, and while living there, Alice was said to have worked for her Jewish neighbours as a washerwoman and charwoman, but the police considered her a common prostitute and she was known to have frequented the streets on occasion.  Sergeant Herwin, who had been called onto the scene on the night of her murder, claimed to have known the deceased casually by ‘having seen her hanging about the streets in the district.’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes did as much investigation into ‘Clay Pipe’ Alice’s murder as he could do, but he was deeply involved in another case -- The Adventure of the Naval Treaty -- that had taken him away to Woking for most of that month.  We were thus unable to attend the woman’s funeral, which was paid for by a Mr. John Harvey, secretary of the London Evangelization Society and Common Lodging-house Mission. 
 
      
 
    On 25 July, 1889, just ten days after Mackenzie’s killing, another letter signed ‘Jack the Ripper’ arrived on Lestrade’s desk at Scotland Yard. 
 
      
 
    [It ran] 
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    Shortly afterwards, the police force was augmented with one new inspector, five sergeants and an additional fifty constables.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XLIV: MORE MURDERS IN THE EAST-END ACT II; The Pinchin Street Torso 
 
      
 
    10 September, 1889.  Pinchin Street 
 
      
 
    Over the course of the following two months, Holmes and I had been quite occupied in the strange case of the Hound of the Baskervilles, and he scarcely had the time to investigate the East-end murders in much more depth, though I knew his inability to bring that case to an end continued to rankle my friend, and that he would not rest until he had helped send the Whitechapel monster to the scaffold. 
 
      
 
    But on 10 September, 1889, at 5:15 a.m., a naked female torso wrapped in some sacking was discovered by PC William Pennett under a railway arch in Pinchin Street, covered by an old chemise.  The body, which was missing both its head and its legs, was already heavily decomposed, and the stench of death and decay was the first thing the constable had noticed.  He immediately summoned for assistance and arrested three men who were found sleeping under some nearby arches.  All three were later cleared of the crime.  The missing head and legs were never found, nor was the woman ever positively identified, although Holmes came to believe her to be an unfortunate named Lydia Hart, who had been reported missing for some days, though he was never able to fully prove that identity to Lestrade’s complete satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    Later investigations by Sergeants William Thick and Stephen White along with Sergeant George Godley turned up some bloodstained clothing in Batty Street, but little was made of it, although in hindsight, Holmes would come to believe that fact was quite an important piece of evidence in the future.  
 
      
 
    An interesting extract from the London edition of the New York Herald claims that a man named John Cleary informed the night editor on the night of 7 September that there was a murder in Back Church Lane (from which runs Pinchin Street).  Later, a statement was taken from a John Arnold, a newsvendor of Charing Cross, saying he was ‘John Cleary.’  He continued to say that after leaving the King Lud pub, he had been told by a soldier in Fleet Street, ‘Hurry up with your papers.  There’s been another horrible murder in Backchurch Lane.’ He then went to the Herald to share his findings.  The soldier he described as ‘between 35 and 36 years of age, 5 feet 6 inches tall, fair of complexion and moustache, and he carried a parcel.’  No one by this description was ever taken into custody concerning the murder, but Holmes would eventually have a very strong suspicion of that man’s true identity.  
 
      
 
    The abdominal region of the dismembered torso was heavily mutilated, and it was reported that the killer’s handiwork was eerily reminiscent of the Ripper’s style and bore the hallmarks of the previous murders; at least one account stated that the womb was missing, although Doctor Donald Swanson’s report specified that there was an ‘absence of attack on the genitals as in the series of Whitechapel murders.’  The identity of the woman was a mystery, as the only clues were the facts that her arms and hands were ‘well-formed and showed no signs of manual labour.’  Still, the police came to the conclusion she was a factory worker and not an unfortunate.  Her estimated date of death was given by Doctor Swanson as 8 September, 1889 -- the one-year anniversary of Annie Chapman’ s death -- a fact which did not escape Holmes’ observation, nor did the proximity of the railway arch to George Yard-Cable Street.  The incident was not considered to be a ‘Ripper’ killing by most in the police force, but Sir Melville MacNaughten, who had worked on the Pinchin Street Murder, wrote the following memorandum:  
 
      
 
    On 10th Sept. ’89 the naked body, with arms, of a woman was found wrapped in some sacking under a Railway arch in Pinchin St: the head & legs were never found.  She had been killed at least 24 hours before the remains, (which had seemingly been brought from a distance,) were discovered.  The stomach was split up by a cut, and the head and legs had been severed in a manner identical with that of the woman whose remains were discovered in the Thames, in Battersea Park, & on the Chelsea Embankment on 4th June of the same year; and these murders had no connection whatever with the Whitechapel horrors.  The Rainham mystery in 1887, & the Whitehall mystery (when portions of a woman’s body were found under what is now New Scotland Yard) in 1888 were of a similar type to the Thames & Pinchin St crimes. 
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    In the following months, a number of other cases kept us occupied in various locations around London, including Covent Garden and Brixton in December.   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XLV: WILD HORSES 
 
      
 
    26 July, 1890.  Smith’s Lawn, Windsor Great Park 
 
      
 
    It was near the end of July 1890, and we had recently returned from Hampshire, where we had been assisting a Miss Violet Hunter at the country estate of one Jephro Rucastle.  The goings-on at that estate, known as the Copper Beeches and their dramatic resolution were some of Holmes’ finer moments, and would become the subject of one of my later reminiscences.  On another fine summer’s day shortly after that adventure, Holmes and I accepted an invitation to go and watch our friend Doctor Cyril West -- Doctor Phillips’ assistant -- play a match at the Household Brigade Polo Club, where his team had been selected to take part in the Hurlingham Polo Association’s annual International Day.  
 
      
 
    We made our way to the Club, which was based at Smiths Lawn, in Windsor Great Park, named after a game keeper at the time of the Restoration in the 17th century.  The club had ten polo pitches on fifty-three hectares and its stables, paddocks and training facilities were located not far away.  
 
      
 
    As the match was set to begin, an impatient British cavalry band struck up ‘If you want to know the time, ask a p’leeceman!’ as West’s team, the Shoshcombe Rangers entered the pitch.  Each of the four team members was playing with half-a-dozen ponies apiece; as the game was divided into six quarters of eight minutes each, that meant a fresh pony at every halt.  When the song had finished, two umpires in light dust-coats danced out on two little excited ponies.  The four players of the opposing team then followed, and Holmes -- a great lover of horses -- marvelled at the sight of their beautiful mounts.  
 
      
 
    ‘Here's a game to test your mettle and a sport to try your training!’ cried Holmes.  
 
      
 
    It was an exciting match with the come-and-go of quick little hooves upon the pitch, and it wasn’t long before we could see how our friend had come to be called ‘Wild West’ by his admiring teammates; it was no doubt due to his daredevil antics during play, in which he displayed an impressive level of horsemanship.  I knew that he had taken second in the Grand National a few years back, and we could see by the sheer control he took of his pony how he had done it.  Later, West’s teammates told us that they had pulled up recently from bottom to second place thanks to the addition of the swashbuckling doctor to their side, and indeed they won handily on the day. 
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    After the match, Doctor West invited us back to the club’s stables, which were located four miles away at Flemish Farm, along with its training facilities and paddocks.  Sipping on cool, sparkling lemonades while West attended to one of his tired ponies, we watched the stable’s groom shampooing the legs of another, which was tied into its stall with a stout rope thrown round its neck.  
 
      
 
    As we sat talking about the highlights of West’s exciting match, a loud crash was heard coming from the stall where his pony was being looked after.  The unruly pony had suddenly, for reasons unknown, kicked the young groom in the chest and was madly trying to back out of its stall, stamping and plunging as he came.  We saw the groom climb to his feet, only to be kicked again by the pony, this time squarely in the face.  The young man fell to the ground, so injured that he could not get up, and became trapped inside the stall beneath the hooves of the mad, stomping animal.  As the three of us ran over, we got close enough to see the cause of the pony’s sudden outburst -- there was a cloud of yellow-jackets swarming the crazed beast, and it was battling wildly against the rope around its neck in an attempt to free itself.  But the harder the horse tried to get away, the tighter the line drew around his neck.  
 
      
 
    ‘We’ve two choices here,’ said West excitedly.  ‘We could shoot the damn beast, or we can cut the rope, and I have no gun.’   
 
      
 
    He quickly grabbed a sharp pritchel from a box of farrier’s tools on the bench and rushed headlong into the stall, where his semi-conscious groom was in danger of being trampled by the wild pony as it tried desperately to escape the swarm of yellow-jackets that had set upon it.  We could see the wasps change their course, and in a matter of seconds, West was covered in the viciously stinging insects as he frantically cut away the tether from around the pony’s neck.  When he had finally managed to do so, the pony bolted, taking a large number of the yellow-jackets along with it.  Holmes and I rushed in to pull the wounded man to safety.  Leaving me to attend to the badly-injured groom, Holmes helped swat away the wasps from West’s back until they were all gone.  After quickly checking on his groom, West grabbed a riding crop from the wall and went racing after the runaway pony, and he soon returned mounted upon its bare back.  He had jumped onto the pony and cut it savagely across the head twice with the whip, then drove it at the wall of a hayshed, which caused it to wheel around and then stop.  A less-practised rider would have been thrown, or quite possibly much worse.   
 
      
 
    After West had bravely corralled the high-spirited animal and brought it under control, Holmes asked him how he had managed to do it.  
 
      
 
    ‘The first question centres on why the horse is running to begin with.  This is important -- a horse that has taken off from high spirits is more likely to be brought under control quicker than one that has taken off because of fright.  In this case, it turned out to be a bit of both.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘That was quite an amazing display of both courage and horsemanship, West.  I am sure I now know how it is that you came upon your byname,’ said Holmes.  ‘But on the subject of a frightened and unruly pony, it occurs to me that I have a question that has been nagging me for some time that I think you may be able to help clarify.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Certainly, Holmes.  There is no one better qualified to ask than myself.  I’ve been riding since I was a lad, and know their habits as well as I do my own.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Do you recall the case in Berner Street where the man who found the body of Elizabeth Stride did so because his pony started upon encountering the dead woman in the road?’ asked Holmes. 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes I do, and I have always had my doubts about that man’s story.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘And why do you say that?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Because it takes a lot more than that to cause a pony to panic.  Especially one accustomed to being used for work in the streets.  Unless the woman had been dead for days, in which case the stench of death might cause such a reaction.  But a freshly-dead body?  I wouldn’t have thought so.  And even if it had, there would be no easily calming the animal down.  Chances are, it would bolt, as is their instinct.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘So in your opinion, the animal would not stand calmly by as its master climbed down to investigate the source of its initial panic?’ enquired Holmes. 
 
      
 
    Shaking his head, West said, ‘No… I don’t... No!  That’s just not how horses operate.  As you’ve just seen, if a horse has it in his mind that he doesn’t want to be near something or someone, it takes one hell of a kick in the trouser seat to change his damn bloody mind.’  
 
      
 
    After witnessing Doctor West’s impressive display of derring-do, I found it difficult to reconcile the man of action before me with the accomplished violinist we had discovered him to be.  I suppose the apparent dichotomy was no more singular than Holmes’ own affection for his Stradivarius. 
 
      
 
    Later, when invited by Doctor West to join the Household Brigade Polo Club, Holmes courteously demurred with the reply, ‘Thank you ever such a lot for your kind and generous invitation West, but I’m completely un-clubbable.’ 
 
      
 
    In the months that followed, Holmes and I wended our way through two other adventures -- one at the City and Suburban Bank in London and the other in Rotherhithe, Southwark -- before we were once again recalled to the streets of Whitechapel for yet another murder of one of its unfortunate women. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XLVI: MORE MURDERS IN THE EAST-END ACT III; “Carroty Nell” - The Ripper’s Last Bow 
 
      
 
    13 Feb, 1891.  Swallow Gardens Passage 
 
      
 
    On 13 February, 1891, the murderer known as ‘Jack the Ripper’ made one last bow on the eve of St. Valentine’s Day with a slaying just two-tenths of a mile from the police station at 76 Leman St -- H-Divisional headquarters -- that could only be perceived as a statement of sorts.  The murder site was a mere four-minute walk from Inspector Reid’s own primary crib, the seat of the Whitechapel investigation.  Because of that killing, which Holmes surmised was done by way of taunting the police, Holmes ruled out Lestrade’s favoured suspect Aaron Kosminski once and for all, because on 4 February, 1891, he had been taken to Mile End Workhouse Infirmary and was subsequently transferred to the Colney Hatch lunatic asylum three days later.  And it was Holmes’ firm belief that the madman Kosminski lacked the necessary intellect to be the diabolically cunning mastermind at the back of so many intelligent tactics and clever plays on words that the real killer had demonstrated on so many occasions over the past three years. 
 
      
 
    Frances Coles, alias Frances Coleman, Frances Hawkins, and best known as ‘Carroty Nell’ in the East-end, was perhaps the one true shining diamond in the rough of the squalor that was Whitechapel.  In my humble opinion and that of many others, she was the fairest of all the Whitechapel murder victims.  Her mother, Mary Ann Carney, was from Armagh, Ireland, and much of Frances’s early life had reportedly been spent in poverty.  The Coles family eventually moved to 8 White Lion Court in Bermondsey’s Leather District and by 1880, Frances was living on her own and had a job stoppering bottles for a wholesale chemist shop in the Minories.  But she had eventually drifted into the life of an unfortunate, as had so many others in the poverty of London’s East-end. 
 
      
 
    At 02:15 a.m. of the early-morning hours of 13 February, PC Ernest Thompson 240H was on his beat along Chamber Street, only minutes away from Leman Street Police Station.  He had been on the police force less than two months, and this was his first night to be on the beat alone.  As he approached the dark, narrow railway-arch passage known as Swallow Gardens, PC Thompson heard the retreating footsteps of a man in the distance, which seemed to be heading away from him in the direction of Mansell Street.  Only a few seconds later, he turned his attention to the darkest corner of the passage.  As he illuminated the pitch-black area with his bulls-eye lantern, he saw the body of Frances Coles and ran over to investigate.  He could see the woman’s blood flowing profusely from a slash across her throat, and to PC Thompson’s horror, he then saw her open and shut one eye.  Because the woman was still alive, police procedure dictated that he remain with the body, and his inability to follow those retreating footsteps of the man he believed to have been her killer (and possibly the Ripper) would haunt him for the rest of his days.  Thompson would later be stabbed to death by a man named Barnett Abrahams in 1900 while trying to clear a brawl at a coffeehouse. 
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    A black crêpe hat the victim had purchased the night before was lying beside her, her old hat pinned beneath her dress.  Oddly, Coles was not the first of the thirteen victims to have recently purchased a hat.  Polly Nichols had also bought her ‘jolly bonnet’ on the day of her own murder.  Two shillings were later found hidden behind a gutter pipe, presumably Frances’ earnings from her final client.  
 
      
 
    At 2:25 a.m., PC Frederick Hyde 161H was the first to come to Thompson’s assistance, followed by plain-clothesman George Elliott (Warrant No. 65447).  They found a local doctor, Doctor Frederick Oxley, and rushed him to the scene.  
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    Contemporary news sketch of Frances Coles 
 
      
 
      
 
    In Oxley’s opinion, the woman was first thrown down violently to the ground as revealed by a few wounds he found on the back of her head.  Oxley felt that her throat was most likely cut while she was lying on the pavement, and found that there were two wounds, since there was only one incision in the skin but two openings in the larynx.  He also believed that the killer had struck from the front of the body. 
 
      
 
    Chief Inspectors Donald Swanson and Henry Moore would later arrive around 5:00 a.m., with Sir Robert Anderson and Sir Melville MacNaughten following later that morning. 
 
      
 
    Carroty Nell’s autopsy was held the following afternoon on 14 February, 1891 -- St. Valentine’s Day -- by Doctor Bagster Phillips, with the assistance of Doctor Cyril West.  Doctor Phillips agreed with Doctor Oxley’s assessment from the wounds on the back of the head that she was first thrown down violently to the ground and that her throat had been cut as she lay on the pavement.  And Phillips believed the killer held her head back by the chin with his left hand, cutting the throat with his right.  In his opinion, the knife had passed across the throat three times -- first from left to right, then from right to left, and once more from left to right.  As opposed to Oxley’s view that the killer had struck from the front of her body, Doctor Phillips opined he had performed the slashing from the right side of the body using his right hand.  He thought that the body was likely tilted away at the moment the wound was inflicted in a manner that would allow the killer to avoid becoming bloodstained.  He found that her clothes were in order, and that there were no abdominal mutilations, which led him to have his doubts as to this being another ‘Ripper’ killing.  In Doctor Phillips’ opinion, Coles’ murderer exhibited ‘no anatomical skill.’  He noted that part of her left ear had been torn off, but it was thoroughly healed as if it were a result of an earring being ripped from her ear some time previously. 
 
      
 
    The next day, February 15, 1891, Coroner Wynne E. Baxter began the inquest into the murder of Frances Coles at the Working Lads’ Institute -- the same place Holmes and I had visited when he had turned Polly Nichols’ body over in an effort to disprove Baxter’s left-handed killer theory.  
 
      
 
    In the two days since the murder, police investigations had uncovered a possible suspect in the killing of Frances Coles, a man named James Sadler.  A fifty-three-year-old merchant seaman and fireman on the S.S. Fez and former client of ‘Carroty Nell,’ Sadler was discharged from his ship on 11 February and had proceeded to make his way towards Commercial Street and the Princess Alice pub.  While having some drinks, he met Frances, whom he knew most intimately and promiscuously, and the two decided to spend the night together.  They did so at Spitalfields Chambers, a common lodging house at 8 Whites Row, and both spent the rest of the next day drinking, moving from pub to pub across the area.  But because at 5:00 a.m., a bloodied Sadler admitted himself into the London Hospital for brief treatment of injuries he said he obtained from a number of fights and a robbery the previous night, he became a prime suspect in Coles’ murder.  Things became yet blacker against him when at 10:15 a.m. the following morning, Duncan Campbell, a seaman at the Sailor’s Home in Wells Street, allegedly purchased a knife from Sadler for the price of a shilling and a piece of tobacco.  The knife was blunt.  So blunt in fact, that Thomas Robinson, a marine stores dealer who later purchased the knife from Campbell, testified that he had to sharpen it before he could use it at dinner.   
 
      
 
    At that point, the inquest was adjourned until the 16th.  
 
      
 
    It soon came out that at somewhere between 2:00 and 2:12 a.m., a man named Carmen William Friday -- also known as ‘Jumbo’ -- and two brothers named Knapton had walked through the Swallow Gardens railway arch passage.  They saw nothing out of the ordinary, only a man and a woman at the Royal Mint Street corner of Swallow Gardens.  One of the Knapton brothers shouted ‘Good night’ to the couple, but received no response.  ‘Jumbo’ Friday was later to say that the man looked like a ship’s fireman, and that the woman was wearing a round bonnet.  
 
      
 
    The fireman description raised an eyebrow, and Sadler became the immediate suspect of the police, thanks in no small part to the testimony of witnesses ‘Jumbo’ Friday and Duncan Campbell.  The police quickly rejoiced at the capture of the man they believed to be the murderer, and they were quick to wonder whether or not Sadler was indeed Jack the Ripper.  
 
      
 
    Sadler was charged with the murder of Frances Coles on 16 February.  Luckily for Sadler, the Seamen’s Union paid for his proper legal representation, and perhaps even luckier, the inquest into Coles’ death was headed by the very thorough Coroner Wynne E. Baxter, who was not quick to rush into any judgement against the man.  
 
      
 
    Further investigation by Holmes uncovered that the couple ‘Jumbo’ Friday had seen near Swallow Gardens were in fact two friends of his named Kate McCarthy and Thomas Fowles.  And although the knife which killed Frances Coles was believed to have been blunt like the one Sadler sold Campbell, the witness testimony of Sergeant Edwards and Sarah Fleming, who had seen Sadler hopelessly intoxicated at 2:00 and again at 3:00 a.m. respectively, made it unlikely that Sadler was indeed capable of having even been able to commit the murder.  As Doctor Oxley testified, ‘If a man were incapably drunk and the knife blunt I don’t think he could have produced the wound.  If a man were swaying about I don’t think he could control the muscles of his hand and arm sufficiently to cause the wound.’  
 
      
 
    The jury returned a verdict of ‘Wilful Murder against some person or persons unknown’ on 27 February, and four days later the Thames Magistrate’s Court dropped all charges against Sadler.  As he left the court, crowds of people cheered his release.  
 
      
 
    Many people at Scotland Yard, and even Sir Melville MacNaughten continued to press the belief that Sadler was guilty of the murder of Frances Coles, but Holmes was not of that opinion. 
 
      
 
    In the following weeks after ‘Carroty Nell’ met her end in that dark Swallow Gardens passage, Holmes and I visited a number of people with whom she had had some form of interaction on the day that preceded her murder.  He found that on 12 February, sometime around 7:30, Frances went to a millinery shop at 25 Nottingham Street, Bethnal Green, where someone he had remembered from his daily scannings of the local papers worked, and purchased a new black crêpe hat with the 2s. 6d. that Sadler had given her some hours before.  Peter Hawkes, the man who sold the hat to ‘Carroty Nell,’ later commented to police that she was ‘three sheets in the wind,’ a condition undoubtedly due to her day spent in the many pubs around the area.  
 
      
 
    We met with a fellow lodger of Coles’ named Samuel Harris in White’s Row -- another coincidence? -- who told us that Frances woke up at 12:30 a.m. and left White’s Row due to not having her doss money.  But according to the lodging house’s watchman Guiver, Frances did not leave until sometime between 1:30 and 1:45 a.m. 
 
      
 
    Holmes then tracked Coles’ movements to Shuttleworth’s eating house in Wentworth Street, where at 1:30 a.m. she asked employé Joseph Haswell for three halfpence worth of mutton and some bread.  According to Haswell, she ate her meal alone in the corner, and remained there for some fifteen minutes.  Haswell told us that he asked her three times to leave, but that she refused, telling him to ‘Mind your own business!’  She finally left at about 1:45 a.m. and headed in the direction of Brick Lane through Commercial Street.  
 
      
 
    We then found a fellow unfortunate named Ellen Calana, who after being paid 2s by Holmes for information, told that at about 1:45 a.m. she had bumped into Frances on Commercial Street.  She said that soon afterward ‘a violent man in a cheesecutter hat’ had approached and solicited her.  Miss Calana said she decided to refuse his offer for some unknown reason.  As a result of being spurned, the man punched her in the face, giving her a blue eye.  According to Calana, that man then walked over to her friend Frances who, ignoring Calana’s advice, walked away with the stranger in the direction of the Minories.  In Calana’s words, ‘Carroty Nell’ had been ‘decidedly drunk’ at the time.  
 
      
 
    There was quite a bit of disagreement within the police force as to whether Frances Coles was indeed a ‘Ripper’ victim.  Holmes considered all possibilities.   
 
      
 
    ‘Let us examine all of our data.  Her throat was cut, but unlike the other killings that were certainly done by our monster, this one was done with a blunt knife according to Doctor Phillips.  There seems to have been no evidence of strangulation either.  There were no mutilations on the abdomen, and the clothes were not disarranged.’ 
 
      
 
    Regardless of some seeming inconsistencies, Holmes felt strongly that Coles had been killed by the Whitechapel monster for a number of reasons, not the least of which was its proximity to Reid’s headquarters in Leman Street.  And, like other Ripper killings, robbery was not a motive, as her earnings were found close by behind a lamp-post.  There certainly were a number of similarities; her being thrown violently down to the ground, and her throat having been cut; most likely while she was lying on the pavement according to Doctors Phillips and Oxley.  Phillips believed the killer was right-handed due to the configuration of the slashes and the supposed positioning of the murderer during the act -- an opinion Holmes agreed with wholeheartedly.  
 
      
 
    Unlike anyone else in the police, Holmes also noted that, besides being the twelfth of the attacks to have taken place on a Christian feast day of the Mother of God, the killing had occurred on St. Valentine’s Day Eve.  He brought this detail up during a discussion of the crime with Inspector Lestrade, and told him of his growing theory that the killer was choosing specific dates on the calendar that corresponded with important Christian holidays, and this one, occurring as it did on St. Valentine’s Eve, fit that pattern.  The holiday had been celebrated as far back as any of us could remember, and was so old nobody could fix its date. 
 
      
 
    Holmes told Lestrade that it had been mentioned as far back as 1382 in Parlement of Foules, written by the great Geoffrey Chaucer of Canterbury Tales fame.  Chaucer wrote: 
 
      
 
    For this was on seynt Volantynys day
Whan euery bryd comyth there to chese his make. 
 
    (‘For this was on St. Valentine’s Day, when every bird cometh there to choose his mate.’) 
 
      
 
    ‘Perhaps our Whitechapel vulture has come home to roost yet again, and has chosen another spring chicken to become his mate,’ opined Holmes. 
 
      
 
    ‘And upon the subject of birds, I find that some of us are a little too much inclined to be cock-sure, Mr. Holmes,’ said Lestrade.  The man’s audacity was annoying, but we could not be offended by it. 
 
      
 
    ‘You are simply too many for me when you begin to get onto your theories, Mr. Holmes,’ cried the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    Six weeks after that and on the day traditionally celebrated by jokesters and hoaxers all around England,97Holmes finally received a reply to his long-ago advertisement in the agony column of the London Gazette.  He had been checking the column religiously, but until that day had not seen anything that appeared to be from the killer.  But on April Fools Day of 1891, his ‘Tumblety’ limerick was finally answered by a macabre poem and message written in response.  The poetry and prose in that day’s agony column entry was chillingly reminiscent of both the ‘Dear Boss’ letter, and the one that was received along with the kidney of Catherine Eddowes by George Lusk that had supposedly originated ‘From Hell.’ 
 
      
 
    [It ran] 
 
    36. -- Wednesday, April 1, 1891 
 
    Mishter H, 
 
    I hope you’ve enjoyed my funny little games 
 
    with the Whites Row and the Maidman dames. 
 
    The George sisters were more than twins 
 
    In Row 2 Polly died for their sins.  
 
    [was this a reference to Buck’s Row being the second ‘row’ after White’s Row?] 
 
      
 
    We saw Ann buried, for in ’anbury she died 
 
    In Berner, Liz took her last Stride. 
 
    Leo’s Mitre was bloodied 
 
    By the Goulston Street Ghoul 
 
    who gives you now this April Fool: 
 
      
 
    I know it’s hard for you to Swallow  
 
    that you won’t soon be Pinchin’ me collar  
 
    (Nor me Carroty moustache haha) 
 
      
 
    But for young Nell 
 
    With me in Hell 
 
    After she I did follow 
 
    It’s yet harder to Swallow 
 
      
 
    I’d have ripped her worse if I wernt cut short 
 
    And done the same as Miller’s Court 
 
    By George! The only court I’ll see 
 
    For in the dock, you’ll not find me. 
 
    It’s now become Pop’lar belief  
 
    That Wonderland’s now full of grief. 
 
    Signed 
 
    Who am I? 
 
      
 
    Holmes did not show the message to Lestrade, nor to anyone else in Scotland Yard. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER XLVII: A PATTERN EMERGES 
 
      
 
    13 April, 1891.  221B Baker Street 
 
      
 
    Nearly a month after the Frances Coles murder, and not long after the completion of work on the case that came to be known as The Final Problem, we sat in Holmes’ study, which had taken on the quality of a war-room, in the manner of the headquarters of a great military commander defending the Empire in some far-flung encampment.  Along with mortuary photographs and drawings of fifteen victims and as many suspects, there were five large chalkboards hung from the walls with pertinent facts recordedupon them.99 Every bit of the room’s available wall-space was covered with something related to the murders -- even Holmes’ prized tobacco slipper, his pair of single-sticks and a set of boxing gloves had been temporarily relocated to make room for investigative aides.  The south wall was dedicated purely to news clippings, painstakingly arranged and pasted up in chronological order, some overlapping.  It was a curious dumb-crambo system of conveying and connecting seemingly unrelated information, yet it served its intended purpose perfectly.  In order to read those from the early months of 1888, Holmes, even with his impressive height, was forced to stand upon the seat of his highest stool, using his lens when necessary. 
 
      
 
    On the north wall, he had a very large map of the East-end that had been provided to him by Lestrade.  He hung it on the wall, stretched over a cork-board backing, which allowed him to use yellow- and red-tipped push-pins to connote the various locations of those attacks and murders of unfortunates in Whitechapel that had taken place since February of 1888, nearly three years before.  He used other pins in different colours to designate burglaries, bonnetings and other, less-serious offences upon the map.  The end result was a multi-coloured cluster which formed a sort of elongated ‘figure of eight’ pattern with the heaviest grouping of attacks and murders north of the Whitechapel Road, and another smaller grouping of three murders in a triangle with its vertices at Berner, Chamber and Pinchin Streets.  The burglaries and other lesser offences seemed to be grouped more heavily in the area south of the Commercial Road.  Holmes had made small white numbered flags that were pinned at places of interest, such as Goulston Street, and other locations that were not necessarily crime scenes, but had some connection to victims or suspects.  Of those, an inordinate number were stuck into the George Street/George Yard area.  Although Holmes had established that the ‘Fairy Fay’ murder had never actually occurred, its white flag sat almost on top of the red Catherine Eddowes push-pin.  To my mind, the overall effect of the pins was to project the image of a giant old long-handled battle-axe, super-imposed over the streets of the East-end, and appearing to loom over the city, poised to drop yet again upon some pitiful unfortunate.  Its handle was formed by the Whitechapel and Mile End Roads. 
 
      
 
    ‘I see a sort of pattern here, Watson.  I cannot help but think there is some message screaming out to us that is lost upon me at the moment.  The necessary clues are here.  But whither do they lead?  Amidst all of this data, there must lie a fact or two that raises an eyebrow and will point us to the bloodthirsty ogre at the back of these crimes,’ he said.  ‘Our monster is showing himself, little by little.  Let us have a fresh look at it.  We must begin at the beginning and re-examine everyone who has been part of this investigation, regardless of how small a part they may have played.  Perhaps the answer is to be found through a stringent re-analysis of the accounts given by each of the various people who were witness to the crimes, friends or relatives of the victims, or even those unfortunate men that stumbled upon the bodies.’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes went on to recount the current police suspects, and ruled out all but two.  He looked again at the various letters that had been received by the police, George Lusk of the Whitechapel Vigilance Committee, and the Central News Agency.  He was absolutely convinced of the authenticity of three of those letters, and felt another two might perhaps also have some validity, due to their similarities not only to the other three, but also to the ‘Reverend Budky’ blackmail letters. 
 
      
 
    In the previous weeks, he had collated all of the various eye-witness descriptions of the killer, and was left puzzled by the consistency of the man’s reported appearance and dress, but the fairly wide discrepancies of the age and build attributed to the killer.  These major differences in such basic anthropometrics led him to consider, and then rule out, a father-son partnership.  He was sure the man could be no shorter than five feet and five inches and no taller than five feet and eight inches.  He knew the man wore costume jewellery, primarily a massive, almost-certainly false gold watch chain displayed upon his waistcoat, which had a big seal with a red stone hanging from it.  Holmes believed the jewellery could not have been real, for it had been worn openly in the poorest, most crime-ridden area of London, and was therefore likely of the costume variety.  The killer’s reported headwear ranged widely from peaked cloth cap to wideawake hat, and from round, hard Billycock hat to a deer-stalker cap of the fashion Holmes himself would later be known to don upon frequent occasion, and would become something of a trademark to him in subsequent years.  Coats had been described as being mainly of the long Astrakhan, Cutaway and frock types -- always dark -- black or brown in colour.  Hair went from dark brown to light and sandy, and whiskers -- or lack thereof -- were almost always described as minimal sideburns, clean shaven chin and light moustache, although a couple of quite credible witnesses described Mary Kelly’s killer as having had a ‘carroty’ moustache, curled up at the ends.  His manner was generally described by all as that of a genteel foreigner, and almost certainly of Jewish extraction. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    “I see a sort of pattern here, Watson” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Holmes had deduced that the man must live somewhere in the centre of the two clustered crime patterns, was comfortable in walking the streets of the East-end late at night, and would not stand out in any way when he did so.  He felt the man had also been involved with a large number of the burglaries and other attacks, and firmly believed he had taken part in all thirteen of the murders, whether alone or within a group of ‘high-rippers,’ thus accounting for the sobriquet he had adopted in the ‘Dear Boss’ letter.   
 
      
 
    Holmes made a list of men that had unintentionally been pulled into or had somehow inserted themselves into the investigation along the way.  This group included men who had been arrested for similar violent crimes, spouses of victims and finders of the murdered bodies.  He created a chart of both the weather patterns and the phases of the moon on the nights of murders.  He even looked for odd symbols or patterns in the push pins, and imagined he could see a ‘K’ formed by pins around the Spitalfields market, but decided that, in the manner of looking at clouds in the sky, with a little imagination, one could see anything in the random pin clusters, as evidenced by my ‘battle-axe’ in the sky over the East-end. 
 
      
 
    ‘Looking back at my earlier idea of the murders being a direct attack on Christianity, I have done some more research upon the subject of Christian feast days.  I am not yet sure of the exact connection, but eleven or twelve of our thirteen or possibly fourteen victims were attacked or killed on a Christian Feast Day of the Theotokos -- the Greek title of Mary, the mother of Jesus -- used especially in the Eastern Orthodox, Oriental Orthodox, and Eastern Catholic Churches.  Roman Catholics and Anglicans use the title ‘Mother of God’ more often than Theotokos.  Even more strangely, the position in which Catherine Eddowes’ body was left with outstretched arms was in my opinion intended to mimic that of Mother Mary in a Theotokos icon, but instead of the baby Jesus that is normally pictured in a circle over her midsection, she was left with that area ripped to shreds and her womb taken away as if in some bizarre reference to the blessed is the fruit of thy womb portion of the Hail Mary prayer.  And besides its also having been a Theotokos day, Mary Ann Nichols was murdered on the day of The Afterfeast of the Beheading of John the Baptist, while Millwood -- one of the two not killed on a Theotokos feast day -- was killed during the feast days of The First and Second Findings of the Precious Head of John the Baptist.  Even the woman whose body parts began washing up on the shores of the Thames on the thirty-first of May, 1889 -- Elizabeth Jackson -- the one I had my doubts about having been killed by the same fiend, could very well have been murdered on the day before, May the thirtieth, which as it turns out fell on the moveable feast day of the Immaculate Heart of Mary in that year.  On top of all that, I have found that Mackenzie – the only other victim that was not killed on a Theotokos day – was in fact slain on a feast day that honours a group of sixteen female Christian martyrs that were beheaded in July of 1794, during the Reign of Terror in France.  That links all of our victims to some sort of Christian feast day, with two linked to a biblical beheading and the last to a group of sixteen beheaded women.’98 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘That could hang together, Holmes.  You yourself told me that Doctor Phillips is of the opinion the Mackenzie murder was not the work of the Whitechapel killer.  I read in the paper that Sir Robert Anderson agrees with him.  Perhaps he was right,’ said I. 
 
      
 
    ‘Perhaps, Watson, although my research has shown me that there are only twelve Theotokos days in a year.  Collectively, they are known as the “Twelve Great Feasts.”  Thus, if in fact the killer were actually choosing those days in particular, after twelve he would either be forced to repeat a day or two -- and in fact he may well have done in the cases of Chapman and Hart -- or he would have to choose some other suitable Christian feast day.  And what better days for such a monstrous intellect than days involving the beheading of Christian martyrs?  But who would want to blaspheme those holy days, particularly those on which Christianity honours Mary, the Mother of Jesus?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Who indeed, Holmes.  That is a most vexatious question.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘It certainly seems odd that all thirteen or even fourteen of the attacks and killings occurred on days of Christian feasts, and all but two of those on feast days of the Theotokos.  Yet not even one out of all fourteen happened on a day of any import on the Jewish calendar.  It’s as though our killer chose his days carefully and was either unwilling to defile a Jewish holy Day, or was otherwise occupied on important Jewish feast days.  Would you be so kind as to hand me your pen and some writing paper, Watson?’  he asked.  I did so.  Holmes began scribbling figures upon the page at a feverish rate. 
 
      
 
    ‘I believe that using a factor of twelve out of three hundred sixty-five is sufficient to model the problem.  So, employing the binomial distribution to find that the probability of twelve of the fourteen crimes occurring on twelve Theotokos days and two not on those days at random is… let me see… that works out to .00000000000000013.  So the probability against this occurring purely by chance would be…’ 
 
      
 
    [And here he showed me the paper that displayed the product as]  
 
      
 
    1 - .00000000000000013 = .99999999999999983  
 
      
 
    ‘Mathematically, that amounts to an astronomical ratio expressed by a figure of seven followed by fifteen zeroes to one against it being purely coincidental.  And if we were to increase the total control factor from 365 to the actual number of days that passed between the first attack to the last murder, the odds would become yet greater against coincidence, thus removing all doubt it was therefore fully intentional.  Hence, we can safely conclude that there is a correlation here, and that in terms of probability, the likelihood of the dates falling on those particular Christian feast days unintentionally is as near to zero as is imaginable.   
 
      
 
    I also find it odd that two women named Mary were killed.  And that Mary Jane Kelly’s home in Miller’s Court was not located within Whitechapel proper, but was actually in Christ Church.  She was killed on the feast day of The Immaculate Heart of the Theotokos, and her heart was missing when she was found, with traces of a fire in the fireplace that burned so intensely that it melted the spout off the kettle we saw there.  What was the fire for, Watson?  Abberline said at the inquest that his men went through the ashes and found remnants of clothing, a portion of a brim of a hat, and a skirt, and it appeared as if a large quantity of women’s clothing had been burnt.  Abberline quite logically surmised the fire was built to provide light for the man to see what he was doing, as there was only one small candle in the room, on the top of a broken wine-glass.  But what else might that man have needed a fire for?  Were the clothes that were burnt merely to fuel that fire, for which there might have been a much more sinister purpose?  And why were her heart and her womb missing?  I rather fancy that I might have some idea, but that supposition is almost too outlandish and inconceivable to imagine possible.  And yet… there was that reference in the From Hell letter…’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes also began to see the likelihood that the continuous recurrence of ‘George’ in the crimes might have some relation to Saint George being the patron saint of England, and perhaps the killer had been sending out some sort of a hidden message. 
 
      
 
    ‘George Street.  George Yard.  Saint-George’s-in-the-East.  Saint-George’s Mortuary, the From Hell letter and kidney sent to George Lusk.  Jackson’s body parts were found at George’s Stairs in Horselydown.  The George Pub and “George Clarke’s yard” locations where Frances Coles was chosen as a victim and had then been killed.  Even Doctor Phillips and Chief Inspector Abberline are both named George.  After much contemplation upon the subject, and although the possibility is remote, we must also consider that our killer might somehow resent that an area of the continent which is now known only by non-natives as “Georgia” was in fact named for Saint George, who is also the Patron Saint of England.  And let us not forget that he died a Christian martyr.  And so, the murderer may well have considered that area of Whitechapel in which he committed his atrocities to be his own little “Georgia” where he would exact some sort of twisted revenge upon the British Empire.’ 
 
      
 
    That revelation seemed quite plausible to me when I thought more upon it later. 
 
      
 
    ‘I believe, Watson,’ he said after some few hours collating all of the available data yet again, ‘that our answer lies in the re-creation of the so-called “Double Event.”  We must determine if one man were in fact able to do both murders and then leave the apron and graffito in Goulston Street.  And if so, how he could do it.  If it were just one man, he would have to have a fast trap or be an extremely agile young specimen, and likely to be in the habit of carrying two knives -- one with a blade of nine inches, and another of six -- if the opinion of Doctor Phillips is in this case to be given credence and believed accurate upon that point.’ 
 
      
 
    By the time he got to another analysis of the Double Event and said ‘And now I shall re-examine the statements of the men inside the club and the man who found Long Liz’ body in Dutfield’s Yard.  I seem to recall seeing something in the Advertiser regarding the arrest of two or three of them sometime in ‘89.  Let me consult my news clippings from that period,’ the hour was growing very late. 
 
      
 
    ‘But Holmes, what are the chances anyone would murder a woman and then pretend to innocently stumble upon her corpse?  For any man to have the colossal effrontery necessary to put through such a charade seems impossible.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Yes Watson, as you say, it seems impossible indeed.  But our process must begin with the supposition that once we have eliminated all of that which is truly impossible, then whatever remains, however unlikely, must be the truth.  What I propose is, I admit, a provisional theory, but it has been forced upon my mind by many considerations.’  
 
      
 
    By then, it was well after midnight and time for me to return home to my wife, and regrettably, I was not present for Holmes’ supreme moment, which must have come sometime before five o’clock of that same morning. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XLVIII: ANY BONES, ANY RAGS, ANY BOTTLES TO-DAY? 
 
      
 
    14 April, 1891.  5:40 a.m.  Outside the Watson Residence, Paddington, and the International Working Men’s Educational Club. 40 Berner Street, Whitechapel 
 
      
 
    My wife Mary and I were rudely awakened the following morning by an infernal racket being made outside in the street in front of our home, and the loud resultant bark of our dog Byron, who had previously been sleeping peacefully upon the cool floor at the foot of the bed.  The commotion was being caused by the early morning arrival of a street-grubber, 100 who was calling out to everyone in the neighbourhood to bring out their unwanted bones, rags and bottles, although for some God-forsaken reason, he had chosen to make the area directly before my home the centre of his cacophonous chanting.  He stood defiantly, practically at our bed-room window crying, 
 
      
 
    ‘Rag and Bone for the ’ungry, Rag and Bone for the poor 
 
    Please, sir, won’t you spare me 
 
    Any Old Bottles from your door?’ 
 
      
 
    I soon joined in with the other neighbours that had been awakened by the ravings of this disgusting pauper, and began to shout at him to go away, for it was much too early in the morning for anyone to engage in such clamorous and vulgar nuisance.  Upon the sound of my voice, however, his loud chanting immediately stopped, and presently, I heard a knock on our front door. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Who the devil could that be at this hour?’ I said, more to myself than to my wife, as I pulled my robe over my shoulders and went to the door.  To my surprise, there stood the filthy, decrepit, drink-ridden rag-and-bone man that had disturbed our peaceful sleep, and that of half the neighbourhood.   
 
      
 
    ‘My good man,’ I said, in a rather unfriendly tone, pointing to the cast-iron ‘Commit no nuisance’ sign-plate mounted upon the wall just outside my door, ‘We’ve nothing for you here.  I have already made my donation to our regular bone-grubber, who was here at his normal time yesterday, and a much more civilised time it was, I might add.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘There’s nothing for it then, Watson.  I must ply my trade in Berner Street, where I hope to receive a much warmer reception,’ said Sherlock Holmes, stroking the head of his old friend Byron, the faithful Saint Bernard, who had not been fooled for one minute by his most elaborate disguise. 
 
      
 
    Once I had recovered from the shock and surprise of my friend’s tour de force performance, I hurriedly dressed and hailed down a passing trap to carry us into the East-end.  It was driven by an immensely tall, thin man, with longer legs, more tightly draped than ever I beheld in any mortal.  He was dressed in a grey suit; a blue bird’s-eye scarf the only piece of colour about him, if you except his glowing wrinkled-up face.  Addressing the driver, Holmes cried, ‘Berner Street, Whitechapel!’ After some little difficulty convincing the coachman that Holmes was actually clean enough and therefore fit to be allowed aboard, we made our way from my home in Paddington, through the Edgware Road and eastward to Whitechapel.  During the hour-long trip, Holmes told me some -- but certainly not all -- of the details of his findings in the previous early morning hours, but by the end of the trip, I knew my friend had good reason to suspect someone at the men’s club of serious wrongdoing.  As we clattered down the cobblestone streets of the East-end leading into the Commercial Road, Holmes gave the order for the driver to pass Berner Street and turn right into Batty Street, one road further to the east.  We alighted in front of the London Board School at the corner of Batty and Fairclough Streets, where Holmes would complete the remainder of the trip on foot with me trailing a scant fifty yards behind. 
 
      
 
    ‘Stay within sight of me as I approach the scoundrel’s crib, Watson.  But do not speak to me, nor make any gesture towards me that would expose our acquaintance.  Unless you see that I am in serious need of assistance, do not interfere with any interaction I may have with the inmates of that club.  Do you understand?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Fully,’ I assured him, and followed him down Fairclough, continuing behind him as he turned right into Berner Street.  Since the Lord Nelson pub at Number 46 on the corner was unfortunately closed at the time, I took up a post in front of a sack manufacturer called ‘Messrs. Hindley,’ located just opposite the two-storey wooden barn-like structure, whose own sign declared it to be The International Working Men’s Educational Club.  As I stood attempting to appear as though I had business in that yard, a dog that no doubt belonged to Messrs. Hindley came over, sniffed my leg -- perhaps detecting a trace of Byron -- and lay down next to me after I patted its head and spoke to it gently.  Holmes continued hobbling up Berner Street, gnome-like, past the club-house, and when he reached the corner of the Commercial Road, began his chant anew, crying, 
 
      
 
    ‘Rag and Bone for the ’ungry, Rag and Bone for the poor 
 
    Please, sir, won’t you spare me 
 
    Any Old Bottles from your door?’ 
 
      
 
    By the time he had returned to the end of the road near my post, I could see an old woman come out of Number 36, two doors down from the club-house.101 She handed Holmes a few rags and two large bones, which he took from her with apparent gratitude and then stuffed into the same filthy satchel I had seen him carry into The Ten Bells on that fateful night nearly three years before, when he had used it to obtain finger-mark evidence against the man he now fully believed to be responsible for the Ripper crimes.  Holmes the rag-and-bone man placed his shabbily-gloved hand over his heart and gave the woman a gallant bow of appreciation, then moved on in the direction of the club.  After a few minutes standing outside its gates chanting loudly in the same manner that had disturbed my sleep earlier, I saw the gates of Number 40 begin to shake and then swing inward.  The dog, that had until that moment been calmly lying down next to me, suddenly looked up towards the gate and began to growl menacingly -- not at Holmes, but at the broad-shouldered young man who had opened the gate and appeared to be somewhat annoyed at the interruption of his morning activities. 
 
      
 
    ‘Co ty do cholery chcesz?’ cried the man. ‘What do you vant?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Only a few bottles for the poor, Guv’!’ said Holmes, adopting a thick Cockney accent.  ‘Surely an ejucai-’ed man satch as yer good sewf could spare a bit o’ auld glass for the ’ungry.’ 
 
      
 
    By this time the dog, which had been so peacefully lying near me at my post, had crossed the road and stood growling ferociously at the young man, who had not threatened him in any way, leastwise not in my presence that day. 
 
      
 
    ‘Keep quiet, kundel,’102shouted the young man harshly at the now feral canine.  The dog no doubt heard him say it, for the young man had used the most menacing of tones, and produced a large clasp-knife, which he drew from his pocket.  ‘Come here, you born devil.  I vill rip you to pieces, you foul warmint!’ he cried. 
 
      
 
    The dog, quite unaccountably having no apparent fear of having its throat cut, remained where it was, and growled at the young man more fiercely than before.  This insolence only served to infuriate the young man all the more.  He dropped to his knees and began to assail the animal most furiously.  The dog jumped from left to right, snapping, growling and barking, while the muscular young man thrust his knife and swore in some foreign tongue as he struck out.103  
 
      
 
    The struggle between them was reaching a most critical point for one or the other, when suddenly Holmes the ragamuffin held out one of the bones the old woman at 36 had given him, and showed it to the dog.  Once the dog had seen the bone, Holmes hurled it down towards Fairclough Street, and the dog turned and ran after it. 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, sir?  Now that oi’ve rid you of that filthy and irksome beast, might you spare me a few bottles to-day?’ asked Holmes. 
 
      
 
    Watching the dog run off, the young man closed his clasp-knife and put it back into his pocket.  ‘Just vait here,’ said the still-agitated young man, in a heavily-accented voice.  He then went through the gates and shut them behind him, leaving Holmes out in the street.  A few minutes later, he emerged from Dutfield’s Yard carrying with him a large sack of bottles, some no doubt left over after a recent club gathering. 
 
      
 
    ‘Take it, and go!’ spat the young man with derision, leaning forward and holding the bag out at arm’s length towards Holmes.  It was unclear whether he did this because he found its contents disgusting, or if he did not want to get any closer to the apparently filthy pauper before him.  Holmes gave another of his gallant bows, took the burlap sack full of bottles, and went as instructed, with me following fifty paces behind in the direction of the Commercial Road to the north after the gates had once again closed behind the young man.  But before he left, he had opened his satchel, tossed the remaining bone into the yard where the dog lived, and placed the burlap sack full of bottles inside it. 
 
      
 
    On our way back to the agency, Holmes explained the secret of his amazingly realistic disguise.  ‘I have our visit to Mansfield to thank for my ability to fool you all so convincingly.  For although our night at the Lyceum was entertaining as such, it was a waste of time in terms of obtaining clues.  But the one thing I did benefit from that night was the way Mansfield instructed me in the use of theatrical make-up coupled with details of his unique thespian technique, and how those skills might help me to Hyde as it were, in plain sight.’ 
 
      
 
    Once we had returned to Baker Street, Holmes, satchel in hand, went to work in his laboratory, furiously examining each of the bottles it contained, many of them ginger beer bottles.  After less than an hour had passed, I heard his by now familiar cries of ‘Eureka!’ and ‘Alea Iacta Est!’ echoing through the halls of 221B. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    “Alea Iacta Est!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XLIX: THE WRATH OF GRAPES 
 
      
 
    14 April, 1891. 1:08 p.m. 221B Baker Street 
 
      
 
    Holmes emerged triumphantly from his laboratory, holding up two bottles with the index fingers of both hands inserted into their necks.  Each was partially covered in some type of black powder, and so were Holmes’ gloved hands.  One was a green glass codd bottle embossed with ‘South Dorset Mineral Water Co LTD Weymouth.’  The other was a bluish bottle with the marking ‘C.COBLEYS, AERATED WATERS, MIDLAND ROAD, WELLINGBOROUGH,’ and bearing the very large and impressive pictorial trade mark of a lion. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’ve done it Watson!  I’ve finally made the supreme connection.  At long last, I’ve confirmed what the clue I re-discovered this morning has been trying to tell me for nearly three years!  Why, the answer has practically been sticking its tongue out at me since ’89.  After you left last night, I continued working in the study and re-examined the East London Advertiser and London Times articles that recounted the arrest of members of the International Working Men’s Educational Club for their involvement in a violent socialist riot, after which at least one of them was fined and imprisoned for three months.  After looking at one man in particular, everything became crystal clear, and my mind sharpened and acutely focused in a manner that I have not experienced since solving the Musgrave riddle back in ’79.  As I focused upon this man and placed him in the rÔle of our monster, everything else began to fall into place, and all of the clues that had before seemed so cryptic suddenly moved into a configuration that formed a clear-cut arrow in my mind pointing directly at Berner Street.  With that new epiphany, I went back to work on the Goulston Street message, anagramming it yet again, but this time with a new insight.  Which brings me to another piece of damning evidence that, if I’m not wrong, will drive the final nail into the coffin of the so-called “Ripper.”  Do you remember the grape stems we found in the alley behind Dutfield’s Yard that day PC Rumbelowe brought us out to examine the murder scene, Watson?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Indeed I do, Holmes.  They were clotted in dried blood, and devoid of any fruit.  You gave them to Inspector Reid that very afternoon.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘And what afternoon was that, Watson?  Do you recall the date?’ he asked in a patronising tone with an impish grin upon his lips. 
 
      
 
    I had to confess that I did not remember, and I moved to consult the diary of events that I had kept in order to someday chronicle the dreadful occurrences in Whitechapel. 
 
      
 
    ‘No need to look it up, Watson.  It was Tuesday, the second of October, two days after the “Double Event.”  And now, we will confirm the root cause of the lingering doubt that has nagged me about that finding for all these months.’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes sprung up and jumped onto the stool he used to reach the uppermost news clippings pasted upon the south wall of the study. 
 
      
 
    ‘The twenty-eighth of September… thirtieth of September… ah yes, here it is.  The first of October, 1888.’  Holmes began to read aloud to me the recorded statement in the Daily Times of one Isaac Kozebrodski, an eighteen-year-old machinist living in Bethnal Green.   
 
      
 
    ‘…While the doctor was examining the body, I noticed that she had some grapes in her right hand and some sweets in her left.  I saw a little bunch of flowers stuck above her right bosom…’   
 
      
 
    ‘Great Scott!’ cried Sherlock Holmes in shock.  He threw out his arms, lost his balance and nearly fell off his precarious perch.  ‘The last link,’ he cried, exultantly.  ‘My case is complete.’ 
 
      
 
    He jumped down off the chair with a crash, depositing an enormous volume of manuscript upon the table, and made clear to me the dramatic and sensational import of what he had just found, which was still lost upon me until that moment.  He half closed his eyes as he spoke, and thrust his chin forward, but as he ceased he had a trick of suddenly opening both eyes very wide and staring sternly at his interlocutor. 
 
      
 
    ‘How did he know about those grapes, two full days before we found the bloody stalk and reported it to Inspector Reid in Leman Street?  HOW DID HE KNOW, WATSON?  EXACTLY HOW DID HE KNOW ABOUT THOSE GRAPES?  Well, I think we can deduce that quite easily now, with the luxury afforded to us by hindsight.  And there is more, Watson.  In re-reading one of the men from the club’s statement to the newspaper, look what he said in the London Morning Advertiser about Elizabeth Stride on the first of October, 1888 -- the day after her murder:’ 
 
      
 
    She was a little better dressed, I should say, than the woman who was last murdered. 
 
      
 
    ‘How did he know how the last woman was dressed Watson?  I’ve been studying this case in exquisite detail, and I must admit; even after personally viewing Annie Chapman’s body and the mutilation that was done to it, I still have no notion exactly how she was dressed.  But I’ll tell you how he knew -- because he killed her.  That is the only way he could know.’104 
 
      
 
    I stood dumbfounded as the implications of those shocking revelations began to sink in.  Kozebrodski was likely the young man that had handed Holmes the very evidence that would be used to hang him, and had so cruelly ill-treated the Hindley dog earlier that morning.  It now seemed the young man had also provided damning evidence of his own guilt to the press as well. 
 
      
 
    ‘We must start our work anew, Watson.  Beginning with a re-evaluation of the “Double Event.”  Using this new information, I must insert it into the timeline I have created and see if it fits.  And I must determine exactly how one man could possibly have committed the two Double Event murders alone.  It seems a vexatious question indeed, but I can now imagine it two ways.  By laying out a timeline with this new data inserted, I may be able to prove either or both quite feasible.’  He stood with his finger-tips touching, and his body inclined as one who is gravely expounding a difficult and impersonal subject. 
 
      
 
    Holmes then sat down and went to work frantically erasing the word ‘suspect’ from his Timeline chalkboard each time it appeared, and replacing it with the initials ‘I.K.’  He proudly displayed his finished work to me, although there was much more to be revealed than that which I read upon the slate that day. 
 
      
 
    ‘Here is just one of those two ways it might have been accomplished by a young, agile eighteen-year-old with a predatory nature and a penchant for murder and ghastly mutilation.  And another thing, although I must confirm it with more newspaper reports, I have a very strong suspicion that the lull experienced in East-end murders in 1889 will correspond exactly with a certain man’s three-month time away in gaol.  With further examination, I am also quite confident of my ability to link him to some or all of the seventeen outrages inflicted upon Whitechapel’s unfortunates, as well as the murder of Sir Philip Rose and his wife.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘What’s that you say?  You mean to tell me the same man responsible for the Ripper murders is also the killer of the Roses?’ I exclaimed, becoming rather faint with this dizzying new revelation. 
 
      
 
    ‘That commonality has now become a certainty in my mind,’ was his reply. 
 
      
 
    Holmes went through each of the major offences committed in Whitechapel since February of 1888, considering the possibility of Kozebrodski’s involvement.  According to Holmes, he could have easily taken part in every one of them. 
 
      
 
    ‘It is becoming increasingly black against young Kozebrodski now.  Everything fits perfectly.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Amazing work, Old Man.  Absolutely stunning!  I can only imagine the depths of that brain of yours.  I should hope that you will someday allow it to be removed and studied by men of science upon your death, many, many years from now,’ I remarked, only joking by half. 
 
      
 
    ‘If I were to allow such a thing, Watson, the examiners would have more to analyse than just my head.  I am a brain, Old Chap.  The rest of me is a mere appendix.’   
 
      
 
    Suddenly the dreamer disappeared and Holmes, the man of action, leapt from his chair, sending the slate-board clattering to the floor.   
 
      
 
    ‘We must return to Berner Street at once.  I will send word to Reid and Lestrade immediately.  And if the law can do nothing, we must take the risk ourselves.’ 
 
      
 
    He quickly scribbled out a message to Inspector Reid, and called for Mrs Hudson. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER L: THE FABULOUS BAKER BOYS VS THE BERNER STREET RIPPERS; Meet the Monster 
 
      
 
    14 April, 1891.  The International Working Men’s Educational Club.  40 Berner Street 
 
      
 
    ‘Quick, Watson, grab your revolver!’   
 
      
 
    Holmes hastily sealed the envelope intended for Inspector Reid as I re-loaded the old Webley No. 2 service revolver with my last five Eley’s cartridges and slipped it into my pocket.   
 
      
 
    He then went to the open window, placed his two little fingers into the corners of his mouth and loudly whistled in a most undignified manner.  ‘Wiggiiiiiins!’ he cried. 
 
      
 
    He turned to hand his landlady the sealed message with urgency, saying, ‘Mrs. Hudson, this must be delivered at once to Inspector Edmund Reid at the Leman Street address specified here on the envelope.  I have whistled for Wiggins, but if he does not respond quickly, you must immediately make your way to the East-end with this letter in the fastest trap you can find.  I hope to have made myself very clear upon this point.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes sir, Mister ’olmes!’ she replied. 
 
      
 
    ‘Very good, Mrs. Hudson.  And now, Doctor Watson and I must make haste.’ 
 
      
 
    We hurriedly grabbed our hats and coats, without even taking the time to put them on, and bolted out into the street to look for the fastest Clarence growler Baker Street had to offer.  When we found one and leapt aboard it, we hurtled eastward towards Whitechapel -- our destination; the International Working Men’s Educational Club.  Holmes would soon effect an arrest upon the murderers, who had also been the Stacey blackmailing gang, and I was ready to go with him every inch of the way. 
 
      
 
    The trip into Whitechapel, although it took considerably less time than our last venture into the East-end, seemed to drag on interminably.  But within forty minutes, we found ourselves once again in Berner Street, and alighted from the trap.  Before us was a two story wooden building that looked to me like Noah’s Ark.  
 
      
 
    As we approached the wooden, ship-like Anarchist club on foot, Holmes turned to me and said, ‘Reid and Lestrade should be along shortly.  We will spring upon them when they least expect it.  But for now, allow me to do the talking in an attempt to get us inside their crib without arousing any suspicion at first.  The police should be right behind us, so long as Mrs. Hudson has followed the instructions I gave her most clearly for delivery of my message.’ 
 
      
 
    Rather than attempting to enter through the gateway past the spot where ‘Long Liz’ had met her most gruesome end, Holmes chose another approach.  We walked up the stairs to the club’s main entry which had a mezuzah displayed upon the doorpost, as was the custom in most Jewish residences.  Holmes rapped loudly on the door, and my heart pounded as we waited upon the stoop.  Presently, we heard footsteps approaching and a very young woman came to the door.  She had an olive complexion and was wearing a coarse woollen shawl draped over her shoulders.  But rather than the luxuriant tresses of hair one would expect to see on a woman of no more than twenty years of age, upon her head was what appeared to be a brown wig, which stood out in stark contrast to her youthful appearance.  
 
      
 
    She looked at us and spoke in an incomprehensible language I now know to have been Russian or Yiddish.  When it was obvious to her that we did not belong to the club, she began shaking her head and holding her hands out in front of her in a universal gesture that told us to go away. 
 
      
 
    ‘No!  Ve no vant you here.  This private club.  You go.  Not velcome!’ she told us. 
 
      
 
    ‘But madam, we are here on a matter of great urgency.  We must speak with Mister Isaac Kozebrodski at once,’ cried Holmes. 
 
      
 
    The mention of the name seemed to inspire some recognition on her part. 
 
      
 
    ‘Isaac?  You vant for vhat Isaac?  Isaac not speak good the English.’  She shook her head.  ‘You not friend Isaac.  Go avay from here!’ she insisted in a raised voice. 
 
      
 
    Just as Holmes reached over the woman’s head to push the door open and brush past her, two men from inside the club came running out to the foyer from the back room to investigate the commotion.  The men looked alike enough to be brothers, or perhaps father and son, and I recognised one of them as the broad-shouldered youth that had given Holmes the sack full of bottles that morning.  Viewed from close proximity, he bore an uncanny resemblance to US President Lincoln’s assassin John Wilkes-Booth, and he had the same menacing scowl upon his face that he had shown the dog earlier.  His confederate appeared no friendlier, with Slavic eyes that looked murder at us both.  Beside him, on a counter, sat a black leather Gladstone bag. 
 
      
 
    The older of the two men spoke to the woman in an even, measured tone, with no perceptible foreign accent.  The tight-lipped mouth wore a cold, set smile.  ‘Sarah, go and get Louis.  Now.’  The woman then turned and ran towards the back of the room and disappeared up the stairs.  As she ran away, the muscular young man put his hand in his pocket and took two steps forward, then drew a folding clasp-knife and opened it with a cruel smile.   
 
      
 
    The older one was eyeing us in a blank, deadly way, and with a sort of serpent-like malice.  He turned to us and said, ‘I advise you to draw off at once, gentlemen.  You’ve been asked to leave more than once, and I shan’t ask you again.  Between my young friend here and myself, we’ve broken better men than you, and by the looks of him, he would like to rip you to pieces.  All I need do is say the word.  Heed my advice or you will suffer greatly, I assure you.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘So many have said so, and yet here we are,’ replied Holmes coolly as he stepped into the room. ‘The revolver, if you please, Watson.’ 
 
      
 
    I drew the pistol from my pocket and pointed it at the young man with the clasp-knife.  He did not appear threatened in any way and took another step towards me.  I raised the muzzle and pointed it at the centre of his chest.  It was only the older man’s warning in another language that prevented him from taking the next step. 
 
      
 
    ‘Why are you here and what do you want from us?  We are just simple working men endeavouring to better our situations by exercising our rights to freedom and equality in this country,’ said the older one, as though reciting a memorised slogan. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m afraid you are oversimplifying the situation, Mister Friedman,’ said Holmes, to the surprise of both men, who looked at each other with what I perceived to be a mixture of puzzlement and fear. 
 
      
 
    ‘How do you know my name?’ he demanded.  ‘Have we met?  Who are you?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘The name is Holmes.  Sherlock Holmes.  It is my business to know what other people don’t know.  And this is my esteemed colleague Doctor John Watson.  Do you know me now?  We are here to speak to you in the matter of the murder of Sir Philip Rose and his wife, and in the blackmailing of the Stacey family.’ 
 
      
 
    Friedman was taken aback by Holmes’ accusation, and his eyes shifted from side to side.  A sudden thought, from which I could not divest myself, arose in my mind -- it was the portrait of the murderer.  Just such a serpentish face as I had imagined it to be, and it brought to mind Guy Fawkes, the traitor of evil memory who had planned the notorious Gunpowder Plot against King James I. 
 
      
 
    ‘That is quite a serious accusation you make, Mister Holmes.  I certainly hope you have more than just empty words to support these outlandish claims.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I have more than enough upon that score, Friedman.  You not only acted as lookout in the murders of the Roses, Tabram, Nichols, Stride and Eddowes, but you took part in the outrage and assault on Emma Smith and quite possibly in the murder of Frances Coles as well – you worked it between you.  I also have good reason to believe that you arranged the decoy that distracted my attention while your confederates assaulted Stacey and robbed him outside Claridges.  I must say, it gave me some degree of satisfaction to know that all you took home for your effort was a mere eighty pounds.  As you can see, it’s very black against you, Friedman.  The game is up.  Give yourself up at once, or suffer the consequences.’ 
 
      
 
    At this, Friedman became quite distrait, and the men exchanged words in their own language, which we later determined to be Polish.  I could see his eyes shifting rapidly between the pistol, his confederate and Holmes.  The younger of the two, who must be Kozebrodski, took another threatening step towards me, as if he had no understanding of what my revolver could do to him.  My finger tightened slightly upon its trigger. 
 
      
 
    ‘Stop, or I’ll shoot!’ I warned. 
 
      
 
    Just then, Friedman shouted, ‘Those whores got exactly what they deserved!’ and leapt upon Holmes, swinging wildly.  I kept Kozebrodski at bay with the pistol; there was nothing I could do to help Holmes in his struggle with Friedman, who although smaller in stature than Holmes, was quite stoutly built, and was obviously very strong.  As they wrestled and rained blows upon each other, I could see Kozebrodski weighing in his mind the odds of overpowering me and helping his friend against the bigger and more highly-skilled fighter he was up against.  He was torn between helping his confederate and his own personal safety. 
 
      
 
    But before Kozebrodski had the chance to make up his mind what to do, Holmes had overpowered his adversary, and used his own belt to lash Friedman’s wrists together behind his back.  He then took a cane from a stand by the door and inserted it through the belt he had cinched around Friedman’s wrists.  Holmes twisted the cane in a circle, causing the belt to become yet tighter around the man’s wrists, and he cried out in pain.  After twisting the cane round twice, Holmes threaded it through both of Friedman’s arms, slipping it between his elbows and lower back, then hooked the end of it round one of his arms to lock it in place, completely immobilizing the man.  By then grasping the back of Friedman’s shirt collar with one hand and the centre of the cane with the other, Holmes sat him down roughly with a sharp jerk on both, dragging him backwards and slamming him down to the floor on his backside with an impact I could feel through the thick carpet.  Once Friedman was sitting on the floor, Holmes walked around behind him, grabbed both ends of the cane, put his knee into the back of Friedman’s neck and sharply pulled upward on it until it could go no higher up into the pits of his captive’s arms.  This left Friedman immobilised and quite helpless for the moment. 
 
      
 
    ‘I don’t suggest you attempt to run Friedman.  Watson is a crack shot with that Eley’s of his.  And he has no fear of using it.  In fact, I think he might rather enjoy having been given an excuse to fire upon you.’ 
 
      
 
    Then, to me, ‘Don’t shoot him unless he forces your hand Watson.  He must face justice.  A quick death is far too good for the likes of him.’ 
 
      
 
    A sensation as if cold water were running down the back of my neck suddenly warned me that I was getting overpoweringly nervous.  The anxiety I was feeling at the moment must have been apparent to Holmes, for he reassured me by saying, ‘We’ve seen stickier wickets, Watson!’ 
 
      
 
    Friedman began to speak to Kozebrodski in Polish, saying something I could not understand. 
 
      
 
    Holmes then turned to Kozebrodski, who appeared ready to spring. 
 
      
 
    ‘Drop your weapon, Isaac.  There’s nothing for it.  You may as well give up.  Keep that revolver trained upon him while I tie his hands please, Watson.’ 
 
      
 
    I did as Holmes asked, and when he made a move to subdue the young man, Kozebrodski lunged towards Holmes threateningly.  I fired a warning shot that missed his head by inches.  Plaster flew from the wall behind Kozebrodski’s head, and the young man froze in his tracks, but still did not put down his weapon. 
 
      
 
    Holmes then spoke to him, and in so doing began to reveal yet more shocking details that he had not told me before. 
 
      
 
    ‘Poor, stupid Kozebrodski.  You were a toady and lackey, but you learned all too well, and began to enjoy your work.  You alone killed Eddowes in Mitre Square, where you thrice left your signature upon her face…’ 
 
      
 
    At the mention of that particularly grisly detail, I thought I detected a hint of startled surprise on the young man’s face, which quickly changed to a look of conceit and self-admiration. 
 
      
 
    ‘…and you were an accomplice to so many others.  You shall burn in eternal hellfire for the unspeakable horror you did to Mary Jane Kelly in Miller’s Court, and if you don’t swing for it, it won’t be my fault.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I kill not any human,’ was Kozebrodski’s inscrutable reply. 
 
      
 
    ‘Perhaps not in your twisted mind you didn’t, but in the eyes of God and according to the laws of Great Britain, those women and the Roses were human indeed, and in fact, much more human than yourself.  You’ll find that your filthy acts won’t answer here in England.’ 
 
      
 
    Just then, another man came running down the stairs with the woman called Sarah, who had answered the door and then run upstairs to fetch him at Friedman’s order.  It was the club steward, and he looked to be the third member of what seemed a set of triplets, save for the difference in their ages.  This one appeared to be from twenty-five to thirty years old, but in every other way was nearly identical to the other two.  It struck me then, as it did again ten years later, just how much this man resembled the portraits I had seen of the infamous VladȚepeș, the Rumanian warrior-king that was to gain a renaissance of popularity with the Stoker work in 1897.  At that time, however, he was not yet associated with Dracula; he was only then known in England as ‘Vlad the Impaler,’ thanks to his reputation for the gruesome practise of skewering his enemies upon sharpened poles in a manner that allowed them to live on in agony for days. 
 
      
 
    ‘What on earth is going on here?  Who are you men and what do you want?’ he shouted.  Kozebrodski and Friedman were both jabbering at him in a foreign tongue. 
 
      
 
    ‘The name is Holmes, Mister Diemschutz.  Perhaps you’ve read of me.  Sherlock Holmes.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘And why are you here, Mister Sherlock Holmes?’ he asked calmly. 
 
      
 
    ‘We have captured two killers of Sir Philip Rose and his wife, as well as men responsible for the D--- blackmailing and the Whitechapel murders.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh, my Heavens!  This is quite a shock.  Are you implying that you think that they--?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I don’t think, Mr. Diemschutz.  I KNOW they are a pair of killers and blackmailers, and I can prove it beyond all doubt.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh my Good Lord!  Do you mean to tell me these men, with whom I break bread and fight together, shoulder-to-shoulder against oppression in the workplace and in our streets, could at the same time be cold-blooded murderers of women?  I find that too shocking to believe, Mister Holmes.  Are you certain of this?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Quite certain, Mister Diemschutz.’ 
 
      
 
    Diemschutz began to berate the two men. 
 
      
 
    ‘Samuel, I cannot believe you capable of such horrors.  And Isaacs, you are too young to have fallen so far from grace.  I have trusted you both, Samuel like a father, Isaacs like a son.  I even named my boy Isaac Samuel for you both.  How could you do this?  So it was you two that left that poor woman’s corpse in front of the club for me to find on the very day we had discussed the Ripper murders at our morning meeting.  You diabolical fiends!  You evil beasts!’ 
 
      
 
    Friedman appeared to be incensed by the club steward’s lecture with its harsh tone, while it did not appear that Kozebrodski fully understood Diemschutz’ words, or the severity of the upbraiding he was receiving.  Instead, he appeared to be preparing himself for battle and only waiting for the opportune moment to strike. 
 
      
 
    ‘Now wait just a minute, Louis,’ cried Friedman, who remained bound and seated upon the floor, with a trickle of blood running down from his brow.  ‘You cannot simply toss us away to the lions as rubbish!’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Silence, you demon!’ spat Diemschutz venomously to his fellow club-member. 
 
      
 
    ‘When you say “demon,” do you intend it in the sense of the Dybbuk, Mr. Diemschutz?’ asked Holmes in a deeply inquisitive tone. 
 
      
 
    ‘Well… er… yes Mr. Holmes… but what do you know of our culture, and what the Dybbuk is?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I don’t purport to know what the Dybbuk is, but I certainly know who the Dybbuk is, Mr. Diemschutz, or should I call you Reverend Budky?  B. Budky.’ 
 
      
 
    At this, Diemschutz’ eyes widened, and his face blanched. 
 
      
 
    ‘You killed the Roses, Tabram, Nichols, Chapman, Stride, Kelly, Mylett, Mackenzie, Hart and Coles, and I can prove it.  But unlike your two colleagues, you yourself have not actually returned to the scene of the crime in the manner that is normally the behaviour of most common criminals.  In your case, because you live within the premises where one murder was committed, the scene returns to you every single day.  Yes, Louis.  You see, I've decoded the message you had Isaac scrawl in Goulston Street after that charade of yours, supposedly finding the body of Long Liz in Dutfield’s Yard.  I know you chose Goulston in particular because you three are ghouls of the First Order -- your play on words was not lost upon me, nor was the fact that you were attempting to point the police towards the home of a hated rival.  And apparently the anagram you had Kozebrodski write in Goulston Street that night was quite accurate, at least in two senses; the Jews are the men; for although it is not The Jews to be blamed, the men -- you men -- are Jews.  And you will most certainly not be blamed for nothing.  Instead – and quite the opposite -- you will be blamed for everything.  Nothing to say?  I thought not.’ 
 
      
 
    I was puzzled.  What was Holmes saying?  Was Diemschutz not only the blackmailer of D---, but also the Ripper?  Or one of three Rippers?  I could scarcely believe what I was hearing.  My utter want of knowledge made me powerless. 
 
      
 
    ‘I must commend you, Diemschutz.  You’ve given quite the performance and had us all fooled for a long, long time.  But you made several crucial mistakes that finally led me to darken your door.  You never should have opened your mouth to the press that day.  Your knowledge of the grapes before the police eventually sealed your fate.  And you knew of how the previous victim had been dressed, when no one else but her killer could have known.  You may as well admit it -- Friedman has peached, and the game is up.  And by the way…’  Holmes reached into his pocket and pulled out the pearl he had found in the street that morning in Buck’s Row and held it out towards the man between his thumb and forefinger.  ‘…you dropped this.’ 
 
      
 
    With his world crumbling around him, the man’s expression was grave and menacing.  In an accented, velvety voice with all the cruelty of the grave behind it, Diemschutz responded in a building vocal crescendo.  Starting with his voice just above a whisper, and ending with what amounted to a war cry he exclaimed, ‘From Hell’s heart, I STAB AT THEE!’ and rushed at Holmes, drawing a large ornate dagger from beneath his coat.  Just as quickly, Holmes sprang at his throat like a tiger and I levelled my revolver at his attacker, preparing to fire off my second shot of the day.  Kozebrodski, who did not appear to have been following the conversation between Holmes and his confederate, saw Diemschutz spring, and must have realised it was time to attack.  For as I turned my head away from him for an instant and raised my arm to take the shot, Kozebrodski slashed at my gun hand, which caused me to lose control of the revolver as it fired aimlessly at a bookshelf and then dropped to the floor. 
 
      
 
    The stout and muscular young man quickly set upon me and began to stab and slash at me with his clasp-knife.  As the unarmed Holmes battled Diemschutz, who held a large dagger, I was forced to wrestle with the twenty-one-year-old with his razor-sharp blade still in hand.  The situation appeared grim indeed.  The woman, who turned out to be Diemschutz’ wife, stood back, her mouth agape in wonder and dismay at the events that were unfolding before her. 
 
      
 
    Holmes and Diemschutz’ battle was raging with both of them on two feet, while Kozebrodski and I went almost immediately to the floor in our skirmish.  I grabbed at Kozebrodski’s knife arm and managed to gain control of it with both hands.  When I momentarily turned my head, I saw from the corner of my eye Holmes in a deadly dance with his knife-wielding assailant.  I could see by the blood upon his collar that Holmes had suffered at least one laceration at the hands of the man I now knew to be the true leader of the evil triumvirate.  I myself was also losing blood from the forearm wound Kozebrodski had dealt me from my flank, blindsiding me as I had attempted to fire upon his partner.  Friedman was shouting encouragements to the men, and although he was frantically attempting to free himself, he was unable to assist them in attacking us. 
 
      
 
    Like me, Holmes was facing an armed opponent, and he had no weapon of his own, save his hands, feet, knees, elbows and head, all of which he was eventually forced to use in close-range combat that day.  Diemschutz slashed and stabbed at him with the large bejewelled dagger, and Holmes evaded, ducked, sidled and parried, his oft-practised Baritsu technique and skills coming into play, ever glancing round to see the eye and the weapon of his terrible foe bent upon him.  A lesser man would have been dead or dying by then at the hands of this obviously experienced butcher and blood-letter, whose razor-sharp blade had pierced the flesh and tasted the blood of Sir Philip Rose and at least twelve women, and possibly more.  
 
      
 
    As I lay upon my back struggling for the knife with the larger, younger and stronger Kozebrodski atop me, I suddenly remembered there had been a combative motion Leu had taught me from approximately this same position.  I reached back into my memory of that day in the ‘Baker Street Gymnasium’ when he had shown me how to reverse just such a situation.  I tried desperately to recall the technique, as the strength in my newly wounded right arm and previously injured left shoulder was beginning to wane, and the point of the clasp knife was drawing ever closer to my right eye with each passing moment.  Through the blood that was dripping from my wound onto my face and into my eyes, I could just make out the form of my revolver lying upon the floor nearby, but it was slightly out of reach and I daren’t let go of his arm.  My enemy was kneeling on the floor between my own parted and drawn-up knees.  The soles of my feet were flat on the carpeted floor.  I held his left wrist with both of my arms, and he was repeatedly punching me with his right fist as I had no means to parry those strikes.  I could taste blood, and saw a bright white flash each time a blow hit its mark.  I knew that I could not withstand much more punishment, and suddenly the technique came flooding back into my mind.  I quickly placed the sole of my right foot upon his left hip with the toes turned outward, just below his belt-line as Leu had instructed.  Then I put the sole of my left foot, also with its toes turned outwards, upon his right knee, just at the juncture of that knee and the floor.  Using the elbow of my left arm as a fulcrum against my enemy’s sternum without releasing the knife arm with either hand, I pushed forcefully against his right knee with my left foot, dragging the patella downward along the carpet as I swivelled my shoulders in a clock-wise manner.  This caused the point of my left elbow to drive deeply into his chest-bone, which aided my turning him over onto his back, using the push/pull action of my right elbow against the floor and the point of my left into his sternum, coupled with a withdrawal of my left foot to its original flat-footed position upon the carpet to be used as a push-off to assist the reversal.  In a split-second, Leu’s Wing Chun had saved my life, as at once I was seated on top of Kozebrodski, straddling his waist.  I was then able to release his knife arm with one hand -- my left -- and grab the revolver, which was now within my reach when I moved to my opponent’s right side.  Once I had the pistol back in my possession, I wasted no time in aiming it at the man’s head and pulling its trigger.  Kozebrodski saw it coming, however, and brought his own right knee up in an effort to blockade the barrel of my revolver.  He also put his free right hand palm-out in front of his face and turned away from the gun.  
 
      
 
    The revolver cracked, and I saw the blood spurt from the front of Kozebrodski’s knee and elbow.  He screamed and fell upon his back, his hideously contorted red face turning suddenly to a dreadful mottled pallor.  It was indeed a strange and repellent face, for colour and outline were equally unnatural.  It was suddenly white, not with the ordinary pallor of fear but with an absolutely bloodless white, like the under side of a sole. 
 
      
 
    As Kozebrodski lay bleeding and writhing in pain, I jumped to my feet and pointed my revolver, which still held two Eley’s .440 cartridges, at Diemschutz.  As I tried to fix my aim upon the centre of his torso without shooting Holmes, I suddenly felt the weight of another attacker upon my back.  It was Diemschutz’ wife -- the woman called Sarah; she had jumped on me with her legs wrapped around my waist, her fingers clawing savagely at my face.  Her onslaught had rendered me unable to fire with any certainty of not hitting Holmes by mistake; I must free myself from her grasp.  Screaming loudly, she tore at my eyes and raked her long nails across my face while biting at the back of my neck, ripping clumps of my hair out and attempting to choke me.  There was nothing for it -- I had to do the un-gentlemanly thing and ram her into the wall behind me by running backwards until she was smashed between it and my own body.  Upon impact, she let out a loud grunt, then slumped to the floor behind me, her brown hair -- which did in fact turn out to have been a wig -- falling to the carpet beside her and revealing a nearly bald head. 
 
      
 
    I once again raced over to assist Holmes, who was locked in combat with his feral assailant.  At the instant I arrived and began to raise my revolver, Diemschutz had the knife held in his right hand, with his left leg forward.  Holmes had his own left leg forward -- his preferred boxing and Baritsu combat stance -- as Diemschutz charged, stabbing violently downward at Holmes in a flash of steel and jewels from above.  Holmes threw his arms upward in an overhead X with his biceps covering his ears.  The knife shot downward and hit the crossed wrists just between Holmes’ hands, with the point of the long dagger mere inches from touching the back of Holmes’ downturned head.  Immediately upon impact, Holmes converted the block into a double grab of Diemschutz’ knife wrist, then turned his back sharply as he pulled down with both hands and snapped Diemschutz’ elbow over the top of his own left shoulder like a twig.  Surprisingly, the knife remained in his attacker’s grasp, but Holmes released with one hand -- his left -- which became a brutal backward elbow jab into the solar plexus of his adversary.  Wasting no time, Holmes then cupped the biceps of the knife arm with his left hand and pivoted back sharply in an anti-clockwise manner to face his enemy, twisting the point of his own blade towards him and used his right hand upon the knife’s pommel to jam it into Diemschutz’ own stomach.  His eyes opened widely and he appeared suddenly confused as blood seeped from his wound and began also to trickle from the corner of his mouth.   
 
      
 
    At that very instant, a loud clamour was heard upon the step, and within seconds, the door of the International Working Men’s Educational Club was kicked in by Inspector Edmund Reid, who ran into the room followed by Abberline, Lestrade, and a group of officers that included PC Daniel Rumbelowe. 
 
      
 
    Diemschutz looked over at the group of men charging the room, and collapsed backwards still clutching the knife buried in his mid-section, the colour rapidly draining from his face.  He was staring at Holmes with an expression in which horror, surprise, and something approaching to joy were contending for the mastery.  Holmes knelt down beside the dying man. 
 
      
 
    ‘Holmes!’ cried Inspector Reid.  ‘What’s happened here?  Are you alright?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Quite alright, Reid.  But I’m afraid I cannot say the same for “Reverend Budky” here.  I’m afraid he hasn’t long for the world.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I.. will see you… in Hell, Holmes,’ whispered Diemschutz hoarsely as he lay dying. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m afraid you’ll be arriving there far before me, Diemschutz, and though I’ve no doubt I’ll get there as well, I’m quite sure there is a special place there for the likes of you to which even my considerable history of sin shall not qualify me admittance.  Fare thee unwell, thou monster of Whitechapel!’ 
 
      
 
    At that moment, I saw the life pass from the eyes of Louis Diemschutz.  His wife let out a loud wail and began to scream and cry. 
 
      
 
    My friend’s wiry arms were soon around me and he led me to a chair.  He looked at my right forearm, which had been deeply gashed and was bleeding profusely. 
 
      
 
    ‘You're wounded, Watson!  Your face is covered in blood!  For God’s sake tell me that you’re not seriously hurt!’ 
 
      
 
    It was worth an injury -- it was worth a hundred injuries -- to know the true depth of loyalty and affection which lay beyond that cold façade he presented to the world.  His clear, steely grey eyes were bleary for a moment, and the normally stiff upper lip was shaking.  For that one and only time, I caught a glimpse of a vast heart to match the brilliant mind of Sherlock Holmes. 
 
      
 
    ‘It’s only blood from my arm that fell upon my face during the struggle.  But even if it weren’t, you know,’ I remarked, with some emotion of my own, for I had never seen so much of Holmes’ heart before, ‘that it is my greatest joy and privilege to assist you, no matter the danger.’ 
 
      
 
    This remark seemed to fill him with warmth, and it appeared he was about to say more, but Inspector Reid walked up just then, shaking Holmes from his reverie. 
 
      
 
    ‘Three men, Holmes?  But which one was the Ripper?’ asked Reid eagerly. 
 
      
 
    ‘They all were, Inspector.  The dead man was the head of the snake, but the other two were its muscle and its venom.  And I’ve a strong suspicion this may well have been a two-headed serpent as well.  Officers!  Arrest these men.  And her!’ barked Holmes with authority.  ‘And see to it that Watson receives every attention!’  
 
      
 
    The officers did not immediately react, but stood frozen and somewhat overcome by the gravity of the event. 
 
      
 
    ‘I say, Holmes!  Three Rippers?  Well this is a shock!’ said Reid in a surprised tone.  Then, to his officers, ‘You heard the man!  Arrest them all at once, including that woman.  And once Watson gets patched up, get the injured one the medical attention he needs as well, before he bleeds to death.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I say we let ‘im die!’ shouted one officer, whose name was Sutliff. 
 
      
 
    ‘You mustn’t!’ cried Holmes.  ‘We’ll need him in ship-shape for the gallows!’ 
 
      
 
    The officers rendered first-aid to the young man, who was losing consciousness with the shock, pain and blood loss brought about by an Eley’s .440 bullet through the knee and elbow.  Once my own forearm laceration had been addressed, I limped over to assist, applying tourniquets, and soon we brought the young man’s bleeding under control.  I was then able to attend further to my own other wounds, and those that Diemschutz had inflicted upon Holmes. 
 
      
 
    Friedman was hard gripped, with a policeman at each side, then manacled and marched roughly over to a corner, where the young Mrs. Diemschutz was also taken into custody.  And although Diemschutz was dead, Inspector Reid placed his own iron manacles upon the wrists of the corpse. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’ve been waiting nearly three years for this moment, Holmes, and I’ll be damned if I’ll let him rob me of it, on the mere account that he’s dead,’ said Reid with relish.  ‘In fact, I had a strong dislike for the man the night I met him, when he gave me a devil of a time over some cigars, and basically seemed to be trying to ridicule my men at every turn.  And that one over there was no better,’ he said, indicating Friedman with a nod of his head.  ‘He showed Lestrade some disturbing photographs for no discernible reason other than to attempt to cause him some sort of discomfort.’  Friedman reacted with rancour.   
 
      
 
    ‘I’ll see you in the mud for this, Holmes.  And you as well, Reid!’ shouted the scorbutic Friedman in a truculent manner, as he was being led to the door.   
 
      
 
    ‘Hmm… doubtful you’ll be seeing much of anything with the hangman’s hood over your head at the scaffold, Friedman.  But I will be there to see you swing for your crimes, I assure you,’ said Holmes, with an air of menace I had never before seen my friend exhibit.  ‘You were an accomplice to the murders of Rose and Emma Smith at least, and that is quite enough to string you up.  I suggest you keep quiet about your involvement in the Whitechapel murders.  You will have your hands full enough in the Assizes defending yourself against the murder charges for Sir Phillip and his wife.  But we all know that the three of you together make up the party known as “Jack the Ripper” in the case that made England ring, and quite nearly resulted in the anarchy that was the true goal of your seemingly respectable club.’ 
 
      
 
    Turning to Kozebrodski, who was lain out upon a stretcher to be taken to the workhouse infirmary, Holmes added, ‘As for you, I should hope you will make a full recovery in time to make that final march alongside your confederate, you kundel.’  
 
      
 
    Did I detect a look of recognition in the young man’s eyes when he heard Holmes call him the very same insulting name he himself had called the Hindley dog as he attacked it earlier that morning?  I certainly hoped so. 
 
      
 
    ‘You should consider yourself very fortunate leaving here in an ambulance on its way to the infirmary rather than the mortuary you have put so many others into.  But rest assured -- if you had killed Watson, you would not have got out of this room alive,’ said Holmes threateningly to the young man, who was still in extreme pain from his gunshot wounds.  I was quite sure that Holmes spoke the truth, and would certainly have made him a subject for the coroner. 
 
      
 
    Diemschutz’ wife, who had managed to replace the wig that had fallen off her head and with her hands now manacled behind her back, was crying and complaining in very broken English that her four-year-old son Isaac was alone upstairs and would be left unattended.  Holmes asked Lestrade to make arrangements for the boy’s care as she was also led out to be taken to gaol. 
 
      
 
    Holmes then turned to me and said, ‘I rather fancy that friends Friedman and Kozebrodski are in for a rather uncomfortable time.  But what about you -- are you alright Old Chap?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, though the shoulder is sore.  The old war wound in the knee too.’  I sometimes made mention of the infernal aching I still felt from that day in the Maiwand Pass, when a Jezail bullet had passed through my shoulder and came to rest in my leg.  Normally, it was one or the other, and my complaints alternated to whichever pained me at the moment.  But after my fisticuffs with young Kozebrodski, I felt them both, and was scarcely able to function as the adrenaline subsided.   
 
      
 
    We helped ourselves to the club’s bar, and Holmes poured me a stiff glass of brandy.  Half a tumbler of the raw spirit brought about a wondrous change, and I began to regain feeling in my shoulder.  After securing Friedman in the Black Mariah, PC Rumbelowe returned to the room and came over to join us. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m not one to say “I told you so,” Mister Holmes, sir.  But –’ 
 
      
 
    ‘No need to remind me, Constable.  I’m fully aware that you had your suspicions of this group back when we first met you.  But a man cannot be sent to the dock on mere suspicions.  A case must be built against him, and with your help, I was able to do just that.’ 
 
      
 
    There had been something queer about seeing them all together in the same room. ‎The three men looked remarkably alike -- nearly praeternaturally so -- in consideration of the fact that they were in no way related by blood -- only by bloodletting.  They appeared as almost a progression of the same man, one version fresh-faced at 21, one that had been in the prime of his life at 29, and the other like that same man, but at the age of 45.  It was easy to see why the witness descriptions had been so similar with the natural discrepancies for age and height.  It is my belief that they even shared and exchanged coats and hats at times, perhaps out of convenience, or perhaps in an effort to throw off a false scent to the police. 
 
      
 
    Before we left the grounds of the ill-omened International Working Men’s Educational Club to return to Baker Street, Holmes took a short few minutes to look around the club for items that might help him confirm some of his suspicions about the gang’s modus operandi and perhaps shine some new light upon those he had not yet deduced.  During this scan of the premises, I saw him take note of or collect the following items: 
 
      
 
    
    	 From the club’s library, he took a book entitled Of Anagrams as well as copies of Moby Dick, The Complete Works of William Shakespeare, An Atlas of Anatomy, a pamphlet entitled Law and Authority: an Anarchist Essay by Pierre Kropotkine and an Eastern Liturgical Bible.  
 
    	 From Diemschutz’ desk, he took a diary written in a foreign language, some correspondence with a certain Russian prince and a stack of English and Hebrew newspaper clippings that included a copy of the London Gazette that held Holmes’ ‘Tumblety’ limerick.  
 
    	 Also in Diemschutz’ office, he took note of a pair of Russian military field glasses.  Picking them up and walking over to the window of the north wall of the room, he looked out over the East-end with the viewing device and noted that, ‘As this building is taller than all of its surrounding neighbours, not only can I see Poplar High Street most clearly from here, but landmarks in both Buck’s Row and Hanbury Street are plainly visible with these glasses, as are George Yard, White’s Row and Miller’s Court.  And I have no doubt that if I go to the south window, I will be able to see Pinchin Street as well as the Coles murder site in Swallow Gardens.’  A short walk across the room confirmed that hypothesis.  Parting the same curtains through which someone had spied on us the day he had found the grape stems with PC Rumbelowe, Holmes aimed the device and exclaimed, ‘Yes.  There’s the railway arch where the torso was found, and the other, where Frances Coles was killed.’ 
 
    	 A number of empty ginger beer bottles, and one that contained a viscous-looking reddish-brown paste of some sort – which, by the by, gave some colour to Holmes’ hypothesis about the distinct shortage of blood at some of the scenes, though the connection may seem a rather distant one. 
 
    	 A small box containing three cheap brass rings, a man’s watch and a number of well-worn hatpins, some of which were bent and damaged, which Holmes surmised were morbid ‘souvenirs’ taken from his victims as some form of memento to be used in reliving the various crimes after the fact. 
 
    	 In Diemschutz’ bedroom closet, he found a Deerstalker cap, a Wideawake hat, a Cheesecutter cap, two other peaked felt caps (one with a white band) and a Billycock hat -- an unusually large array of headwear for one man to own.  There were also a number of dark coats which included three Astrakhans, a cutaway coat and a frock coat with the gold chain and red jewel still dangling upon it.  Holmes took the Deerstalker, no doubt as some form of morbid souvenir of his own.  It was to become his favourite cap in the years that followed, and something of a trademark to him, although I’m not sure anyone but myself knew its dismal origin. 
 
   
 
      
 
    Half a lifetime seemed crowded into those few minutes.  That night, dead beat and utterly tired out from my battle with Kozebrodski, I went home to my wife and gave her the joyous news that we had finally captured our quarry.  Although dismayed by my injury, she was ecstatic, not only for Holmes and me, but for her queen and country.  We celebrated with wine and dancing (albeit very slow dancing), and enjoyed an altogether euphoric night of jubilation and wedded bliss.  But I also felt a certain species of melancholy for Holmes, whom I knew to be celebrating his victory alone in his rooms at Baker Street, where I had left him some hours before. 
 
      
 
    Later that night as I slept, I was once more feeling the dreadful pain in every joint induced by that afternoon’s mortal combat, and I dreamt yet again of a fateful and bloody day in the blazing desert heat of Kandahar, during the second Anglo-Afghan War.  As a medical man, I know that a nightmare is simply a vascular derangement of the cerebral hemispheres, and yet in my weakened state I could not shake off the morbid impressions which it produced. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER LI:INCIDENT AT KANDAHAR 
 
      
 
    Afghanistan - The Battle of Maiwand.  27 July, 1880 
 
      
 
    It was a blistering hot, dry day in the Maiwand Pass, where I was attached as a medical officer to the Berkshire 66th Regiment of Foot, after I had been removed from the 5th Northumberland Fusiliers. 
 
      
 
    With Captain Slade commanding, E Battery/B Brigade Royal Horse Artillery and a half-company of Bombay Sappers and Miners under Lieutenant Henn of the Royal Engineers stood fast, covering the retreat of the entire British Brigade.  E/B RHA kept firing until the last moment.  The four guns of two sections were just limbering up when the Afghans were 15 yards away, but the third section commanded by Lt. Maclaine was overrun.  Maclaine was captured and held as a prisoner in Kandahar, where his body was later to be found at Ayub Khan’s tent during the British attack on 1 September, apparently murdered to prevent his liberation.  The British guns captured during the action were also recovered at Kandahar. 
 
      
 
    E/B RHA came into action again some 400 yards back.  The Sappers and Miners retreated as the guns withdrew.  Lieutenant Henn and 14 of his men afterwards joined some remnants of our regiment together with the Bombay Grenadiers in a small enclosure at a garden in a place called Khig, where a determined last stand was made.  Though the Afghans shot them down one by one, they fired steadily until only eleven of their number were left, and the survivors then charged out into the masses of the enemy and perished.  Henn was the only officer in that band and he led the final charge. 
 
      
 
    The battle against the forces of Ayub Khan was raging, and Jezail bullets were raining from the sky like hellfire.  Bursts of exploding sand geysers appeared all round us, and the situation was grim.  A significant number of men had been lost that day, and more casualties would be suffered before the battle had ended.  
 
      
 
    My regiment was advancing to assist in the coverage of the Brigade when suddenly, I saw a man run like a flash past me away from the main battle in an opposite direction to all of the other personnel.  He must have been doing so for some strategic reason no doubt, but in the process was hit by enemy fire in mid-stride.  With my head down, I immediately ran over to the fallen soldier and squatted down next to him on my left knee with my right foot flat on the ground.  He appeared to be much older than the rest of the fighting men on the field that day, and from his uniform I knew him to be of lofty rank.  As I knelt beside the fallen hero and checked his vitals, I heard at least three more musket bullets sing past my head while I attended to his head injury which, although severe, did not appear to be life-threatening.  But had I not looked after him, he would likely have been hit by one of the multitude of Jezail bullets that were exploding upon the sand all round us in his unconscious state.   
 
      
 
    ‘Man down!’ I screamed, barely audible over the explosions and gunfire, ‘Murray!  Bring me that kit immediately!’ 
 
      
 
    Still kneeling over the shell-shocked man on one leg, I turned and pointed backward towards my khaki Gladstone medical bag with my left arm raised and extended to indicate the kit’s location.  As I turned back toward my patient and began to bring my arm down and forward, I felt a searing pain shoot through the shoulder of my extended left arm from beneath.  The force of the bullet’s impact spun me partially around, shattering the bone and grazing the subclavian artery of my left shoulder.  The scorching-hot leaden ball then ricocheted off the acromion, caromed off the scapula and tumbled across my body, finally coming to a rest as it buried itself deep in the quadriceps of my standing right leg.  A flash of intense brightness seemed to dart into my brain, with a noise and whiz of a thousand steam hammers.  I fell on one knee, then seemed to sink away altogether, clutching at the terrible shapes which floated in the unformed void through which I fell.  
 
      
 
    My old chum and orderly Murray, who had already begun running for my Gladstone medical bag per my request, quickly grabbed the kit, came speeding back and carried me to the relative safety of the field hospital tent upon his back.  I screamed from the pain of the searing hot metal that was deeply embedded in my leg as I lay beside the other wounded men I had so recently been in charge of caring for.  Before long, Murray returned with the fallen soldier I had been attending to when I was hit.  He transferred the man from the hospital litter he was carried in upon onto the cot beside me. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    Although the man’s injury appeared to be superficial, I was reminded of the damage that could be done by the cartridge of a Jezail flintlock musket, which launched white-hot .50 or .75 calibre bullets weighing up to two ounces each through its eight-foot-long barrel.  Jezail matchlocks were accurate at long range and often used as a sniper’s weapon in warfare, as was the case in the Maiwand Pass.  
 
      
 
    A few days after the incident, I suffered a bout of enteric fever before being blighted back to Britain on the troopship HMS Orontes.  But I was later to find out that the man I saved was indeed worthy of every ounce of pain and suffering it had eventually cost me, for as fate would have it, it chanced that the man turned out to be none other than the much-acclaimed Colonel Harry Paget Flashman, V.C. -- one of England’s finest and bravest soldiers, and recipient of the Order of the Victoria Cross.  Col. Flashman had also been knighted as well for his heroic actions atCawnpore during the Indian Mutiny. 105  
 
      
 
    In the months and years that followed, the injury I suffered to my leg that day, though it did not prevent me from walking, ached wearily at every change of the weather.  And a dull, throbbing irritation in my shoulder is a constant reminder to me of the blazing desert of Afghanistan, the bravery of those brigadiers, and the sanctity of life.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER LII: FROM BAKER TO BERNER AND BACK: The Unveiling II 
 
      
 
    15 April, 1891.  221B Baker Street 
 
      
 
    It was on the day after the remarkable experience which I have recorded, when Mr. Lestrade, of Scotland Yard, very solemn and impressive, was ushered into the modest sitting-room shortly after my own arrival that morning, while Holmes was sitting in his old velvet armchair having some indoor revolver practice, much to the consternation of Mrs. Hudson.  Lestrade had come to the agency office to learn exactly how Holmes had seen through the gang’s activities, and in so doing, had unmasked Jack the Ripper, or more appropriately, Jacks the Ripper, during his supreme moment at the men’s club, where he had, in his words ‘brought the Baker to the Berner.’  
 
      
 
    ‘You’ve shown me the value of good marksmanship in our trade, Watson,’ said Holmes between shots.  ‘Your ability to precisely place the bullet into Kozebrodski’s leg, thus incapacitating him without killing him was a stroke of genius.  Thanks to your quick thinking and precision, he will live to see his day in the dock and likely face the scaffold alongside Friedman, as is right and just.  A swift death was, in my opinion, too good for the likes of Diemschutz, whom with his diabolical cleverness I’ve sized up as the mastermind of the group, and its primary murderer, degraded into moral retrogression by his drug and absinthe use, as well as a rare form of insanity that allowed him to maintain a mask of normalcy and sanity that had us all fooled for years.’  
 
      
 
    I hadn’t the heart to admit to Holmes that it had been my full intention to kill the scoundrel at the time, but I had missed my mark. 
 
      
 
    When Mrs. Hudson showed Lestrade into the room, it was foul with the acrid smell of gunpowder.   
 
      
 
    ‘Well well, Inspector, I had imagined we’d be seeing you to-day,’ said Holmes, setting down the smoking pistol beside the new case of Boxer cartridges. 
 
      
 
    ‘Learning to shoot, are we Holmes?’ asked Lestrade.  ‘I see that’s a Webley .440 you’re using.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Actually Inspector, it’s an Eley’s Number Two.  Watson’s old service revolver.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Sorry Holmes, this time I am sure you are wrong.  Eley’s is a manufacturer of cartridges.  They don’t make pistols.  At least you have the “Number Two” right though.  But it is a Webley’s Number Two.  They call it the “British Bulldog.” Trust me on this Holmes.  I know my weapons.’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes checked the manufacturer’s mark located on the lower left side of the frame and saw the Webley Patents trademark stamped in an oval-shaped pattern around the Mark II imprint, and was forced to admit that Lestrade had, for once, been right.  But not one to concede defeat gracefully, Holmes added, ‘Do not be overly proud of that fact, Inspector.  We all know that even a broken clock is correct two times a day.’106 
 
      
 
    ‘I’d like to think it happens just a bit more frequently than that for me.  Leastwise where it concerns pistols and rifles.  I rather fancy myself a bit of a marksman, I do,’ said Lestrade gamely. 
 
      
 
    Offering him the still-smoking revolver, Holmes said, ‘Please Inspector, do be my guest.’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes had adorned the wall opposite, which had formerly been completely covered in news clippings, with a patriotic V.R. done in bullet pocks.  In my opinion, neither the atmosphere nor the appearance of our room had been improved by it. 
 
      
 
    ‘I prefer to do my shooting out-of-doors, thank you very much,’ was Lestrade’s reply. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m sure you are here for the details of how we were able to simultaneously bring the D--- matter and the so-called Ripper affair to a shared conclusion yesterday.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, you are correct on that point, Holmes, though I am reluctant to accept that there was no little luck involved in arriving at your solutions,’ said the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    ‘Of course you are, Lestrade.  Of course you are.  But none the less, I think you should take careful note of all the steps that were followed in the two investigations, lest you forget some of them when you are recounting your brave exploits to the Home Office and the press.’ 
 
      
 
    Lestrade’s face lit up with the realisation that Holmes was once again going to allow him to take the credit for the results of his own brilliant powers of deduction and brave actions.  Little was it known to Lestrade or myself that he would only receive accolades for the solution of the murder of Sir Philip Rose, and none of the rest. 
 
      
 
    Holmes twisted himself round upon the armchair to get a fairer view of the man's excited face. 
 
      
 
    ‘So, if I am to understand, you don’t want your name to appear?’ asked Lestrade anxiously. 
 
      
 
    ‘Not at all.  The work of ending that fiend’s reign of terror was its own reward.  Perhaps my part in the affair shall also become known at some distant date, when I permit my zealous historian to lay out his foolscap once more -- eh, Watson? Well, now, let us see how I found where these rats had been lurking.  The first stage of the affair might be surmised without any great breach of probability, yet, as astute an observer of fact that I know you to be, Inspector, I am sure that there are some small details of my method that have perhaps eluded you.  And so I shall explain to you those clues that led me back to Forty Berner Street, and to the men responsible being charged or paying a much greater price for their foul deeds.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I would enjoy hearing the tale, Mr. Holmes.  Please do tell.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Very well, Inspector.  To begin, there was some credence that could be given to the police theory that the killer might have been Druitt, but that was put to bed when he committed suicide in November of ‘88, yet the series of murders continued, although some in the force, however, are still so absurdly positive upon the subject that it is hopeless to argue with them.  As you now know, I was concurrently working on another investigation into the blackmailing of D---, the details of which kept intertwining with those of the Whitechapel murders.  I had developed a very strong hypothesis on the killers’ identity, but it was only solidified when I re-read statements that Diemschutz and Kozebrodski made to the press and realised exactly when they had been given.  I went back over the records and it finally dawned upon me that they knew crucial details two days sooner than they should possibly have been able to do.  That prompted me to obtain samples of their finger-marks through trickery, and by scientific comparison to those of the blackmail letters and a certain glass I had collected in another instance, I was able to draw my conclusions with absolute certainty.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Finger-marks obtained by trickery?  Well... you must excuse us police for feeling sore when you jump in with methods we cannot use.  But your story is fascinating, Holmes.  Please continue,’ said Lestrade, as he and I sat enrapt by Holmes’ account. 
 
      
 
    ‘Certainly, Inspector.  The first clue I obtained in the case was the pearl in Buck’s Row that you so imprudently refused to consider as possible evidence.’  At this, the Inspector bristled, but Holmes continued on as though he had not observed it.  ‘That pearl, an imitation of the type sold cheaply in markets, was just the sort of trinket that might catch a woman’s eye, and possibly tempt her to drop her defences momentarily.  And so, a connection to costume jewellery was established in my mind and filed away for future consideration.  As you’ll recall, what had to have been costume jewellery came up later in eye-witness descriptions of the Whitechapel murderer, and it was subsequently confirmed by me and Watson during an adventure at the Ten Bells.  I knew that the jewellery he had been seen wearing must be imitation, for no man could long survive the streets of the East-end, with all its fogle-hunters, garrotters and bonnet-men wearing a thick gold watch chain and a large red jewel if theywere the real thing.’107 
 
      
 
    ‘I am following, Holmes,’ said Lestrade. 
 
      
 
    ‘Next came the intelligence gathered by further observation of the goings-on at The Ten Bells, which not only gained me first-hand knowledge of the killer’s appearance, but also the likelihood of him being of Jewish extraction and somehow connected with the manufacture or sale of costume jewellery, which I believed was what he was using to tempt the unfortunates and lure them to their deaths.  I shall forever regret failing to make that connection when Diemschutz mentioned at the Elizabeth Stride inquest that, besides serving as steward of the International Working Men’s Educational Club, he was also a seller of costume jewellery at the market in Westow Hill, Crystal Palace.  Those facts alone should have raised an eyebrow, at the very least, in light of our monster’s description and what we eventually found Tabram was seeking to purchase shortly before her death.  And that Annie Chapman was also known to sell costume jewellery and trinkets to earn her doss.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Well, you weren’t present at that inquest, and you eventually did unravel it, Holmes; the case may even have turned upon that fact,’ I said, attempting to ease his obviously troubled conscience. 
 
      
 
    ‘Indeed it did, at least in part, Watson,’ he sighed with sadness in his voice. 
 
      
 
    ‘No need to wallow in regret, Holmes,’ said the Inspector.  ‘It eventually came to you, and thanks be to God that it did.  But please, go on with your explanation.  What was it you said about Tabram’s activities before she was killed?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Shopping for trinkets and costume jewellery to be resold in lieu of earning her doss through promiscuity.  I also found that Annie Chapman bought and resold trinkets and keychains as well.  But I shall get to that soon enough.  The next elements that helped me in the identification of our monster were the finger marks on the glass I secreted from the Ten Bells.  Although they could not yet lead me directly to my quarry, they did however confirm that the Whitechapel killer, the D--- blackmailer and, by simple deductive reasoning, Sir Phillip’s murderer were one in the same.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Remarkable, Holmes.  Simply remarkable,’ said I. 
 
      
 
    ‘Next came the anagram,’ said Holmes, which induced puzzled looks on the faces of the Inspector and myself. 
 
      
 
    ‘Anagram?’ we both asked simultaneously. 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, although I needed the letters of the culprits’ names in order to be able to unscramble it.  I had tried a huge number of permutations, but it never gave me anything of any real significance in unmasking the monster.  Until I began to see inconsistencies in Diemschutz’ account of the night he supposedly found the body of Long Liz in front of the club, which cast my initial suspicion upon him and the others.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I interviewed him myself, Holmes.  To what inconsistencies do you refer?’ asked the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    ‘Almost too many to mention, although most of them did not become clear to me until after the three men had been arrested two years later for a completely unrelated violent crime in Berner Street, with its connections to the Duke Street synagogue, the beating of a policeman upon the very spot where Elizabeth Stride had been killed six months before, and the very house outside which was scrawled the Goulston Street graffito.  But the “inconsistencies” as you refer to them, were considerable.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Let’s have a few of them, then.  Is there any point of weakness in my handling of the investigation to which you would wish to draw my attention?’ asked Lestrade anxiously. 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, to begin with, there was the curious incident of the continuous unruliness of his pony in Berner Street, after initially shying and then starting upon the finding of the body, which hampered your ability to properly conduct the examination of thatbody nearby.’  
 
      
 
    ‘The pony did no such thing, nor did its actions in any way interfere with our ability to inspect the body,’ replied the Inspector defiantly.  ‘In fact, it stood there all night, cool as you like, even with the confusion and havoc going on all round it.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘That was the curious incident, Inspector,’ remarked Holmes.  ‘According to my good friend Doctor West, a pony that had started at the very sight of a dead body -- in the pitch black of Berner Street at one a.m. no less -- would not have stood by calmly as its master left it without human control while he cursorily examined the body, and then left it completely alone beside that same dead body while he supposedly went inside to fetch help -- for a woman he wasn’t even sure was drunk or dead, and by his own admission hadn’t bothered to check.  And let us not forget that in another telling of his story, he claimed not to have told his “delicate flower” of a wife of the woman’s condition in order to avoid upsetting her.  In the first version, he said he did not know at the time, and so was unable to tell those inside the clubhouse of the woman’s actual condition.  Which begs the question, why did he not at least check to see if he could revive her before leaving her alone outside beside the hooves of a frightened, untethered animal that would likely do her harm or bolt if the first part of his story were actually true?  Which of course, it isn’t.  Not a word of it.  Touch him where you would, Inspector, he proves to be false at every turn.’  
 
      
 
    ‘Well it made perfect sense at the time!’ insisted Lestrade, defending his own actions that night. 
 
      
 
    ‘No doubt, to a man unfamiliar with the habits of horses and ponies it might have done.  But, as Doctor West -- a consummate horseman -- says, any pony that goes to market and is constantly surrounded by throngs of merchants and buyers all day long would be very unlikely to shy at the sight -- if indeed it could see -- of a woman who had been dead for such a short time that she was still warm when PC Lamb checked her no longer than twenty minutes later.  You saw for yourself the pony’s calm demeanour in the midst of the mayhem in that yard.  It just doesn’t hang together Lestrade.  Nor does his apparent concern at the time for his wife’s “delicate constitution,” which was not the case when she used a weapon to attack an officer attempting to subdue her husband during the Socialist riot at the club less than six months later, and that you saw disproven first-hand when she assaulted Watson bodily yesterday afternoon in Berner Street.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Alright, Holmes, let’s assume you have that part right.  Exactly how can you account for the second of the two “Double Event” murders taking place at the very time Diemschutz was under extremely close police observation by myself and others?’ asked the Inspector with a challenging tone. 
 
      
 
    ‘That, I will own, was a vexatious problem, and it took a very close re-analysis of the time-line of events that night, and left me stumped initially, I’ll admit.  But after I took another good look at the police reports of the night, and with the benefit of hindsight, a great many disconnected points became at once a connected whole, and I realised exactly how it was done,’ said Holmes, with a far-off look in his eye.  
 
      
 
    We looked on raptly intent while Sherlock Holmes went through the business of lighting his pipe with a hot coal from the fireplace.  We had waited for some few minutes, in hopes that Holmes would volunteer a narration on the subject.  But he did not seem inclined to speak; instead, he sat quietly smoking his pipe, apparently absorbed in the contemplation of its well-coloured bowl.  It was evident that he required to be stimulated into talking by coaxing and questioning.  ‘Pray tell, Detective,’ replied Lestrade, sub-consciously having promoted my friend in his own mind.   
 
      
 
    ‘Once I -- re-examined the police reports -- and newspaper accounts of the crime -- I knew there was a way that the killer -- or should I say “killers” -- could have done it,’ he said, breaking up his observation into little pieces, as it were, by the interjection of puffs from his pipe. 
 
      
 
    ‘And how was that, Mister Holmes?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Diemschutz must have arrived at the club-house much earlier than the exact one o’clock hour that he was so adamant to endorse in his various interviews.  Although he said he was returning home from his work-day in the market at exactly that time, in reality I’d say it was much closer to 12:40 when he arrived there for the first time that night, and it took him less than half an hour in toto from the initial selection of the victim at 12:30 to the kill at 12:45 and then to the supposed “finding” of the body at approximately 12:50.  Rather than arriving home at exactly one after returning from the market, he was more likely out on the prowl starting at about midnight for the first victim of the “Double Event” he had planned for some time, and that he had warned you about in the so-called “Dear Boss” letter and “Saucy Jacky” postcard that he must have mailed days before the murders.  I would put the actual time of his first arrival at the club-house with Stride much closer to 12:40 a.m.  At about midnight, I believe he’d have left his pony and trap tied up in front of the Board School in Batty Street, and not in the spot in Dutfield’s Yard where police found it untethered when they arrived.  He would have then proceeded to walk north just up the road from Batty to Commercial Road, where he eventually encountered Stride somewhere in that road, or even as far as the Whitechapel Road, then convinced her to walk with him back towards the club house.  Depending on which direction they were coming from, they would have then turned left or right into Berner Street.  But because H-Division Police Constable William Smith noted a man of Diemschutz’ exact description carrying a parcel of some sort speaking to the victim on the east side of the road -- just a few yards south of the Commercial Road -- at about 12:35, I would deduce it more likely that they were walking westward on Commercial.  He may then have made a quick trip to the club on foot to advise his accomplices that he had found a victim, possibly being spotted by a Mrs. Mortimer, 108 and then returned to the corner where, again, a man of his description was seen speaking to Stride by at least two other witnesses.  In either case, Diemschutz managed to convince Stride to continue walking with him for an assignation within the club’s yard.  He may have done that by promising to give her grapes and cachous he had purchased earlier in the market at Westow Hill – if in fact he even actually went to that market that day as he stated.  It would seem to me that he may not have gone there at all, for the Jewish Sabbath begins at nightfall on Friday and lasts until nightfall on Saturday.  In practical terms, the Sabbath starts a few minutes before sunset on Friday and runs until an hour after sunset on Saturday, so it lasts about twenty-five hours.  In order to avoid work and to ensure that the Sabbath is special, all chores like shopping, cleaning and cooking for the Sabbath must be finished before sunset on Friday.  Thus, it doesn’t seem at all truthful that someone as devout as Diemschutz would have us believe him to be would make it his habit to go to work on a Saturday.  He may instead have taken a stroll with his wife earlier in the evening before dark and bought his grapes from a man we interviewed named Packer that owned a grocery at 44 Berner.’  
 
      
 
    ‘Packer’s story was too unreliable for us to even have called him to testify at the inquest.  Between the 30th of September and the 2nd of October, he went from telling us he’d seen no one of interest on the night to telling you he sold grapes to a man and a woman round about eleven p.m.,’ said Lestrade. 
 
      
 
    As I said, Inspector, he may have got them from Packer and he may have gotten them at the Westow market -- it’s really quite irrelevant, although Packer’s description of the man who bought the grapes fits Diemschutz so well, I have to at least consider it a possibility.  In any case, we know that Stride was found with a packet of cachous in her hand, and evidence that grapes had also been dropped near her body during the murder was eventually found, but not until two full days later, when Watson and I happened upon the bloodied grape stems in the gutter.  That leads me to my irrefutable proof that both men had guilty knowledge of one of those items that they could not possibly have known about the following morning if they were truly innocent of any wrongdoing.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘How can you draw that conclusion, Holmes?’ asked Lestrade. 
 
      
 
    ‘Elementary, Inspector.  You see, it wasn’t until Tuesday morning, the second of September that Watson and I discovered the blood-caked grape stems in the gutter at Dutfield’s Yard and turned them over to Inspector Reid.  You may recall that they even became a point of contention at the inquest, with Doctor Phillips twice denying he had seen any grapes, although the Coroner insisted upon re-confirming that fact with him a second and third time with the knowledge of what Watson and I had found washed into the drain along with the victim’s blood.  And the good doctor did eventually confirm the stains of grape juice upon the larger of Stride’s two handkerchiefs.’   
 
      
 
    Holmes left that statement hanging in the air, smiled and waited for its implication to dawn upon the Inspector.  When it did not, he continued to explain.  ‘When I went back and reviewed the statements made by Diemschutz and Kozebrodski in interviews that appeared in the Daily News of October the first, 1888 -- one day after the murder, I saw their mistake.  They talked about Doctor Phillips finding cachous and grapes in the victim’s hands, although he only found the former at the time of his initial examination in Dutfield’s Yard.  The grapes had yet to be discovered by Watson and me the following day!  So, this was indeed a bad slip, and when I finally saw it, their stories began to fall to the ground.  Nearly delirious with joy over this finding, I went back over the records of Stride’s inquest.  I could find no mention anywhere in Doctor Blackwell’s report about grapes, and in Doctor Phillips’ report, there is a mention of his having found the stains of fruit upon the larger of her two handkerchiefs, but he specifically stated, “Neither on the hands nor about the body of the deceased did I find grapes, or connection with them.” And further, when asked by the Coroner at the inquest “Did you perceive any grapes near the body in the yard?” he answered “No.”  Then, when the Coroner asked “Did you hear any person say that they had seen grapes there?” he answered emphatically, and I quote, “I did not.”’109 
 
      
 
    ‘But as you said yourself, Holmes, no actual grapes were ever found in the woman’s stomach, only perhaps the juice of grapes upon her handkerchief.  Had she truly been given grapes as you assert, surely Doctor Phillips would have found their rinds in her stomach,’ contended Lestrade. 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, one would certainly assume that, if they did not know that Elizabeth Stride was missing every single tooth of her lower jaw.  Thus, the eating of grapes would be best accomplished by squeezing the juice from the fruit between the tongue and palate, then spitting out the rind to avoid choking on it and wiping the juice from one’s mouth using a handkerchief,’ answered Sherlock Holmes. 
 
      
 
    ‘And let me ask you another question, Inspector.  Exactly how was Annie Chapman dressed when she was found murdered and dismembered in Hanbury Street?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Well… I can’t exactly say, Mister Holmes.  I mean... she was mostly undressed.  And the clothes that were there were quite torn to shreds and drenched in blood,’ answered Lestrade. 
 
      
 
    ‘Exactly, Inspector.  So please explain to me how Mr. Louis Diemschutz knew more upon the subject than either of us.  Listen to what he told the London Morning Advertiser on the first of October, 1888 – the morning after the murder:’ 
 
      
 
    ‘She was a little better dressed, I should say, then the woman who was last murdered.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘…which begs the question, Inspector; exactly how did Louis Diemschutz know better than you, who arrived on the scene after the woman was dead, and saw her with your own eyes, yet neither you nor any other police or medical official can now say with any certainty even what precisely she was wearing, let alone that her mode of dressing was worse than the way Stride had been dressed, or better for that matter?  Or did he mean that she was dressed at all, and that the other woman’s clothing had been considerably more in disarray?’  In either case, Inspector, exactly how did he know?’110 
 
      
 
    Both Lestrade and I had a multitude of questions for Holmes upon these details, but he elected to go on with his point-by-point explanation. 
 
      
 
    ‘I believe he and Stride would have walked together back to the club, where Kozebrodski stood waiting, hidden in the dark of Dutfield’s Yard, and where Friedman stood on the street opposite the club, waiting to follow them and stand guard.  Once the couple arrived, Stride began to have second thoughts about going inside, and walked past the club and down Fairclough to the Board School, where a couple of their description was seen talking, and the woman was noted as saying something along the lines of, “No.  Not tonight.  Perhaps some other night.”  However, it seems that Diemschutz convinced her to return with him by finally giving her the cachous and grapes he had used earlier to tempt the poor, half-starved woman.  But when she began to once again resist his advances upon arriving back at the club, Diemschutz was seen pulling her into the street and then shoving her through the gateway by witness Israel Schwartz, who happened upon the scene as he walked down Berner Street on his way home.  Schwartz reluctantly came to the woman’s assistance, only to be confronted by Friedman, who during the onset of the attack had been up to that point standing just across the road watching, calmly lighting his pipe.  But due to his vantage point, it would appear that Diemschutz spotted the unwelcome interloper before Friedman could, and so shouted a coded warning of “Lipski!” to alert his accomplice, who proceeded to intimidate the witness, then to chase him away as far as the railway arch at Pinchin Street.  And because Diemschutz had no way of knowing whether or not Schwartz had sounded the alarm, they were unable to finish the mutilations they planned.  I find it ironic that some of you men of the police believe that Stride was not mutilated because the murderer was interrupted, but that they believe it was Diemschutz who interrupted him as he returned from the market.  Instead, I quite agree that the murderers were in fact prevented from completing their intended work, but since we know that it was Israel Schwartz that did the interrupting, why then the prevailing theory within the force that it was Diemschutz that surprised them mid-murder?  Even if one does not believe that my theory rings true, why do so many disregard the fact that the murderer absolutely knew he had been spotted in the act -- he shouted “Lipski!” after all -- and would certainly have panicked; Diemschutz could not have communicated with Friedman about the witness, and would have had to wait for his accomplice to return from chasing him away to advise him of his ability to silence Schwartz.  Thus, he would have done only what was necessary to kill Stride before he ran off back to the Board School for his horse and cart while Kozebrodski went back inside the club, and Friedman did the same, or more likely went directly to Mitre Square in search of the second martyr for their so-called “Double Event.”  In any case, by 12:50, Diemschutz would be driving up to the gateway of the International Working Men’s Club for the second time of the night to begin Act II of the charade.’ 
 
      
 
    We stood in amazement, struggling to comprehend the complexity of the plot Holmes was detailing. 
 
      
 
    ‘Knowing then that these had to be the killers, I must discern how the second murder in Mitre Square could have been accomplished, while it would have been nearly impossible for Diemschutz to slip away, even amid all of the confusion of the scene, which has been well documented by PC Lamb and Inspector Reid.  For this, I turned once again to the statements given by Diemschutz, Kozebrodski and others regarding whom did what and when they did it, just after the supposed “discovery” of Stride’s body by Diemschutz.  In those statements, as well as all of the police reports, there are multiple somewhat conflicting accounts of Kozebrodski’s actions immediately upon exiting the club and examining the body, most notably, the striking of a match that seems to have been done by three different people at three different times, depending upon whose account you rely, exactly where he went immediately afterwards, and exactly when he was documented as being seen back at the club.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes,’ said Lestrade, ‘he ran for the police, and was one of two men who found PC Lamb and told him of the murder.  He told me so himself, if I remember correctly’ 
 
      
 
    ‘It is true that, according to him and Friedman -- now a known confederate of the pair -- he was one of those men, which gave you a certain conviction as to the real facts.  But I find no evidence in any of the reports to support that claim, nor any evidence that Kozebrodski immediately returned to Dutfield’s Yard after supposedly notifying the constable, even if he was one of those men that found him in Commercial Road and told him of the murder, which I do not for a minute believe he was.’ 
 
      
 
    After some careful thought, Lestrade told Holmes that he remembered meeting and interviewing the eighteen-year-old with the other twenty-seven men that had been sequestered and detained when the scene was locked down immediately upon the arrival of PC Smith at 01:05 a.m. 
 
      
 
    ‘And can you be sure of that, Inspector?’ enquired Holmes. 
 
      
 
    ‘Most certainly, I have it here in my own writing.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘And would you mind telling me at what time that particular interview would have been conducted by your good self, Inspector?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, I was there until half four, but it says here that I personally interviewed him at 03:15 a.m.  And some of the officers stayed until after five o’clock, I’m told.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Then it all fits!’ exclaimed Holmes joyously, springing from his chair with an exclamation of delight.  ‘The last link has been confirmed!’ he cried, exultantly.  ‘My case is indeed complete.’  
 
      
 
    ‘What fits?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘It has become obvious to me that when Kozebrodski ran off, ostensibly to seek help, he never found any policeman.  Rather, he just kept running all the way to Mitre Square -- only six-tenths of a mile from Berner Street, and which took Watson and me just fifteen minutes to walk at a leisurely pace -- where he encountered and killed Catherine Eddowes.  Most likely with the assistance of Friedman, who was obviously the lookout man seen smoking in the street and who subsequently chased witness Schwartz to the railway arch before heading to Mitre Square in search of a second victim for young Kozebrodski to slay.  If there were any doubt as to the identity of the second murderer, it was dispelled once I realised that his signature is quite literally all over the crime he committed.  Here, have a look for yourself.’ 
 
      
 
    At this point Holmes brought out the mortuary photograph of Mitre Square victim Catherine Eddowes’ face taken by Doctor Frederick Gordon Brown at Golden Lane and handed it to the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    ‘I would have thought that with your well-trained eye, Inspector, you’d have noticed the initials “I” and “K” quite plainly carved over each eye and the mouth, if not before your arrest of Isaac Kozebrodski, then most certainly afterwards.  All one needs do is to imagine kneeling at the right side beside the woman, looking at her head from a horizontal perspective, as Doctor Brown has surmised the killer did, and it’s quite plain to see.  Even his middle initial “M” can be seen upon her chin, although I’m not entirely convinced that its placement there was intentional.  And to think, I initially suspected the symbols were meant to represent the number 666 in Roman numerals.  Well, perhaps they did, and if so, I’m not sure the killer even knew who was guiding his hand.’ 
 
      
 
    At this, Inspector Lestrade turned the photograph sideways and squinted as he examined the vertical slices and inverted Vees that had been cut into the victim’s face.  He appeared to be tracing out the letters with his finger and muttering something akin to reluctant acknowledgement as he revolved this new information round his brain.  His less than stellar intellect was being taxed to its fullest capacity by Holmes’ point-by-point dissertation. 
 
      
 
    ‘It is possible, I suppose, but what makes you so sure it wasn’t Friedman what did Mitre Square?’ asked Lestrade. 
 
      
 
    ‘My dear Inspector, have you not yet made the inference from the two knives used on Martha Tabram -- one six-inch and one nine-inch, the fact that Kozebrodski was brandishing a six-inch “Jack” knife while Diemschutz attacked me with a nine-inch dagger, and the fact that, according to the doctors, Stride was killed with only a nine while Eddowes was killed with just a six-inch blade?  Aha!  You’re seeing it now, are you?  It has become plain to me that Friedman was merely the muscle called in when the need arose for a man to stand guard, and we know he did so on at least three occasions.  The first is corroborated by the testimony of Emma Smith, given to the police in the days between her attack in Brick Lane and her subsequent death.  This solidifies that young Isaac is our Mitre Square murderer, and the one that most enjoyed his macabre and heinous work.  And I have every reason to believe that he did so at the order of Diemschutz, who wanted to use that second, almost simultaneous murder to establish an iron-clad alibi for himself, because he was at that very moment under the eyes of all the policemen involved in the previous Whitechapel murder investigations, just as another was being committed in another area of the East-end.  And, quite probably, in order to keep his promise of a “Double Event” as had been specified in the letter he sent you days before, and taunted you about with the Saucy Jacky postcard.  I would imagine the quiet conversation between Diemschutz and Kozebrodski at the door of the club probably went something along the lines of “I’ve done mine.  Now go do yours,” at which point Kozebrodski ran out the door and did not return until his part of the evil deed was done.  Then, while his confederates ran outside to put on a great show of calling for help, Diemschutz, possibly with the assistance of his wife, could have easily gone to his bedroom to wash off his hands and change out of any bloody clothing before going back out to the yard to continue the charade, telling his planned story with hypocritical grief.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I find it hard enough to tackle facts without flying away after fancies and theories.  And that is quite a far-fetched theory you have devised, Mr. Holmes.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Far-fetched as you might find it, Inspector, it is none the less exactly what must have occurred.  Inexperienced and foolish people may jeer, but they will find it easier to do so than to refute the evidence I have gathered.  Perhaps this will make it more definite -- let us examine the graffito found later in Goulston Street, along with a piece of Eddowes’ apron that verifies, in my opinion, its having been left by the killer, as was its intention.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘But we don’t know exactly what that graffito said, Mr. Holmes,’ answered Lestrade. 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, perhaps you don’t, Inspector.  But on the other hand, one of your officers who wishes to remain anonymous, had the foresight to record exactly what was written upon that wall, misspelled as it was, and he gave it to me, knowing it had become something of a political hot-potato within the force.  And so, with the certainty that it had to have been placed there by Kozebrodski in order to leave a false scent for the police, I can further deduce that he did it to add to the iron-clad alibi he had created for Diemschutz -- and himself -- with the killing in Mitre Square.  It is my opinion that he left that message, if for no other reason, for self-preservation; if Diemschutz were to go down, Kozebrodski would also be aboard that sinking ship.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘But how can you know the message was left by Kozebrodski, exactly?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘By the hidden content of the message, which had to have been devised by Diemschutz himself in some sort of cat-and-mouse tribute to the cryptic Rache graffito we all saw in Lauriston Garden.  And as you know, Inspector, Watson had described that message, written in blood, in his dramatization of A Study in Scarlet, which had been published just the year before, with some degree of popularity.  I believe that Diemschutz had read that account, and modelled his own graffito upon it, with the particular intent of outsmarting me, as he, unbeknownst to me, had been fully aware I was on his trail for the Rose murder and D--- blackmailing for quite some time.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I must confess, Holmes, I didn’t read the story.’ And with this he turned and gave me a somewhat apologetic shrug of his shoulders.  ‘But I do remember that the Rache message held a hidden meaning,’ admitted Lestrade. 
 
      
 
    ‘Indeed it did, Inspector.  As did the graffito in Goulston Street, placed in a conspicuous location five minutes’ walk from Mitre Square that would suggest the killer ran in a direction opposite the route he actually took back to the Men’s Club, in order to confuse the police.  But the message it held, with its glaring, yet apparently unintended spelling errors and cryptic statement, were actually a carefully-designed ruse to display the superior intellect of our monster.’  
 
      
 
    ‘I’m afraid I will need clarification upon that point,’ demanded Lestrade, and I must admit, I too was extremely curious to find out for myself what my friend had found hidden in those words. 
 
      
 
    ‘As you wish.  I shall lay the proofs before your eyes, but it would be better to show you, rather than try to explain.  Watson, if you will be good enough to bring me some paper and a pen, I will make it plain to you both.’ 
 
      
 
    I went to the desk and returned as quickly as I could, handing Holmes the items he had requested.  Holmes then proceeded to write: 
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    upon the paper in the exact manner PC Rumbelowe had recorded it from the wall in Goulston Street, with the exception of the addition of one “s” to the word “Juews,”which he explained was necessary to his solution, and that he believed that the killer omitted in his haste to escape the scene of the crime.111 Then, systematically crossing out each letter in the revised message and putting them down below the original message in a different sequence until none were left, he had rearranged the letters to read, 
 
      
 
    That bent whore be filth, not the Jew men LD, Isaac nor Samuel 
 
      
 
    ‘Or,’ said Holmes, ‘if you prefer…’ as he wrote out another alternative version of the message. 
 
      
 
    That whore be the filth.  Jew men LD, Isaac nor Samuel not bent 
 
      
 
    ‘Personally, I believe the first is the correct interpretation, but the capital letters in the original as written in Goulston Street correspond perfectly with either version -- the two things are not far apart, however, and very easily slide into each other.  Take your pick, Inspector.’  
 
      
 
    This left Lestrade and me dumbfounded, and after double-checking the accuracy of Holmes’ rearrangement of all the letters, the Inspector plumped down into his chair with an air of resignation.  As he did, Holmes gave an exclamation of satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    ‘But what of the “Dear Boss” letter and the postcard?’ asked the Inspector.  ‘We know the “From Hell” letter is authentic because of the piece of the woman’s kidney that it came with, and so -- thanks to your own analysis of the handwriting -- we also know they could not have been written by the same man.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘They weren’t.  You see, Kozebrodski wrote “From Hell,” probably under dictation from Diemschutz, who may have been paraphrasing Moby Dick,112 and with his poor grasp of English, the letter evidenced having been written by an illiterate, though he may have had some help with the spelling of “knif” and other words.  I saw an identical misspelling of the word “preserved” in one of Diemschutz’ blackmail letters to D---.  But Diemschutz, with his much stronger grasp of the Queen’s English, must have written the “Dear Boss” and “Saucy Jack” messages himself, or perhaps one or the other was written by Friedman under his direction.  The postal codes even match up with one coming from the vicinity of Bethnal Green, where Kozebrodski and Friedman both lived, and the other two originating near Berner Street.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Your explanation is becoming somewhat more credible, Mister Holmes, but how then do you theorise that Kozebrodski got back into the yard without any of us noticing him?  We had the place locked down tight, and he’d have been drenched in blood.’   
 
      
 
    ‘Simple, Inspector.  According to all accounts, the place was sheer Bedlam, and the few officers on hand had much more to attend to than endeavouring to ascertain the whereabouts of a man that none of them even knew existed at that point.  We must also consider that you were all looking to prevent people from breaking out of the scene, not into it.  And as for him being conspicuously drenched in Eddowes’ blood, you may recall Doctor Phillips’ report, in which the doctor mentions three times that he did not expect there to be much blood at all on the killer.  But in any case, by the time Kozebrodski slipped back into the Men’s Club after a short run of less than half a mile from Goulston Street, probably through an open rear window, he had likely already cleaned himself of all traces of blood and changed his clothing.  If not, he could have easily done that undetected upstairs after your men had cleared the room and shut the door.  From there, it would have been simple measure to sneak down the stairs to join the group at an opportune moment when no one was looking his way.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Of course, all of this should have occurred to me on the day we found the grape stems in Dutfield’s Yard, and again when the three men were arrested as aggressors in the row after the riot in March of ’89.  But for whatever reason, I was not able to collate all of the data until after the Coles murder in mid-February, and it took me more time yet to confirm all of my suspicions.  If only I’d have noticed sooner, as many as seven women would still be alive to-day,’ said Holmes, not without some little grief in his voice.  I looked down at the floor in order to avoid making the moment any harder for my friend.  I knew that the death of Mary Jane Kelly had troubled him the most, having saved her once from the fiend’s clutches, yet failing to prevent the horrific torture and dismemberment she had eventually suffered exactly one month to the day later. 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, there were other clues that pointed at Diemschutz and Kozebrodski; two of our Jacks.  But every good deck of cards needs four Jacks, Inspector.  I can imagine Diemschutz thinking of himself as the Jack of Hearts, with Kozebrodski playing the Jack of Spades -- knives.  Who were the other two, then?  We know Friedman was the third -- the Jack of Clubs -- and the fourth could have been other club members Morris Eagle or William Wess, though it would not appear to be so.  But was there another man funding the operation and pulling the strings behind the scenes?  I know of one prominent Anarchist, also a very wealthy, powerful and ruthless member of the second-highest level of Russian aristocracy who was imprisoned in his own country in 1874 and again in France from 1882 until 1886, then later exiled from Switzerland due to his suspected part in the organization of political assassinations and subversive activities.  This man, a Russian prince, recently visited the IWMEC -- itself a storm-centre of anti-English sentiment.  And while he was there along with the famous Socialist author Stepniak, he strongly suggested that the club’s members return with him to Russia forthwith.113 Could he be the fourth Jack – the Jack of Diamonds? -- or perhaps the King, to Mrs. Diemschutz’ Queen?  Knowing his character as I do now, I can imagine Diemschutz viewing everyone involved as representing another playing card in his grand game, with Inspector Reid and George Lusk -- or possibly even myself -- playing the part of Jokers in his mind.  And let us consider the fact that not only did the murders stop completely after Prince Pyotr Alexeyevich Kropotkin’s visit to the club last November, they also stopped during the three months that Diemschutz was in gaol for the assaults on PC’s Frost and Harris during the socialist riot at the Men’s Club back in ’89.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘That could have been pure co-incidence,’ cried Lestrade.  
 
      
 
    ‘Perhaps… if the killings had not resumed just eighteen days after his release with the murder of “Clay Pipe” Alice Mackenzie.  Watson has seen me miss my mark before, Inspector, but never on this scale.  I normally have a keen instinct for the observation of such trifles, and yet it has in this case played me false.  And as a result, more women suffered gruesome deaths in the years that followed.  I have no illusions upon that fact.’  
 
      
 
    ‘Well, it should be of some consolation to you that they were all women of low standing and ill-repute, Holmes, every one of them.  No society ladies, they,’ said Lestrade, by way of trying to make Holmes feel better.  Instead, it had quite the opposite effect on my friend, who seemed struck by the remark. 
 
      
 
    ‘You unutterable fool! How dare you insinuate, nay, blatantly state that the life of an unfortunate has even one iota less worth than that of any other human being, Lestrade?  Every life is sacred, and no man has the right to deprive any other of it in a time of peace without due process of law,’ said Holmes with a passion I had rarely seen from him before or since.   
 
      
 
    ‘No offence, Mr. Holmes.  Some of us just sees it different, that’s all,’ replied Lestrade, without the least bit of offence seemingly taken on his own part, although I have come to notice in the years that have passed since that Lestrade’s grammar has a tendency to revert more towards the inelegant when he is disconcerted for any reason. 
 
      
 
    At that point, Holmes had apparently grown tired of attempting to explain his methods to the Inspector, who had incited his anger with his previous comments. 
 
      
 
    ‘No doubt you have outlined the remainder of the solution in your own mind, Inspector, and so I shall leave it for you to give the full account to Abberline and the rest of your superiors in the Yard.  With all of the evidence you now have to present, there is little doubt that the matter will be referred to the Assizes at Winchester,’ he said.114 
 
      
 
    ‘I am exceedingly obliged to you, Mister Holmes, and in the name of the Force I thank you,’ said the Inspector, as he went to the hallway and put on his hat and coat.  
 
      
 
    ‘One other thing, Lestrade,’ added Holmes, as the Inspector was turning round at the door: ‘I cannot at the moment recall any possible blunder which you have omitted since refusing that pearl on that first morning in Buck’s Row.’  With that Parthian shot,115 he walked out of the room, leaving the two of us open-mouthed behind him. 
 
      
 
     As the door shut behind Lestrade when he left, Holmes came back into the sitting-room, turned to me and said simply,  
 
      
 
     ‘Someday, Watson, the true story may be told.  But for the moment, you may file it away in our archives.’ 
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    “You unutterable fool!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    In the ensuing weeks and years, Holmes clarified more of the details that he had used to expose the killers, some of which he did not discover until long after Diemschutz had been killed and his confederates had been hanged.  Among those details were the two quite different modi operandi noted by Doctor Phillips in his Post-Mortem examinations of the ‘Double Event’ victims that pointed to at least two killers, and in the case of Martha Tabram, two killers at one murder.  Another factor that pointed at the gang in that crime was Tabram’s common-law husband having given her money to buy costume jewellery for resale just three days before she was killed, which led Holmes to believe her supplier had been Diemschutz.  A quick trip into George Street to interview Henry Turner subsequently confirmed those suspicions. 
 
      
 
    Holmes had also determined that Diemschutz had apparently thought so highly of Kozebrodski that he had named his own son Isaac after him, and questioned the curious fact that Kozebrodski was apparently not considered fit to give evidence and so had never been called to testify at the Stride inquest.  So it seemed he had never been seriously considered as a possible witness of any import, let alone a suspect by police.  Holmes told me as well of intelligence that he had gathered of Kozebrodski bragging about his supposedly heroic rÔle in the discovery of Stride’s body, speaking in even more detail at the Blind Beggar pub116near his home in Bethnal Green, mainly while in his cups on various occasions over the following two years, and mostly when curious patrons of the pub would ply him for details of the incident with free drinks.  Kozebrodski had continued to tell everyone about the grapes in each new version of his story, although the ‘sweetmeats’ he had referred to in the fateful Daily News interview had been improved upon to be specified as cachous in subsequent revisions of his tale.  And Holmes had found another odd coincidence – before moving to Christ Church, Mary Kelly had lived for a time within a stone cast from Kozebrodski’s Stepney home.   
 
      
 
    Holmes also noted that, according to his own statement at the Stride inquest, Diemschutz had kept his pony and trap in the George Yard stables. 
 
      
 
    ‘At first, Watson, when I read that statement, my mind was drawn to the connection to George Yard -- the very spot where Tabram had been murdered and just behind where she, Emma Smith, Polly Nichols, Mary Kelly and Rose Mylett had all lived at some point.  But then when I saw that he had been very sure to clarify that it was a different George Yard -- one in Cable Street -- I became less inclined to see that connection.  Perhaps that alone would have been enough for me, but I could not shake the idea from my head that he might have lied about exactly which George Yard it was.  As it turned out, he was telling the truth, or perhaps “half-truth” would be a more accurate description.  For I was able to confirm that a pony named Baron was kept by one “Lewis Dienischitz” in the George Yard stables where Tabram was killed until the eleventh of August, just days after her murder, and that a pony of that same name had been booked into the stables at George Yard-Cable Street a day later by a Louis Diemsschütz.  And those George Yard stables could potentially re-enter the picture as well.  Let’s not forget that the Pinchin Street Torso was eventually found under a railway arch just two streets away from it.  And that same arch was -- quite co-incidentally -- the same spot to which Israel Schwartz, witness to the Liz Stride murder, had been chased away by the clay pipe-smoking man that could only have been Samuel Friedman.’  
 
      
 
    He then pointed out that Stride had been killed at Dutfield’s Yard, St. George’s-in-the-East, and Millwood also lived very close-by George Street, increasing the likelihood of Diemschutz having crossed paths with all of them at some point while stabling his pony.  The ‘From Hell’ letter and the piece of Catherine Eddowes’ kidney was sent not to police, but to a man named George Lusk.  Then there was ‘Clay Pipe’ Alice having been last seen drinking in the George Pub, and being found in the yard of a man named George Clark.  Many of the victims had been taken to the St George Mortuary -- named for the Patron Saint of England.  And, as unlikely as it seemed to be a factor in the mind of the killer, Doctor Phillips and Chief Inspector Abberline both shared the name George as well.  Any or all of this, felt Holmes, could relate back to a possible Diemschutz’ connection to the Russian territory known as Georgia.  And although he could not yet determine the exact connection at the time of the murders, he also felt there was some nexus between Diemschutz and Cooney’s Lodging House, two streets away from George Yard at 55 Flower and Dean Street, where Stride and Kelly had both lived at one time or another.  He further believed that Kelly had also come face-to-face with Kozebrodski for the first time when they had lived so near to each other in Stepney Green, and again more recently in the area of the Men’s Club. 
 
      
 
    Holmes also told of the ‘remarkable co-incidence’ of the murderer having so often been described as being of Jewish extraction, the murder at a Jewish men’s club and the scrawled Goulston message that mentioned ‘Juews’ – plural -- even as it concealed the actual identities of the murderous gang.  And of the fact that Mitre Square was just across the road from the Duke Street Synagogue used by the men of the IWMEC.  There was also the other remarkable co-incidence of Lydia Hart’s bloody clothing from the Pinchin Street Torso Murder having been found in Batty Street, just around the corner from the men’s club in Berner Street three months after the three main suspects had been ‘pinched’ by the police and their leader finally released, and very near the home where a well-known Jewish man had been, in their opinion, falsely accused of murder.  And then there was the story of the strange ‘soldier’ reported by a Mr. Cleary, who seemed to match the description of Louis Diemschutz to the letter.  
 
      
 
    As far as blood evidence went, Holmes had an outlandish theory that the killers were using the blood for some ritualistic purpose he did not wish to fully describe to me. 
 
      
 
    ‘I believe they used it for some specific purpose.  The Medical Examiner had noticed a distinct shortage of the blood one would have expected to find at the Polly Nichols murder scene, and according to Doctor Llewellyn, there was only “just a bit more than enough to fill a wine-glass.”  So where then is the blood, Watson.  What became of it?  And of the missing organs?’  
 
      
 
    Finally, Holmes pointed out to me a number of odd coincidences regarding at least four of the victims having bought hats on the days of their murders, at least two of which could be proven were purchased in Stepney -- the very part of London where Samuel Friedman had worked as a cap-blocker, as well as the fact that Diemschutz’ own wife Sarah was a cap-machinist.  He had also noted a distinct pattern of the absence of any hatpins from the headwear of all victims who were wearing hats at the time of their deaths.  He pointed out that as precious a possession as a new hat would definitely have required the use of such a pin, and the fact that, besides being a necessary accessory in terms of fashion, these pins would also serve as a weapon if its wearer were to find herself in need of self-defence.  In a similar vein, Holmes noted the eyewitness descriptions of the killer had him wearing a very wide variety of hats and caps.  Whom, he wondered, might have access to such a plethora of headwear?  Might not a cap-blocker, cap-machinist, or someone who worked very closely with one? 
 
      
 
    ‘Looking back over the various places I fell short in my examinations, it even appears that Psycho had tried to help me draw that connection in my mind, as well as to draw my attention to Diemschutz’ profession and method of temptation with his cryptic “Juewellery” message,’ said Holmes.  ‘Pity I was unable to decipher it at the time.  I had assumed it made some reference to Jewry as in “Polish or Russian Jewry.”  Thinking back on it, perhaps it did refer to that connotation as well.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘You should not punish yourself, Old Chap,’ said I.  ‘Why should you have lent any credence at all to a message written by an automaton in some sort of parlour trick?  In any case, I read it as well, and saw nothing.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘On the contrary, Watson, you saw everything.  But we both failed, however, to reason from what we read.  You are too timid in drawing your inferences, and apparently continue in your failing to recognise the validity of Psycho’s abilities.  And for my part, I did not deduce what the amazing little oracle was trying to tell me, elementary as it was.   
 
      
 
    ‘In retrospect, Watson, even if I was wrong about the final unscrambling of that graffito, it occurs to me now that one of my earlier permutations of PC Long’s version of the message could have been a veiled reference to the murders of Sir Phillip and his wife.  You may recall five of my anagrammed possibilities: 
 
      
 
    Torment, jest while head-beating the worthful nobleman 
 
    The jestful, head-beating, worthwhile torment nobleman.  
 
    Jest, head beat while tormenting the worthful nobleman 
 
    Jestful torment worthwhile beating the noble head-man 
 
    Beat the head, jest while tormenting worthful nobleman 
 
      
 
    ‘As hard as I tried, I could never decipher the true hidden message, because without the names of the three culprits, there was nothing to cause me to work them into that message.  But once some guilty smell would suggest suspicions of the trio, it was actually quite easy to unscramble the few remaining letters with LD, I-s-a-a-c and S-a-m-u-e-l eliminated from the equation.’ 
 
      
 
    Only a man of Sherlock Holmes’ superior intellect -- and indeed such men were few -- could possibly berate himself for not seeing such a deeply-concealed design. 
 
    ‘How is it then, Holmes, that Diemschutz, Kozebrodski and Friedman were able to go on functioning as apparently normal, law-abiding British subjects during the years that they were carrying out this revolting series of slayings?’ I asked. 
 
      
 
    ‘The short and the long of it is that the three of them were drawn to one another, each in some way subtly mad with the deep power of deception which insane people may have.  I believe they began their criminal confederacy with simple burglaries and robberies, then moved to the Millwood, Wilson and Smith attacks, finally graduating to murder with the execution of the Roses and before beginning the so-called “Ripper” killings.  I believe that once Kozebrodski had tasted blood -- possibly quite literally -- he became the more sadistic of the three, and I believe it was he that committed the worst of the mutilations after Diemschutz had somehow incapacitated them and cut their throats, or in the case of Tabram, stabbed her in the heart -- one of the organs that held particular fascination and significance to him.  Through a few inferences I have gathered which are very distinct, and a few others which represent at least a strong balance of probability, they experienced a moral retrogression, which led them into deeper and deeper depravity in their crimes against women.  Friedman was a minor player, but I believe he was used when the gang required numbers for certain offences of the type I have discovered he had been convicted on the 16th of February 1886; my research into the Warwick County court records uncovered that he was in fact imprisoned at that time on a charge of Indecent Assault.  And I believe the remarkable similarities in the three men’s appearances inadvertently caused some little confusion in the various eye-witness descriptions, which were all, in essence, in agreement, save for the discrepancies in the estimated ages given.  On the night of the Double Event, I think their closeness of appearance may also have aided them in the conflation of their identities in the minds of their interrogators as to which of them was actually present at any given moment, with Friedman standing in for Kozebrodski in some manner when necessary.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘There certainly was a multitude of problematic elements at work in this dreadful affair,’ I commented. 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, it was anything but elementary, My Dear Watson, and as you know, I have often ventured to chaff those gentlemen of the police force, but I was fairly up against it in this case.  The side of Diemschutz, Kozebrodski and Friedman very nearly avenged Scotland Yard in that regard.  And if I’m not wrong, there will be more such crimes committed by others in the years to come.  Many more, I’m afraid, thanks to the fact that the true killers’ identities shall likely never be unmasked to the public.  This will lead others to follow in their footsteps in an attempt to equal or to better the “accomplishments” of their cruel predecessors.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘But what makes you think the killers will not be paraded for the public, and shamed for their misdeeds?  Surely the Home Office will wish to be glorified for resolving the matter once and for all,’ I said, with relative naiveté.  
 
      
 
    ‘It might’ve been so, had my investigation not led me to the doorstep of a certain Russian prince, or if the gang had not been involved in the murder of Sir Philip Rose and the subsequent blackmailing of D---.  But because of those connections, I am certain that the Home Office would choose to supress our findings.  I beg you to have no illusions upon that point; the entire matter will be swept under the proverbial carpet, and I would advise you to do the same, entombing the details of our investigation in that tin box of yours that houses the results of other such politically-charged and inflammatory cases.  The three men were known anarchists with a desire to undermine and discredit the British Empire, and their series of murders did cause a great deal of strife in the community just as I believe they intended it to do.  That strife in turn got Jews they probably felt were not aiding them in their struggle to finally assist them in rallying against Gentiles.  Their crimes also caused dissent within the police force and the Home Office, and quite nearly accomplished their goal of “seeing England in flames” as PC Rumbelowe put it.  You see Watson, the International Working Men’s Educational Club was indeed the “burner” that powered all of that anarchy, although it will likely never be revealed to the public as such, leastways not in our lifetimes.’ 
 
      
 
    Holmes was, of course, correct in his assumption that the true facts of the case could not be aired, nor would Jack the Ripper’s true identity ever see the light of day during our lifetimes, if he had anything to say of it.  But the leakage over time of the case’s true connection to parliament, and therefore the Crown, was in my opinion the reason behind the infernal rumour of a royal connection that’s been noised about ever since.  And then again, hadn’t I heard Holmes detailing the possible involvement of a certain Russian prince in his explanation to Lestrade, who after exposing that prospect to his superiors, may have let some small detail of that royal connection slip in the years that followed? 
 
      
 
    With the benefit of truth afforded to me by hindsight, it continues to surprise me that no one except Holmes has ever made the connection between the pair’s knowledge of the grapes before the police, Diemschutz’ statement about how the previous victim had been dressed, the costume jewellery tie-in, The George Street/George Yard attachment to six of the victims, the religious significance of the murder dates, the relation between the Jewish Men’s Club, Mitre Square, the anagrammed ‘Jeuws’ graffito and Kozebrodski’s gruesomely carved initials on the night of the Double Event, the hat factors, nor any of the other tell-tale errors of the gang, even in the nearly twenty years that have passed since that awful night in 1888.  This, I suppose, goes to support Holmes’ oft-repeated claim that ‘The world is full of obvious things which nobody by any chance ever observes.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER LIII: FRANCES COLES ACT II; The High-Rippers’ Grand Finale 
 
      
 
    13 February, 1891.  Swallow Gardens 
 
      
 
    Note from JSH IV: the following re-creations of the actual crimes with all of the pertinent details revealed to the reader were obtained through the translations from the Russian and Polish in the diary of Louis Diemschutz found by Holmes at the IWMEC and later placed into Watson’s sealed packet marked “JACK.”  In this journal, Diemschutz had kept a detailed record of the particulars of all of his crimes.  None of those details have been omitted here, and I have put the following accounts together from that information and the known facts as recorded in the police reports of 1888-1891.  The first is told from the perspective of Louis Diemschutz. 
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    It was the night of 13 February, 1891, a date that had been chosen specifically for its religious significance to my enemies, although it seemed to me that no matter how obvious I made my statements to the police and Christian officials through my various actions and operations, they just never seemed to understand nor appreciate the significance of the dates we had selected.  This disappointed me greatly, particularly insofar as it concerned one specific ‘private consulting detective’ I knew to be attempting to track me down.  He was supposedly the best that the West had to offer, and he was obviously just as imbecilic as the rest of them.  I was sure now that his amazing powers of deduction had in fact been greatly exaggerated or completely fabricated in the English papers, for he had no more idea of the true implications of my actions of the past few years than did that idiot Reid or the numbskull Abberline.  And I had by this time indeed bested him upon three separate occasions. 
 
      
 
    My benefactor had made the decision that my mission must finally come to an end after my capture and imprisonment for the violent riot that had taken place outside the club in March of the previous year as he felt that, even as incompetent as our rivals had proven to be, they might somehow begin to suspect the three of us after we had beaten two of their men -- one literally upon the exact spot in the club’s gateway where we had killed ‘Lange Lisa,’ the first martyr of the ‘Double Event.’  Thus, I had decided that my last bow in this final act must play out with as much drama as a Tchaikovsky opus, from whence I had always drawn so much inspiration. 
 
      
 
    Just as I had done on earlier occasions, I had meticulously planned my actions and those of my comrades for this operation with military precision, as was instilled in me by my training back home.  I wanted to make a very clear final statement to the police, the church and above all, The British Empire, for which the majority of my vitriol had been reserved.  This was to be my last mission against that Great White Whale before returning to my homeland, and I had no intention of my tale ending tragically like that of Ahab and his crewmen. 
 
      
 
    For this particular event, I had allowed my Second Mate Friedman to select the martyr to be sacrificed.  With his predilection for Indecent Assault (for which he had been convicted two years earlier) and his invaluable assistance in our previous missions, he had by now earned the right to play a larger part in the strike against our common enemy.  Though he lacked the necessary intellect required for planning the finer points of the operation, I could see no harm in giving him the honour of being consulted in some small way in order to further cement his loyalty to the cause, and to make him feel as though he had played a larger part in the scheme than he actually did.  To this end, he selected a whore he had seen earlier in the evening at the Nottingham Street millinery in Bethnal Green where he worked for Peter Hawkes as a cap-blocker.  He said she had purchased a new crepe hat and was quite pretty.  The woman, he told me, was named Francis Coles, but was known throughout Whitechapel, Shoreditch and Bow as ‘Carroty Nell,’ which I found played very well into my love for a word game.  For just after our previous attack upon another whore named Mary, those neighbours of hers who had spied me walking in the road and entering her rooms with her had described my thin moustache, quite inaccurately, as ‘carroty.’  Would anyone see the significance in that detail?  I was quite sure they would not, but it at least provided me with a small chuckle and some small degree of satisfaction in its irony. 
 
      
 
    And so, on this revered night of my enemies, the night of The Appearance of the Iveron Icon of the Most Holy Theotokos as well as the eve of their Saint Valentine’s Day, we set out upon our last mission at the appointed hour of exactly 01:00.  Isaacs and I had donned our soldierly black clothing and walked the very short ten-minute, half-mile walk to meet Samuel, who had himself been trailing our quarry all day, and had made arrangements to meet her at the public house I had pre-selected for our mission -- the George, of course.  And from there, after buying her all the drink she could handle, he would escort her out into a railway arch known as Swallow Gardens, where Isaacs and I would be waiting in the dark of the yard I had chosen earlier in the day.  The name of the man who lived there?  I am sure that by now, you can guess.  But the ultimate reason I had chosen that particular location for my final bow was not its George connotation -- that was a mere bonus -- but rather for its proximity to the lair of my arch-nemesis Inspector Edmund Reid, whose divisional headquarters was only a very short distance away in Leman Street.  I knew that when the body was discovered in the yard of one George Clark, it would throw yet more egg upon the face of the imbecile and show the people of England for one last time that they had chosen poorly indeed the man to attempt to uncover me. 
 
      
 
    I forgot to say, the weather was fine and clear for the time of year.  The moon, too, was luckily at the full, and would shine on Swallow Gardens a good part of the night.  Nature herself seemed inclined to aid me.  Samuel had come back to the club earlier than planned and told me that our victim had a male friend tagging along with her that could become a bit of a problem for us, and so it was simple measure to be rid of him with the assistance of my lovely wife, Sarah Anna.  I ordered her to approach him and to entice him into the road upon some false pretence, where Isaacs and I beat him to a bloody pulp and then robbed him of his watch and a small pittance, primarily to seem a motive for our violent attack.  When we were done with him, he staggered off in one direction, and we returned to the club in the other until the appointed hour for our return to the area.  
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    We hadn’t long to wait before we saw Samuel walking out of the George arm-in-arm with the disgusting woman.  There was no one else in the pitch-dark road save for a trio of drunken men who shouted a greeting to the woman as she and Samuel passed the corner at Royal Mint Street, but would be gone soon enough.  I saw that my young Ishmael was trembling with anticipation of this final ritual slaughter, which was to be his finest work yet.  I stood grasping my Chalef in one hand, the golden vessel in the other.  As the pair approached the yard, the woman stopped and stashed something behind a lamp post.  As she finished doing so, Isaacs sprung upon her from behind and, grabbing her by both shoulders, smashed her head violently down onto the cobblestones.  Then, covering her mouth, he held her by the chin to tilt her head back and expose her throat for me.  She looked up at me with her eyes wide in panic, but scarcely made a sound as I ran the sharp edge of my nine-inch blade across her throat three times; the first only a shallow cut to allow me to fill my cup with a relatively slow flow of blood.  Isaacs and I scarcely had time to fill the cup a third time when Samuel warned us of the approaching lamp of a policeman I later read was named Ernest Thompson, and we were forced to abandon the Shechita and run off towards Mansell Street.  In fact, I had barely time enough to remove the pin from the black bonnet Samuel had sold her earlier in the day for my collection. 
 
      
 
    Later, when we had returned to the safety of our clubhouse, Samuel assured me that no one had taken any particular notice of him, although at one point in the night, he had been forced to punch one nosy friend of our martyr in the face in order to be rid of her. 
 
      
 
    I later read in the English papers that a man named Sadler was suspected of the killing.  I realised with some satisfaction that he must have been the man we had robbed and beaten, and then had to laugh when I read that he had been placed into police custody by my idiot friend the following morning, although he was eventually cleared of all charges.  That was all to the good, for I did not want the credit for my final act to be awarded to the drunken sod. 
 
      
 
    A fortnight later, I put my pen to paper to create a final play of words, unable to resist the opportunity to take one last swipe at Sherlock Holmes before my triumphant return to my beloved home country of Georgia.  I was very much looking forward to a hero’s welcome in the land I loved, as much as I found its English name distasteful.  I timed my reply to him in the agony column of the London Gazette to appear precisely on April Fool’s Day and created a clever little limerick in response to the advertisement I knew he had placed so long ago after my work in Hanbury Street. 
 
      
 
    Mishter H, 
 
    I hope you’ve enjoyed my funny little games 
 
    with the Whites Row and the Maidman dames. 
 
    The George sisters were more than twins 
 
    In Row 2 Polly died for their sins.  
 
      
 
    We saw Ann buried, for in ’anbury she died 
 
    In Berner Liz took her last Stride. 
 
    Leo’s Mitre was bloodied 
 
    By the Goulston Street Ghoul 
 
    who gives you now this April Fool: 
 
      
 
    I know it’s hard for you to swallow  
 
    that you won’t soon be Pinchin’ me collar  
 
    (Nor me Carroty moustache haha) 
 
      
 
    But for young Nell 
 
    With me in Hell 
 
    After she I did follow 
 
    It’s yet harder to Swallow 
 
      
 
    I’d have ripped her worse if I wernt cut short 
 
    And done the same as Miller’s Court 
 
    By George! The only court I’ll see 
 
    For in the dock, you’ll not find me. 
 
    It’s now become Pop’lar belief  
 
    That Wonderland’s now full of grief. 
 
    Signed 
 
    Who am I? 
 
      
 
    I thought of adding an additional line telling him of my impending return to Russia, but thought better of it when I reconsidered that he might draw some connection to the club if he were to have read in the London Evening Star of the Prince’s recent visit with Stepniak, in which he had publicly ordered all of its members to return with him to our homeland to aid him in the great revolutionary change and the struggle against the Bourgeois.  Holmes was, after all, at least somewhat competent, if his lackey Doctor Watson was to be believed in any small part, and I could not afford to give him any time to decipher the message before my subsequent return to Mother Russia if he had taken note of that royal visit to Berner Street. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER LIV: MARY KELLY ACT II -- Disorder in the Court 
 
      
 
    13 Miller’s Court, Christ Church 
 
    Translated from the Polish and Told from the Viewpoint of Isaac M. Kozebrodski 
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    Louis had given me the supreme honour of playing a greater part in the furtherance of our cause by helping him in his selection of the martyr that was to be sacrificed on the Christian feast day of Michaelmas, and also on the day he told me was dedicated by our enemies for devotion to the Icon of the Most Holy Theotokos ‘She Who is Quick to Hear.’  His only prerequisite -- she must be named Mary.  I found that to be nearly a divine inspiration, for there was a woman I had long known and lusted for since she lived very near to me when I first arrived in England and had my home in Bethnal Green, Stepney near the gasworks.  Her name was Mary Jane, and Louis knew her as well. 
 
      
 
    The woman, who I believed to be Irish or Welsh and whom I had also known as ‘Ginger’ and ‘Fair Emma,’ was by now about 25 years of age -- seven years my senior -- and she had caused a stirring in my loins from the first day I had seen her frolicking in her yard, scantily-clad on a hot summer’s day in Stepney as I walked home.  She had blonde hair, blue eyes and a lovely fair complexion.  I had been quite pleasantly surprised to see her again years later coming out of her new home in Christ Church.  Once, in Whitechapel I had approached her for her services, but she refused my advances, saying that she could not perform her duties properly with her ‘cute and precocious little neighbour’ that would forever remain a child in her mind. 
 
      
 
    When I put her forth as my candidate for our next martyr, Louis appeared delighted with my suggestion.  
 
      
 
    ‘You never disappoint, Young Ishmael,’ he told me, clapping his palms together.  ‘She meets all of my qualifications, and in fact exceeds them.  Particularly in the fact that she keeps her rooms in Christ Church.  Haha!’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I know she’s a church-goer as well.  I’ve seen her stepping out in her Sunday best more than once over the years.  In fact, it wasn’t long ago I saw her coming out of a Roman Catholic church in Whitechapel,’ I said proudly, elated that my leader was so pleased with my ingenuity. 
 
      
 
    ‘Roman Catholic, you say?  That shall play perfectly into my master plan, Isaacs.  And in this operation, you shall be afforded the opportunity to do what you do best, as this time we will strike from within the safety of the whore’s own rooms, and will not be interrupted for hours.  You shall soon graduate to yet another new level, my young acolyte.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘What do you mean, Louis?  Will I be promoted in the Circle?’ I asked anxiously. 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, Isaacs.  The Prince is fully aware of your importance to our work, and has reserved a special place for you in his court of Tchaikovsky.  But we must first show him that you are equal to the task at hand, for you will be required to emulate Queequeg in this next mission.’ 
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    Although I had no earthly idea what that meant, nor who this mysterious Queequeg was, I readily agreed to whatever actions would be required of me in order to garner the Prince’s favour. 
 
      
 
    At about 10 p.m. on the night of the operation -- a Friday -- Louis told me that he had made contact with Mary and another woman in the road at Bethnal Green two days earlier on his way home from driving me back home to Stepney, and that he had given her a piece of jewellery the next night at the Ten Bells while setting an appointment for a tryst in her rooms at Miller’s Court, Christ Church for that very evening.  He and I then dressed for the job, my leader dandifying himself quite smartly in a Billycock hat and a long dark coat trimmed in Astrakhan with a red handkerchief in the pocket and his massive gold chain, with its large seal adorned with a red stone hanging from it upon his waistcoat.  Under that, he wore a white shirt with a black necktie fixed with a horse-shoe pin.  He put on dark spats over his light button-over boots and put his kid gloves in his pocket.  I, on the other hand, wore my customary black clothing that made me look almost military in appearance, which seemed appropriate for the task at hand.  After a quick run-through of the part I was to play in the hours to come, we set out into the night, he to find Mary at the Britannia public house, and I to her home in Miller’s Court, Christ Church.  
 
      
 
    I had no trouble breaking into her rooms that night, for I had had quite a fair bit of experience in that department during our various burglaries of residences and churches around the East-end over the previous months.  And as if by divine intervention, I found that the window to her room -- Number 13 -- was already broken when I arrived there.  Once I managed to unlock the door without the need of defeating it in the cracksman’s fashion Louis had taught me, I slipped silently into the room and took up a concealed position after searching through Mary’s possessions and taking a few souvenirs for myself.  I would scarcely need them, for every detail of that night will forever remain etched upon my memory. 
 
      
 
    I waited in the dark for over three hours, and during that time I played and replayed the actions I would soon take over and over in my mind.  I took Jack out of my pocket and used the stone corner of the fireplace to hone his edge to renewed razor sharpness for his upcoming work.  My stomach rumbled with hunger, as I had followed Louis’ directions to fast for the previous twenty-four hours to purify myself in preparation for my ‘tribute to Queequeg,’ whatever he had meant by that.  It seemed an eternity before I heard the muffled voices of Mary Jane and Louis outside followed by the turning of the latch, which I had re-locked behind me as instructed after picking the lock.  I quickly took up my hiding place under the bed.  My heart fairly pounded out of my chest as the door swung inward; I feared the whore would hear it beating and run before the deed could be done.  But she did not. 
 
      
 
    From my concealment, I watched as they entered the room at what must have been near half-past two.  I saw that Louis carried a parcel in his left hand as he walked in behind her, shut the door and re-locked it.  Mary, as beautiful and radiant as I had ever seen her, was wearing a linsey frock with a spotlessly clean white apron over it.  She had a red shawl pulled around her shoulders and was bare headed, revealing her lovely blonde locks.  She had Louis’ red handkerchief in her hand. 
 
      
 
    As they entered the room, Mary lit a candle that was placed in a broken wine glass; one of a pair that was upon the table.  Louis removed a necklace from the parcel he carried and invited Mary to let him place it around her neck.  As she inspected herself in a small mirror, he spoke to her. 
 
      
 
    ‘I trust, My Queen, that you will be all right for what I have given you.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh, I should say quite more than alright, Mister Budky.  Me nanny goat looks right lovely with this round it, it does!’ she said, pointing to her throat, which would not remain so lovely for much longer.  ‘How’s about you light the fire while I prepare meself for you?’ 
 
      
 
    As Louis removed his coat and lit the fireplace, she took off her boots and placed them in front of the hearth.  My heart was pounding out of my chest as she began to undress, folding her clothing neatly and placing it upon a chair at the head of the table that was against the wall off to my left, to the right of the bed, which was itself pushed up against the wall to my right as I lay on my stomach under it.  I once again bade my beating heart to be still, for I feared she would hear it before Louis was ready. 
 
      
 
    ‘Do you have any objection to my using this before we begin?’ he asked her politely as he pointed to the phial of morphia and syringe he had carried with him in the parcel. 
 
      
 
    ‘Not so long as it doesn’t hinder your desires,’ was her answer. 
 
      
 
    He sat upon her folded clothing on the chair at the head of the table and injected himself with the drug while she stood naked save for a sheer chemise before him, turning round like a ballerina so that he could inspect her, front and back.  I saw what he called ‘The Change’ come over him after a short while, and I knew the time had come at last. 
 
      
 
    ‘Are you ready for Mary, Love?’ she asked in a husky voice.  ‘Let me help you with that neck-tie.’ 
 
      
 
    She moved in to stand yet closer before him, her breasts just inches from his face as she began to loosen and then unfasten his cravat.  I heard him give the signal. 
 
      
 
    ‘Lipski,’ he said calmly, indicating to me that the time had come. 
 
      
 
    She must have thought he had said something else, for she stopped unfastening his tie and bent down to kiss him on the lips.  As she did, I slipped quietly from my hiding place beneath the bed and crept up silently behind her.  With his eyes wide open and looking at me as she kissed him with hers closed, Louis reached for the empty, unbroken wine glass upon the table.  The other broken one contained the candle that lit the room.  His parcel was on the table as well. 
 
      
 
    I came up quickly behind her and used the familiar arm lock with my left arm passing under hers and then cupping the back of her neck with that same hand while I covered her mouth with my right and pulled her head back to expose her throat.  While I did that, Louis stood and plucked his special knife from the parcel on the table.  He held the cup carefully beneath her throat as he made the first ritual cut, which allowed her blood to flow freely into it.  He then emptied it and set it down on the table as Mary continued to struggle against my grip and tried to bite my hand.  Her exertions did not last long, and by the second cut, I was able to drag her limp body over to the bed after Louis refilled the cup a second time, then removed the bloodied strand of pearls from around her neck, wiped it down on the bedclothes, and put it back into the parcel he had brought with him while removing another item – an empty ginger beer bottle.  He then quickly transferred the contents of the cup into the bottle, stoppered it, wiped it down and put it back into the parcel. 
 
      
 
    Louis then sat back down and reloaded his syringe as he watched Jack and me going about my work on the beautiful corpse.  I began with her breasts, removing them with circular sweeps of my blade.  I put one of them under her head in the manner of a pillow and the other near her feet, then went to work on her stomach.  I placed her liver by her feet as well, and removed her intestines and threw them on the bed next to her.  When I was done there, I placed her kidneys under her head to elevate it a bit higher, then cut some pleasing designs into her arms and her parted legs.  Jack removed her uterus and I placed it under her head with the other body parts that were already supporting it.  When I finished with the legs and between them, I carried some of the flesh from her thighs and abdomen over and placed them upon the table where Louis was sitting and watching.  He got up and started stoking the fire, which he told me would soon be necessary.  He used various possessions of Mary’s to fuel the blaze until it was roaring to the extent that it illuminated the entire room, and I could feel its heat all the way from the bed.  Blood splashed upon the wall next to the bed as Jack whipped back and forth wildly with each cut. 
 
      
 
    Then I began hacking at her face, gashing it in all directions.  I cut away her nose, cheeks, eyebrows, and ears.  I slashed at her lips and cut them all the way to the chin.  I completed my work on her face with numerous other cuts in which I carved my initials and drew a number of other sublime designs to match those I had already cut into her arms and legs.  I attempted to saw her head off, but Jack wasn’t up to the task that night.  My knees were becoming thoroughly drenched in blood from the bedclothes as I knelt beside Mary and continued my work, making deep cuts between each of her ribs until we could see what was inside her.  I made another long cut into her calf, severing the muscle beneath the flesh nearly to her ankle, then moved to her hands.  I cut another design into the back of one of them and then began to cut off her thumb, but Louis interrupted me before I could finish.  He ordered me to remove her heart, and I did so merrily.  I brought out the glistening organ and it dripped blood upon the floor as I carried it over to Louis and laid it upon the table next to the other pieces of flesh I had placed there for his inspection.  He lifted it skyward with both hands, then skewered it on his Chalef. 
 
      
 
    ‘Come, Ishmael, let us partake of the immaculate heart of Mary as Queequeg would have done,’ he said, as he began to roast it over the roaring fire.  Later, he cooked another important part of her body to complete the ritual. 
 
      
 
    We stayed there in Room 13 for quite a long time after that, until we were able to defile the body with a last gesture of our disdain for the woman somewhere near four o’clock.  As Louis did his part, he cried out, ‘Merda!’ in a shrill voice that caused me to start.  He later told me he had learned that Roman word from an Italian comrade in the club, and had used it in order to express his hatred for our enemy in the language of the church to which Mary had belonged.  When we read in the English papers that a neighbour in the next room had mistaken it for a cry of ‘Murder!’ it gave us both quite a good laugh. 
 
      
 
    We cleaned ourselves using articles of Mary’s clothing and threw them all into the fire afterwards, along with my blood-soaked shirt and coat.  During this process, I noted that Louis removed the pin from one of her hats before burning it, and placed the item into his coat pocket.  I saved one of Mary’s blouses, which I was forced to wear over my dark trousers, upon which the blood could not be seen by anyone who chanced to look at me as we walked back to the club.  Louis, who was considerably less soiled than I, then quietly opened the door and peeked outside to see if we could slip away without being seen.  There was no one in sight, and we locked the door behind us as we made good our escape into the darkness of the early-morning hours of the Michaelmas of our enemy.   
 
      
 
    Two days later, Louis told me that he could not resist the opportunity to taunt a man named McCarthy that had been very outspoken in the press about what we had done in the rooms in Miller’s Court that he owned and had let out to Mary Kelly.  He sent the Irishman a jeering and disdainful postcard from Wess’ printing office at the club, and had addressed him by the familiar byname of ‘Dear Boss.’  He told me he felt that, upon reflection, rather than a knife in the heart of a martyr, a bullet might have been better bestowed in the brain of the owner of that wretched den.  In a tiny sketch at the end of the message, he had drawn a small cartoon of the type featured in Punch, an English political magazine.  Cleverly concealed within each of the figures that were used to represent Louis and I doing the deed with Samuel standing guard were all of the letters required to write out our individual names in their entirety.  Louis’ character naturally stood taller than that of Samuel or me, and wore the same hat that the newspaper artist had drawn him wearing on the morning after the ‘Double Event.’  Appearing even smaller than the three of us as though watching us from afar, Louis had also drawn a very small letter ‘P,’ which he told me was to represent the Prince in his royal oversight of our work.  Over the victim’s head, he included the distinctive ‘double Vee’ that I had carved into her face, just as I had done to the whore in Mitre Square.  In an attempt to make the message appear to have been written by an Irishman like he had done in his other letters, he signed the card ‘Jack Sheridan’ in what he described to me as a little joke, there having been a famous Irish writer and statesman by the name of Sheridan that he thought McCarthy would know.  And one of the IWMEC’s staunchest opponents, a man called Emmanuel Snapper, lived in Sheridan Street as well.  ‘Folkestone’ was the name of a road near the home of a woman we had attacked the previous March, but fail to kill.  He had even gone to the extent of having Samuel travel all the way to the town of the same name in order for the letter to be postmarked as having originated from that area and therefore leave yet another false scent for the police to chase. 
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    The following week, Louis told me that he had thought of going to Mary’s funeral on the 19th of November, but decided the satisfaction was not worth the risks involved, and so we stayed in the club to enjoy the second day of Hanukkah along with some of the club members who, like me, were without family in England.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER LV: DOUBLE EVENT REDUX; The Best Laid Plans 
 
      
 
    29/30 September, 1888.  40 Berner Street/Mitre Square 
 
    Translated from the Russian and Polish and told from the perspective of both Louis Diemschutz and Isaac M. Kozebrodski 
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    Louis Diemschutz had foregone his regular Saturday trip to the market at Westow Hill, Crystal Palace late on the night of 30 September/1 October, 1888, and was trolling for his seventh victim.  At that exact time, Elizabeth “Long Liz” Stride was standing on the corner of Commercial Road and Berner Street looking for a client from which to earn her “doss” money for the night.  Stride, a forty-five-year-old immigrant from Sweden with dark brown curly hair, stood 5’5” and had light grey eyes.  All of the teeth in her lower left jaw were missing, but she was still more attractive than most other unfortunates in Whitechapel. 
 
      
 
    At this point of the account of the “Double Event,” the first portion of it will be told from the writings discovered by Sherlock Holmes in the diary of Louis Diemschutz, which was sealed in the parcel marked “JACK” that had been locked away in Doctor Watson’s tin box, and subsequently opened by myself - his great-grandson, Jacob S. Watson IV on the one hundred and twenty-fifth anniversary of its having been sealed and placed into the custody of Cox and Co. in Charing Cross, London on 13 January, 1892: 
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    My Sabbath had ended a few hours before, and Saturday night had also just a few minutes earlier turned over to become Sunday morning -- the day of the Protection/Patronage of the Theotokos, as well as the eve of the Feast of the Intercession of the Theotokos of my enemies -- a fact I had learned from the Prince.  Rather than making a trip to the market to sell my wares as I would later tell the police, the Coroner and the newspapers, I had instead spent the entire day in preparation for the grand ‘Double Event’ I had been planning for some time and had warned the imbecile police force to expect.  After driving twice around the Great Synagogue in Duke Street past Mitre Square, through Goulston Street and back around Batty Street in the sometimes quite heavy rain, I made a very short stop at the International Working Men’s Educational Club, where I was steward, and as such, I lived upon the premises with my beloved young wife Sarah Anna, whom I saw seated near the brightly lit kitchen window at the rear of the building as I entered through the gates into the pitch-dark yard behind the club-house.  I left my pony Baron and my costermonger’s cart just outside the gates, which I opened quietly and then closed behind me without my wife, nor anyone else, detecting my presence.  Once inside the area known as ‘Dutfield’s Yard,’ the only lights I could see came from the windows of the kitchen and the lecture-room above it on my immediate right, and from the window of Woolf Wess’ printing offices, also on the right side at the rear of the building.  I waited a short while in silence, until I saw my wife arise from her seat near the window and walk over to the staircase, most likely to replenish the refreshments of the men who were upstairs carousing boisterously in song after the discussion for the evening had ended.  Shortly thereafter, I saw young Isaacs, my protégé, pacing back and forth in the kitchen, knowing as he did that I would be arriving shortly.  I rapped lightly upon the window and he came quietly to the door.  I told him that I was about to go out in search of our first martyr of the night, and to remain on the alert for my return.  As we spoke, he heard my wife descending the stairs, and went back inside, closing the door behind him, for there was no need for my missus to know any more about our actions that night than was absolutely necessary.  I exited the yard and jumped back aboard my cart, then drove slowly up Berner Street in the direction of the Commercial Road, keeping my pony Baron’s pace down so as not to make any undue sound that might cause one of my curious neighbours to take note of my passing.  I held the reins in one hand and opened my umbrella with the other, for although the rain had mostly stopped, there was still some of it falling intermittently in very light showers. 
 
      
 
    I soon reached the Commercial Road East, which intersected Berner Street not far away to the north.  Although I had intended to turn left, I looked to my right, and saw a woman stood upon the corner under an awning to stay dry.  I recognised her as the whore I knew as ‘Lange Lisa’ from her days at Cooney’s lodging house near the stables at George Yard where I kept my pony and cart.  I could scarcely believe my good fortune in finding so soon the first martyr of the ‘Double Event’ I had been planning, and had warned the police about via a postcard from Wess’ printing office at the IWMEC I had mailed out to the Central News Agency a few days before.  I called out to her, and she walked over and leaned into my cart over the seat and under the protection of my umbrella to speak to me.  Although I recognised her, she did not seem to know me, and only asked if I desired her companionship for the very affordable sum of fourpence for the night.  I accepted her offer and politely asked her to wait for me, which she happily agreed to do, the poor stupid wretch.  But in order to ensure that she would not run off, I brought out a paper-wrapped parcel of grapes I had purchased earlier from the shop two doors down from the club to be used for this express purpose, for I knew that the low women of Whitechapel were mostly malnourished and hungering, and would therefore be sufficiently distracted by the prospect of such a luxury as to be momentarily blinded to the overwhelming fear of Jack the Ripper that had gripped the entire city, particularly women of their class; due to a number of bystanders having caught glimpses of me, Isaacs, and even Samuel in our work, it had become by then popular knowledge that the Ripper was a Jew, and most of the whores would be quite suspicious of doing business with Semitic men.  
 
      
 
    ‘If you’ll just wait here for a bit for me to stable my pony, I’ve some lovely grapes for you to eat while I’m gone.  Would you like them?’ I asked, knowing full well that the very sight of them was driving her mad with desire. 
 
      
 
    ‘I would love them!’ she said in her peculiar sing-song Swedish accent, made slightly less intelligible by her almost complete lack of bottom teeth.  ‘I’ve not eaten in a very long time,’ she said, hungrily eyeing the luscious grapes I dangled before her. 
 
      
 
    ‘And so you shall have them.  And much more.  But I must quickly go to the Temple for the other delicacies I have for you.  So you will wait for my return then?’ I asked. 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh yes, for those grapes I shall wait,’ replied the half-starved whore. 
 
      
 
    ‘Fear not, Milady.  For I will return presently.  Here is but a small sample of what awaits you,’ I told her, handing her a single stalk of grapes from my newspaper-wrapped parcel.  She took it greedily and backed away from my cart and out of the road to the sidewalk under the awning.  She immediately began eating them as I prepared to drive away, biting each one and sucking the sweet juices from the succulent fruit, then spitting out the thick, bitter rinds upon the street and wiping the drool from her mouth with a handkerchief.  I left Lange Lisa stood on the corner ravenously devouring the grapes as I reassessed the fortuitous circumstances and the change in my plan that would greatly assist me on this momentous night.  
 
      
 
    I urged Baron forward into the intersection, but rather than turning left and driving to the Whitechapel Road to find a victim as was originally planned, I instead made a right turn into the Commercial Road, waving to her as I drove off.  Although I had expected the need to travel much further from the club to find my first martyr, and to lure her onto my cart to be brought back to a spot near the club, fortune had smiled upon me once again.  The operation would begin earlier than planned, which was all to the good, for it would allow young Isaacs yet more time to seek out and kill our second martyr of tonight’s event. 
 
      
 
    I carried on driving down the Commercial Road, and made the first available right turn into Batty Street, which was the next road to Berner Street and ran parallel with it one block to the east.  I travelled only a short distance down that road before pulling off to the right just after passing the Red Lion, and stopping the cart in the darkened yard behind the London Board School.  I checked my pocket watch and saw that I was a full thirty minutes ahead of schedule, for it was my original plan to arrive here with my chosen victim at five minutes to one.  Thus, I had to return to the club to advise the others of the change in our programme.   
 
      
 
    ‘You just wait a little while for me here, Baron.  I’ll soon be back for you,’ I told the faithful beast as I patted his head and then tethered his reins to a street bollard near the wall that separated the schoolyard from Berner Street, almost directly opposite the club.  I knew that, if necessary, I could quickly scale that wall later and be upon my cart in an instant.  But, as it turned out, all went to plan and I had no need for such heroics. 
 
      
 
    After I took a moment to remove the phial and syringe from my Gladstone medical bag and give myself an injection of morphia -- my second of the day -- I felt The Change begin to come over me in a warm, soothing wave of euphoria.  I closed my eyes and ran through a mental checklist itemising every detail of the operation that would begin momentarily.  This new development would allow for an even more failsafe modification of my overall plan, for the proximity of my victim would allow me to leave my horse and cart tied off where it was, and would not require me to entice a woman aboard it and then drive down one or both of the main thoroughfares of Whitechapel, where I might be seen with her and which could in turn raise questions later.  I congratulated myself on my good fortune as I replaced the needle and phial back inside my bag and set it down on the seat beside the parcel of grapes I would need again for the remainder of my plan.  Patting the ticket-pocket of my overcoat to check for the packet of cachous I would also be needing and finding it there, I jumped down off my cart, grabbed my bag and umbrella, tucked the parcel under my arm, and continued on foot down Batty Street to Fairclough, where I turned right and walked towards the club. 
 
      
 
    I hurried silently back to Berner Street, having made a complete circle of the block.  Walking quickly through the damp street with my bag in hand, I was about to turn back up Berner but passed within sight of the very nosy Mrs. Mortimer who was standing outside upon her stoop at Number 36.  So I covered my face with my umbrella and continued walking briskly down Fairclough past the corner pub and around the back of the tenements behind the Lord Nelson and out of her line of vision, hoping that she had not taken notice of me.  After walking a very short distance down Fairclough Street, I doubled back to Berner and moved as silently as I could through the gate into Dutfield’s Yard behind the club on my left, where I could see young Isaacs once again nervously pacing through the kitchen window embrasure.  I quietly rapped upon the pane, and I saw him look out the window, his face pressed against the glass as he gazed out into the darkness, squinting in an effort to see me.  I motioned for him to step outside to join me, then moved back into the rear of the yard, and he soon exited the building through the kitchen door, an empty bottle in his hand.  He could not see me in the darkness, so I made a very quiet signal to him, whispering ‘Lipski!’ in his direction.  He recognised our coded command to action, and walked over to the north wall, where I was hidden from view.   
 
      
 
    Speaking softly, I explained to him that thanks to a stroke of luck, I was preparing to set into motion Phase Seven of my Grand Scheme in a very short while, and would still be a full twenty minutes ahead of schedule, even after having stopped to advise him of our good fortune.  All was going to plan on the momentous day that had finally arrived just minutes earlier when Christians everywhere would celebrate the protection given to them by their most holy Mother of God.  This date had been chosen by my benefactor specifically for that reason, and I had planned the operation meticulously around it in most intricate detail, and with the military precision and discipline which was my specialty, and had been expected of me.  
 
      
 
     ‘After five minutes’ time, call Samuel to take his position in the road, then come back and wait here, beside this spot where I will leave my bag,’ I whispered to him.  We exchanged positions, and I set my bag down upon the ground between the gutter and grate in the shadows near the gateway, then pulled my snugly-fitting gloves from my pocket and put them on.  It had by then ceased to rain, and I gave Isaacs my umbrella and asked him to bring it inside and put it into the stand near the door when he went back in to fetch Samuel.  Then, taking only my parcel of grapes, I left him there concealed in the darkness of Dutfield’s Yard as I slipped back outside the gates, which I left open behind me.  I went back out into Berner Street and, staying close to the fruit shop and pub on the west side of the road, turned left into the far side of Fairclough towards Batty Street, retracing my steps once again, in order to avoid my overly inquisitive neighbour, who was likely still stood outside of her house.  After a quick stop to check on Baron where I had left him tied off in the yard behind the Board School and to feed him a small lump of sugar, I continued up Batty to the Commercial Road with my packet of sweetmeats and parcel of fruit.  I turned left and walked back up the street to the corner where my victim was waiting, unaware of her impending martyrdom. 
 
      
 
    I returned to the spot where I had left Lange Lisa waiting, and was quite relieved to see that she had remained on the corner.   
 
      
 
    ‘Hello, My Queen!  I’m so happy that you waited,’ I said to her, smiling broadly as I admired the shiny pin that held her bonnet fast; I had not noticed it before.  ‘I’d been searching for you all evening.  And now, here you are.  Please, won’t you have a stroll with me?’  She smiled in return, revealing a disgusting absence of bottom teeth, and said that she would. 
 
      
 
    I beckoned for her to follow me down to Berner Street, where it was darker and we could have more privacy.  At the corner, I took note of the clock in the brightly lit window of the bakery, which read 12:35 at that moment.  I made a mental note to include that clock in the story I would tell later that evening as I turned left on Berner with her following.  Like a true gentleman, I was walking on the outside, offering her my left arm as we strolled southward down the sidewalk together on the opposite side of the road from the club.  But she suddenly stopped a short way down the dark lane just before Sander Street, and I too stopped beside her.  Looking back on it, I should have pushed her to continue on, for unbeknownst to me, there was an unwelcome pair of eyes upon us at that moment; I later read in Sunday night’s paper that I had been spotted just then speaking to the whore by a policeman named Smith who went on to give a fair description of me.  When I realised what that meant, I immediately shaved off every part of my beard not forbidden by the Torah to be destroyed by the razor, for even though he had neglected to mention it in his description, I felt sure he would recognise me when we would meet again in the near future if I did not somehow alter my appearance in the interim. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t long before I understood why she had stopped in the road. 
 
      
 
    ‘Bees first, then honey,’ said Lange Lisa in a sing-song tone. ‘Fourpence, if you please, sir.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘But, Your Highness,’ I said to the pathetic whore.  ‘I’ve just come from the Marriage Market, and have brought you the finest delicacies that our fair city of Jericho has to offer.’  She looked at me in puzzlement, obviously not understanding all of what I had just told her.  ‘Wouldn’t you prefer these?’ 
 
      
 
    Out of the pocket of my overcoat, I plucked the packet of cachous wrapped in tissue paper.  The famished whore was nearly delirious with desire for those treats that, to someone in her position, were akin to a royal feast. 
 
      
 
    ‘Come with me, Your Majesty,’ I said in a most alluring manner, holding the sweetmeats and fruit just outside her reach, as I began to walk backwards down the road towards the club-house, where Isaacs and Samuel must by then be in their positions, hiding in the darkness.   
 
      
 
    ‘Come on then Love,’ said Lange Lisa, indicating the candies and the grapes I held cradled in my arm, ‘let’s have ‘em then.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Certainly, My Queen,’ I replied, handing her the entire packet of the sweetmeats she desired.  She reached out to accept the cachous with her left hand, the now barren grape stalk I had given her earlier still clutched in her right.  We then walked a short distance down Berner Street and as we approached the club, the whore appeared to be having second thoughts about continuing on with me.  It was no doubt due to the sound of a number of club members singing loudly upstairs in Russian.  As I put my arm around her shoulders and began to guide her across the road towards the club’s gateway, she stiffened up and resisted. 
 
      
 
    ‘I say, you’re not becoming nervous, are you My Queen?’ I asked.  ‘There’s nothing to fear here.  It’s quite secluded back there, and those men are so involved in their festivities, they’ll never even notice us.’  But she was having none of it and broke free from my embrace.  She began to walk hurriedly away from the club and turned left into Fairclough Street, just as I had done a few short minutes earlier.  I caught a glimpse of Samuel standing in an archway behind us as I hurried past him in pursuit of my quarry.  I made a hand gesture to him that indicated I had everything under control and did not require his help just then, and quickly caught up with the frightened woman in front of the Board School on its south side before she could round the corner of Batty Street, where Baron was tied off.  I placed the parcel of fruit inside my coat, put my hands gently upon her shoulders and turned her back to the wall, then stood in front of her, leaning towards her with my right arm against the wall over her shoulder, my face close to hers. 
 
      
 
    ‘If you would only just come back with me, we could have ever such a lovely time tonight.  Please, won’t you reconsider?’ I whispered to her tenderly, smiling.   
 
      
 
    ‘No, not tonight, perhaps some other night,’ she said with apparent fright at the prospect of being alone with me in the dark, or nearly alone, for at just that moment, a man carrying a bag of food had appeared from the door of the chandler’s shop on the corner with Berner Street.  He walked on past us and then disappeared just as quickly as he had emerged.  As she turned and attempted to follow him towards the more brightly lit main road, I quickly regained my gentle grip upon her shoulders and attempted to ease her worried mind by kissing her.  After that, I felt her relax a bit.   
 
      
 
    ‘I would say that you were trying to change my mind,’ she said to me in a petulant, flirtatious tone.  
 
      
 
    ‘You would say anything but your prayers,’ I replied in a veiled reference to her being unaware of the Christian feast day of The Protection and Patronage of the Theotokos.  At that remark she laughed -- albeit nervously -- then began to shake her head and move away from me. 
 
      
 
    ‘But, Your Majesty, if you change your mind, you won’t be able to have any more of these lovely treats, nor any of the other fine foods that are awaiting you in the kitchen.  And I’ll double your fee as well.’  
 
      
 
    At this, she reconsidered, and I handed her the remaining stalk of grapes, then wadded up the newspaper wrapping and discarded it at the side of the road.  She resumed her unorthodox method of extracting their juice and pulp without the ability to properly chew them, squeezing the fruit against her palate with her tongue, then spitting out the rinds along the road and wiping her lips on the sleeve of her long black jacket as she reluctantly carried on following me back into Berner Street.  I once again saw Samuel, but he had by then moved to a spot near the chandler’s shop, from whence the man with the bag had emerged a minute before.  As we turned the corner, we passed him and he casually walked across the road, pretending not to take any note of us and moving away down the street, but once he was behind us, he turned round and got himself into position in the doorway of the public house a few doors off on the same side of the road as the club, then pulled a clay pipe and some matches from his pocket.  I don’t think that Lange Lisa noticed him as the same man we had passed earlier, if she saw him at all. 
 
      
 
    Before we even made it across the road, she slowed down to read the sign outside the building, then looked up at the windows of the large first-floor lecture-room where we could see the silhouettes of the men in the club that were still singing raucously in Russian.  But instead of continuing inside the yard with me, she stopped just outside the fence near the gates and stood with her back against it.  She appeared to be having second thoughts yet again about entering the yard with me, my generous offer notwithstanding.  This was no doubt due to some fear of the East-end murderer, who she must have known was thought to be Jewish, although I do not think at that point she had a clew it was I.  With Samuel now standing in a nearby archway lighting his pipe as he observed from his prearranged position outside the Lord Nelson, I placed my arm upon the fence over her shoulder to block her way, and drew my face close to hers.  I had decided that the time had come to let her know. 
 
      
 
    ‘You’d have done better earning your doss with old Leather Apron getting ’round you.  But instead, it will be the Ripper rocking you to sleep tonight,’ I whispered menacingly into her ear in a sinister, gravelly voice.  She at first stood paralysed and her eyes widened like saucers as all her fears were confirmed with her fate suddenly dawning upon her.  But then she came to her senses and tried to bolt towards Fairclough.  Before she got far, I caught her by the wrist and pulled her back into the street towards the club, then hard-gripped her by the back of her neck and spun her round to face the gates, which I had left wide open earlier.  I shoved her forcefully into the gateway just in front of the spot where I had only a few minutes before left Isaacs, who had up to this point remained silent and concealed inside the yard as instructed.  She fell to the ground, and I later learned that she must have dropped the grapes into the gutter just then, as she attempted to break her fall with her right hand.  When she started to get back up onto her feet, crying out for help, Isaacs moved into place behind her and grabbed her round the waist with his right arm as he attempted to cover her mouth with his other hand, dragging her back through the gateway towards the rear of the darkened yard.  When she let out a few muffled cries for help, an unexpected passer-by seemed to take note.  He stepped from the kerb and appeared to be considering coming to her assistance.  I recognised him at once as my neighbour Israel Schwartz, a local Hungarian man that lived down the road from the club who would occasionally take part in club functions and meetings (he had in fact been a part of the meeting of that very day), and he recognised me as well.  Looking across the road at my confederate, who had moved back up the street and was now stood directly across from the gateway, I once more repeated our code word ‘Lipski!’ shouting it this time to Samuel, but with the knowledge that the interloper was also a Jew, and would fully understand its meaning and implied underlying threat.  He apparently did, and wanted no part of it.  When he began to move off quickly down the road, Samuel followed him for a short distance, then headed off to Mitre Square once he had given Israel Schwartz a stern warning and was certain the man would not return.  I read later that Schwartz was questioned by police and a newsman, but wisely chose to keep his mouth shut about exactly who and what he had seen.  Instead, he gave them conflicting stories, and even provided the London Evening Star with all of the false details that Samuel ‘suggested’ to him when he later tracked him down and ran him to earth at his new lodgings in Backchurch Lane. 
 
      
 
    After dragging the whore back into a darkened area just inside the gateway, Isaacs quickly slipped his right hand up from around her waist, snaking it under her right arm and in behind the back of her neck to grab the nape of it.  He had kept the other hand over her mouth to prevent her from screaming and to pull her head back, exposing her throat to me.  As he did so, I reached down into my bag with my right hand and pulled out the Chalef from beside the empty morphia phials and syringe.  The whore was attempting to punch at me and block the knife with her left hand, but Isaacs momentarily took his own left hand from over her mouth and reached over her shoulder for her flailing fist.  He caught her by the wrist and pulled it back behind her head, then grasped it with his right hand, which was still behind her neck, and once again covered her mouth with his newly freed left hand, effectively immobilising and silencing her all at once.  As he pulled her head back to expose her throat to me again, I then brought out the sacred cup with my left hand.  I placed it against her breasts, which quivered as she struggled against the firm grip of my protégé, then swiftly drew the nine-inch blade twice across her throat, the first of the two cuts more superficial than the second in order to relieve the blood pressure before holding the cup just below the wounds to catch as much of the blood as I could.  When it was nearly full, I quickly emptied the cup into the bottle Isaacs had brought along before returning it to its previous position, allowing it to refill a second time.  I would need the blood for my work later, if I could just make use of it a bit sooner than I had the last time I tried to use it to write a letter in a bit of propaganda.  This time, I had plans to strike a bit of fear into the heart of an enemy of my people, and a letter written to him in blood was but the least of the horrors I had in mind for the bullying, racist blackguard that, in the name of ‘vigilance,’ had been terrorising innocent Jews in Whitechapel.  
 
      
 
    As the dying whore stopped struggling, Isaacs released his grip on her wrist, shoulder, neck and mouth, lowering her slowly to the ground and laying her out with her feet towards the road and her head pointed towards the rear of the yard.  I handed him the newly-filled vessel to complete the ritual while I pulled the pin from her black crepe bonnet to be added to my collection.  Her hat fell to the cobblestones beside her head and I dropped the pin into my bag with all of the other pieces of costume jewellery that were my wares.  Isaacs then began to move into position to finish his debasement of the woman’s corpse, but I knew that we had been spotted, and I had to prevent him from continuing the ghastly mutilations that I knew he so loved to inflict upon our victims. 
 
      
 
    ‘Stop!  There is no time for that now, Isaacs.  Schwartz may have already sounded the alarm.  So we must leave off here.  But the deed is now done by half.  This first whore got no protection from her beloved Theotokos, nor will the next; and so you may visit twice the desecration upon our second martyr to compensate for what you were unable to finish here,’ I said with fervour.  ‘The rest is up to you, Isaacs.  Do you have your clasp-knife?’ I asked him in Yiddish.  He nodded.  ‘And are you quite clear upon the details of everything else you must do tonight?’  He nodded again.  ‘Good.  Let us continue as planned.  Go back inside now.  Take these items.  Clean everything up including your hands, and wait.  Soon, you will defile the Mitre.’   
 
      
 
    I dropped the bloody knife into the cup in Isaacs’ hand, then took a candle from my bag, making sure not to leave anything behind before snapping it shut.  Isaacs then picked up the newly-filled bottle, and slipped quietly back into the Club through the back door to pass the items to my wife for cleaning and concealment.  When he opened the door, I could more clearly hear the men inside singing a familiar tune in Russian.  I realised then that Isaacs having covered the woman’s mouth had probably been unnecessary, for it was unlikely that any of the neighbours could have heard her screams over the loud -- and mostly disharmonic -- voices of the club members. 
 
      
 
    I pulled out a box of Lucifer matches from the ticket-pocket of my overcoat, then lit the candle and made another thorough sweep of the area for anything I might have dropped.  Finding nothing, I blew out the candle, but I was later to learn that I had missed one very crucial item that had fallen into the gutter.  As it turned out, it never really mattered though, for the idiot police were never able to make the connection, nor was the supposedly brilliant ‘private consulting detective’ that I strongly suspected was assisting them.  
 
      
 
    I returned the matchbox to my coat pocket, threw the spent match and candle into the gutter and left the yard to run a very short distance back down Berner Street in the opposite direction to the Commercial Road.  Rather than vaulting the wall over to the spot where my pony and cart awaited, I turned left at Fairclough Street for the third time in as many hours, taking off my bloody gloves and shoving them into a storm drain along the way, making a mental note of where to return for them the following day.  I then turned left again into Batty Street to return to my pony and trap that were still in the yard behind the Board School, where I had left them thirty minutes earlier.  I untied Baron, jumped aboard the cart and continued my previous course, driving south down Batty to its end at Fairclough, where I turned right, and then immediately turned right again into Berner Street.  The club was only a very short distance down the road on my left.  I entered the open gates and stopped my pony in the cart-way just beside the murdered woman.  Baron took no notice whatsoever of the whore’s dead body, and stood calmly sniffing the air, oblivious to the blood that had begun to run along the gutter towards the back door of the club in the aftermath of the Shechita that had taken place just minutes before, lovely animal that he was.  
 
      
 
    I then entered the club through the kitchen door that Isaacs had passed through only minutes before.  My wife stood by with a knowing look upon her face as I shouted loudly for my fellow club members, who were still singing joyously upstairs.  When I got their attention, I called for them to join me outside to ‘attend to a woman I found lying in the street.’ 
 
      
 
     Five comrades that had been inside singing, Morris Eygel, Joseph Lave, Gilyarovsky, Jacobs and Gidleman came running to the kitchen, followed by young Isaacs.  Samuel Fridenthal (as Samuel was known in the club) was already on his way to Mitre Square, but I would later be sure the police would think he was among those five. 
 
      
 
    ‘What has happened?’ asked my friend Morris Eygel.  
 
      
 
    ‘I do not know,’ I told him.  ‘There is a woman lying in the gateway.  She appears to be injured or drunk.  I cannot be certain.  Please, go outside and have a look for yourselves.’   
 
      
 
    At this, Isaacs, Eygel, Gilyarovsky, Lave, Jacobs and Gidleman ran outside, followed by comrades Krantz and Yaffa from the printing shop, who had been alerted by Isaacs.  My wife Sarah came out as well, acting perfectly ignorant of the situation.  
 
      
 
    ‘What is wrong, Lyubov?’ She asked with feigned concern.  
 
      
 
    ‘I think there is a sick woman outside, Zolotse.  She may need help.  Please fetch my other Astrakhan for me.  I fear this one has gotten wet outside.  I used it to cover her,’ I lied, while giving her a cold stare that could not be seen by the others, and that she understood fully.  I handed her my bag and my jacket, which was wet in places with blood, although its crimson colour was undetectable on the sleeve of the thick black woollen garment.  With all the men’s attention on the dead whore, I washed my hands with care, unrolled and buttoned my shirt cuffs, then checked my trousers and shoes for blood while she was gone, and she quickly returned with another coat for me.  I put it on and returned outside, where Eygel had struck a match, and the other five men were squatting over the body.  There was blood running down the gutter, and Eygel cried, ‘She is dead!  She’s been murdered!’  My wife let out quite a theatrical scream of horror, setting the stage, and Gidleman ran back into the house to tell the others.  
 
      
 
    ‘Run for the police!’ I shouted to the men, who were accustomed to following my orders. ‘Samuel!  Go that way!’ I cried, pointing towards the Commercial Road, over which I thought I could faintly detect the wandering beam of a policeman’s bulls-eye lantern approaching from far off in the darkness.  No one but Isaacs realised that Samuel was not actually among us when I pretended to be addressing him.  ‘Isaacs, you go that way!’ I ordered, indicating for my young protégé to run in another direction -- westward towards Mitre Square.  ‘Eygel!  Check in that direction!  Lave!  You run down Fairclough and head towards Batty.  Turn right at Christian Street towards the railway tracks.  Jacobs, come with me.’   
 
      
 
    I myself then ran off in the opposite direction to the main road, across Fairclough Street and further south down Berner with Jacobs behind me, the two of us shouting for help.  I knew it was likely that Israel Schwartz, who had bolted earlier in the same direction when chased off by Samuel, may already have found a policeman in that area, so I had to be convincing.  It wasn’t long before I did encounter Schwartz standing in the road near Ellen Street, but he was alone, out of breath and quaking with fear.  While Jacobs carried on running and turned left towards Grove, I stopped dead in my tracks and made a silent, warning gesture to the frightened man, wagging my finger from side to side and then holding it up to my pursed lips before pointing at him and again shaking my finger threateningly while I glared at him.  He responded with a gesture that conveyed his understanding and acquiescence.  I then continued running down the road and recognised another of my neighbours, Edward Spooner, in front of the Beehive Pub.  I quickly enlisted Spooner to return with me to Dutfield’s Yard, where by the time we arrived, the other men were waiting with the police constable I had seen coming earlier.  I continued my charade of having innocently stumbled upon the dead woman as all havoc was breaking loose in the yard, just as predicted. 
 
      
 
    At this point, the account of Louis Diemschutz ended. 
 
      
 
    The agile and athletic eighteen-year-old Isaac Kozebrodski at first heads in the direction of the policeman’s lantern that he can see ahead, but once he is out of the sight of the other club members, he instead changes his course to avoid crossing paths with the constable.  Rather than seek out the policeman he sees coming, he sprints towards the Whitechapel High Street and turns left, running east towards Mitre Square and nearly crossing paths with Morris Eagle who has by then changed course and is now headed north, in the direction of the Leman Street Police Station.  A few minutes later, he realizes that one of the other men must have reached the constable when he hears the loud, shrill blasts of the policeman’s whistle in the distance.  It was in fact Eagle who did eventually locate two constables at the corner of Commercial Road and Grove Street. 
 
      
 
    Kozebrodski continues running towards an area near Mitre Square that he knows is frequented by prostitutes at that hour of the morning, and was specifically chosen by Diemschutz for its name, which related to the head-dress worn by high Christian officials and the current Pope, Leo XIII. 
 
      
 
    He searches along Duke and Mitre Streets, but to no avail.  After spending almost fifteen minutes looking for Samuel Friedman, who ran to the area well before him and had begun scouting for a second victim after chasing away the witness earlier in Berner Street, he asks a man named James Blenkingsop, who is on duty as a night watchman in St. James’s Place, if he had seen a man and a woman pass through the area, and if so, where they had gone.  In response, Blenkingsop says, ‘I didn’t take any notice.  I have seen some people pass that way,’ as he points in the direction of a dark corner near the passage.   
 
      
 
    Kozebrodski thanks him and hurries into that area after the night watchman walks away and is no longer paying him any attention.  He runs through the passage and into the darkness of Mitre Square, which he finds to be empty.  He crosses the Square, passing the Heseltine, Kearley and Tonge building and turns left through Church Passage, which leaves him back in Duke Street, where he finally spies his confederate talking to a woman.  And as a bonus that seemed to him to be a divine sign and a portentous harbinger of success, she happens to be the woman Louis had chosen the night before, and she still has on the same green Michaelmas dress adorned with a golden lily pattern signifying her Christianity that she had been wearing the previous night.  Over it, she wears a knee-length white apron, tied at the waist.  She is forty-six-year-old Catherine Eddowes.  A few minutes before, Samuel had met up with her walking from the direction of the Bishopsgate Police Station, where she had been detained by police at 8:45 p.m. that evening for public drunkenness, and was released just thirty-five minutes earlier at 01:00 a.m.  Kozebrodski crosses the road and begins to follow the couple as they walk down the road until they stop at the corner of Duke Street and Church Passage just in front of the Great Synagogue. 
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    From here, the account is resumed from the viewpoint of Isaac M. Kozebrodski: 
 
      
 
    After searching up and down Mitre and Duke Streets as well as St. James’s Place for my friend, I was joyous to finally see that Samuel had indeed found the whore that Louis selected the night before, and that she was still wearing the dress that had caught his eye and made her his first choice to be tonight’s second martyr.  At first I wasn’t sure, for on this night she wore a rather large apron that almost entirely covered the front of it.  But once I was behind them, I could see the flower pattern that Louis had told us ensured she was a Christian.  Samuel wore a pea jacket, muffler and a cloth cap that had a peak of the same material, just like the ones he had made for Louis and me.  I followed them for a short while as they strolled together, then ducked into a dark corner opposite the Great Synagogue as I waited for him to lead the whore out of the area and into the square.  I could hear the woman thanking Samuel for her new bonnet and asking how he thought it looked on her, and him telling her it looked ‘jolly good.’  She seemed very drunk, and I was surprised she had even remembered that he gave it to her, or that she had agreed to meet him here that night.  
 
      
 
    They continued talking as he walked her up Duke Street towards the entrance to Mitre Square according to plan, and stopped in front of the narrow passage on the right that I had just come through, which was commonly known as ‘Dark Passage.’  I followed them into the blackness near the corridor, remaining hidden to avoid a group of three men passing by after coming out of the Imperial Club across the road.  As they neared, I got a good look at all three, two of which were familiar to me from the IWMEC.  One of them seemed to recognise Samuel and take note of him, but I heard the other tell him it was best to keep clear of ‘those sorts of characters’ as they walked past me, not noticing me behind them in the shadows.  After the three men strode past the couple and made their way down the road, I walked out of the darkness behind the woman, close enough for Samuel to see me.  When I was certain he was aware of my presence, I quietly approached her from the back as Samuel kept her engaged in conversation.  Decidedly drunk and anxious to get down to business, she appeared to be becoming suspicious of Samuel’s continued delaying of their assignation, and must have told him so, for he responded to her by saying, ‘I am not the murderer’ in a tone of anger.  And, strictly speaking, that statement was true.  Then, with Samuel pretending to change his mind about the deal and turning away from her, I sprang upon her from behind, instantly slipping my left arm under hers, then grabbing her by the back of the neck to immobilise her as I covered her mouth with my right hand in the by-now familiar way.  Samuel immediately turned back to grab both of her legs and together, we silently carried her into the dark passage behind us, overpowering all of her useless struggling.  But before we could get very far into the corridor, we saw a light approaching from inside the square.   
 
      
 
    ‘Hush!’ whispered Samuel.  ‘It’s that same copper we saw last night.  Once he passes, we’ve at least fifteen minutes before he comes back around.  You’ll be well finished with your work by then, by the look of you,’ he said, commenting on my excited state, although from his vantage point and in the darkness, he could not have seen my throbbing erection showing obviously through my trousers. 
 
      
 
    The moment the constable passed, we hurriedly carried the struggling whore to the southwest corner of the square and slammed her roughly to the cobblestones on her backside between an old gateway and a gutter pipe that ran up the brick wall.  As Samuel continued to hold her legs and keep her from kicking, I roughly pressed her head to the ground with my right hand, keeping her mouth covered all the while as I released the under-arm hold with my left and spun my body around to sit atop her prone form.  I ended up straddling her just as I had done to the numerous boys I had beaten in wrestling matches back home.  I sat up just enough to pull her flowered Michaelmas skirt, grey petticoat and two other very old and ragged skirts she wore as undergarments up past her hips and under her body.  
 
      
 
    In the pitch black of Mitre Square, the drunken woman could not have seen me draw the six-inch folding clasp-knife I had named ‘Jack’ from my left pocket, but she was aware of the danger and was trying desperately to reach for the pin that was keeping her hat in place, no doubt to try and stab me with it.  But Samuel and I made sure she was unable to grab it.  I still had my right inward-turned palm pressing down across her nose and mouth, holding her head fast against the ground, and it was too late for her to do anything about it.  With her breathing largely impeded and unable to scream, kick or sit up, she tried to punch at me with her left hand, but because of the way my hand and body pressed down upon her, she was forced to punch in an adductive manner, striking inward and downward towards her own body and hitting the right side of my ribs with the area of her fist between the thumb and first finger, which probably hurt her more than it did me.  For I was by that time in a blind fury and was therefore unable to feel the blows and thus ignored her useless attempt at self-defence.  As she struck out at me with futility, I placed my knife down just behind and below her left ear and drew the blade diagonally across her throat, beginning with a shallower cut on the left side to release the blood pressure gradually as Louis had taught me in the Shechita ritual in order to avoid being sprayed with arterial blood.  I finished the cut by slicing through her neck all the way to a point about three inches below her right ear.  The deep gash laid her throat open and cut her neck to the bone, creating a ghastly ear-to-ear ‘death grin.’  Her life began to rapidly drain away before my eyes, and Samuel released his grasp upon her legs, then stood to the side, guarding against any possible interlopers. 
 
      
 
    A large amount of blood flowed down to the pavement, mainly to the right of her body near her left shoulder and the upper part of her left arm.  Because the pavement sloped in that direction, the blood continued to flow under the gap beneath her neck and towards her right shoulder, but most of it was unable to flow under her shoulders, lower back or buttocks, and would eventually leave the area of bricks and pavement just below the middle of her body remarkably bloodless. 
 
      
 
     Realizing I had brought with me no vessel with which to catch the woman’s dripping life-blood, I turned her head towards her left shoulder to allow me access to the wound.  I bent forward and brought my face oh-so-close to the bleeding gash.  Just then, Samuel warned me to be silent because he detected a light coming from the other end of the square, and I immediately stood and prepared to flee, but he must have imagined it, for he said it quickly disappeared, and I continued my work. 
 
      
 
    I was by then delirious with blood lust, and began a savage frenzy that lasted more than nine full minutes, mutilating her body in a manner much lovelier than those I had done before on four other occasions.  Standing over her supine form, I pulled open the white vest she wore, causing some of its buttons to fall to the pavement.  Then I ripped her brown linsey bodice and white calico chemise open to expose her breasts and abdomen, which I went to work laying open.  I moved to the right side of her body, kneeling next to her pelvis, took off my Astrakhan coat, rolled up my sleeves and began my most exquisite and pleasing mutilation yet, but not the greatest I would ever do -- that would come about in nine weeks’ time.  Cutting her from her crotch to a point just below her breast bone with a jagged upward slash, I laid open her belly, and began drawing her intestines out.  I severed a two-foot length of it and placed it between her body and her left arm.  The gash I then made began from her groin and cut upward along the centre until just before it would have reached her navel, had Jack not had a mind of his own and gone around it in a semi-circular path.  That splendid and delicious cut left her navel hanging on a little tongue of skin with two and a half inches of muscle still attached to it.  I moved Jack happily downward to the right, and then went down the right side of her vagina and in behind the rectum with my blade.  Luckily, I managed to not pierce her bladder, as I had learned from my mistake in doing so in Hanbury Street, where I had been sprayed with the whore’s foul-smelling urine during my supreme moment. 
 
      
 
    Next, I severed the tube that connected her left kidney, and carefully removed it and set it down upon her breast.  I had learned something of the kidney’s location in the body, not so much from the medical books I had read with fascination at the club’s library, but mostly from my prior surgical experimentations in Hanbury Street just three weeks earlier, and in Buck’s Row two weeks before that. 
 
      
 
    I was surprised that the woman’s bleeding had slowed considerably, but I put that down to her being dead during this part of my work, and I’m quite sure she’d have bled more for me if she had still been alive. 
 
      
 
    After removing the kidney, I moved to her groin area.  Once I had lifted her skirts and apron, Jack made an inch-deep stab to the left of her vagina.  Below that, he made another three-inch slice.  Then, beginning an inch below where her thigh started, Jack and I made another oblique cut that went down the inner side of her left thigh and formed a flap of skin up to her groin.  I created another flap of skin formed by her right thigh as well, and then cut up her uterus and womb, leaving a stump of three quarters of an inch.  I used Jack to remove the rest of the womb along with some stringy muscles, and I placed them upon her chest beside the kidney I had already taken out.  I knew that Louis had special plans for both. 
 
      
 
    When I stopped to rest, and took a moment to admire Jack’s handiwork the best I could in the half-light from the square’s feeble gas lamp, I could just make out a tattoo on the woman’s forearm that appeared to be a set of the initials ‘TC,’ which gave me an idea.  Working in near complete darkness, I began yet more beautiful mutilations that would start with her eyes.  I had to go mainly by feel in order to create the design I intended to leave behind upon the dead whore’s face. 
 
      
 
    My first cut went through her lower left eyelid in the shape of the letter ‘I.’ As I brought trusty Jack down to her eye for that cut, I scratched through the skin of her left eyelid close to her nose.  I then cut another ‘I’ through her right eyelid and the remaining ‘V’ portions of the letter ‘K’ through both of her cheeks (the junctures of her eyelids themselves forming the straight line spines of the letters on each side), and moved my blade over to the bridge of her nose.  In honour of my lookout and faithful confederate, I made a deep ‘S’-shaped slice through it all the way to the right side of the cheek, and Jack nearly penetrated into the woman’s mouth. 
 
      
 
    Then, with a cross-ways sweep of Old Jack, I cut off the tip of her nose in just the way Louis had told me that filthy women of her type were punished in days of old and put it into my pocket.  And with yet another incision from there, I began creating a third set of my initials; I did this by slicing her upper lip vertically in two and went right through her gums along the way.  This formed the ‘I,’ of Isaac, while another line I slashed just below and parallel with her bottom lip formed the spine of the third ‘K’ in the manner her closed eyelids had done up above.  I cut another inverted ‘V’ into her chin to complete that last initial of my name.  And as an afterthought, I made yet another inverted ‘V’ next to the first one on her chin, which created the image of an ‘M’ -- my middle initial -- in effect signing my handiwork for all the world to see, yet not to observe. 
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    About half an inch from the top of where her nose had been, I made another cross-ways cut, and looking down at the sight of the disfigured face, I was reminded of the proverb Louis told me came from the bible she worshipped; ‘I will turn my jealous anger against you, and they will deal harshly with you.  They will cut off your nose and ears, and any survivors will then be slaughtered by the sword.’  
 
      
 
    Samuel, who had remained very quiet the entire time, standing at the edge of the sidewalk with his back to me, legs apart and arms folded menacingly while I worked, broke his silence to remind me of the promise Louis had made to the police in his ‘Dear Boss’ letter.  In order to fulfil that promise, I brought my blade to the dead whore’s right ear as I pinched the top of the auricle between my fingers and cut the back of it right off by sawing through the gristle, then proceeded to drop the damned thing, and lose it altogether.  I blindly searched for it in the dark, but to no avail.  It was gone. 
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    I then pulled a long waterproof sack made of dog leather that Louis had given me from my coat pocket, where I had neatly rolled it up and put it into place the day before.  I carefully placed my trophies inside it and snapped it neatly closed using the bar and handle at the top of it.  I then put my prized clasp-knife down upon the corpse and wiped my bloody hands on my trousers as best I could. 
 
      
 
    Mindful of the walk-through we had done the night before, which had warned us of the police constable’s imminent return, I knew we must soon be on our way, but Samuel again reminded me that before we could leave, I needed the woman’s ear, which I had clumsily dropped and lost during the attack.  Louis would never forgive me for forgetting that important detail he had specifically made so clear to me in his orders during the planning stage of our Mission.  I could not disappoint my leader.  And so I frantically searched for the severed ear, but was unable to locate it in the darkness of Mitre Square.  After a brief period of searching, Samuel appeared to be near panicked. 
 
      
 
    ‘Hurry, Isaacs, we’ve no time to dally,’ he whispered sharply to me in our native Polish.  ‘I’ve an idea.  Since you’ve already cut off her ear as promised, they’ll know who’s to blame alright.  So let’s take something else that the police will connect with this whore.  Here, we can use her apron.  But cut it in half so that they can match the two pieces later,’ he said as he lifted her buttocks to allow me to pull off the garment.   
 
      
 
    Following Samuel’s orders, I reached under her lower back to untie the string that secured the apron around her waist.  I pulled it off and cut away a bloody and faeces-stained piece from the corner, making sure to include the string to be certain it could later be matched and definitely identified as coming from our victim.  I hoped that Louis would be satisfied with Samuel’s decision as I rolled up the piece of cloth and put it into my pocket along with my other souvenir.  As it turned out, he found it quite amusing in light of a man known locally as ‘Leather Apron’ having been blamed for our Hanbury Street work a few weeks before that had, in his words, ‘given him fits.’  
 
      
 
    Lastly, I wiped most of the blood from Jack and gave him to Samuel, who wrapped the knife with a cloth, tied it into a bundle and put it into his pocket, then pulled the pin from the woman’s hat, which would have caused it to fall from her head had it not been tied beneath her chin.  His work in the square now being complete, he took off running in the direction of his home in Weaver Street, where he would dispose of the weapon along the way.  I was sad to see the end of my prized clasp-knife, but I would soon be rewarded with a newer blade that would become the next Jack. 
 
      
 
    After my own work was done, and the woman was decimated almost beyond all recognition, I was now alone in the square with the dead whore, lying on her back with her right leg drawn up from the ground with the foot flat, and her left leg extended out straight.  I had barely the time to place her arms in a palms-up position that, together with the gaping, bloody hole where her womb should have been, would certainly be seen by our enemy as the supreme insult to Christianity it was intended to be. 
 
      
 
    Her arms, which had initially been reaching for her hat pin before her useless punching defence, had fallen limply to the pavement with their palms up, fingers slightly bent.  I rearranged them as instructed by Louis, and positioned them in the manner that reminded me of a posture in the image of the Theotokos he had shown me, and other religious images I had seen, where the subject appeared to be offering or beckoning to the beholder with a similar attitude. 
 
      
 
    I gazed down upon the whore’s dead body, now in a position reminiscent of a Christian holy icon.  And like a prayer, I silently recited the first two lines of my favourite old Polish poem over the body as I prepared to leave.  It was entitled To a Corpse.  In its entirety, it went as follows: 
 
      
 
    In death reposest thou, and I in death repose. 
 
    Thou slain by an arrow, I am poisoned by desire. 
 
    While thou art full of blood, my cheek has lost its rose. 
 
    Bright candles by thy side, in me a secret fire. 
 
    In a shroud of mourning liest thou among the woes, 
 
    My senses in a horrid darkness trapped expire. 
 
    Thy hands are bound, my freedom’s gone; eternal throes 
 
    Of death have chained my mind upon a funeral pyre. 
 
    Thou speakest not, I cannot cease to moan all day. 
 
    Thy senses gone, I suffer from a dreadful pain. 
 
    Thou cold as ice, my entrails burn with flames insane. 
 
    Thy body soon will turn and into ash decay, 
 
    But I, a goad of my eternal blaze of lust, 
 
    Cannot disintegrate and simply turn to dust. 117 
 
      
 
     But without the time to complete the poem, I gathered up my bag full of goodies and rolled it up in my coat just as I saw a lantern and heard the footsteps of the constable approaching from the opposite corner of the square.  
 
      
 
    With the sound of a police whistle blowing in the distance, and the rolled-up bundle under my arm, I sprinted back to the east, in the direction of Goulston Street for the next phase of my mission.  It didn’t take me long to reach my first destination, even with a short stop to rinse off as much blood as I could from my face and hands at an outdoor sink in Dorset Street.  I soon realised that I was shivering without my coat, but I knew another one would be waiting for me at my next appointed location.   
 
      
 
    In a few minutes’ time, I arrived at the pre-arranged spot at #108-119 Wentworth Model Dwellings in Goulston Street -- a location that had been specifically chosen by Louis for its name, although I could not remember at that moment what its exact English meaning was.  He knew the place from visiting a man who lived there named Israel Sunshine.  He didn’t like Sunshine and hoped the police might even end up investigating the man.  Even in the dark, I could see the ornate white archway, and the address plate overhead on the left side of the brick walls.  At first, I had a bit of trouble locating the cloth sack containing the towel, coat, trousers and clean shirt over the awning where I had left them hidden the night before.  But when I did, I climbed up to fetch the bag, returned to the dark alcove, quickly stripped, took out the towel on top of it and cleaned myself, then took the clean clothing out of the bag and laid it upon the ground beside the piece of the apron I had cut off and brought with me.  I gathered up my bloody discarded clothes, rolled them all up and laid them upon the cobblestones near the waterproof dog-leather bag.  I put the bundle back inside the empty bag, then wiped my hands again.  I then re-dressed in the dark recess in front of the stairs, putting on the clean Astrakhan coat I had left in the bag on the previous night.  From its pocket, I pulled out a piece of chalk and the handwritten copy of the message to be inscribed upon the wall that Louis had carefully prepared for me, and had shown me exactly how to write two days before.  Making sure to choose the right side of the archway, being very careful to write it out the best and most clearly I could in my excited state, and with my imperfect grasp of English, I scrawled the message 
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    upon the black brick fascia edging of the open doorway which led to the staircase and basement door, exactly as I had been instructed to do by my leader.  I then dropped the cut-off section of the whore’s apron with its string attached in a conspicuous spot below and directly in front of the graffito I had written.  I once again wiped my hands and stuffed the towel into the bag on top of the other bundle, then took one last look at my work before I ran off, failing to realise I had omitted one letter from the message as Louis wanted it written.  Being careful not to leave any bloodied clothing nor any other trace of my presence behind, I carried the cloth sack that contained my soiled clothing and the dog-leather bag full of body parts we needed with me as I ran back eastward towards the club. 
 
      
 
    Along my way, I stashed the bag in the spot I had found as Louis and I walked this exact same route the previous night, where it would not be found until I returned for it the following morning.  After secreting the bag at that safe spot in Plumbers Row, I tore up the paper I had used earlier just as I was told to do, and continued to run until I got very close to the club, dropping a small piece of the shredded paper each twenty paces until they were all gone.  Once I came close to the Commercial Road, I slowed to a casual walking pace as I neared the club.  Even from a distance, I could see that there was already a great commotion in Dutfield’s Yard, with a large crowd gathering in Berner Street just outside the closed gates.  Unable to get to the spot where Louis had told me I should wait for the proper moment to re-enter the yard, I went around the back through Batty’s Gardens and climbed the wall behind the building at Number 32, and continued climbing until I reached its roof.  I walked across the tops of the buildings, jumping across from roof to roof until I reached the point where the parapet of Number 38 met the wall of the club next-door at Number 40, which was one storey higher than the buildings on either side of it.  It would have been quite simple to enter through any of the windows facing me on the north wall, but they were all locked shut.  And, although I could also easily reach my objective -- Louis’ front bedroom window -- from my perch, I did not dare attempt to climb in through that opening, as I would surely be spotted by one of the hundreds of people below in the street.  Instead, I chose to continue climbing the north wall, out of view, until I was atop the roof of the club.  Keeping myself low and out of the sight of the growing mob of people on the street, I noiselessly crawled along the roof’s slanted surface, careful not to loosen any small stones or other debris that might roll down the steep pitch and fall upon the crowd below.  I eventually reached the chimney, which offered me not only a safe hand- and foot-hold, but also provided me with good cover as I peeked downward.  I could see down into the yard, which was now brightly lit in the area where the woman was lying directly below me just inside the gateway where we left her.  
 
      
 
    From my vantage point high above, I could see some policemen and what looked to be doctors in a tight group around the body and others running around like poisoned mice, but I did not see Louis, Samuel, Jacobs, Gidleman, Eygel or Love.  I supposed they had been taken inside, so I remained concealed upon the roof, occasionally peering over and waiting as instructed for the arrival of Inspector Reid’s Black Mariah.  But instead, I saw my opportunity when the crowd was distracted by the gates opening for the departure of two of the men I assumed to be doctors or secret police.  With all eyes upon those men as they walked out into Berner Street, and with all police and other onlookers momentarily distracted, I entered the clubhouse almost exactly as I had during the walk-through the night before.  But instead of shimmying up the drainpipe, I climbed down it instead, lowering myself through the open window and into the Steward’s Dwelling -- Louis’ living quarters on the second floor.  I swung in and dropped silently into the room, which I imagined had already been searched by police, for it was empty and death-quiet, and the door to the hall and stairwell was shut tight.  I went to the closet, then quickly and quietly cleaned up using the small basin of water Louis’ wife Sarah had left for me in the closet along with her full-length dressing mirror.  I exchanged my bloody, dirty and wet shoes for the clean, dry pair I had placed there that morning and fully inspected myself for any tell-tale traces of blood.  There were none.  When I was thoroughly clean and dry as I could get myself, I crept down the stairs and from behind the banister, I peeked down into the first floor, where I saw my friends and a lot of other men being questioned by regular and secret police and a doctor, who was examining their hands and clothing for bloodstains.  I waited for Sarah to notice me, and when she did, she gave me a furtive, knowing glance before going to the kitchen as planned to bring refreshments to the two officers that were questioning my friends.  When she returned with their tea, she gracelessly spilled the hot fluid on one of the officers, then made a great show of being apologetic for her horrible clumsiness as she attempted to towel him off around his wet crotch area.  He reacted just as Louis said he would.  And at just the right moment when everyone was distracted by that great charade, I slipped into the room unnoticed behind everyone’s backs.  In the havoc and confusion, no one immediately noticed my presence until I was spotted by Gidleman, who had momentarily walked away from the group of the other club members. 
 
      
 
    ‘Where have you been, Isaacs?’ asked Gidleman suspiciously in Yiddish. 
 
      
 
    ‘Why, here of course, where else?’ I answered.  
 
      
 
    ‘He’s been here all along, I can vouch for that,’ said Samuel, with a wink in my direction behind Gidleman’s back.  I was surprised to see that he had beaten me back to the club, for although I had work to do in Goulston Street, I knew that he had been told to discard the bloody knife in a location that would appear as though the killer had run at least a mile from the Wentworth Model Dwellings in a direction opposite the IWMEC. 
 
      
 
    ‘Ah.  I suppose in all the confusion, I must not have noticed you until now,’ asked Gidleman in a still somewhat suspicious tone.  ‘Why are you sweating?’ he asked. 
 
      
 
    ‘I ran for the police, along with Samuel, Eygel and the others,’ I lied. 
 
      
 
    ‘Hmm… Well, have they questioned you yet?’  
 
      
 
    ‘No, and why do you ask?’ I asked nervously, not yet fully aware of what the police were actually doing.   
 
      
 
    ‘You must not have understood the constable’s orders earlier.  They are going to question us all before we can leave.  They are also checking our hands and clothing for blood.  But we have nothing to fear, have we?’ asked Gidleman, with an arched eyebrow, yet with no idea of what the three of us had actually been getting up to.  
 
      
 
    After a few minutes of watching my friends being questioned one by one by the policeman that had not been drenched in Sarah’s distractive diversion, I was finally able to find Louis, who had also been keeping an eye out for my return to the club as specified in his plan.  
 
      
 
    Speaking in Yiddish, in order to be understood by me yet preventing nearby police from comprehending, Louis said, ‘I can see no tell-tale sign that your half of our Double Event had been completed.  If you have in fact done your part exactly as planned, you have also done very well in your completion of the final stage.  They will want to question and inspect you, Isaacs.  I see that you are clean, but your hair is still a bit wet, and you are still sweating from your exertion.  Do your best to be among the last to be questioned by the politsay.  Samuel and I will also do our best to distract them if they approach you before you are dry and calm.  If they do happen to notice your perspiration and nervousness, just tell them you were one of the runners that found a policeman, and that you are still terrified that the killer will get you on your way home.’  
 
      
 
    Just then, the headman of the group of policemen that I came to know was Louis’ great nemesis, Inspector Edmund Reid, entered the room.  He seemed to want to create difficulties for the club.  Pretending that he was in a hurry, he asked if he could buy several cigars.  Louis responded to him with a question. 
 
      
 
     ‘Don’t you know that the law, which you protect, forbids strangers from selling cigars in a club?’ said Louis, demonstrating his disregard for the man’s authority for all of us.  The idiot seemed at a loss for words. 
 
      
 
     Louis went on to tell him that if he wanted, however, they could give him two cigars.  The police big shot did not refuse and asked to be given the cigars.118 
 
      
 
    Louis then moved to the door to re-join the officers and medical personnel who were examining the body outside.  As Louis attempted to re-enter the yard, he was stopped by an officer posted outside the kitchen door.   
 
      
 
    ‘I’m sorry, sir.  That area is off limits at the moment.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘He’s alright, Lamb.  He’s been thoroughly checked, and he lives here,’ said another constable.  ‘That’s his missus inside preparing our tea.’  The first officer then allowed Louis to enter the yard.  
 
      
 
    A bit later, when the wet policeman -- the one called Lamb -- had returned to his duties of questioning the men, he eyed me with a somewhat puzzled look on his face.  He approached me and asked where I had come from. 
 
      
 
    ‘Poland, sir!’ I replied, saluting him like the soldier I was, with absolutely zero respect for the pig.  He laughed, then said, ‘No, son.  I mean just now.’ 
 
      
 
    At that moment, Samuel, who spoke perfect English, butted in.  ‘I’m sorry officer.  My young friend here does not speak English well, for he is a recent arrival upon these fair shores.  But, as his fellow countryman from Poland, I have taken the boy under my wing so to speak, and would be most happy to translate any questions you might have for him.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh, right.  Well then ask him where exactly he has been over the past forty-five minutes or so.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, for that answer, Constable, sir, I can speak for him if I may.  As you can see, the lad is quite athletic and is easily the fastest man here at the club.  He was one of the two men who ran from here and found your good self in the Commercial Road earlier when I failed.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Ah… was he?  I don’t quite remember him, though I suppose those events are quite fuzzy in my mind at the moment.  I thought it was just that man over there.’ 
 
      
 
    He pointed at Morris Eygel, who noticed the attention, smiled and waved. 
 
      
 
    ‘Right then son.  Thank you ever so much for your service,’ said the stupid pig, forgetting his original question to me, which Samuel had so cleverly avoided answering. 
 
      
 
    ‘You’ll need to be questioned and examined now,’ he said.  ‘Can you two go over there and tell Inspector Lestrade I sent you over?  You can go with him and translate for your heroic young friend.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘What did he just say?’ I asked Samuel in Polish. 
 
      
 
    ‘He said he would be going home to fuck his grandmother after leaving here tonight,’ said Samuel. 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh?  My English is not so good.  I thought he said it was his grand-father he’d be fucking,’ I said with a great smile upon my face. 
 
      
 
    ‘Thank you men.  Now go and see the Inspector,’ said the constable. 
 
      
 
    After my questioning and inspection by the rat-faced Inspector and the medical man, which I passed through flawlessly, Samuel and I walked as inconspicuously as possible to the corner of the room farthest from the police activity and I sat down, with Samuel doing his best to block me from the policeman’s view.  From where I was sat, I could see Louis outside.  He had been going back and forth between the body and the back of the club house, checking periodically through the window to see if I was being questioned yet.  He later told me his heart pounded as the doctor inspected my clothing, hands and pockets while the rat-faced officer questioned me and took my statement, with Samuel translating.  When he saw them send me back to re-join the others in the group, he let out a huge sigh of relief and went back over to the group of onlookers that was surrounding the body. 
 
      
 
    During these examinations of me and my comrades, Inspector Reid received a telegram saying that in Meyter Square near Duke Street Oldgate, another woman had been murdered.  This one, he said, had been cut into pieces just like the murdered Annie Chapman.  Once again there was a commotion among the policemen and people began to run -- out of the club, into the club, out into the yard and then back from the yard.  It went on like this until four o’clock in the morning.  They searched everywhere; they looked for the murderer in all the neighbours’ houses, in the editor’s office, in every corner, under the tables, on the tables and in every pocket. 
 
      
 
    Also as the questioning of my comrades continued, the rat-faced Police Inspector wanted to show, through his coarse behaviour, that he was also a ‘somebody,’ so Samuel took him over to Parsons’ picture, which was nailed to the wall and explained to him that it was Parsons the anarchist, who had been murdered in Chicago and asked him if he wanted to see the others; if so, he could go upstairs to see them.  Everyone laughed, and the poor policeman bit his lips.119Samuel later told me he had almost mentioned Lipski as well, but thought better of it since a man he knew named Schwartz walked up and saw us pulling the woman inside the gate, causing Louis to shout out our code-word.  He wasn’t sure if Schwartz would keep his mouth shut as instructed, so he decided not to bring up the name of the man who lived so close to us, and had been falsely accused of a murder and then railroaded by the police. 
 
      
 
    While I continued to be detained with the others inside the club-house, Louis remained outside with the policemen, doctors and a group of about fifteen bystanders until close to 5 a.m., when the body was finally taken away to the mortuary with a huge crowd outside in the road that had to be pushed back.  The questioning of my comrades inside with me and the bystanders ended at about 05:15 a.m., and once I had been cleared by the police to finally leave the clubhouse, I joined Louis outside while the others went home.  Louis and I and the final officer, the one who had first noticed me inside the club-house and whose name was Lamb, stayed outside talking for a while.   
 
      
 
    Occasionally speaking to me in Yiddish while appearing to the policeman to be translating their conversation for me, Louis asked for confirmation that I was able to secure the body parts he required, and that I was able to clip off the whore’s ear and leave it in the prescribed spot under the message he had specified I was to write upon the wall.  I told him that I had gotten her kidney, but rather than disappoint him with my failure to place the severed ear upon the doorstep, I made up a story about having wrapped the woman’s guts around her neck and strangling her with them.  We thoroughly enjoyed carrying on this conversation right before the idiot policeman that could not understand a word of it, and who even smiled stupidly with admiration for my ‘heroic actions’ after ‘finding’ the body and running for the police. 
 
      
 
    Once the newspaper reporters were allowed upon the premises, Louis gave them his account of the night’s events as he would wish them to believe they had transpired, then pretended to ask me for my own testimony, but instead gave them his version of my story, giving also the appearance of making English my supposed replies to their questions.  He seemed to enjoy re-enacting for them his so-called ‘finding’ of the body, and even posed for the artists’ sketches, although only one of them had the chance to draw him before he had shaved off his beard.  He later told me that he took some delight in giving the reporters an incorrect spelling of his surname, a practise he would continue at each interaction with police, newsmen and the court in order to confuse them in the months to follow.  I learned in 1891 that even ‘Diemschutz’ -- the surname and spelling he most often purported to be correct -- was in fact a false one he had specifically chosen as a blend of the Russian and German languages to mean ‘Protector of Noble Women.’  He and his wife had entered the country under that pseudonym at the behest of our Supreme Leader.   
 
      
 
    After giving the newsmen my story, I left with just enough time on the way back home to Bethnal Green to pick up my bag and then pass through Goulston Street.  Seeing the commotion near #108-119, I blended into the crowd and watched a policeman sponge my ‘Juews’ message off the wall over the apparent objection of many of the policemen that were also there, some of whom were making rude comments about the stupidity of their superior for doing so.  I hoped that someone had taken note of what the message had actually said, for I knew how much work Louis had put into crafting it, and how much it meant to him that one detective in particular would receive it.  
 
    
  
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 CHAPTER LVI: DOUBLE EVENT REDUX; ACT II - The Walkthrough/Dry Run 
 
      
 
    28 September, 1888.  40 Berner Street/Mitre Square/#108-119 Goulston Street 
 
    Told from the perspective of Isaac M. Kozebrodski 
 
      
 
    In the midnight hours of Friday, September 28, 1888, Louis took me and Samuel out on a practise run for the operation we would be executing the following night.  He had planned every move of our upcoming ‘Double Event’ with military precision.  Every minute of our plan was delineated, scrutinised and then re-evaluated in exquisite detail.  Louis was the smartest man I ever met, and I knew he would someday go down in history with Moses, Abraham, Kosciuszko and Pulaski as one of the greatest leaders of all time.  I was proud to be his ‘Ishmael,’ as he would sometimes call me -- a reference, he told me, to the most loyal follower and assistant to someone called ‘Captain Ahab’ in his favourite book.  Louis told me that Ahab, who was named after the great King of Israel that was unfortunately ruined by Jezebel, had been wounded by a leviathan white whale, and that his sole mission in life was to destroy that whale in revenge.  He told me that he thought of himself as a kind of Ahab, reduced to less than a whole man by the Great White Whale that was England, of me as his Ishmael, and the IWMEC as his Pequod -- the ship upon which he would recruit crewmen to assist him in his gallant quest to bring down the beast at all costs, even his own life.  To that end, we had already sacrificed quite a goodly number of ‘Jezebels,’ and the following night would be our crowning achievement in which we would rid the world of yet two more of the filthy harlots.   
 
      
 
    In addition, with the first of the two murders taking place just in front of the IWMEC, we could be sure that the club’s name would be featured in the headlines of all major newspapers around the globe, resulting in a great spread of Socialist propaganda at the courtesy and expense of the news agencies funded by the very enemies of Anarcho-Communism we had declared war upon.  He also told me that I would be helping him with more opportunities to taunt and intimidate his adversaries; one a detective he believed to be the only person with the intellect to interpret the messages he was leaving behind, and the other a ruffian that was running a gang in the East-end that, under the guise of hunting down the Whitechapel murderer, was actually just terrorising innocent Jews.  He said that the first man would understand the writing on the wall I would leave, as well as a certain cardboard box that the second would eventually receive.   
 
      
 
    We began the second half of our practise run by leaving from the club at precisely 01:10 a.m. -- the exact time I would be leaving the IWMEC the following night in what he called our ‘Grand Charade,’ with Samuel having a few minutes’ head-start over me.  Just before departing, we each synchronised our watches to exactly one o’clock, which would allow a ten-minute window for the ‘finding’ of our first martyr in the yard of the club, and for Louis to raise a commotion that would bring outside the many club members that would be there the following night, as it would be a Saturday.  With me carrying the small bag of items Louis had instructed me to bring along, we casually walked the .06 miles, and when we arrived at the Great Synagogue in Duke Place near Mitre Street, he took out the pocket watch he always carried on a thick, golden chain with a large red jewel attached to it. 
 
      
 
    ‘One-twenty-five exactly Isaacs!’ he cried.  ‘Samuel, even if you both walked tomorrow night, that would still give you ten full minutes to find yourself a whore, which should pose no problem at all.  Look at this place.  It’s crawling with the bitches!  And tomorrow there will likely be even more of them here, and right in front of that idiot Doctor Adler’s synagogue.  Do you see that one there?’ 
 
      
 
    He pointed out one of the women among the whores wearing a green flowered skirt. 
 
      
 
    ‘Samuel, I want her.  You must look for her tomorrow, if she is here, you will choose her.  She wears a garment with golden flowers that will send the message I wish to convey.  Perhaps, with a bit of good fortune, these idiots will finally understand what we have been trying to tell them for so long in so very many ways.  And before you leave her, be sure to get me that pin from her hat.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I shan’t forget,’ said Samuel. ‘In fact, speaking of hats, I’ve got a splendid idea and I have just the bonnet for her in my shop.  Give me two minutes, won’t you men?’  He ran over and began speaking to the woman, then handed her a card that he took from his pocket.  She pulled out what looked to be some sort of a small tin from under her skirts and placed the card inside it as Samuel turned away and trotted back over to us.   
 
      
 
    ‘I just gave her a sham visiting card I got from a neighbour in Bethnal Green identifying me as Frank Carter, and made an agreement to meet her tomorrow afternoon in Bermondsey.  I told her I’d swap out that ragged old hat of hers for a nice new bonnet, just as I did for the one in Buck’s Row,’ he said with a smile.  ‘Then I’ll arrange to meet her here again tomorrow night, and request that she wears the same dress she’s got on now.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Outstanding plan!  Good man, Samuel!’ cried Louis exultantly.  
 
      
 
    Louis then reminded us of the 01:35 a.m. hour that he had specified would be the exact minute we should await to begin my part of Phase II of the operation.  It was important to him, he said, that we did not begin the second sacrifice of the night until that precise moment.  The fact that a second whore was being killed at that exact time would solidify his innocence of the crime in the eyes of all of the officers involved in the Ripper killings, who he told us he was absolutely sure would be in Dutfield’s Yard with him at that very moment the next night, and would also therefore exonerate him from any possible involvement in that murder.  By simple logic, that would also render him completely innocent of the first murder at the IWMEC, since they would be forced to assume the second had been performed by the same man that did the first.  In that assumption, they would only be half right.  As I told you, Louis was the smartest man I ever met.  Being his First Lieutenant and his Ishmael was a great honour to me. 
 
      
 
    He explained to us that he knew exactly how long it would take his great nemesis, Inspector Edmund Reid of the Gentile’s police forces, to arrive in the yard, and how he knew it.  In two of the previous cases, he had either remained hidden nearby the scene until he heard the police whistles and then saw Reid’s Black Mariah -- a spectacular black police wagon that would carry him to all crime locations -- or had read in the newspaper exactly what time his great enemy arrived on scene.  In another instance, he had watched George Yard from the window in his rooms at the IWMEC using a strange modern military viewing device that looked to me like two connected telescopes which allowed him to see things at great distances as though they were much closer.  With this device, he was able to closely observe the area until he saw the dead whore’s body being discovered, then watched all of the ensuing havoc until Reid came upon the scene.  In this way, he told us, he would be able to come face-to-face with his arch-rival the following night, and the poor stupid kundel would never suspect the pathetic, frightened, shaking man who had stumbled upon the body was actually the leader of the Jack the Ripper team, nor would he suspect the brave Isaac Kozebrodski nor Samuel Fridenthal, who ran off into the night -- when a savage killer may still lurk nearby -- to fetch a police constable with little regard for their own personal safety. 
 
      
 
    ‘What English policeman is intelligent enough to draw that inference?’ asked Louis.  ‘My poor “delicate flower” of a wife will also be putting it on thick for the imbeciles, filling them up with a false account of my exact actions and whereabouts, and providing the necessary distraction for your furtive return to the club.  But let us discuss that later, at the appropriate moment.  For now, let’s talk about what you two will be doing at exactly 01:35 tomorrow night.’  He tapped his pocket watch which, like ours, was just upon the stroke of half one. 
 
      
 
    ‘Samuel, by this time tomorrow night, you will have chosen our martyr -- hopefully that one -- and will lead her as close as you can to the square and keep her there or, better yet, near that passage,’ he said, indicating a corridor that ran along the side of the synagogue that was very dark indeed.  Samuel nodded his understanding as he eyed the woman with a sidelong, squinting glance.  The woman, who was still walking about the area looking for a customer, stupidly waved at him when he looked her way. 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, Ishmael, what will be your actions tomorrow when your timepiece indicates it is the correct minute, and not a moment sooner or later?’ he asked, referring to the shiny new pocket watch he had given to me just that morning.   
 
      
 
    ‘I will approach the woman that you have pre-selected for martyrdom -- that one,’ I said, indicating the whore in the flowered dress with a jerk of my chin.  ‘If she is here again tomorrow.  Otherwise, Samuel will have selected another,’ I continued.  ‘I will grasp her in the prescribed manner from behind as Samuel distracts her, and together we will bring her into the corner of that square. 
 
      
 
    ‘Very good, Isaacs.  Let us go now into that square and choose the corner that is darkest, and therefore best suited for your work tomorrow night.’ 
 
      
 
    The three of us walked into the square, which Louis told me was named for the formal headdress worn by the chief of the Christian church, and he decided that the corner off to the right would be the optimal spot for the murder to take place.  In that location, there was no way for me to be surprised in my work, as the mostly brick wall behind me was tall and spiked across the top.  The other wall that formed the dark corner was all brick.  And Samuel would be standing guard before me. 
 
      
 
    As we stood in the dark square, Louis said, ‘This is when your real work will begin in just over twenty-four hours, Isaacs.  Let us wait to see if anyone comes through at this hour, which could also happen tomorrow night, although most of the imbeciles of the police will be crowding around the club by then, likely leaving this place unpatrolled ha ha!’  But not one minute later, we saw the bright light of a policeman’s bulls-eye lantern approaching from the opposite side of the square. 
 
      
 
    ‘Quickly!  Hide!  Let us see where he passes and what he does.’ 
 
      
 
    We took up hiding places in a staircase at the Kearley and Tonge warehouse and watched as the policeman patrolled the square.  He did not see us, nor did he see anyone else.  When he finally passed out of the square, we emerged from behind the stairs, where we had been concealed from his view. 
 
      
 
    ‘It is now twenty-nine minutes after one.  Let us remain here until he returns,’ whispered Louis. 
 
      
 
    We all then sat whispering quietly in the dark, and for about fifteen minutes, not a creature was stirring in the square.  During that time, he quizzed me on what I would be doing at that exact hour the following night. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’ll be giving it out straight to the whore, and Jack will be ripping her up beyond all recognition and wrapping her innards around her neck.  Then I must leave her in the prescribed position when I am finished,’ I said with confidence and pride. 
 
      
 
    ‘What must be done before you leave?’  
 
      
 
    ‘I will pack the body parts and take them away with me.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Very good, my Ishmael.  And what else must Jack remember to do before you leave?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘He must cut off one of her ears,’ I answered, in reference to Louis’ order for me to do so in order to keep the promise he made in the letter and a card he had posted to the news agency the day before, ‘and position her arms like the woman in the painting you showed me.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘You are most intelligent, indeed, my young protégé,’ he said, patting me upon my head, as he might the neck of a restless horse.  I felt like a great warrior at that moment. 
 
      
 
    He continued, ‘At this point, Samuel, you will take the knife from Isaacs and run back to the club as fast as you can, giving the police the impression that you are returning after you ran off to look for a constable upon my order after finding the body of our first martyr.  But along your way back, you must dispose of the knife in a most conspicuous place somewhere between Goulston Street and Stepney to the north, where it is bound to be found by the idiot police, who will naturally assume the killer ran off in a direction directly opposite to the club.  And so, you may leave now, and please take note of the amount of time it takes you to return to the club after choosing the proper place to drop off the weapon.’  Samuel then trotted off northward into the dark labyrinth of the nearby streets, leaving the two of us alone in the square.  We sat there whispering until we saw the policeman’s lantern once again approaching in the distance.  At that moment, Louis’ pocket watch said 01:42. 
 
      
 
    ‘Come, Isaacs, let’s move on to the next location.  We must leave before he sees us.’ 
 
      
 
    We then walked eastward, leaving the whore in the flowered dress in front of the synagogue, and continued through Mitre Street until we reached the spot in Goulston Street that Louis had chosen earlier that day for what he told me were five reasons; Firstly, he told me, because it was just far enough out of the most direct possible route back to the club to make it appear as though the killer had run from Mitre Square and gone in another direction to make good his escape, thus drawing suspicion yet further away from himself and by logical progression, from Samuel and me.  Secondly, he had correctly surmised that the ornate white archway would be easy for me to spot in the dark, for we could easily see it in the pitch-black at the same hour it would be when I carried out this portion of my mission the following night, where I would leave a gruesome clew for the police.  Thirdly, the black wall at #108-119 was an ideal medium for my chalked message, for it looked for all the world to be a slate board, just like the one hanging upon the wall of my schoolroom back in Poland.  It fairly cried out to be written upon.  The fourth reason, he told me, was that he knew a man who lived in the building, and had a great dislike for that man, whose name was Israel Sunshine.  The man had radically different views than Louis, and he had considered the possibility that, since he was also a Jew, the police might suspect him of the crime, or that it would at least make things uncomfortable for him when mobs of people arrived and read my graffito over the whore’s severed ear.  The fifth and final reason he chose it, he told me, was because of the name of the street, which held some special significance in the English language, a tongue with which I was not completely familiar as I had not been in England very long.  He said the English word that was part of the name ‘Goulston’ meant a person who robbed the body parts of corpses in the grave, and that the police would immediately see the veiled message in it.  I don’t know that anyone ever did.   
 
      
 
    As we stood in the near total darkness in front of the archway checking the amount of foot traffic that I could expect at that same hour the following night -- of which there was none -- Louis continued stringently evaluating my memorisation of the duties I would perform at that time. 
 
      
 
    ‘All right, Isaacs, what will you do when you arrive here tomorrow at...’  -- he checked his watch -- ‘…01:48?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I will look for this bag,’ I said, holding up the rucksack full of items I had been carrying all night. 
 
      
 
    ‘Exactly, My Son.  Speaking of which, do you have everything in it I asked you to bring?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes sir.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘It is not that I do not have trust in you, Isaacs.  But I would very much like to see and confirm those contents for myself.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Certainly Sir.’ 
 
      
 
    He went through his checklist of items. 
 
      
 
    ‘Towel?’ 
 
    ‘Check.’ 
 
    ‘Clean trousers?’ 
 
    ‘Check.’ 
 
    Clean shirt?’ 
 
    ‘Check.’ 
 
    ‘Clean coat?’ 
 
    ‘Yes sir!’ 
 
    ‘Is the paper I gave you in its pocket?’ 
 
    ‘It is indeed, sir.  Here it is.’ 
 
    ‘And the chalk?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, sir!’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Very good, Isaacs.  Please replace them both into the pocket, roll everything back up, put all of it back into the bag and choose a nearby spot to hide it.  Make it a very good spot, for no one must find the bag between now and tomorrow night.’ 
 
      
 
    I searched the nearby area and selected a place atop an awning over another door.  I climbed up and pushed the bag into a recess where no one could possibly see it, then jumped back down, quietly landing upon the balls of my feet like a cat.  Louis walked about the area, checking from all angles to confirm the bag was indeed well hidden from view. 
 
      
 
    ‘So now, My Young Ishmael, tell me.  What will you do when you arrive here tomorrow night?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I will find the bag I just hid, empty it and place my other bag inside it.  Then I will remove the whore’s severed ear from my pocket and place it on the ground directly below the black wall -- just here,’ I said, pointing at the area directly under the slate board-like wall beside the archway leading to the home of Louis’ enemy Israel Sunshine.  ‘And undress myself inside this dark passage.’  
 
      
 
    ‘And then?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Put my soiled clothing into the empty bag atop the other bag that will now be inside it.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘And what must you do then?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I will towel off thoroughly, wipe my shoes and change into my clean clothing.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Correct.  And then?’ 
 
      
 
    Take out from the clean coat pocket the chalk and the paper you wrote out for me, then copy exactly the English message upon that wall, making sure that I do so on the right side of the archway as I face the building.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes!  Excellent!  And you do understand why it must be the right side?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes sir.  The left side would be reserved for someone of a higher status than myself.  Someone such as you.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Quite right, my deserving apprentice.  And after that?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I will clean my hands and shoes one last time, put the towel into the bag and run back to the club as fast as I can, taking my bag along with me, and leaving no other trace behind.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Very good.  And do not forget to dispose of the chalk and paper in the road.  Let us return to the club now, and determine the maximum amount of time that the same walk could possibly take you tomorrow.’ 
 
      
 
    I knew that I could make the short run back to the club in about five minutes’ time, for I had excelled in Palant, a traditional ball game played in my home country of Poland.  I nearly always made it swiftly back to the nest before any of the other players could hit me with the ball, hard as they might try. 
 
      
 
    We walked down to the Commercial Road East, and then back through Plumbers Row into Berner Street.  Along the way, Louis told me to select a place to dispose of the bag in a spot where no one could possibly find it before I could return to collect it on Sunday morning.  Louis told me it had taken us exactly nine minutes from Goulston Street to the IWMEC and that if all went to plan, I would be standing in that exact same spot outside the club at or before 02:02 the following morning. 
 
      
 
    ‘It is dead quiet here now Isaacs.  But at this time tomorrow, all hell will be breaking loose when you arrive.  At that time, you must draw no attention to yourself.  Everyone will be busy looking into the yard, especially when my good friend Inspector Reid arrives.  When he does, the crowd will part like the Red Sea and every single eye will be upon him, most importantly those of every policeman, who will suddenly jump to attention and stand stupidly saluting the idiot.  That is the exact moment you will be able to scale the wall… here, and climb up that pipe into the open window of my bedroom.  Can you do that, my agile young friend?’ he asked. 
 
      
 
    ‘Easily sir.  I grew up climbing walls, trees and sheer rocks in Poland,’ I replied. 
 
      
 
    ‘Would you mind showing me now?’ he asked. 
 
      
 
    ‘Of course, sir.’ 
 
      
 
    He moved to the gates that led into the club’s yard.  ‘I am Inspector Reid, arriving in my Black Mariah tomorrow night.  Every eye is upon me.  What must you do now?’ 
 
      
 
    Without answering, I ran, bounded off the front stair and jumped high enough to grab hold of the awning over the archway of the building next-door to the club at Number 38.  I used the eave above the door for a handhold to swing myself up far enough to grab the coping just above that ground-floor awning, first with my left hand and then with my right.  I then swung and chinned myself up until I was standing upon the sill, looking inside the first-floor window that faced Berner Street behind me.  I reached over to my left and, holding fast with my left hand onto the gutter-pipe that ran down between the buildings, I was then able to jump up and swing myself across to stand upon the sill under the first-floor northeast window of the club next door and then to nimbly climb up using the same gutter-pipe until I could reach the sill of the front-facing window directly above the first one.  I once again hauled myself over with my hands to stand on the second-floor sill and then climbed through Louis’ bedroom window, which had been left wide open earlier for me.  Inside, his wife was waiting. 
 
      
 
    ‘You are early,’ she said, pointing to the longcase clock near the closet.   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER LVII: HANBURY REDUX; Darkness for Annie 
 
      
 
    8 September, 1888.  29 Hanbury Street.   
 
    Told from the perspective of Isaac M. Kozebrodski 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was just after 5 a.m. on 8 September, 1888 – our Tishri 15 and Sukkot I.  It was also a day that our leader Louis Diemschutz had told me commemorated the Feast of The Nativity of our Most Holy Lady Theotokos and Ever-Virgin Mary when the Icons of the Theotokos -- Kursk-Root, Pochaev, Kholm, and others -- were held high by Christians of the Eastern Orthodox Liturgy in Russia, his homeland.  He had specifically chosen this day to make the fifth of our attacks upon the English pigs that were our oppressors, and I was most excited to be part of this history-making event. 
 
      
 
    Emerging from our position in the Spitalfields Market, Louis crossed Commercial Street and entered the Ten Bells pub, which was open for business for some reason even at that early hour.  He told me he needed a drink after our thirteen-minute walk from the IWMEC, and he ordered a drink from the publican at the bar while I stood guard just outside the building.  Once he had been served the absinthe he requested, he sat at a table near the south window to observe the whores as they passed by in the street, which they often did, even before the sun had fully risen over the East-end.  Then, as she was coming up Commercial Street from the direction of Brushfield and Fournier Streets to the south, he seemed to notice her just as she was passing Christ Church, with its soaring spire.  At first, he seemed to be confused at the sight of the woman.  I imagined it was because she so closely resembled the woman we had killed just a week before in Buck’s Row, who he had told me he imagined to represent The Great Whore of Babylon after his injection of his drug of choice.  I myself did not have a weakness for such indulgences, for I felt that their use would only cloud my mind, and thus take away from the exhilarating experience I enjoyed when slaying the filthy bitches.  No, I did not need any artificial means of enhancing the experience of killing, which was in itself more than enough to satisfy my deepest feelings of lust.  
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    The Ten Bells Pub is the columned building on the corner.  Across the road is the Spitalfields Market. 
 
      
 
      
 
    As she passed the pub, she stopped momentarily to cast her gaze directly upon him through the illuminated window and to smile at him as if she recognised him.  I could see him return her smile, and she gave him a beckoning look before walking off towards the market in an unsteady manner.  I saw Louis quickly finish his drink and pick up the bag I knew contained the costume jewellery samples he sold at market, as well as a few other surprises. 
 
      
 
    Louis walked out into Commercial Street, back in the direction of the Spitalfields market we had just come from, and that the woman had gone into.  He stopped at the public urinal, where I was waiting, took off his jacket and rolled up his sleeve.  From his bag, he withdrew a phial of the morphia he so loved, and prepared the injection I knew to be his second of the day. 
 
      
 
    ‘Why must you dull your senses so?’ I asked my leader in Yiddish.  ‘With the drug, you rob yourself of so much pleasure.’ 
 
      
 
    Louis did not seem to hear my words as he felt the rush of warmth that he often told me accompanied his injections.  After taking a moment to gather himself, Louis crossed the road to the market, with me following fifty feet behind him. 
 
      
 
    By the time he had caught up with the whore I later found out was named Annie Chapman, and whose byname was ‘Dark Annie,’ it was obvious where she was headed.  She entered the Spitalfields market and ordered a drink at the market’s public house, which had just opened for business fifteen minutes earlier at 5 a.m. and sold drinks at a lower price than the Ten Bells.  The publican recognised her, and called her ‘Sivey,’ a name by which she had become known through living with a sieve maker, according to the newspaper story Louis read to me the next morning.  As she stood drinking, Louis walked around the stalls, blending in with the hawkers, butchers, seamstresses, merchants and other patrons of the market.  He watched the woman from afar, and as he did so, I was watching him.  As soon as the woman was finished with her drink, Louis followed her back out into Commercial Street, where she turned left and continued walking north in the direction of Shoreditch.  With me following at a safe distance, he walked closely behind the whore, and caught up to her just as she reached the corner of Hanbury Street.  Just as the clock bell at the Black Eagle Brewery in Brick Lane struck on the half hour, Louis whistled to get her attention.  When she turned back to see who had whistled, it seemed obvious that she recognised him from their exchanged glances at the Ten Bells.   
 
      
 
    ‘Hello, my Queen,’ said Louis, holding out a necklace and a ring he had taken from his black leather bag.  ‘May I offer you the jewels that are your birth right?  Please… take them.  Will you?’   
 
      
 
    ‘Yes,’ was her reply, smiling broadly to expose fine white teeth, which I thought were unusual for a woman of her profession and low social status.  She then turned right and walked into the darkness of Hanbury Street, crossing over Wilkes Street and passing very close by St. Olave’s Church, where both of us had worshipped on occasion in the past.  In fact, Louis told me later that he was pleased that the whore had chosen to take us to that location for today’s action.  He had grown tired of these women selling themselves right in front of our places of worship and was happy for the opportunity to make an example of this martyr.  And it would also inspire him later to choose another place of worship run by a man he despised as the location for what he came to call his ‘Great Charade,’ and had named the ‘Double Event’ in one of the many taunting messages he would send to the police, a news agency, a slum-lord, a doctor and a would-be vigilante. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    Louis followed her down the lane a short distance, and they crossed over to the north side of the road, passing a sewing business, a haircutting shop and a saloon before stopping at Number 29, where a man we later read in the newspaper was named John Richardson emerged through the gate, apparently on his way to work.  The man was oblivious to the two of them as they stood on the street outside his home in the cool, dark morning air and did not take note of them, nor did he notice me standing a short distance away from the couple.  The gate failed to shut completely behind him, and the whore walked over to it and entered the corridor with its stairwell leading to the dark yard of Number 29, with Louis close behind, leaving the gate unlatched for me as I continued walking and then stood in the archway of the cat’s meat shop one door off from the gate.  They walked out into the yard behind the building, with me following close behind. 
 
      
 
    ‘Let’s have a look at that ring, Love,’ I heard her say to Louis as she eyed the item he was showing her, a sparkling jewel mounted upon a gold band.  He opened his bag to put back the necklace, and revealed to her yet more bangles, bracelets and other pieces of his wares, then extended the ring towards her in his gloved hand. 
 
      
 
    ‘First, you must remove those three brass bands from your finger, to make space for a golden ring far more befitting to one of your royal highness,’ he said to her in English.  He later told me that it was at this point he began to realise why she had been so familiar to him.   
 
      
 
    ‘Of course I will, Love.  These are junk anyway.  Tried to re-sell them meself, I did, but no pawn broker or fence wants stuff of this sort.’  She eyed the ring he held out before her.  ‘Now that looks to be of high value, by Cripes!’ she said excitedly, also in English, which was still quite difficult for me to fully understand.   
 
      
 
    ‘It is of such value that you may wager the value of your own life upon it, My Queen,’ said Louis, as it finally dawned upon him that she had been a recent customer in his costume jewellery and trinket sales business. 
 
      
 
    ‘Queen?  I rather fancy that!  Queen Anne.  That’s me!’ said the whore in response.   
 
      
 
    I saw the woman remove three cheap brass bands from her middle finger, and hand them to Louis, who dropped them into his bag (he later told me he wanted them to add to his ‘collection’ as she had no hat from which to remove the pin).  As she extended her left hand to allow him to place the new ring upon her finger, he grabbed hold of her wrist and slid the ring onto her hand.  It appeared to be too small for her, but he managed to twist it onto her finger all the same.  As she gazed down lovingly at the sparkling gem, she did not seem to notice me entering the yard and silently latching the door behind me.  While she remained distracted by the sparkling ring with her back to me, Louis quickly shot his right hand forward with the speed of a snake to seize her by the throat, and began to squeeze with what seemed to be superhuman strength given to him by his unholy injection.  The pressure created by the knot in her neckerchief on one side and his thumb on the other must have cut off the precious blood supply to her already alcohol-riddled brain.  I heard her muffled cry of ‘No!’ as she grabbed his arm with both hands in an attempt to free herself.  Still squeezing her throat, Louis gave the whore a vicious left punch to her chin, which knocked her backwards against the fence and loose from his grip.  Rushing in, he shoved her mightily with both hands, his thumbs driving hard into her chest and ramming her back into the fence once more.  Then, regaining his deathly grip upon her throat, he punched her again, this time on the right side of her head and she began to lose consciousness, which caused her to slide down the fence to the ground below.  The silence of the yard was renewed, save for the sound of her soft moaning.  I saw him gaze down as he stood over her, then upwards to the windows of the houses above.  With my help, he dragged her back across the yard to a darker area in the corner near the rear stairs to allow us to continue our work unseen.  We positioned her unconscious body with her head upon the stair in the manner of a wooden pillow to support it. 
 
      
 
    Louis then reached deep into his black leather bag to retrieve his Chalef that had been concealed beneath the pile of costume jewellery that filled it, along with the gold metal goblet, which he placed upon the stair beside the unconscious whore’s head.  He made a gesture reminiscent of the use of a sharpening strop, running the full nine-inch length of his blade back and forth along his trousers to clean it.  He straddled the prone woman’s body and slid her neckerchief aside without removing it, then cut her throat with an inward slash, holding her chin and drawing the narrow Chalef’s blade deeply across from left to right.  I handed him the goblet, and he used it to catch the blood from the heavily bleeding gash he had put into the whore’s neck.  When the cup was full, he raised it skyward in a gesture of offering and put it down on the stair beside her head so that I could complete the ritual.   
 
      
 
    As I prepared to do my part, Louis took the knife up again in his right hand, and drew it across the left side of her neck, attempting to decapitate the woman.  After failing to do so on his first try, he made a second attempt at beheading her, which also failed due to the unsuitability of the Chalef to the task, as it was designed for slicing flesh rather than sawing through bone.  He turned to me, and I plucked my folding clasp-knife, which I had named ‘Jack,’ from my pocket with my left hand, as that is the hand I favour in matters of action.  Louis backed away from the bleeding corpse to allow me to move in and do my own part. 
 
      
 
    I opened her coat and ripped through the two bodices she wore under it, and in so doing, I got a good look at her breasts.  I brought Jack down to lay open her abdomen, and went happily to work severing her intestines and lifting them carefully out of the corpse.  According to the ritual Louis had taught me, I lifted the severed guts up towards the sky before placing them over the dead whore’s shoulder.  Then I drew her knees upward until the bottoms of her feet were stood upon the ground and lifted her backside to allow me to slip her long black skirt and two petticoats up past her waist.  As I did so, Louis noticed a small pouch that had been hidden beneath her clothing and tied around her waist.  In it he found seven pennies, which must have been her earnings for the night, less the price of the drink she had taken at the Spitalfields Market.  He set his bloody Chalef down on top of the woman, shook the coins out into his hand and placed them in his pocket. 
 
      
 
    With great relish and arousal, I inserted the knife into the dead whore’s vagina and began to cut away its upper half, then continued to remove most of the rear portions of her bladder, which emptied and sprayed foul-smelling urine upon me as it was pierced.  From my pocket, I drew my handkerchief, with which I wiped my face and then wrapped the extracted tissue and organs before placing them into Louis’ black bag atop the jewellery it still contained.   
 
      
 
    Louis put down his knife once again and reached for the goblet.  Holding it between her legs as I continued in the mutilation of the woman’s body, he allowed the fluids that dripped from the wounds I had dealt to her groin to refill the cup a second time.  He raised the cup skyward before emptying it. 
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    We remained there over the body for what seemed a very long while until my most gratifying and enjoyable work was done.  After more than fifteen minutes had passed, and the rising sun threatened to expose us, Louis knelt and brought his lips down to the dead woman’s ear, her eyes staring upward, unseeing.  I was reminded of my favourite poem, To a Corpse, which I had learned both in my native Polish and also in English to help me in my studies of that language.   
 
      
 
    ‘Farewell, My Queen!’ he whispered lovingly into her ear, then leaned over to kiss her on the tip of her tongue, which was by then swollen and protruding from her open mouth.  As he stood to leave, I saw what he had referred to as ‘The Change’ come over him in what seemed an awakening, and in his revival, he suddenly realised that we must be going, and he told me so.  Kneeling down again beside the body and taking her by the left hand, he then forcefully ripped his ring from her finger, abrading and taking with it a small quantity of skin.  After retrieving his ring, he let the flaccid arm drop across her breast.  With his reawakening he had become conscious also of the danger we were in of being caught.  And it must have then occurred to him that a message should be left for our rivals.  But without pen nor paper, he resorted to scratching with a twig upon the wooden fence near the body.  
 
      
 
    ‘FiVe’ he wrote.  ‘15 mOre and I give myself up.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘What are you doing, Louis?’ I asked in Yiddish. 
 
      
 
    ‘Giving them something to think about,’ replied Louis, wiping his knife and cup on the dead whore’s garments.  ‘Tis a pity I did not prepare a more elaborate message for them.  I shan’t make that mistake again.’ 
 
      
 
    As he beheld the scrawled message upon the fence, I went back to the gate to check for a safe moment for us to exit the yard.  When I saw it was clear to slip out into the street, I signalled to my leader, and we hurriedly left Number 29 Hanbury Street. 
 
      
 
    We ran directly to Samuel’s nearby home in Weaver Street to clean up and change out of our bloody clothing.  Then, after walking just over half a mile through Greatorex Street and Greenfield Road, we found ourselves back in the relative safety afforded to us by the International Working Men’s Educational Club. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER LVIII: A NEW BEGINNING 
 
      
 
    31 August, 1888.  Whitechapel Road/Buck’s Row. London’s East End 
 
    Translated from the diary of Louis Diemschutz and told from his perspective 
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    It was the last day of August, 1888 and four days after Rosh Hashana.  And it was a day that had been selected most carefully to commemorate my fifth strike at the Christian State I had been hand-picked to execute after ostensibly fleeing Mother Russia in exile with my beloved wife some years hitherto.  It was the day my hated Christian rivals celebrated the Placing of the Honourable Cincture of the Most Holy Theotokos as well as the day of the Restoration of the Church of the Theotokos at the Neorion in Constantinople.  The term ‘Theotokos’ referred to their Mother of God, and I could think of no better way to continue along waging war upon England than to strike at her on a feast day such as this.  And, as an added and quite ironic bonus, that morning of 1 September was also the day their church was to celebrate The Afterfeast of the Beheading of St. John the Baptist.  As you can see, I could not have picked a better day to deal the savages who would celebrate a beheading of one of their saints this next blow.  
 
      
 
    In the early morning hours of that Friday at nearly half-two, Isaacs and I were out on the prowl on the costermonger’s cart that I normally used for going to market at Westow Hill, Crystal Palace to sell my wares -- costume jewellery and trinkets.  Overhead, the sky was swept clear, and the moon shone out with after-rain brilliancy.  We drove up and down the quiet, gas-lit streets of Whitechapel, the cart’s wheels growling upon the cobblestones, and my pony Baron’s hoof-beats echoed against the brick walls of the empty buildings as we passed them.  I urged him onward with my long whip as we drove along slowly looking for Samuel, who had arranged to meet one of the two whores I knew to be named Mary somewhere in the Whitechapel Road.  Either of them would have suited my purposes, for I needed to make my intentions yet more clear to the imbeciles of the police force, who had failed to note the connections to important Christian dates for the worship of their Mother of God after my previous strikes.  Had they fallen so far from their beloved Christianity that they were not aware of the significance of the dates I had picked for the sacrifices of Wilson, Smith and Tabram on feast days of the Theotokos?  It seemed so, and thus I had decided it might make things more clear to them if the next martyr bore the name of their beloved Mother of God. 
 
      
 
      I slowed the cart to carefully examine each of the whores we saw plying their trade along the road, for they all looked to be the same from afar.  We regarded them with disdain for blasphemously whoring themselves on a day that those of their faith should be celebrating their beloved Theotokos as well as the Afterfeast of the Beheading of Saint John the Baptist, and we ignored the cries and propositions of all of them as we continued down the Whitechapel Road until I finally saw them through the parting fog.  The woman with Samuel was not the one I would have truly preferred as my victim for the night, but another Mary that I knew from the lodging house at Flower and Dean Street, a stone cast from where I previously kept my pony in the stables at nearby George Yard.  I had sold her a cheap hat pin a few weeks before, when we crossed paths in the road while I still had Baron stabled there.  Once I had chosen her for tonight’s event, I had Samuel look for her at the lodging house and make her a tempting offer.  As a shaper of caps and a tailor, Samuel had access to a wide variety of hats and bonnets, as well as many styles of clothing that would prove to be most useful in the months and years to come.  In this case, he had sold her the very hat she was wearing at a ridiculously low price just the day before.  While making that transaction, he also arranged to meet her tonight, but I had had my doubts that she would be reliable enough to keep their appointment.  So just to be sure, Isaacs and I spent some time over the past half hour searching unsuccessfully for the other Mary as a backup plan should this one have failed to show up for her appointment with Samuel.  But that was all for naught, as it turned out, for she had appeared as planned.  
 
      
 
    Although the woman with Samuel was known primarily in the area as Polly, I knew her Christian name to be Mary Ann, and with the hour getting so late, I made the decision to take action.  I quickly stopped my cart on the roadside and instructed Isaacs to walk past the couple and give Samuel our furtive signal of ‘Lipski,’ then to come back and hide himself upon the platform under the large cloth that covered it.  As he jumped off the cart and approached the strolling pair, I took a moment to fortify myself with an injection of morphia, as was my habit before each battle.  By the time Isaacs returned to lay down and conceal himself under the tarpaulin behind me, I had finished with my injection and was placing the items back into my black Gladstone bag next to the Chalef under a pile of my wares and the Golden Vessel.  Samuel, for his part, was keeping an eye on me as he began to cease negotiations and walk away, leaving the wretched whore alone in the otherwise empty street.  
 
      
 
    After allowing myself a minute to enjoy the rushing of energy to every part of my body followed by The Change, I whipped my pony and began driving towards the spot where my victim was awaiting.  I stopped the cart just beside her on the side of Whitechapel Road and jumped down to the cobblestone street to approach my Mary of the Hour, keeping a loose hold on Baron’s reins with one hand.  In the other hand was my bag of jewellery and other items.  
 
      
 
    Through the clarity afforded to me by my preparatory injection, the first things I noticed about her were the Seven Shining Ornaments she wore upon her vestment to match her Black Crown of Blasphemy, and it was then that I became certain she had been the correct choice all along.   
 
      
 
    ‘Sir!  What a lovely gold chain and jewel you wear.  And such a beautiful pony!  I will gladly please a gentleman such as yourself.  Tuppence for an hour or sixpence for the night,’ she said, unrecognising of me, and oblivious to the fate that soon awaited her.  The Whore only saw the sparkle of my jewellery, and that was a good Sign.  And so was the fact that she did not remember me from our previous dealings at Cooney’s lodging house.   
 
      
 
    Eyeing the pin in her hat that I had sold her not so long before, I replied, ‘Oh, but I’ve gold and precious stones and pearls to offer you, Great Mother!  Ornaments befitting of Your Majesty.’  She staggered towards my cart, obviously taken by my enticing offer, intoxicated as she was at the time.                 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh my!  Are you a doctor then?’ she asked, idiotically. 
 
      
 
    ‘No, My Queen, I am something far better.  I am the Dybbuk, at your service.’  I bowed my head and swept out my arm in a gallant gesture, extending my bag to ensure she got a good look at it, and would become curious of its contents.  I was mirthful at the fact that she had no clew what the Dybbuk was, and what it would do to her. 
 
      
 
    When I was sure I had her attention, I opened my Gladstone bag to reveal the mound of beads, bangles, thick gold chains and necklaces to her that were samples of my wares.  I saw The Whore’s eyes open wide, and I snapped the bag shut after giving her just a small taste of its contents to inspire her greed.  Placing my bag back up on the driver’s seat, I beckoned for her to climb aboard the cart that was to become the mechanism of her demise. 
 
      
 
    ‘Come!  Let us ride upon my chariot to behold the glories of Jericho, your kingdom!’ I was commanded to say by my Dybbuk, who was by then fully upon me. 
 
      
 
    I sprung back up to the console of my cart, and The Whore drunkenly staggered, laughing, to my chariot.  She would soon be feeling no gaiety at the point of my Chalef and Isaacs’ folding clasp-knife ‘Jack.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh, so it’s a Queen Mum you’re lookin’ for!’ said The Whore. 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes,’ I answered, ‘a Queen Mary actually.’  She seemed momentarily taken aback by that statement, but still took my handas I assisted her aboard the cart to sit beside me.  She picked up the goblet from the seat between us where Isaacs had placed it before hiding beneath the cart’s cloth covering.  As she pondered the golden vessel, I gazed around me, and saw no one besides Samuel taking note of my having picked up The Whore, so I urged Baron onward into the fog with my long whip.  It wasn’t long before Samuel disappeared from sight as we rolled away. 
 
      
 
    ‘Wot’s this beautiful cup for then, Love?’ she stupidly asked.  I did not dignify her question by answering it, but drove on instead, in the direction of a dark, deserted spot I had selected earlier in Buck’s Row. 
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    I stopped the cart in front of Essex Wharf, far from a dimly burning gaslight at the end of the street -- the only one in that part of the road, and sadly insufficient to illuminate the area.  Reaching for my bag with my velvet-gloved left hand, I then pulled out a string of imitation pearls, a sample of my market wares I sold in Westow Hill every Saturday. 
 
      
 
    ‘Turn around, My Queen,’ I told the Whore, and then instructed her how I wished for her to hold the sacred Chalice I would soon use for the Shechita. ‘Please hold the Golden Vessel while I fit you with this ornament.’ 
 
      
 
    She made a sound that indicated her delight at the glorious sight of the golden vessel, and took it up in her left hand.  I guided it to her chest, and placed it firm between her breasts. 
 
      
 
    ‘Ooh!  Are we drinkin’ then?’ she asked foolishly.  I nodded my head, for I knew that ‘we’ in fact would soon be drinking, although she was not to be one of the parties.  I withdrew my hand, leaving the golden goblet in its place and gently brushed her bosom, which both excited and disgusted me.  I dangled the pearls as if to put them round her neck and, unknowing of the fate that would soon befall her, she turned her back to me and lifted her hair and bonnet to reveal to me the bare nape of her neck.  With the strand of pearls in my left hand, I gently tossed them over the left side of her neck.  I heard the pearls clank against the goblet that she still held between her breasts as I reached into my bag with my right hand for the Chalef I kept hidden beneath the jewellery.  I let loose the pearls and allowed them to fall over her shoulder. 
 
      
 
    As the end of the strand dropped into her lap, she made a downward motion with her right hand to catch it and bring it round to the back for me to clasp it for her.  But as her hand fell, I dropped the strand and reached around to pull the cup in closer against her chest, and her back tighter against my chest with my left hand.  I could smell the perfume of her hair as I brought the blade of my Chalef up around from the other side with my right hand and placed its edge against the soft white skin of her throat.  With a swift motion, I began the Shechita by slicing her neck from below her left ear across to the centre, making sure not to cut too deeply, for I needed to release the blood slowly.  I leaned her forward, tilting the cup to catch as much of the crimson liquid as I could in my golden vessel.  Blood began to spurt from her neck and fall into the cup I held carefully below the gash I had made.  I was able to catch most of it, though some of it splashed down upon the floorboard of my cart. 
 
      
 
    The shock and pain of the Chalef searing across her throat must have awakened the whore, for she spun and ducked out of my grip, which I had loosened in order to lean her forward to catch the blood.  I withdrew the Vessel to prevent it from spilling, which gave her a brief moment within which to free herself.  In her intoxicated state, coupled with the sting of my blade and shock of the Shechita, she fell off the cart and landed upon her back on the wet cobblestone road, and was thus rendered nearly helpless for the remainder of the ritual. 
 
      
 
    All of this had transpired in a very short time, and Isaacs, who was still lying hidden upon the cart’s platform, had begun to emerge from beneath the tarpaulin that covered him.  I carefully set the vessel down upon the seat in front of him so as not to spill its precious contents, and he picked it up and raised it in my direction with a wry smile upon his face.  I then leaped off the cart and landed sitting upon her body with the Chalef held up high in my right hand, ready to be brought down to pierce her heart.  I was surprised, however, that the whore still lived, and she grabbed my arm by the wrist with both of her hands and dug her fingernails into my skin, though her strength was rapidly fading.  In order to force her to release my arm, I bent downward and gave her three powerful blows with my free left fist.  Each of the punches struck the right side of her jaw, and each smashed her head down harder than the previous one against the cobblestones.  I saw my strikes knock teeth from the mouth of the whore, and watched as they fell upon the wet ground.  I then hard gripped her by the jaw and forcefully retracted the Chalef, which came easily out of her hands.  I tried once again to stab her in the heart, but the feisty whore rolled over onto her stomach to avoid my blade.  She began to crawl pathetically away, but she got only as far as the gutter.  The wound I had dealt her at the inception of my attack was still spewing blood that was quickly mixing with the draining rainwater and filth of the gutter, and so was wasted.  Knowing that I had little time to complete the Shechita, I walked round behind her and knelt upon her back, using my left hand to grab her hair and to pull her head upwards and back.  I then reversed my grip on the Chalef in the prescribed manner and brought it round to make a second, much deeper slice through the skin and cartilage of her throat.  I began this cut about an inch in front of my previous one, and continued it across her throat to a point just below her other ear, nearly decapitating her, just as was done to her St. John the Baptist on this day some eighteen hundred years before, according to the faith she purported to hold dear.  Because I had severed the arteries and veins on both sides of her foul neck, what was left of The Great Whore’s blood continued to pump out freely -- by this time, only a bit more than would be needed to fill the vessel a second time for myself, as Isaacs held it beneath her neck to catch it.  The remaining blood that spilled out onto the cobblestones afterwards was perhaps all that was necessary to fill a third wineglass, had it been needed. 
 
      
 
    I then brought the Chalef down and -- by way of teaching my young Ishmael -- made seven ritual cuts across Mother Mary’s abdomen, and then handed the knife to Isaacs, who continued the rite as I picked up the newly-filled Vessel.  After making a few cuts with my dagger, he switched over to his folding Jack knife for his ‘finishing touches.’  I returned to the cart and stood back watching him rip away at The Whore, then raised The Cup skyward in offering before completing the ritual and pouring its remaining contents into a ginger beer bottle we had brought along expressly for this purpose. 
 
      
 
    A bitter, coppery taste in my mouth induced another Change in me, and I realised that haste must be made in order to avoid detection by the forces of the Gentile.  I retrieved the strand of pearls I had used to tempt the whore, which had fallen during the struggle and broken upon the cobblestone street beside Baron’s hooves.  I gathered up two stray pearls that had fallen from the strand and rolled away between the stones, careful to ensure that I had not neglected to pick up any other pearls, which might have escaped my notice.  I found none.  Being involved as I was in the costume jewellery trade, I also pulled the pin from her hat, causing it to fall away from her head, and placed it into the ticket-pocket of my overcoat along with the stray pearls I had collected.  By the time my work had been completed in the months and years to come, I would have amassed quite a collection of these trinkets. 
 
      
 
    I sprung back up onto my costermonger’s cart, placing the broken strand of pearls beside my Gladstone bag and the Golden Vessel upon the seat next to me where The Great Whore of Babylon had previously been sitting. 
 
      
 
    ‘Come, Isaacs.  The deed is done.  Let us hurry back to Berner Street before my wife becomes overly alarmed that we have been captured.’ 
 
      
 
    Young Isaacs was joyous and drenched in blood after his glorious victory.  He returned the Chalef to me and then jumped up to once again conceal himself upon the platform under the cover.  I wiped the knife on the underside of the black tarpaulin and handed it back to him along with the newly-filled ginger beer bottle and the other items from the seat beside me.  He opened my bag and put the knife and pearls back inside before snapping it shut, then placed the bottle and cup into the front corner of the platform with the bag behind them to lock them into place, ensuring they would not move about and spill during the ride.  I then rearranged and neatened the tarpaulin over him and pulled it forward to cover the bloodied vessel, bottle and bag.  With Isaacs hidden beneath the cloth cover, I wiped my lips upon the sleeve of my Astrakhan coat and picked up my long whip from the floorboard to strike Baron’s rump, and we began to trot away down Buck’s Row back towards the Whitechapel Road, with only a half mile to travel back to the club-house.


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER LIX: MARTHA, MY DEAR 
 
      
 
    7 August, 1887.  George Yard – Told from the Perspective of Samuel Friedman 
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    It was late on the night of Bank Holiday Monday, the sixth of August, and Louis, Isaacs and I had made the short walk from the International Men’s Educational Club in just under seven minutes, walking as we did at a brisk pace.  After a night of eager debate upon Socialist and Anarchist issues followed by joyous singing and carousing, we were headed over to meet a whore of Louis’ acquaintance behind her home in nearby George Yard.  Louis had made arrangements with her earlier to sell her some of his wares from the market at Westow Hill, so that she could hawk them on the street to make her doss.  But we had something entirely different in mind for her. 
 
      
 
    It was after two a.m., and the streets were nearly deserted -- not that anyone would dare cross the path of the three of us out walking, clad almost entirely in black as we were.  We were dressed, you could say, for battle, for we were soldiers in a kind of war, and I had chosen white-banded caps reminiscent of those used by the military of our enemy for the occasion.  But we weren’t fighting for life or liberty, leastwise not in the traditional sense.  Instead, we were undermining the British government, and the damn fools let us do it right under their noses.  Mind you, they had their hands full enough with the everyday street crime in the East-end, but Louis had much grander plans in mind.  Tonight, we would be carrying out Phase Four of the Great Scheme he had devised to help bring anarchy to the streets of London, which were presently quite empty.  We did pass a policeman on Wentworth, but he scarce noticed us, busy as he was with questioning a young Grenadier Guardsman at the north end of George Yard.  We passed just as he told the constable his reason for being there was that he was waiting for a ‘chum who went off with a girl.’  Louis told us the ‘girl’ in question was no doubt Martha Tabram, the woman we were on our way to meet.   
 
      
 
    The plan for the night was for our little high-rip gang to leave a martyred Christian whore in George Yard for the police to find on a feast day the Gentiles supposedly held sacred, according to our leader.  This was designed to ‘dusk the day’ and shame them before the eyes of the world by reminding them how far into immorality, wickedness and abomination their supposedly fair and civilised Christian society had sunken, as well as to incite fear and anarchy within London and -- if everything went to plan -- all of England.  Louis had done his research, and decided that we should make our fourth and most decisive strike to date on the day the Christians were set to celebrate the Feast of the Transfiguration of Jesus, and what he called the ‘Synaxis of the Saints of Valaam Monastery.’  ‘Valaam,’ said Louis, ‘was the Icon of Theotokos -- The Mother of God -- she who is held most high in the hearts and minds of our Christian rivals.’   
 
      
 
    Our previous strike had been made on the third of April, 1888.  That day had been Easter Monday as well as the Synaxis of the Icon of the Most Holy Theotokos for the Gentiles.  Unfortunately, that woman had survived, at least for a few days, then died after our intended date.  But this time, Isaacs had been instructed to make damn bloody sure this one died a terrible and painful death that would be spoken of throughout London.  Our second attack on the Christian calendar had been on 28 March, 1888 -- the Feast Day of the Icon of the Mother of God of ‘the Sign.’  
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    As we entered George Yard, Louis asked Isaacs and me to go and hide ourselves in the nearby stables where he kept his pony Baron.  He did not want to frighten the woman with the sight of the three of us at that late hour.  It was likely after half-two when she finally staggered into the yard of the common lodging-house, obviously and decidedly drunk, and stopped upon the landing.  The very sight of her disgusted me, and I could not for the life of me understand why anyone would want to touch her intimately, though young Isaacs appeared to be quite aroused at the prospect of what we were about to do. 
 
      
 
    She looked to me to be about thirty-eight to forty-five years of age, a bit shorter than myself, standing as I do at five feet seven inches tall.  The whore was plump and had dark hair and a complexion to match.  She was wearing a black bonnet, a long black jacket with a dark green skirt and stockings with a pair of clapped out spring-sided boots. 
 
      
 
    From our hiding place near Louis’ pony in the stable, we could just hear the woman address him. 
 
      
 
     ‘Louis, have you brought the trinkets that I might buy?  Me old pot and pan Henry has given me a shilling to buy them for resale.  Perhaps I shall create such a business in the future that I might extract meself from the pain and misery of the life of an unfortunate’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes my dear Martha, I have just the thing to help you end that life,’ said Louis, snapping open his Gladstone bag to reveal a mound of the costume jewellery he sold at market. 
 
      
 
    Louis gave us the signal, shouting ‘Lipski’ to the two of us, and we came out of the darkness of the stable to surround the puzzled woman upon the landing.120 Isaacs reached into his left pocket and plucked out his beloved clasp-knife, which he had named ‘Jack.’ 
 
      
 
    The woman must have kenned that she was in for a bonneting, for she cried out, ‘What are you lads doing?  There’s no need for any of that.  Here, go on.  Take the shilling.  I can buy me trinkets elsewhere.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘It’s not your shilling we’re after, Martha.  No, you are going to serve a higher purpose.  You may rest in peace knowing that you’ve played your part as a martyr in the anarchist’s cause,’ said Louis in quite a matter-of-fact manner.  ‘Isaacs!’ he cried. 
 
      
 
    At the sound of his name, our eighteen-year-old ally hard gripped the whore, with his left arm round her neck, Jack’s razor sharp blade against her throat, and his right hand over her mouth to silence her.  At the same time, I moved to the yard’s entrance to act as lookout, just as Louis pulled the Chalef out of his Gladstone jewellery bag, along with a golden metal cup or goblet of sorts that had been buried beneath the mound of baubles, bangles, hat pins and necklaces. 
 
      
 
    From my vantage point, I could see Louis plunge the Chalef into the woman’s chest, aiming, I supposed, at her heart.  After Louis filled his cup from the stream of blood that was spurting from her wound, Isaacs let the woman, who was by then incapable of screaming, slump to the ground near the foot of the staircase he was stood on.  Isaacs then set upon the woman like a madman, stabbing frenziedly at the woman at least thirty times around the breasts, belly and groin area, as Louis stood back watching the work of his protégé with pride and admiration. 
 
      
 
    ‘Well done Isaacs!’ said Louis as he passed the cup to our young confederate.  I myself was not prepared to take part in their ritual performed over the corpse of the vanquished foe.  ‘You’ve fired the fourth shot across the bow of the British Empire.  And quite a fine shot it was!’ he told the young man in Yiddish, for Isaacs was not as capable as the two of us in the tongue of our common enemy, and Louis could not speak our native Polish. 
 
      
 
    Louis checked to make certain the whore was good and dead, and when he was sure, he pulled the decorative pin from her hat, which then fell to the ground.  He put the pin into his pocket, and we left her there lying at the foot of the stairs in a pool of her own blood, then made our way back to our Socialist headquarters.  It took us less than seven minutes to walk the less than half a mile back to the International Working Men’s Educational Club to continue our celebrations with those members that still remained on the premises.  Louis led the group in emotionally-charged renditions of ‘Storm the Fort!,’ ‘The Red Flag,’ and our club’s official anthem, ‘A Death Song.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A Death Song 
 
      
 
    What cometh here from west to east a-wending? 
 
    And who are these, the marchers stern and slow? 
 
    We bear the message that the rich are sending. 
 
    A-back to those who bade them wake and know. 
 
    Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay 
 
    But one and all if they would dusk the day. 
 
      
 
    We asked them for a life of toilsome earning, 
 
    They bade us bide their leisure for our bread, 
 
    We craved to speak to tell our woeful learning, 
 
    We come back speechless, bearing back our dead. 
 
    Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay 
 
    But one and all if they would dusk the day. 
 
      
 
    They will not learn; they have no ears to hearken. 
 
    They turn their faces from the eyes of fate; 
 
    Their gay-lit halls shut out the skies that darken. 
 
    But lo!  This dead man knocking at the gate. 
 
    Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay 
 
    But one and all if they would dusk the day. 
 
      
 
    Here lies the sign that we shall break our prison; 
 
    Amidst the storm he won a prisoner’s rest; 
 
    But in the cloudy dawn the sun arisen 
 
    Brings us our day of work to win the best. 
 
    Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay 
 
    But one and all if they would dusk the day.121 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Red Flag 
 
      
 
    ‘The people’s flag is deepest red, 
 
    It shrouded oft our martyr’d dead 
 
    And ere their limbs grew stiff and cold, 
 
    Their hearts’ blood dyed its ev’ry fold. 
 
    Then raise the scarlet standard high, 
 
    Within its shade we’ll live and die, 
 
    Though cowards flinch and traitors sneer, 
 
    We’ll keep the red flag flying here.’ 
 
      
 
    When the story of Martha Tabram’s murder appeared in the newspapers the following day, Louis remarked that the police had absolutely no idea who was responsible, and that we had completed the mission with 100% success.  The only connection that could ever possibly be made between him and George Yard would be the fact that he kept his pony and costermonger’s cart in the stables there.  In order to remedy that, and possibly to confuse the police if they ever spotted that connection, he had decided to move them to another stable, also known as George Yard, but this one was near Cable Street, almost equidistant from the club as the other had been.  Louis had a particular affinity for the name George; he told us he would deliberately select locations of that name, and would at times specifically choose martyrs with some connection to such places.  As it turned out, this new George Yard stables would play a part in a future mission in Pinchin Street, where we would use the pony’s stall to dismember yet another whore named ‘Heart,’ and then throw pieces of her into the river and under a nearby railway arch.


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER LX: THE RUBRICS CUBE 
 
      
 
     March 1853. Bentwaters Cottages, Suffolk 
 
      
 
    The Maskelyne family home was located in the countryside of Bentwaters Cottages, England, about 80 kilometers northeast of London.  In 1853, it was a very isolated and lonely place located at the edge of the Rendlesham Forest. 122 
 
      
 
    Twelve-year-old John is lying in bed one night, when he is startled awake by an odd humming sound accompanied by strange swirling and pulsating yellow and blue lights outside his bedroom window.  He gets out of his bed, shivering with his bare feet upon the cold floor as he walks to the window, which is partially frosted in the midnight chill.  He looks through the window, and imagines he sees something incredible that snaps him quickly out of his sleepy state.  The boy watches in awe and confusion, and wonders if it is all just a dream.  Eventually, the lights disappear, and he returns to his bed to sleep. 
 
      
 
    The following morning, the boy runs out to the field towards the location of the eerie lights he had seen the night before.  Between some scorched trees in the centre of an area of grass that looks as if it has been pressed down in three even circular depressions that form a triangular pattern, he sees something he at first assumes to be a stone.  But as he bends to pick it up, he realizes it is something entirely different.  It is surprisingly heavy for its relatively small size. 
 
      
 
    He weighs the object in his hand, then lifts it up and holds it above his head to inspect it, squinting with the sun’s blinding reflection off of the object.  Made of some kind of brightly shining silver metal, it is a small, perfect cube. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER LXI: “I DUB THEE NOT” 
 
      
 
    14 December, 1892.  Number 10 Downing Street 
 
      
 
    With very little idea of the reason, Holmes and I had been summoned on that winter’s morning to Number 10 Downing Street at the behest and pleasure of William Ewert Gladstone, Prime Minister of England. 123 It was not a cold day for the tenth of December; there was rain falling in soft showers, sticking about the carriage windows and dimming the landscape.  Upon our arrival, our overcoats and hats were taken by the man who had taken over for Hugh Childers as Paymaster-General, and we were shown into the anteroom, which had been refurbished in 1877 under the auspices of one of its previous occupants.  Holmes quietly told me that most of that work had been modified or completely re-modelled by its current resident, possibly out of spite.124 It was a handsome room, with a low, long-mullioned window, filled with diamond paned glass, across half of which a heavy green cloth curtain was drawn, and the wintry heavens gleamed through the other. 
 
      
 
    When Gladstone entered the office, we rose politely from our chairs.  ‘None of that gentlemen!’ he exclaimed.  ‘You are here to be honoured for your recent chivalrous services to the Crown, and for those services, it is I that am most grateful.  As you know, the welfare, reform and reclamation of London’s unfortunates has long been a great subject of personal interest and fascination of mine.’125 With that, Holmes and I exchanged barely perceptible glances of scepticism with raised eyebrows. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Prime Minister William Ewert Gladstone 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Pray sit down my good men,’ bade the Premier, not noticing what had momentarily passed between us, and had set us both smiling. 
 
      
 
    He went on to inform us that Holmes had been selected by Her Majesty Queen Victoria, who was graciously pleased to create him a Knight of the Most Honourable Order of the Bath.  I nearly fainted at those words, but Holmes seemed to take them in his stride.  According to Gladstone, this distinction was to be bestowed upon him in a ceremony that, for obvious reasons, would have to be a private investiture, due to the circumstances that surrounded his being selected for this highly-coveted mark of the Queen’s favour.  According to Gladstone, the knighthood was being offered in recognition of his ending of Jack the Ripper’s reign of terror over England, with no mention to be made of the possible incrimination of a certain Russian prince, and little, if any consideration in regards to the resolution of the D--- blackmailing.  This caveat was likely due to the colourful rivalry that had existed between Gladstone and D---, and which had been gleefully publicised in Punch and the penny press in those years.  Holmes later told me he thought that if Gladstone had had his way, all of D---’s sins would have been itemised in every magazine and newspaper in England. 
 
      
 
    Amazingly to the Prime Minister and myself, Holmes politely declined the honour, citing reasons of ‘unworthiness’ and being ‘undeserving to be dubbed a Knight of Her Majesty’s Court.’  He also told Gladstone that he felt the work was its own reward, and that he felt unable to accept it knowing that there were ‘so many Englishmen that had given so much toward the building of the Empire, some that had been gravely injured in places like the Khyber and Maiwand Passes in Afghanistan, for example, who had not had that great honour bestowed upon them.’  At this, Gladstone bristled, and I fidgeted in my chair.  After a period of awkward silence and throat-clearing, Gladstone told Holmes he understood, and would respect his wishes, but I was left with the feeling that the Prime Minister was actually relieved to put the whole affair behind him, as he had appeared for some unknown reason to be most uncomfortable in Holmes’ presence. 
 
      
 
    Passing St. James’s Park and Buckingham Palace on our way back to Baker Street, I turned to Holmes and said, ‘I cannot imagine why you would refuse to be dubbed Knight Commander to the Most Honourable Order of the Bath by her Majesty, at least not for the reasons you gave Gladstone for declining to be knighted.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I couldn’t bear to join that upper crust of society, Watson.  Imagine keeping company with those insufferable boors in the clubs of St. James’s Street and being expected to be paraded about in public with everyone adoring you to your face, and sticking their knives into your back at every opportunity.  No, Watson.  It’s not for me.  Mind you, I might have considered it had it been offered by Palmerston…’ Holmes said rather impishly, ‘…imagine the difficulty Old Pammy would have had attempting to say ‘Sir Sherlock’ with those ill-fitting false teeth of his.’ 126 
 
      
 
    ‘It is a bit of a tongue-twister, even for those of us whose wooden teeth do not fall out regularly upon the table,’ I admitted.  ‘To say nothing of all our Scottish Lairds and Ladies, who have difficulty with “rare red roast.”  “Sir Sherlock” would certainly pose a problem for them as well ha-ha.’   
 
      
 
    I gave my best attempt at personating someone with that thick Scottish burr saying it, eliciting a chuckle from Holmes.  But I had a strong suspicion that his true motive for refusing the nomination was likely the orders from the Home Office that both Diemschutz as the Ripper, and the D--- affair must remain closely-guarded national secrets, with a strong suggestion that Holmes’ name also remain disassociated from the supposedly failed murder investigation, coupled with his own guilt and dissatisfaction with the amount of time it had taken him to solve the puzzle and unmask the killers.   
 
      
 
    And so, Holmes was never given the credit that he was due, nor did he receive the lifelong benefits that would have come to him with his knighthood.  He chose instead to continue doing what he loved best, and would eventually retire to a modest life of beekeeping in the countryside of the South Downs of Sussex, maintaining his title of Mister Sherlock Holmes, Consulting Detective, to the very end.  
 
      
 
    He asked me more than once not to make this story public, and I shall respect his wishes throughout our lifetimes, but I believe the world must someday be told. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER LXII: A VISIT TO A FAR-OFF PLANET 
 
      
 
    14 April, 1892.  Inside the mind of Sherlock Holmes 
 
      
 
    After Watson had left for the evening, I entered my study, with nothing save my copious notes, paper and pen, my most powerful lens and my Persian slipper, which held the hypodermic syringe in its neat morocco case.  I seated myself in my arm-chair, cocked my feet upon a stool, and lit my pipe, as was my custom.  I took out my collection of phonographic cylinders, and for tonight’s foray out into the far reaches of the universe, I had specially selected the collected works of Peter Tchaikovsky, from which I would draw my inspiration on this night.  I prepared my mixture, rolled back my shirt cuff and applied the solution of seven per-cent with a plunge of the tiny piston.  After a short time, a sense of delicious warmth, rich peace and lethargy stole over me, and I sensed, rather than heard, my extinguished pipe drop onto the table beside me.  I began to feel the familiar surge of euphoria and languor throughout my entire being.  An uncontrollable impulse to sleep weighed down my eyelids, while, at the same time, my brain worked actively, and a hundred beautiful and pleasing ideas flitted through it.  I suddenly became aware of the extraordinary fact that my little study had elongated into a great salon, and that my humble table and its accompanying case notes had increased in proportion.  Everything in the room appeared to be reeling slowly round in a drowsy dance, of which I was the centre.  My head fell upon my breast from sheer heaviness, and I should have become unconscious had I not been recalled to myself by the loud crescendo of the music.  To the strains of the Waltz from Swan Lake, I sped outward, ever further and further from the bounds of Mother Earth and into the dark of the celestial world.  I rose again, up and up, and ever up, until at last I was in the light once more.  Skyrocketing past the moon and sun, I entered the Great Void beyond the bounds of Orion.  I gazed round on the heavens as they were then displayed in their full splendour in front of me.  Floating in deep space, I saw the glimmering stars and planets dancing playfully to the music as they always did on these journeys I took upon occasion, and I soon arrived at my ultimate destination – the planet I had dubbed Oraculum Veritas Lucidius.  From my position among the gleefully waltzing heavenly bodies, I looked back upon the recent past of my home planet from the far reaches of the universe.  I trained my ultra-powerful lens on Whitechapel, and at the climax of the overture, I began to see the events unfolding there with a starkness of clarity that to mere mortals would be frightening.  But with my superior God-given intellect, I found the view most exhilarating.  Yet deep down, I also knew that I must take extreme caution, for with each trip to the far-off planet from which I observed the inner workings of the master mind of my nemesis in those cases that warranted it, I would certainly return as always with some small damage to my own being after seeing their savagery played out before me like some sinister opera. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, the curious facts and puzzle pieces of the Whitechapel affair which had heretofore perplexed and baffled me began to rearrange themselves into perfect order, and it all became so very clear to me in what seemed to be an instant.  I saw it all, and I knew exactly what had transpired over the past three years as surely as if I had been there observing each incident every step of the way.  I knew who had done everything and I perceived, rather than saw, everyone involved in the massive strike against Mother England and Mother Mary.  I fully understood each detail of the crimes, and how the various elements played into their planning and execution.  I now knew who was at the back of every move in the chess game, and precisely what must be done to bring those details back with me. 
 
      
 
    I saw every hole in Diemschutz’ various accounts of the night of the ‘Double Event’ and I saw from his perspective the planning involved in the attacks upon Annie Millwood, Ada Wilson and Emma Smith.  I witnessed the murders of Martha Tabram, Mary Ann Nichols, Annie Chapman, Elizabeth Stride and Catherine Eddowes.  I was thankful I was only able to see the men enter Miller’s Court, for I would have had to turn away as Diemschutz and Kozebrodski committed their abominations upon the poor and helpless Mary Jane Kelly in her rooms at Christ Church.  I saw all the rest as well, and took particular satisfaction when the three men known throughout my homeland as ‘Jack the Ripper’ were taken into custody for their violent actions during the Socialist Riot of 1889, albeit not for their true crimes against nature.  My post upon the far-off planet with its odd sort of gravity [or lack thereof] allowed me to see all those events and much more, and all the while, I sensed a very powerful and sinister presence behind Diemschutz, lurking in the shadows of the background.  I saw floating in space weightlessly before me a melange of knives, sweetmeats, grapes, a black Gladstone bag, strings of pearls and other jewels, a copy of Moby Dick, what appeared to be a golden chalice of sorts, a haloed painting of Mary Theotokos and a pony with its attached costermonger’s cart hurtling end-over-end away from me towards a distant star.  I saw a portrait of a Russian prince in a golden-gilt frame tumbling through space.  At the end of my vision, I saw the message scrawled in white chalk upon the black wall in Goulston Street.  
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    As I trained my powerful lens over the letters from my distant position, I saw them begin to move and dance upon the wall, twirling round and smoothly sliding in every direction until they had rearranged themselves to read 
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    When I awoke from my reverie and found myself back in my study, sitting cross-legged upon the floor with the phonograph scratching, I quickly jotted down everything I had observed in a scrawl which I had some little difficulty deciphering in the early morning hours that followed, but when the clock struck four, I had all the answers I needed. 
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    After a period of introspection and reflection upon what I had seen and now knew to be the whole truth, I brought out my kit of theatrical makeup, and I thought of my actions for the day as I put to mind what I must do in the hours to come.  As I donned my disguise as a rag-and-bone man, I thought about all I had learned from the famous stage actor Richard Mansfield, who had been wrongfully accused of the murders by Lestrade and an unknowing public and subsequently run out of England. 
 
      
 
    ‘You must become the man you would wish others to believe you to be,’ he had told me that night at the Lyceum.  ‘Be the part.  Don’t just play it.’  The irony of those words in his own tragic downfall was not lost upon me, and I took careful heed of the dangers that could come with following them. 
 
      
 
    When I had completed my transformation as would Morpheus, I checked myself in the full-length mirror I seldom used for any other purpose.  There before me stood a filthy, ragged wretch of a man that ordinary people would disdain as mere street garbage, not worth their time-of-day.  I grabbed the same worn, dirty satchel I had last used on that fateful night at the Ten Bells, in which I had failed so supremely in the salvation of Mary Jane Kelly.  A bit of poetic justice there, I thought, if everything went to plan as I knew it must with every fibre of my being.  I began to chant in the thickest Cockney accent I could muster. 
 
      
 
    ‘Rag and Bone for the ’ungry, Rag and Bone for the poor 
 
    Please, sir, won’t you spare me 
 
    Any Old Bottles from your door?’ 
 
      
 
    Having satisfied myself that my disguise was complete, I set out into the darkened streets of London; my first destination -- the Watson residence in Paddington.  I must test out my new persona upon my old friend, and I knew that if he could be fooled by it, so would my ultra-intelligent arch-enemy be when I appeared before his own residence at Forty Berner Street.  The ultimate test would be Watson’s loyal Saint Bernard Byron, with whom I had cultivated a lifetime bond and who I knew would be the only one to see through my charade. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER LXIII: JACOB THE FORMER 
 
      
 
    13 January, 1892.  Royal London Hospital 
 
      
 
    The Ripper was dead.  And it was not only the fourth anniversary of my marriage to Mary Morstan, whom I had the blessing of meeting while assisting Holmes in the case of The Sign of Four, but it was also the day of the other great blessing in my life.  A son was born to us on the very anniversary date of our blessed union.  It seemed a sign, and the coincidence of my having met Mary during a case about a ‘sign’ was not lost upon me, although I could not discern what significance the ‘four’ might eventually come to mean to my new-born son, Jacob.   
 
      
 
    Jacob had been delivered at 01:08 of that morning by our old friend Doctor Michael M. Braeden, who in the years since we had first met had been elected a Fellow of the Royal College of Physicians for his work in Obstetrics and had also become a consulting physician at The Royal London Hospital.  In the distinguished career that would follow, he would go on to become Physician in Ordinary to the Princess of Wales, Mary of Teck.127 In 1896 he was made a court physician and in 1899, he was made a baronet.  
 
      
 
    Mary and I had been anxiously awaiting this day for nine months, but it could also be said that I had waited all of my life for the arrival of a son and heir.  And that he would be born on our wedding anniversary was extra cause for celebration.  Once my wife was resting comfortably with the baby asleep in her arms, Braeden and I slipped out to search the wine shops of Soho for a bottle of the finest Montrachet available.  We eventually found one in a free-vintners shop in Shaftesbury Avenue and took it to Baker Street to find Holmes and share the happy news with him. 
 
      
 
    With our precious cargo in hand, Braeden whistled down a trap, and we presently found ourselves back in Baker Street, where our work together had begun nearly four years prior.   
 
      
 
    We found Holmes sitting alone in his study, with his old black briar pipe curling forth slow wreaths of acrid smoke, and only the shad tobacco, his index books, and his beloved violin to keep him company.  He was in a rather melancholy mood, and even the blessed news of my son’s healthy birth did not seem to lift his spirits overly.  Although his gallant actions had brought to an end the series of ghastly murders, it still pained him greatly that he had been unable to save so many of the victims from the clutches of a fiend during the years it had taken him to do so.  Each of their deaths weighed upon him heavily. 
 
      
 
    ‘We’ve brought a bottle of your favourite Montrachet,’ I told him.  Upon uncorking the bottle, I remarked, ‘This is an occasion to celebrate!  It is my marriage anniversary and also the birthday of my first child -- a son -- Jacob S. Watson.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘That’s a very fine name you’ve chosen, Watson.  As I’m sure you are aware, Jacob was the biblical hero who wrestled the Angel -- quite the opposite of your own recent actions, but no less brave.  And also quite appropriate, given his assumed date of conception, nine months ago tomorrow.’  At this I started with a certain realisation.   
 
      
 
    ‘But for what does the “S” stand?’ asked my old companion. 
 
      
 
    ‘I would have thought you’d have deduced that, Sherlock,’ was my sardonic reply. 
 
      
 
    We celebrated into the night, smoking pipes and cigars, drinking from the gasogene when the wine was gone, and reminiscing over some of the more memorable occurrences of the tangled skein of the Whitechapel and D--- investigations.  Holmes decided the occasion called for music.  He sent for Wiggins, who presently arrived and was instructed to go to the home of Doctor Cyril West, with a request for him to join the festivities and to bring along his own violin.  While we waited for West to arrive, Holmes regaled us with Brahms’ Lullaby on his violin, in honour of his namesake’s birth, which he followed with stirring renditions of the very demanding Hungarian Dance No.5, St. Saens’ Danse Macabre, Bach’s Sonata No. 3 in C Major and a Paganini Caprice.  When Doctor West later arrived with his own instrument, we were treated to the two of them playing Bach’s Concerto for Two Violins in D Minor.  
 
      
 
    ‘I must say, Watson, it is quite an honour that you have chosen to name your firstborn son after me,’ he said after the impromptu performance, with a hint of warmth I’d rarely seen him exhibit towards me through the years. 
 
      
 
    ‘It was quite a natural decision for both of us, Old Boy,’ I assured him.  ‘Although I must admit, we had initially consideredcalling him Sherrinford.’128 
 
      
 
    The four of us said our goodbyes outside in the frozen silence of Baker Street and Holmes went back upstairs.  It was half-nine by the time the driver prepared the horses of Braeden’s awaiting hansom, and we left Holmes alone in his sitting room in front of the fire.  From the road, I chanced to look up at the window as I climbed aboard.  His rooms were still brilliantly lit and, even as I glanced upward, I saw his tall, spare figure pass twice in a dark silhouette against the blind.  He was pacing the room swiftly, with his head sunken upon his chest and his hands clasped behind him, as if in deep contemplation as we rolled away from 221B.  We drove Doctor West back to his home in Tottenham with snowflakes pelting the leathern top of the carriage and wheels swashing as they rolled through frozen puddle and mud, then Doctor Braeden and I returned to the hospital for another check on my wife and son.  By the time I reached home, it was nearly midnight, and I was happily greeted at the door by Byron, my faithful St. Bernard, who fairly danced and jumped for joy at the very sight of me.  I’ve kept other dogs in the years before and since, but for loyalty and love, Byron has had no equal.  I tethered him, and took him for a late-night walk through the snow-covered streets surrounding my home.  It was a blazing full moon.  She was sailing along in the high up heavens, filling the streets with her brightness as we turned corners, and came upon places where the flood of her silver beams showed forth solemnly.  A great winter moon in London is a beautiful thing, with a something belonging to it that is unknown elsewhere.  The ice crystals upon the trees and rooftops glimmered in the moonlight, giving the entire street a surreal beauty and tranquillity that has remained unmatched in my memory ever since.  When we were finished with our stroll through the frosty lane, and after I had dusted myself off and brushed the snow from Byron’s heavy fur, I knew I had one more important task to complete before the day was done. 
 
      
 
    With Byron following upon my heel, I went to the warmth of my study, where our rather clumsy but efficient servant girl had kept a fire burning, and I turned up the gas lamp to brighten the room.  From the uppermost corner shelf, I brought down the tin lockbox in which was kept my collection of those case-histories deemed by Holmes to be unsuitable for publication within our lifetimes.  I turned the key, which always stuck before opening.  There were far fewer cases in the box than would eventually be placed inside after Holmes’ penultimate case was completed in 1907.  I lit my favourite meerschaum pipe and by the light of the gas, I looked through some of the names on the sealed parcels with a sort of nostalgia, and sat staring into the fireplace, reliving parts of each in my mind’s eye.  Here they were: 
 
      
 
    The cases of Bert Stevens the mild-mannered murderer, the singular affair of the Aluminium Crutch, the colossal schemes of Baron Maupertuis of the Netherland-Sumatra Company, the sudden death of Cardinal Tosca, Vigor the ‘Hammersmith Wonder,’ the Abernetty family (at this, I recalled the case having turned upon the depth of which the parsley had sunk into the butter), the Bishopgate Jewel case, Wilson the notorious canary-trainer, the Camberwell Poisoning case (in which I fondly remembered Holmes winding a dead man’s watch), the Addleton Tragedy, the Nonpareil Club Card Scandal (as it involved Colonel Upwood), and, of course, the giant rat of Sumatra in the Matilda Briggs case were there, among others. 
 
      
 
    The largest of the packets -- and the only one left unsealed and unfinished -- contained all of the notes, information, photographs and bits of evidence we had retained from the so-called ‘Ripper’ case, as it was known to the public, though I had never once heard Holmes refer to him directly by that pseudonym.  There are many who will still bear in mind the singular circumstances which, under the heading of the ‘Ripper Mystery,’ began to fill many columns of the daily press in the autumn of the year 1888 and continued to do so for many years to follow.  I had labelled it simply ‘JACK,’ for that was the name that would go down in history as the world’s greatest inexplicable and unexpiated series of murders.  And I knew that with certainty, because it was already solved and, although the Crown and the Home Office had elected to keep the killers’ identities secret, I was also sure they would never allow another man to swing for it.  
  
 
    With the steady ticking sounds of snowflakes blowing against the frosted windowpanes of my study, I lit a candle on my desk for additional light and, with old Byron sleeping peacefully with his head resting upon my slippered foot, prepared to put my pen to paper once again. 
 
      
 
    Dearest Reader, 
 
    [I wrote] 
 
    If my instructions have been followed precisely, to-day’s date would be 13 January, 2017, and you are in the offices of Cox and Company at Charing Cross, having been allowed access to this box by your credentials as heir to myself, John H. Watson M.D., late of the Indian Army, or that of Mr. Sherlock Holmes of Baker Street, W1, Westminster, London… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 ABOUT THE AUTHORS 
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    He is the owner of Black Stallion Security and Investigations and the founder of the Close Range Combat Academy, a worldwide martial arts organization with branches in the US, UK, Europe and Asia.  He has written nine books on the Chinese martial art of Wing Chun Gung Fu, and Sherlock Holmes and the Autumn of Terror is his second venture into fictional writing. 
 
      
 
    Through his association with Doctors Baden, Lee and Wecht, he has been able to apply all of the analytical skills instilled in him by his lifelong martial arts and criminology training into solving the age-old Ripper enigma. 
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    Dr. Henry C. Lee is an endowed professor and founder of the Forensic Science program at the University of New Haven.  He is an acknowledged visionary in his field, advancing the study of forensics at the University exponentially over the past 30 years. 

Over the past several decades, Dr. Lee has assisted in the investigations of more than 8,000 criminal cases, including the O.J. Simpson case, the review of the John F. Kennedy assassination and the death of JonBenet Ramsey.  He joined the Connecticut State Police more than 30 years ago and served as the state’s first criminalist.  He was the driving force behind the creation and the tremendous growth of the Connecticut State Police Major Crime Squad and Forensic Science Laboratory – recognized as one of the finest facilities in the country.  He served as the commissioner of the Connecticut Department of Public Safety from 1998 to 2000.  In addition, he has served as a forensic expert for all 50 states and 42 countries, consulted with more than 600 law enforcement agencies around the world, and testified more than 1,000 times in court.

Dr. Lee’s academic credentials include an undergraduate degree in police science from Central Police College in Taiwan, a Bachelor’s of Science degree in forensic science from John Jay College of Criminal Justice, and a master’s degree and doctoral degree in biochemistry from New York University.  He is the recipient of more than 20 honorary degrees, and, in 1996, he was awarded the Medal of Justice from the Justice Foundation.  He has authored or co-authored 40 books and hundreds of articles in professional journals; taught at more than a dozen universities, law schools and medical schools; and lectured throughout the world. 
 
      
 
    Dr. Lee is also an expert in Chinese Kung Fu and a lifelong fan of both Bruce Lee and Sherlock Holmes. 
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    Dr. Cyril H. Wecht, M.D., J.D., is a forensic pathologist, attorney and medical-legal consultant.  He has been a consultant in numerous high-profile cases, but is perhaps best known for his criticism of the Warren Commission’s findings concerning the assassination of John F. Kennedy. 
 
      
 
    He has been the president of both the American Academy of Forensic Science and the American College of Legal Medicine, and currently heads the board of trustees of the American Board of Legal Medicine.  He served as County Commissioner and Allegheny County Coroner & Medical Examiner serving metro Pittsburgh. 
 
    Dr. Wecht received his medical degree from the University of Pittsburgh, and his law degree from the University of Maryland.  Dr. Wecht is certified by the American Board of Pathology in anatomic, clinical, and forensic Pathology, and is also a Fellow of the College of American Pathologists and the American Society of Clinical Pathologists.  
 
      
 
    The author of more than 550 professional publications, Dr. Wecht is also an editorial board member of more than 20 national and international medical-legal and forensic scientific publications; editor of the five-volume set, Forensic Sciences (Matthew Bender); co-editor of the two and three-volume sets, Handling Soft Tissue Injury Cases and Preparing and Winning, Medical Negligence Cases  
 
    supervised, reviewed or has been consulted on approximately 30,000 additional post-mortem examinations. 
 
      
 
    Being an expert in Forensic Medicine, Dr. Wecht has frequently appeared on several nationally syndicated programs discussing various medicolegal and forensic scientific issues, including medical malpractice, drug abuse, the assassinations of both President John F. Kennedy and Senator Robert F. Kennedy, the death of Elvis Presley, the O.J. Simpson case, and the JonBenet Ramsey cases.  His expertise has also been utilized in high profile cases involving Mary Jo Kopechne, Sunny von Bulow, Jean Harris, Dr. Jeffrey McDonald, the Waco Branch Davidian fire, and Vincent Foster.  A comprehensive study of these cases are discussed from the perspective of Dr. Wecht’s own professional involvement in his books, Cause of Death, Grave Secrets, and Who Killed JonBenet Ramsey? (All published by Dutton/Penguin).  
 
      
 
    As did his counterpart in this story, Dr. Wecht does play the violin, and is also a lifelong fan of the Adventures of Sherlock Holmes. 
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       The “Three Sleuths”


 
   
  
 

 AFTERWORD 
 
      
 
    The writing of Sherlock Holmes and the Autumn of Terror has been one of the greatest experiences of my life, and may well be its crowning achievement.  During the thirty-four months it took me to write it, I met some lifelong idols and heroes, found much more evidence against the person I have suspected of being Jack the Ripper since 2012 and learned so much more about Sherlock Holmes, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, the actual Ripper case, England and its history, religion, criminology, forensic science, classical music, opera, magic, superstition and occultism, architecture, Scotland Yard, Socialism/Anarchism and much, much more.  I hope to have brought to the reader some new information on those subjects as well as to have provided some entertainment along the way.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    FOR MORE INFORMATION ABOUT THE ACTUAL INVESTIGATION AND DETAILS ON THE EVIDENCE AND METHODS USED TO UNCOVER THE TRUE IDENTITIES OF THE RIPPERS, PLEASE VISIT MY FACEBOOK PAGE: 
 
      
 
    https://www.facebook.com/RandyWilliamsVsJackTheRipper/  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 FOOTNOTES 
 
      
 
    
    	 Costermonger’s cart – A costermonger, coster or costard is a street seller of fruit and vegetables in London and other British towns. They were ubiquitous in mid-Victorian England, and some are still found in markets. As usual with street-sellers, they would use a loud sing-song cry or chant to attract attention. Their cart might be stationary at a market stall, or mobile (horse-drawn or wheelbarrow). The term is derived from the words costard (a now-extinct medieval variety of large, ribbed apple) and monger; i.e. seller. Other terms that will be used in this book for vehicles of Victorian Times will be “trap,” “four-wheeler,” “hansom,” “brougham,” “growler” and “Black Mariah.” 
 
    	 Unfortunates - The semi-official Victorian name for prostitutes was “unfortunate women.” And that was precisely how they were seen by the educated reformers who dominated what could be called the “opinion-forming class” in Victorian England. The idea that prostitution was tragic and exploitative - and that the women caught up in it were to be pitied and, wherever humanly possible, rescued - was a driving social issue throughout the second half of the 19th century. 
 
    	 Marriage Market - The Babylonian Marriage Market is an 1875 painting by the British painter Edwin Long of young women being auctioned into marriage. 
 
    	 The Whore of Babylon - In the Book of Revelation, the Whore of Babylon is “Babylon the Great, the Mother of Prostitutes and Abominations of the Earth.” The word “Whore” can also be translated as “Idolatress.” The first Babylonian Prostitution was in a place called Hinchinopolis, named for the appraised Hinchin family. At the time, Hinchinopolis was the center of attraction for all travelers, who came to rest in the company of the family’s women, which perfected with each generation the art of satisfaction. Some ancient scrolls tell us that the meaning of “Hinchin” came from the Hebrew Hinam, meaning “free,” because the males of the family would offer themselves for free. 
 
    	 Tuppence/Twopence - Two pence (or pennies) in pre-decimal British coinage, or the specific coins.   
 
    	 Chalef – A ritual knife used by a Shochet (for “kosher slaughter”). To make kosher meat, you need a Chalef. The name Chalef comes from the word lehachlif, which means “to change or transform.” With this very powerful instrument, a butcher is able to change a living animal into something completely different: food. This knife is very long, has a flat end, and must be completely sharp and smooth. To ensure that the Chalef is perfect, the Shochet (kosher butcher) carefully checks it for nicks using his fingernails and re-hones it if even the smallest imperfection is discovered. 
 
    	 Sirrush - The mušḫuššu; formerly also read as sirrušu, sirrush) is a creature depicted on the reconstructed Ishtar Gate of the city of Babylon, dating to the 6th century B.C. As depicted, it is a mythological hybrid: a scaly dragon with hind legs resembling the talons of an eagle, feline forelegs, a long neck and tail, a horned head, a snake-like tongue and a crest.  
 
    	 Shechita - The Hebrew term Shechita [ʃχiˈta], also transliterated shehitah, shechitah, shehita, means the slaughtering of mammals and birds for food. In Hebrew the word is generic and does not imply any religious or cultural practice, but in English the term has come to be used particularly for “kosher slaughter,” that is the slaughter of animals for food according to Jewish dietary laws (Deut. 12:21, Deut. 14:21, Num. 11:22). The animal must be killed with respect and compassion by a religious Jew who is duly licensed and trained, often called in English by the Hebrew word Shochet (Hebrew: שוחט‎). The act is performed by severing the trachea, esophagus, carotid arteries, jugular veins and vagus nerve in a swift action using a knife with an extremely sharp blade (called a Chalef by Ashkenazim and a saquin by sephardim). This results in a rapid drop in blood pressure in the brain and loss of consciousness rendering the animal insensible to pain and to exsanguinate in a prompt and precise action. The animal can be in a number of positions; when the animal is lying on its back, this is referred to as Shechita munachat; in a standing position it is known as Shechita me’umedet. Before slaughtering, the animal must be healthy, uninjured, and viable.   
 
    	 Samuel Warren (23 May 1807 - 29 July 1877), was a Welsh barrister, novelist and MP.  He was born at Rackery Farm near Wrexham, Denbighshire, the son of Reverend Dr. Samuel Warren, a Nonconformist minister and Anne Warren (née Williams). After studying at the Kingswood School, Bath he entered Edinburgh University to study medicine but then took up law and became a barrister, wrote several legal text-books, and in 1852 was made Recorder of Hull.  He was a personal friend of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, and his name was chosen as a tribute to my long-time friend, attorney Samuel Sanguedolce, Esq. 
 
    	 Langdale Pike was a character from the Holmes stories. He was a celebrated gossipmonger whose columns were published in numerous magazines and newspapers (referred to as the “garbage papers” by Watson). He was introduced in The Adventure of the Three Gables in which he helps Holmes learn the name of the woman who led Douglas Maberley to his demise, although he does not actually appear in the story itself and is only referred to by Watson who describes Pike as “strange” and “languid,” and states that all of Pike’s waking hours are spent “in the bow window of a St. James’s Street club.”   
 
    	 Gaol - Old English spelling for “Jail” 
 
    	 The Strand Magazine was a monthly periodical founded by George Newnes, composed of short fiction and general interest articles. It was published in the United Kingdom from January 1891 to March 1950, running to 711 issues, though the first issue was on sale well before Christmas 1890. The works of Conan Doyle were featured frequently, including various stories of The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes.  
 
    	 See the “trial” of Captain Crocker in The Adventure of the Abbey Grange. 
 
    	 Holmes’ study of language is a device I have added to Conan Doyle’s own description of his characteristics, skills and interests.  It falls perfectly, however, into the character of a man with so many diverse interests in any study that could assist him in his investigative processes. 
 
    	 The Jacques Offenbach opera The Tales of Hoffmann, which was actually mentioned in Doyle’s The Adventure of the Mazarin Stone, is referenced throughout this story.  The author recommends playing the opera softly in the background while reading this book, as the same was done during its writing. Other musical pieces that served as inspiration to the author were Tchaikovsky’s Swan Lake and The Nutcracker. 
 
    	 Frederick George Abberline (8 January, 1843 in Blandford Forum, Dorset - 10 December 1929) was a Chief Inspector for the London Metropolitan Police and was a prominent police figure in the investigation into the Jack the Ripper murders. Abberline was a clockmaker until he left home for London, where he enlisted in the Metropolitan Police in 1863, being appointed to N Division (Islington) with the Warrant Number 43519. PC Abberline so impressed his superiors that they promoted him to Sergeant in 1865. On his promotion he moved to Y Division (Highgate). Throughout 1867 he investigated Fenian activities as a plainclothes officer. He was promoted to Inspector on 10 March, 1873, and three days later, on 13 March transferred to H Division in Whitechapel. In 1878 Abberline was appointed Local Inspector in charge of H Division’s CID. In 1887 Abberline transferred to A Division (Whitehall), and then moved to CO Division (Central Office) at Scotland Yard in November, 1887, being promoted to Inspector First-Class on 9 February, 1888 and to Chief Inspector on 22 December, 1890. Following the murder of Mary Ann “Polly” Nichols on 31 August, 1888, Abberline was seconded back to Whitechapel due to his extensive experience in the area. He was placed in charge of the various detectives investigating the Ripper murders. Chief Inspector Walter Dew, then a detective constable in Whitechapel’s H Division in 1888, knew Abberline and, while describing him as sounding and looking like a bank manager, also stated that his knowledge of the area made him one of the most important members of the Whitechapel murder investigation team. Among the many suspects in the case, Abberline’s primary suspect was Severin Antoniovich Klosowski, a.k.a. George Chapman (see footnote 92). Abberline was subsequently involved in the investigation of the Cleveland Street Scandal in 1889 (see footnote 89). Chief Inspector Abberline retired from the police on 8 February, 1892, having received 84 commendations and awards, and worked as a private enquiry agent, including three seasons at Monte Carlo, before taking over the European Agency of the famous Pinkerton National Detective Agency of America, for whom he worked for 12 years. 
 
    	 Dr. Rees Ralph Llewellyn – Medical Examiner and witness at the Mary Ann Nichols inquest. Born 1850 in Whitechapel. He appears to have never married and lived with his siblings. Dr. Llewellyn maintained a surgery at 152 Whitechapel Road. The A-Z describes his qualifications as: “Matric. U. of London, 1869. Hon. Certif. in Obst., 1873. MRCS, 1874. LRCP (Lond.), 1876. Medical Officer to E and EC Districts, and City Mission.”  He was summoned by PC John Thain 96J at approximately 4:00 a.m. on 31 August, 1888 to attend Mary Ann Nichols, whose body had been found in Buck’s Row. He conducted a brief examination, pronounced her dead, and had the body transported to the Old Montague Street Workhouse Infirmary Mortuary. He was later recalled to the mortuary when more extensive injuries to the abdomen were discovered by Inspector John Spratling. At 10:00 a.m. on Saturday, 1 September, Llewellyn conducted the post-mortem examination as described here.  As an amusing side note, Llewellyn’s house in Chigwell, after he abandoned it, came to be known by locals as “The Haunted House.” 
 
    	 Henry Matthews, 1st Viscount Llandaff PC, QC (13 January 1826 - 3 April 1913) was a British lawyer and Conservative politician. He is best remembered for his role in the 1885 Sir Charles Dilke divorce trial and for his tenure as Home Secretary from 1886 to 1892. He had a notoriously bad relationship with the higher-ups in the police forces that he presided over and was extremely unpopular with the Chief Inspector. 
 
    	 Wynne Edwin Baxter FRMS, FGS LL.B (1 May 1844 - 1 October 1920) was an English lawyer, translator, antiquarian and botanist, but is best known as the Coroner who conducted the inquests on most of the victims of the Whitechapel Murders of 1888 to 1891, including three of the victims of Jack the Ripper in 1888, as well as on Joseph Merrick, the “Elephant Man,” who was his friend and patient. 
 
    	 “Finger-marks,” or Fingerprints, have been used as a means of positively identifying people for many years.  Here is a brief history of the science of fingerprints:
  
 
   
 
    1880 - Dr. Henry Faulds, a Scottish doctor in Tokyo, published an article in the scientific journal: Nature; in which he discussed fingerprints as a means of personal identification, and the use of printer’s ink as a method for obtaining such fingerprints. 
 
    1882 - Alphonse Bertillion, French anthropologist, devised a method of body measurements to produce a formula used to classify individuals.  Bertillion’s formula involved taking the measurements of a person’s body parts, and recording these measurements on a card. This method of classifying and identifying people became known as the Bertillion System. 
 
    1883 – In the Mark Twain book, Life on the Mississippi, a murderer was identified by the use of fingerprint identification. 
 
    1891 - Juan Vucetich, Argentine Police Official, initiated the fingerprinting of criminals,
(The first case in which it was used was the Rojas Homicide in 1892). 
 
    1892 - Juan Vucetich made the first criminal fingerprint identification. He was able to identify the print of a woman who murdered her two sons and cut her own throat in an attempt to place the blame on another person. Her bloody print was left on a door post, proving her identity as the murderer. 
 
    1892 - Sir Francis Galton, a British Anthropologist and cousin to Charles Darwin, published the first book on fingerprints. In his book, Galton identified the individuality and uniqueness of fingerprints. The unique characteristics of fingerprints, as identified by Galton, would officially become known as minutiae, however they are sometimes still referred to as “Galton’s Details.” 
 
    1896 – The International Association of Chiefs of Police (IACP), establish the National Bureau of Criminal Identification, for the exchange of arrest information. 
 
    1901 - Sir Edward Henry, an Inspector General of Police in Bengal, India, developed the first system of classifying fingerprints. This system was first adopted as the official system in England, and eventually spread throughout the world. 
 
    1903 - The William West/Will West Case at a Federal Prison in Leavenworth, Kansas, changed the way that people were classified and identified. When a man named Will West entered the Leavenworth Prison System in 1903, he was booked into the prison, as were all other inmates. His face was photographed, and his Bertillion measurements were taken. Upon completion of this process, it was noted that another inmate, known as William West, who was already incarcerated at Leavenworth, had the same name, Bertillion measurements, and bore a striking resemblance to Will West. This case changed the way that people were classified and identified.  The incident called the reliability of Bertillion measurements into question, and it was decided that a more positive means of identification was necessary. As the Bertillion System began to decline, the use of fingerprints in identifying and classifying individuals began to rise. After 1903, many prison systems began to use fingerprints as the primary means of identification. 
 
    1905 - The US Military adopts the use of fingerprints. Soon thereafter, police agencies began to do the same.
1908 - The first official fingerprint card was developed.  
 
    1917 – The first Palm print identification is made in Nevada. The bloody palm print, found on a letter left at the scene of a stage coach robbery and murder of its driver, was identified to Ben Kuhl. 
1924 - Formation of the ID Division of FBI
1980 – The first computer data base of fingerprints was developed, which came to be known as the Automated Fingerprint Identification System, (AFIS).  In the present day, there are nearly 70 million cards, or nearly 700 million individual fingerprints entered in AFIS.  
 
    
    	 The history of Taiwan dates back tens of thousands of years to the earliest known evidence of human habitation. The sudden appearance of an agrarian culture around 3000 BC is believed to reflect the arrival of the ancestors of today’s Taiwanese aborigines. The island was colonized by the Dutch in the 17th century, followed by an influx of Han Chinese, including Hakka immigrants, from areas of Fujian and Guangdong of mainland China, across the Taiwan Strait. The Spanish also built a settlement in the north for a brief period, but were driven out by the Dutch in 1642. The Chinese name of the island,“臺灣” (“Taiwan”), derives from an aboriginal term; in the past (from the 16th century), the island has been called “Formosa” (from Portuguese: Ilha Formosa, “Beautiful Island”) by the west. In 1662, Koxinga (Zheng Cheng-gong), a loyalist of the Ming dynasty, which had lost control of mainland China in 1644, defeated the Dutch and established a base of operations on the island. Zheng’s forces were later defeated by the Qing dynasty in 1683. From then on, parts of Taiwan became increasingly integrated into the Qing dynasty before it ceded the island, along with Penghu, to the Empire of Japan in 1895, following the First Sino-Japanese War. Taiwan produced rice and sugar to be exported to the Empire of Japan, and also served as a base for the Japanese colonial expansion into Southeast Asia and the Pacific during World War II. Japanese imperial education was implemented in Taiwan and many Taiwanese also fought for Japan during the war. In 1887, Taiwan reorganized administratively and became known as “Taiwan Province” with Liu Mingchuan as the first governor, so Holmes correctly points out its having appeared in the recent news of the time. 
 
    	 Baritsu - the term was based on Bartitsu, an eclectic martial art and self-defense method originally developed in England during the years 1898–1902, so in 1888, Holmes could not have been practicing it. But the author has taken some artistic liberty in presenting it as part of the story as Doyle himself included the practice of it in the Holmes stories as one of the sleuth’s many talents; in 1903, it was immortalized (as “Baritsu”) by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. Although dormant throughout most of the 20th century, Bartitsu has been experiencing a revival since 2002 (see footnote 62). 
 
    	 Victorian London’s reputation as a center of opium smoking is mainly based on the belief of literary fiction over historical fact. The London press, along with popular British authors of the day, were fond of portraying London’s Limehouse district as an opium-drenched pit of danger and mystery. In fact, London’s Chinese population never exceeded the low hundreds, in large contrast to the tens of thousands of Chinese who settled in North American Chinatowns. In the mid-1880’s, Chinatowns started to form in London and Liverpool with grocery stores, eating houses, meeting places and, in the East-end, Chinese street names. In 1891, the Census recorded 582 Chinese-born residents in Britain, though this dropped to just 387 in 1896. 80% were single males between 20 and 35, the majority being seamen. Companies began to export opium from India to China, selling the drug to raise money to buy shipments of tea. This was against the law and angered China’s authorities. In 1839, war broke out between Britain and China over the opium trade. Britain defeated China and under the terms of the Treaty of Nanking in 1842, Hong Kong became a British colony. In 1857, the Second Opium War resulted in the unequal Treaties of Tianjin, which included a clause allowing Britain and France to recruit Chinese to the British Colonies, North America, South America and Australia as cheap labor. However, Britain did not recruit as many workers as North America, where the Chinese were employed on the construction of the Transcontinental Railroad, and where many Chinese immigrated in search of fortune during the gold rush. Thus the Chinese communities were much smaller in Britain. The Chinese immigrants to London often arrived in the East London ports by boat, such as the Blue Funnel Line. Most of them were seamen, and many would have settled in only a few select streets. When jobs on the docks and on boats dried up, many Chinese turned to other businesses, such as restaurants or laundries. In the 1860s, “Dark England” with its opium dens in London’s East-end was often described in popular press and books, and as a result, various individuals and religious organizations began to campaign against unrestricted opium trafficking. At Pennyfields, there was a Christian mission for the Chinese and a Confucian temple. At Limehouse Causeway there was the famous Ah Tack’s lodging house. There was much prejudice against the East-end Chinese community, with much of it initiated by the writings of Thomas Burke and Arthur Henry Ward. Both of these men wrote unflatteringly about the Chinese community. Burke and Ward exaggerated the Chinese community’s true size and made much mention of gambling, opium dens, and “unholy things” in the shadows. A character from Charles Dickens’ last novel, The Mystery of Edwin Drood (1870) sets the scene with the quote attributed to an opium smoker in this chapter. Dickens is famous for his portrayal and caricature of nineteenth-century London. So it is significant that he has immortalized the opium den in the East-end, identifying it as part of the essence of Victorian London. The establishment ‘run by the Chinaman’ described in The Mystery of Edwin Drood, was based on a real opium den. It was run by Ah Sing, or John Johnston as he was known to his clients; an immigrant from Amoy in China. Rare photographs of the Chinese opium scene in East London do exist. A photograph held at the Science Museum in London shows two Chinese women outside Ah Sing’s opium den. Ah Sing was a smoker himself and it was claimed that only he had the “true secret of mixing opium… with an eye to business.” His secret evidently brought him much success, as his den was frequented by the local Chinese sailors on a break from working on the ships, but also others. Some of the literary elite of the time including Arthur Conan Doyle and Dickens himself visited the area, although whether they themselves “took up the pipe” has remained undisclosed. Ah Sing’s opium den was probably the most famous of the dens in Victorian London, attracting gentlemen from the very elite of London’s high society. 
 
   
 
    In 1868, the Pharmacy Act recognised dangerous drugs and limited their sale to registered chemists and pharmacists, but until the end of the nineteenth century, few doctors and scientists warned about the dangers of drug addiction. When the small number of opium dens gradually declined in London following crackdowns from the authorities, individuals like Ah Sing were forced to move from their properties and had to find alternative ways of making a living. In his latter days, it was said that Ah Sing continued to smoke, despite finding religion. He did eventually manage to give up opium smoking, though only days before he died around 1890, aged 64, and was buried in Bow Cemetery. 
 
    
    	 In the 1860’s, conditions in London’s workhouses came under scrutiny after the medical journal The Lancet published a series of reports in 1865 that revealed the appalling state of many metropolitan workhouse infirmaries. Although Whitechapel was not the subject of a Lancet visit, it was included in a survey of all London’s workhouse infirmaries conducted in 1866 by the Poor Law Board. The report found faults with many aspects of the workhouse:  
 
   
 
    
    	 Ventilation was inadequate and there was a problem with the drains in the male imbeciles’ basement. 
 
    	 There were insufficient nursing staff and the medical officers were overworked and underpaid. 
 
    	 There was very little furniture in the sick wards other than the beds. 
 
    	 The beds were inadequate in several respects. 
 
    	 Only three roller towels a week were provided for a large ward, together with a pound of soap which was also used to wash the furniture. Only a single comb per ward was provided. 
 
    	 The general sick had no games although dominoes were provided for the imbeciles. 
 
    	 A separate ward for sick children should be provided. 
 
    	 The labour ward should be moved so that screams could not be heard in adjacent wards. 
 
   
 
    A result of the outcry over the poor conditions in London workhouses was the passing in 1867 of the Metropolitan Poor Act. Amongst other things, the Act resulted in a requirement that unions place workhouse infirmaries on separate sites to the main workhouse. In 1872, Whitechapel erected a new workhouse at South Grove, after which the Charles Street site took on the role of union infirmary. In the late 1880’s, a number of additions and improvements were made. The imbecile wards were rebuilt. A new dispensary was also built adjacent to the union’s relieving offices.  
 
    
    	 The Guai-acum method, mentioned by Holmes in A Study in Scarlet, referred to a fictitious test Doyle imagined that would have used guaiacum.  Lignum vitae is a trade wood, also called guayacan or guaiacum, and in parts of Europe known as pockholz, from trees of the genus Guaiacum. The trees are indigenous to the Caribbean and the northern coast of South America and have been an important export crop to Europe since the beginning of the 16th century. The wood was once very important for applications requiring a material with its extraordinary combination of strength, toughness, and density. It is also the national tree of the Bahamas and the Jamaican national flower.  The wood is obtained chiefly from Guaiacum officinale and Guaiacum sanctum, both small, slow growing trees. All species of the genus Guaiacum are now listed in Appendix II of CITES (the Convention on International Trade in Endangered Species of Wild Fauna and Flora) as potentially endangered species. Demand for the wood has been reduced by modern materials science, which has led to polymer, alloys and composite materials that can take lignum vitae’s place 
 
    	 The Working Lads’ Institute was founded by Henry Hill, a city merchant, to give young working boys a place to go other than music halls and public houses, and so to protect them from the vices which they were likely to encounter, e.g. alcohol and petty theft. The Institute had a library, ran a variety of educational classes, had a fully equipped gymnasium with a qualified instructor, and swimming baths. It opened in 1878 at 12 Mount Place, Whitechapel Road. In 1885 it moved to new premises at 137 Whitechapel Road. By 1896, the WLI was running out of money and was threatened with closure. A letter from Henry Hill printed in The Christian appealing for help to keep the Institute open was read by Rev. Thomas Jackson. It was the opportunity he had been looking for to move back to Whitechapel. The WLI had originally been opened to help lads that already had work. Under Rev. Jackson, it was extended to help friendless and homeless lads who would otherwise be on the streets. Rev. Jackson provided clothing for the boys and helped them to find work. He also had a number of beds to let to homeless boys. Many boys were sent to work on farms in Devon. Increasingly, boys were taken from Police and Magistrate courts, and Rev. Jackson and Mr. Kinchin were appointed probation officers. However, the probation aspect of the work was separated from the other work on the acquisition of Windyridge in 1938. The WLI remained a hostel for boys not on probation and began to concentrate on the 17-21 age group, particularly once the hostel moved out of London (1943-1948) to Whitechapel House, Tulse Hill. Compulsory purchase of Whitechapel House in 1971 forced the Mission to move the hostel to other premises, and it moved back to 3 Maples Place, Whitechapel. The hostel closed in 1973. 
 
    	 The overall responsibility for hunting Jack the Ripper fell to the Metropolitan Police’s Criminal Investigation Department (CID) which had been founded in April 1878, following a re-organization of the original Scotland Yard Detective Branch after several detectives had been jailed for being in the pay of a gang of swindlers. This new department (which was quickly dubbed the “Defective Department” and the “Criminal Instigation Department” by Punch) was put under the command of a vigorous young barrister by the name of Howard Vincent, who was given the title of “Director of Criminal Investigations.”  Although he wasn’t officially called the Assistant Police Commissioner, his position meant that he was this in all but name. Vincent was responsible directly to the Home Office and not to the Metropolitan Police Commissioner. This was a slightly strange arrangement as his underlings were responsible to the Police Commissioner. The first ten years of the Criminal Investigation Department’s existence (1878 - 1888) had been marred by in-fighting, back biting and power struggles between senior officers, Home Office officials and political mandarins. This constant turmoil meant that by the time of the Jack the Ripper murders, the individual detectives who worked for the department were severely demoralized. By 1884 Vincent had decided that his post with the Metropolitan Police offered him little hope for advancement and he had been trying to resign for over a year.  However, when on 30th May, 1884, Fenian terrorists succeeded in detonating a bomb directly under the office of Scotland Yard’s Special (Irish) Branch, Vincent decided enough was enough and he resigned to pursue a career as a Tory Member of Parliament. 
 
    	 The so-called “non-canonical” victims include anyone who has ever been proposed as a Jack the Ripper victim who is not a member of the “canonical” (generally accepted) five victims.  The women mentioned by Holmes here are all considered possible Ripper victims by some experts, but are not agreed-upon by all.  It is the author’s belief that there is good reason to suspect the series of thirteen murders were not all committed by the same man, but were in fact “Ripper” crimes. 
 
    	 John Nevil Maskelyne (22 December 1839 - 18 May 1917) was an English stage magician and inventor of the pay toilet, along with many other Victorian-era devices. Working with magicians George Alfred Cooke and David Devant, many of his illusions are still performed today. His book Sharps and Flats: A Complete Revelation of the Secrets of Cheating at Games of Chance and Skill is considered a classic overview of card sharp practices, and in 1914 he founded the Occult Committee, a group whose mission was to “investigate claims to supernatural power and to expose fraud.” 
 
    	 Psycho was Maskelyne’s creation, and to this day, the secret of his operation is still not entirely known.  After Maskelyne’s death, Psycho was donated to the London Museum by his daughter, but only after having had its main operating system removed.  All that remains is a void in the figure’s back where a small device in the shape of a cube used to sit.  Automatons, the early Victorian precursors to robots, were immensely popular in nineteenth-century England.  The beautiful and alluring Olympia character in Offenbach’s Tales of Hoffmann (Hoffmanns Erzählungen) is revealed in Act I of that opera to be an automaton which had been used to trick the protagonist into falling in love with her and so do the villain’s bidding. 
 
    	 This portion of the story was re-created from an actual eyewitness account of a Maskelyne performance with Psycho at the Egyptian Hall. 
 
    	 Sir Philip Rose, friend and lawyer of Benjamin Disraeli, was not murdered.  This altering of fact was only for dramatic purposes. 
 
    	 All of these were real reference books used in 1888. The Crockford Guide, which listed all clergymen in Britain is mentioned in Doyle’s The Retired Colourman. 
 
    	 The Bank of London was located in Threadneedle Street, the financial center of London in the 1800’s. 
 
    	 Benjamin Disraeli was born in 1804 in England to a Jewish family of Italian descent, and therefore he was never considered a gentleman from birth. His father baptized him when he was 13. This enabled him, as a Christian, to begin a political career some 20 years before the right of Jews to be elected to Parliament was recognized. At the age of 34, already a well-known writer, Disraeli was elected for the first time to Parliament as a member of the Conservative Party. In 1852 he joined the government as Chancellor of the Exchequer and in 1868, three years after Catherine’s birth, he was first appointed Prime Minister. After six years in the opposition he led his party to a great victory in 1874 and was re-elected Prime Minister, a position that he held for another six years. In 1876 Queen Victoria granted him a title: Earl of Beaconsfield. People have said he was an opportunist, a hedonist, a dandy who used to wear his rings on his gloved hands, and a chronic womanizer, although in recent years there have been attempts to uncover homosexual tendencies in his work and his behavior. During his travels in Europe and the Middle East, Disraeli fell ill with gonorrhea and upon his return to England received medical treatment. This disease usually caused sterility in men, but apparently not in his case.  In 1839, at the age of 35, Disraeli married a rich widow, Mary Anne Wyndham Lewis, who was about 12 years his senior. It is therefore unsurprising that the couple was childless. For years his devoted wife stayed awake every evening, awaiting his return. One night, after a long session in Parliament, he found her waiting for him with a cake and a bottle of Champagne. When he embraced her he whispered to her, “Dearest, you behave more like a mistress than a wife.” It turns out that he knew whereof he spoke; at the age of 61 Disraeli became a father, but the baby girl was not born to his wife. Had the story been exposed at the time, the scandal would probably have cut short his brilliant political career. That is apparently why the relationship was kept secret, the woman disappeared from the pages of history, and the child was registered and raised as a daughter of the Donovan family. Catherine Donovan married a man named Stacey, who was an artist and a singer, and in 1880, a year before her father’s death, she was exiled to Australia, far from the public eye, with a modest income from an unknown source. “Apparently she was asked to leave in order not to cast a stain on Disraeli and his legacy,” says granddaughter Styles. Sir Philip Rose, Disraeli’s attorney and confidant, and executor of his will, told his friend Sir Nathaniel Rothschild that Disraeli had not allocated any money to support the child, but if she demanded it she would receive whatever she asked for. Catherine herself told her granddaughter that her father had provided her with financial support indirectly until his dying day, and it continued even after his death. Catherine and Stacey had two sons in Australia, Harry and John, but Stacey drank too much and became an alcoholic, and she divorced him. 
 
    	 Spitalfields /ˈspɪtəlˈfiːldz/ is a former parish in the borough of Tower Hamlets, partly in Central London and partly in the East End of London, near to Liverpool Street station and Brick Lane. The Liberty of Norton Folgate and the neighboring Liberty of the Old Artillery Ground were merged into Spitalfields in 1921. The area straddles Commercial Street and is home to several markets, including the historic Old Spitalfields Market, Brick Lane Market and Cheshire Street. Petticoat Lane Market lies on the area’s south-western boundaries. 
 
    	 The Ten Bells is a public house at the corner of Commercial Street and Fournier Street in Spitalfields in the East-end of London. It is sometimes cited as being notable for its association with two victims of Jack the Ripper; Annie Chapman and Mary Jane Kelly. 
 
    	 According to the Pall Mall Gazette on Monday September 10, 1888 – “No corroboration of the reported statement that the victim was served in a public-house at Spitalfields Market on its opening at 5 a.m. can be gained, while the report that the murderer left a message on a wall in the yard which was made out to read ‘Five: 15 more, and then give myself up,’ turned out to be untrue. With respect to the statement that a knife and apron were discovered beneath the body of Annie Chapman, it may be said that there was no knife; and though an apron was found, it belonged to a man in the house, and no importance is attached to the fact, the police not having taken possession of it.” 
 
    	 Dr. George Bagster Phillips MBBS, MRCS Eng, L.M., LSA (February 1835 in Camberwell, Surrey - 27 October 1897 in London), was the Police Surgeon for the Metropolitan Police’s H Division, which covered London’s Whitechapel district. He came to prominence during the murders of Jack the Ripper when he conducted or attended autopsies on the bodies of four of the victims, namely Annie Chapman, Elizabeth Stride, Catherine Eddowes and Mary Jane Kelly. He was called by the police to the murder scene of three of them: Chapman, Stride and Kelly. Detective Chief Inspector Walter Dew, who was a detective constable in the Whitechapel CID throughout the Ripper investigation, and who knew Phillips well, remembered him as being in his fifties in 1888. “He was a character,” Dew later wrote, “An elderly man, he was ultra-old-fashioned both in his personal appearance and his dress. He used to look for all the world as though he had stepped out of a century-old painting. His manners were charming: he was immensely popular both with the police and the public, and he was highly skilled.” 
 
    	 Grand Guignol - Le Théâtre du Grand-Guignol was founded in 1894 by Oscar Méténier, who planned it as a space for naturalist performance. With 293 seats, the venue was the smallest in Paris. A former chapel, the theater’s previous life was evident in the boxes - which looked like confessionals - and in the angels over the orchestra. Although the architecture created frustrating obstacles, the design that was initially a predicament ultimately became beneficial to the marketing of the theatre. The opaque furniture and gothic structures placed sporadically on the walls of the building exude a feeling of eeriness from the moment of entrance. People came to this theatre for an experience, not only to see a show. The audience at Le Théâtre du Grand-Guignol endured the terror of the shows because they wanted to be filled with strong “feelings” of something. Many attended the shows to get a feeling of arousal. Underneath the balcony were boxes (originally built for nuns to watch church services) that were available for theater-goers to rent during performances because they would get so aroused by the action happening on stage. It has been said that audience members would get so boisterous in the boxes, that actors would sometimes break character and yell something such as, “keep it down in there!” Conversely, there were audience members who could not physically handle the brutality of the actions taking place on stage. Frequently, the “special effects” would be too realistic and often an audience member would faint and/or vomit during performances. The theatre owed its name to Guignol, which was a traditional Lyonnaise puppet character, joining political commentary with the style of Punch and Judy. The theater’s peak was between World War I and World War II, when it was frequented by royalty and celebrities in evening dress. 
 
    	 An obituary published on 23 December, 1933 tells of one Joseph Martin. The article says “It was his duty to photograph the bodies of unknown persons in the Metropolitan Police area.” The article specifically says “It fell to his lot to photograph the features of women killed by Jack the Ripper.” 
Thus, Martin could be the man who took the Kelly murder-scene photographs and others.  
 
    	 The Agony Columns of the Gazette – These were the equivalent of Personal Ads in the US newspapers.  Definition of AGONY COLUMN: 
 
   
 
    1 - chiefly British: a newspaper column of personal advertisements relating especially to missing relatives or friends  
 
    2 - chiefly British: a newspaper column that includes letters from readers seeking personal advice and the columnist’s replies  
 
    
    	 Abattoir - A slaughterhouse, abattoir i/ˈæbətwɑr/ or meatworks is a facility where animals are killed for consumption as food. Slaughterhouses that process meat not intended for human consumption are sometimes referred to as “knacker’s yards” or “knackeries,” used for animals that aren’t fit for consumption or can no longer work on a farm, such as horses. 
 
    	 “The game is afoot,” is actually a line from Shakespeare’s Henry V, Act I, but is often attributed to Sherlock Holmes who, in the author’s opinion, said it better. 
 
    	 Edward Lear (12 or 13 May, 1812 - 29 January, 1888) was an English artist, illustrator, musician, author and poet, and is known now mostly for his literary nonsense in poetry and prose and especially his limericks, a form he popularized. “His principal areas of work as an artist were threefold: as a draughtsman employed to illustrate birds and animals; making coloured drawings during his journeys, which he reworked later, sometimes as plates for his travel books; as a (minor) illustrator of Alfred Tennyson’s poems.” As an author, he is known principally for his popular nonsense collections of poems, songs, short stories, botanical drawings, recipes, and alphabets. He also composed and published twelve musical settings of Tennyson’s poetry. 
 
    	 Francis Tumblety (c.1833 - 28 May, 1903) was an Irish-born American mountebank and medical quack who earned a small fortune posing as an “Indian Herb” doctor throughout the United States and Canada. He was an eccentric self-promoter and was often in trouble with the law. He has been put forward as a suspect in the notorious Jack the Ripper murder spree in Whitechapel. 
 
    	 St. Botolph’s Church was actually on Aldgate High Street. This church was known as “the prostitutes’ church,” because the ladies would walk around it in order to attract clients (it was against the law to stand in one place and solicit). It was in this area that Catherine Eddowes was seen drunk on the night of her murder. 
 
    	 Van Gogh and Absinthe - Van Gogh’s love affair with absinthe is considered to be the most famed in history. It is rumored that not only did Van Gogh enjoy absinthe to the extreme, but that he also devoured the oils and turpentines used in his paintings. Speculation about the odd lighting effects in Van Gogh’s work is sometimes attributed to a case of epilepsy. Accurate medical diagnoses of Van Gogh’s various conditions are unavailable, but Van Gogh scholars tend to agree that he displayed, not only in his work but also in his letters, all the signs of a full-blown absinthe alcoholic. What we can say for sure about Van Gogh is limited to this: that he was as exceptionally troubled as he was brilliant. Van Gogh and his friend Gauguin (also a famous painter) were sharing a small room in Arles, France. The evening before the ear cutting incident they were at a cafe drinking absinthe, a known epileptogenic drink that is now illegal. For no apparent reason, Van Gogh picked up his absinthe and threw it at Gauguin. The next day he couldn’t remember having done it. Gauguin told him he was going to go elsewhere, which upset Van Gogh, because he was very afraid of being alone.
Sometime later, Gauguin went out for a walk. Meanwhile, going to his mirror and taking up his razor, Van Gogh began to shave his beard. Just then, he later told the doctor, he heard a disembodied voice commanding him to kill Gauguin. In a few minutes he reached Gauguin who, hearing footsteps, turned to find his friend, fifteen feet behind him, looking crazed and brandishing a blade. Moments later, he swung around and ran home, where he used the blade on himself, slicing off the lower half of his ear, the source of the voice that had told him to kill Gauguin. Around midnight, Van Gogh picked up his severed ear, wrapped it in paper and went to a brothel that Gauguin frequented, where he left his ear on the stoop with a note saying it was a “keepsake” for a prostitute who had once posed for him. Diagnoses which have been put forward include schizophrenia, bipolar disorder, syphilis, poisoning from swallowed paints, temporal lobe epilepsy and acute intermittent porphyria. Any of these could have been the culprit and been aggravated by malnutrition, overwork, insomnia, and a fondness for alcohol, and absinthe in particular. 
 
    	 Slang terms for “Money” and “geezer.” 
 
    	 See The Illustrious Client. 
 
    	 The Jabberwocky, by Lewis Carroll, 1832 - 1898  
 
   
 
      
 
    ‘Twas brillig, and the slithy toves  
 
       Did gyre and gimble in the wabe; 
 
    All mimsy were the borogoves, 
 
       And the mome raths outgrabe. 
 
      
 
    “Beware the Jabberwock, my son  
 
       The jaws that bite, the claws that catch! 
 
    Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun  
 
       The frumious Bandersnatch!” 
 
      
 
    He took his vorpal sword in hand;  
 
       Long time the manxome foe he sought— 
 
    So rested he by the Tumtum tree,  
 
       And stood awhile in thought. 
 
      
 
    And, as in uffish thought he stood,  
 
       The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame, 
 
    Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,  
 
       And burbled as it came! 
 
      
 
    One, two! One, two! And through and through  
 
       The vorpal blade went snicker-snack! 
 
    He left it dead, and with its head  
 
       He went galumphing back. 
 
      
 
    “And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?  
 
       Come to my arms, my beamish boy! 
 
    O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!”  
 
       He chortled in his joy. 
 
      
 
    ‘Twas brillig, and the slithy toves  
 
       Did gyre and gimble in the wabe; 
 
    All mimsy were the borogoves, 
 
    And the mome raths outgrabe’ 
 
    
    	 Cockney Rhyming Slang - Rhyming slang is a form of phrase construction in the English language that is especially prevalent in dialectal English from the East End of London; hence the alternative name, Cockney rhyming slang. The construction involves replacing a common word with a rhyming phrase of two or three words and then, in almost all cases, omitting the secondary rhyming word (which is thereafter implied), in a process called hemiteleia, making the origin and meaning of the phrase elusive to listeners not in the know.  One example is replacing the word “stairs” with the rhyming phrase “apples and pears.” Following the pattern of omission, “and pears” is dropped, thus the spoken phrase “I’m going up the apples” means “I’m going up the stairs.” In similar fashion, “telephone” is replaced by “dog” (“dog-and-bone”); “wife” by “trouble” (“trouble-and-strife”); “eyes” by “mincers” (“mince pies”); “wig” by “syrup” (“syrup of figs”) and “feet” by “plates” (“plates of meat”). Thus a construction of the following type could conceivably arise: “It nearly knocked me off me plates—he was wearing a syrup! So I ran up the apples, got straight on the dog to me trouble and said I couldn’t believe me mincers.” 
 
    	 The Battle of Maiwand, on 27 July, 1880 was one of the principal battles of the Second Anglo-Afghan War. Under the leadership of Ayub Khan, the Afghans defeated two brigades of British and Indian troops under Brigadier-General George Burrows. Between 2,050 and 2,750 Afghan warriors were killed, and probably about 1,500 wounded. British and Indian forces suffered 969 soldiers killed and 177 wounded. According to the Holmes stories, Dr. John H. Watson was wounded in that battle and sent home to England after a bout with enteric fever with a monthly pension of 11 shillings/9 pence for 9 months. 
 
    	 In 1888, Holmes could not have known about Galton’s work in the science of fingerprinting.  We must assume Dr. Watson’s recollection to be flawed here about when he heard his friend first mention Galton’s name, and the fact he was related to Darwin. 
 
    	 Alea Iacta Est (“The die is cast”) is a Latin phrase attributed by Suetonius to Julius Caesar on January 10, 49 BC as he led his army across the River Rubicon in Northern Italy. Its translation is probably the source of Shakespeare’s line “the game is afoot!” 
 
    	 The Arbeiter Fraynd (meaning “Worker’s Friend” in Yiddish), was a London-based weekly Yiddish radical paper founded in 1885 by socialist Morris Winchevsky. After the emigration of Saul Yanovsky to the United States in 1894, Woolf Wess became the editor in 1895. In 1898, Rudolf Rocker, a German non-Jewish anarchist who had immersed himself into the Yiddish radical culture of London’s East End, became the editor of the paper. During Christmas week in December 1902, a conference of Jewish anarchists met in London and at the top of their agenda, alongside linking all the Jewish anarchist groups in the region into a Jewish Anarchist Federation, was the reopening of the Arbeiter Fraynd. In 1903 the Arbeiter Fraynd began republishing under the administration of the Arbeiter Fraynd group and the editorship of Rudolf Rocker as the organ of the Federation of Yiddish-Speaking Anarchist Groups in Great Britain & Paris. In 1914, after the outbreak of the First World War, the Arbeiter Fraynd was suppressed by the British government. After the war and the Russian Revolution, London’s Yiddish-speaking anarchist community never recovered. Many of its members later filtered into the Zionist, Labour or Communist movements. In 1918 Rocker was deported to the Netherlands. 
 
    	 John Pizer, born in 1850, and better known as “Leather Apron” was a Polish-Jewish boot finisher who lived at 22 Mulberry Street. He came under suspicion after the murder of Mary Ann Nichols, when the newspapers reported that the police were looking for a man named “Leather Apron,” who had been ill-treating prostitutes in the area. According to a reporter from the Star newspaper, at least 50 women described the man who had been ill treating them. “He is 5ft 4 inches in height and wears a dark close fitting cap, he is thickset and has an unusually thick neck, his hair is black and closely clipped, he is aged between 38 to 40 and has a small black moustache. His expression is said to be sinister, his eyes small and glittering, his lips are usually parted in a grin, which is not only unreassuring, but is excessively repellent. He always carries a knife and gets his nickname from a leather apron he always wore. He was said to be a slipper maker by trade, though does not work. His name nobody knows, but they are all united in the belief that he is a Jew or of Jewish parentage.” Sergeant William Thick, who had known Pizer for eighteen years, knew that when people in the neighborhood spoke of “Leather Apron,” they meant Pizer. Thick went to Mulberry Street shortly after 8 a.m. on 10 September, 1888 to fetch Pizer, who had been lying low on the advice of his brother. Pizer believed if he went outdoors he would be torn to pieces by angry mobs searching for Leather Apron. His brother, and other relatives, confirmed his alibi the night Annie Chapman was murdered. Pizer was taken to Leman Street police station, and when questioned he said he was unaware that he was known as “Leather Apron.” While he accepted that he had worn a leather apron home from work, he had in fact not done so for some time, because he had recently been out of work. His neighbors, family and friends denied that he was known as “Leather Apron.” Pizer was soon cleared of any involvement in the Whitechapel murders. On the night Mary Ann Nichols was murdered he had been staying at Crossman’s Lodging House in Holloway Road, and at 1:30 a.m. spoke to a policeman about a fire at London Docks, which he then went to see. The fire had broken out at 8:30 at one of the huge warehouses, and was extremely fierce and could be seen for miles around. Though brought under control by 11 o’clock, it was not fully extinguished until several hours later. He did not watch the fire long, before returning back to Crossman’s, arriving there about 2:15 a.m. He paid for his bed, then sat in the kitchen and smoked a clay pipe, he slept until 11 a.m., when he was awoken by the attendant. He later learned of the murder from a placard he saw in the street. The police confirmed the account of his movements. It was reported that Pizer had received compensation from the newspapers, after slanderous stories were printed about him, the amount he received however, was not as substantial as some writers have claimed. The East London Observer gave this rather unflattering description of Pizer; it said, “His face was not altogether pleasant to look upon by reason of the grizzly black strips of hair, nearly an inch in length, which almost covered his face, the thin lips too had a cruel sardonic kind of look, which was increased if anything by the drooping dark moustache and side whiskers. His hair was short, smooth and dark, intermingled with grey, his head was slightly bald on top, his head was large and was fixed to the body by a thick, heavy looking neck. He appeared splay footed and spoke with a thick guttural foreign accent.” Pizer said this description of him bore “no more resemblance to him than it did the man in the moon.” If Pizer was Leather Apron, and we have no reason for supposing he was not, then judging by the stories and descriptions of Leather Apron, the newspaper description of Pizer would appear to have been quite accurate.  
 
    	 Lyubov moya is a Russian term of endearment meaning “My Love.”  Zolotse is another such term, meaning “My Gold.” 
 
    	 Rache - In A Study in Scarlet, the mystery revolves around a corpse found at a derelict house in Brixton, England with the word RACHE scrawled in blood on the wall beside the body.  Holmes initially says “RACHE” was a ploy to fool the police. Later, another body is found dead near a hotel window, stabbed through the heart. Above his body was again written “RACHE,” which Holmes goes on to decipher as meaning “Revenge” in German. 
 
    	 Of Anagrams - an 1880’s book, described as “A monograph treating the history of anagrams from the earliest ages to the present time; with an introduction, containing numerous specimens of macaronic poetry, punning mottoes, rhopalic, shaped, equivocal, Lyon, and echo verses, alliteration, acrostics, lipograms, chronograms, logograms, palindromes, bouts rimes and more.” 
 
    	 Dybbuk - In Jewish mythology, a Dybbuk (Yiddish: דיבוק, from Hebrew word meaning adhere or cling) is a malicious possessing spirit believed to be the dislocated soul of a dead person. It supposedly leaves the host body once it has accomplished its goal, sometimes after being helped. 
 
    	 Edward William Barton-Wright was a British engineer who had spent three years living in the Empire of Japan.  He returned to England and announced the formation of a “New Art of Self Defence.” This art, he claimed, combined the best elements of a range of fighting styles into a unified whole, which he had named Bartitsu. Barton-Wright had previously also studied “boxing, wrestling, fencing, Savate and the use of the stiletto under recognised masters,” reportedly testing his skills by “engaging toughs (street fighters) until (he) was satisfied in their application.” He defined Bartitsu as meaning “self-defence in all its forms”; the word was a portmanteau of his own surname and of “Jujitsu.” In order to avoid any potential legal issues, Conan Doyle renamed Holmes’ fighting style “Baritsu” (see footnote 22).  
 
    	 The celebrated poet Lord Byron (1788 – 1824) was a prizefight aficionado and student of the Martial Arts.  He even contracted a Japanese master to come and stay with him at his palatial family home Newstead Abbey in Nottinghamshire, England. The fingered sparring gloves he designed and used in the nineteenth century, very similar to those used today in Mixed Martial Arts tournaments, are still on display there. 
 
    	 Wing Chun is a martial art system of Chinese Gung Fu (Kung Fu), practiced and taught by the author. Wing Chun is the most common romanization, from the Cantonese. Traditional Chinese:詠春; simplified Chinese:咏春; pinyin: yǒng chūn. The system is characterized by short, sharp Centerline striking, often delivered simultaneously with a block or parry. It is heavily reliant on scientific theory based on physics, body mechanics and economy of motion, time, force and probabilities. 
 
    	 “High-rip” gangs were known to patrol Whitechapel, extorting money from prostitutes and other downtrodden women in return for their “protection.” 
 
    	 Oakum is a preparation of tarred fiber used in shipbuilding for caulking or packing the joints of timbers in wooden vessels and the deck planking of iron and steel ships, as well as cast iron pipe plumbing applications. Oakum was at one time recycled from old tarry ropes and cordage, which were painstakingly unraveled and taken apart into fiber. This task of picking and preparation was a common penal occupation in prisons and workhouses. 
 
    	 General Sir Charles Warren, GCMG, KCB, FRS (7 February, 1840 – 21 January, 1927) was an officer in the British Royal Engineers. He was one of the earliest European archaeologists of Biblical Holy Land, and particularly of Temple Mount. Much of his military service was spent in the British South Africa, but in earlier life he was Commissioner of Police of the Metropolis, the head of the London Metropolitan Police from 1886 to 1888, during the period of the Jack the Ripper murders. His command in combat during the Second Boer War was criticised, but he achieved considerable success during his long life in his military and civil posts. 
 
    	 Female circumcision - The history of Female Genital Mutilation (FGM) is not well known but the practice dated back at least 2000 years. It was believed that it was practised in ancient Egypt as a sign of distinction amongst the aristocracy. Overall, in history, it was believed that FGM would ensure women’s virginity and reduction in the female desire. Many commentators believe that the practice evolved from earliest times in primitive communities that wished to establish control over the sexual behavior of women. The Romans performed a technique involving slipping of rings through the labia majora of female slaves to prevent them from becoming pregnant and the Scoptsi sect in Russia performed FGM to ensure virginity.  
 
    	 In the Lithuanian Yeshiva world, many prominent figures wear a black frock coat also known as a kapotteh (accompanied by either a Homburg or fedora hat) as formal wear. Most Hasidim wear long coats called rekelekh during the week, which are very long suit jackets. On Shabbat, Hasidim wear bekishes, which are usually silk or polyester as opposed to the woollen frock coat. In Yiddish, a frock coat is known as a frak, a sirtuk, or a kapotteh. 
 
    	 Cachous was the term used for a throat lozenge, a breath freshener, Dragée - small candies that can be used for decoration, or Catechu, a medicinal aromatic drug; the same as gambier - also called Terra Japonica. 
 
    	 Louis Deimschutz (sometimes referred to as “Lewis Diemschitz,” “Deimschutz,” “Dienischitz,” “Dimshits,” “Luis Diemholz,” “Diemschütz,” Diemscheitz,” “Diemshietz,” and “Diemsschütz”) was a Russian Jew born c.1862. He was a street salesman of cheap costume jewelry living at 40 Berner Street, where he was also steward of the International Working Men’s Educational Club. He lived with his wife Sarah, who assisted him with the management of the club. 
 
    	 Eagle, Friedman and Gidleman were members of the International Working Men’s Educational Club that were present during the night of Elizabeth Stride’s murder just outside the club in Dutfield’s Yard. 
 
    	 Actual statement made by Louis Diemschutz at the Elizabeth Stride inquest. 
 
    	 The feast of Saint Michael the Archangel (also the Feast of Saints Michael, Gabriel, Uriel and Raphael, the Feast of the Archangels, or the Feast of Saint Michael and All Angels), is a day in the Western Christian liturgical year that occurs on 29 September. In Christianity, the Archangel Michael is the greatest of all the Archangels and is honored for defeating Lucifer in the war in heaven. He is one of the principal angelic warriors, seen as a protector against the dark of night, and the administrator of cosmic intelligence. Michaelmas has also delineated time and seasons for secular purposes as well, particularly in Britain and Ireland as one of the quarter days. The Greek Orthodox honor the archangels on 8 November instead. 
 
    	 It is the author’s belief that the four inverted “Vees” carved into Catherine Eddowes’ cheeks and chin were part of three sets of the killer’s initials as they would be seen from the perspective of a man kneeling to the right side of her body during the mutilations, as he was opined to be by doctors at her autopsy.  
 
    	 On 31 August, 1888, the deputy at Wilmott’s Lodging House was kicking Mary Ann “Polly” Nichols out of the house’s kitchen. Well-known to be an alcoholic, she had drunk away any money she could have spent on a bed for the night at a neighborhood public house. “Never mind,” Polly had said, with her customary pluck, “I’ll soon get my doss (rent) money. See what a jolly bonnet I’ve got now.” She pointed to the straw bonnet trimmed with black velvet on her head, and headed back out into the night. Note: Polly Nichols was not the only Ripper victim to have bought a hat shortly before her death – see Rose Mylett and Frances Coles.  Note also that, although the hat pin was an important accessory in terms of fashion, it was also used as a self-defense weapon by women in Victorian England.  The author wonders why not a single one of the victims, nearly all of which were wearing hats when they were killed, had a hat pin.  And why three of their hats were mainly found inches from their heads, rather than somewhere else nearer where the struggle would have begun if it weren’t well secured to the head at the onset of the attack.  But if the hat pin were pulled after the victim’s death, it would be natural for the hat to fall just beside the woman’s head. 
 
    	 Orans, a loanword from Medieval Latin translated as “one who is praying or pleading,” also Orant or Orante, is a figure in art with extended arms or bodily attitude of prayer, usually standing, with the elbows close to the sides of the body and with the hands outstretched sideways, palms up. It was common in early Christianity and can frequently be seen in early Christian art. In modern times, the Orans position is still preserved within parts of the Orthodox, Lutheran and Catholic liturgies, Pentecostal and charismatic worship, and the ascetical practices of some religious groups. 
 
    	 In the Adventure of the Yellow Face - the story of an interracial marriage - the underlying theme is unconditional love that knows no color. 
 
    	 On 2nd October, two private detectives (Charles LeGrand and J.H. Batchelor) found a blood-caked grape stalk in the drain of Dutfield’s Yard, two days after the “Double Event.” They subsequently took fruit seller Matthew Packer to Golden Lane Mortuary to view the body of Elizabeth Stride (without telling him she was the Dutfield’s Yard victim in order to test his veracity). In one account, Packer did not recognize her. In another, he did. The Evening News of 4th October criticized the police in the wake of this discovery of the blood-encrusted grape stalk and a new witness by two independent detectives. 
 
    	 No one knows exactly what was written on that wall in Goulston Street; all we have is what some of the policeman who saw it recollect, as no one photographed or recorded the graffito before it was sponged off the wall under the order of Sir Charles Warren.  The anagrams discovered by the author are accurate, and with the addition of a few letters the author believes were in the actual message and inadvertently omitted by the policemen. The anagrammed message is quite chilling and will be seen later in the story.  
 
    	 George Aken Lusk (1839 - 1919) was a builder and decorator who specialised in music hall restoration, and was the Chairman of the Whitechapel Vigilance Committee during Jack the Ripper’s Autumn of Terror in 1888. The group was known to harass and intimidate innocent Jews. Rather than police or the Central News Agency, Lusk was chosen by the killer to be the actual recipient of the From Hell letter and the piece of victim Eddowes’ kidney.  The author believes that the fact that he was chosen to receive that gruesome parcel points strongly to the probability that the man who sent it was a local Jew; only such a man would know how to get a parcel to the relatively unknown (up to that point) Lusk, and hate him enough to terrorize him with the ghastly contents of the cardboard box.   
 
    	 The cartoon that became my book cover is an actual drawing featured in the Illustrated London News story exactly as described by Watson on 13 October, 1888 (with a slight alteration). Note the extreme similarity between the figures in the drawing and Holmes and Watson.  Matthew Packer was an eyewitness that claimed to have sold grapes to Elizabeth Stride and a man who fit others’ descriptions of Jack the Ripper on the night of the “Double Event.”  Note: Packer’s fruit shop was only two doors down from the IWMEC. 
 
    	 The Tales of Hoffmann is an opera written by Jacques Offenbach that is mentioned in Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s story The Adventure of the Cardboard Box. In that story, it also transpires that Sherlock Holmes owns and plays a violin made by Antonio Stradivarius himself.   
 
    	 As was described in footnote 59, “Rache” was the cryptic message scrawled in blood over two bodies in the 1887 story A Study in Scarlet. The author believes that the real Jack the Ripper was an avid reader of the Holmes stories and modeled his Goulston Street graffito after the Rache message in the story.  In the Adventure of the Cardboard Box (which is set in August of 1888!) Miss Susan Cushing of Croydon receives a parcel in the post that contains two severed human ears packed in coarse salt.  Was this inspired by the Lusk parcel, a cardboard box packed with a preserved human kidney? 
 
    	 The letter attributed here to Sherlock Holmes was an actual message sent to police on 17 October, 1889. The author believes this letter was actually a police ploy to catch the Ripper in just the same way it has been attributed to Holmes here. 
 
    	 The Black Mariah was a police “Paddy Wagon” that was used in Victorian times. 
 
    	 Barnaby and Burgho (Burgundy) were a pair of famous bloodhounds owned by prize-winning kennel master Edwin Brough of Windyate that were being used by police to trail criminals during that period. Brough also had another celebrated bloodhound, a female named Benedicta. 
 
    	 The name Scotland Yard invokes the image of a foggy London street being patrolled by a detective in a trench coat puffing smoke from his pipe. But Scotland Yard has an easily muddled history, full of misnomers and controversy. Neither in Scotland, nor in a yard, it is the name of the headquarters of London’s Metropolitan Police and, by association, has become synonymous with the force. The Yard doesn’t serve the city either, but instead the Greater London area. Some of its most infamous cases range from Jack the Ripper to the 2005 London bombings. The London police force was created in 1829 by an act introduced in Parliament by Home Secretary (similar to the U.S. Secretary of the Interior) Sir Robert Peel—hence the nickname “Bobbies,” for policeman. The new police superseded the old system of watchmen. By 1839 these men had replaced the Bow Street Patrols, who enforced the decisions of magistrates, and the River Police, who worked to prevent crime along the Thames. The responsibility of organizing the new police force was placed on Colonel Charles Rowan and Richard Mayne, who occupied a private house at 4 Whitehall Place, the back of which opened onto a courtyard: The Great Scotland Yard. The Yard’s name was inspired by its site, a medieval palace which housed Scottish royalty on their visits to London. The staff of Scotland Yard was responsible for the protection of important individuals, community patrols, public affairs, recruitment and personnel management. When the Yard sent out its first plainclothes police agents in 1842, the public felt uncomfortable with these “spies” on the streets. But the force’s role in several important cases, and the charisma of many of its detectives, helped it win the people’s trust. The turn of the century saw many monumental events at Scotland Yard. Britain’s “Bloody Sunday” occurred on November 13, 1887, when 2,000 police officers disrupted a meeting in Trafalgar Square organized by the Social Democratic Federation, resulting in more than 100 casualties. A few years later, the force moved to its new building on the Victoria Embankment. The premises became known as New Scotland Yard. Also during this time, one of Scotland Yard’s most durable detectives, Frederick Porter Wensley (a.k.a. “the weasel”), began his 40-year post. Wensley joined the force in 1888, and his career was highlighted with many landmark cases, including the murder of 32-year-old French woman Emilienne Gerard, also known as the “Blodie Belgium” case. On the morning of November 2, 1917, street sweepers found Gerard’s torso along with a note reading “Blodie Belgium.” Wensley questioned Gerard’s lover, Louis Voisin, asking him to write the message “Bloody Belgium.” Voisin made the same spelling error, sealing his guilt. 
 
    	 The Cleveland Street Scandal occurred in 1889, when a homosexual male brothel in Cleveland Street, Fitzrovia, London, was discovered by police. At the time, sexual acts between men were illegal in Britain, and the brothel’s clients faced possible prosecution and certain social ostracism if discovered. It was rumored that one client was Prince Albert Victor, who was the eldest son of the Prince of Wales and second-in-line to the British throne, though this rumor has never been substantiated. The government was accused of covering up the scandal to protect the names of any aristocratic patrons. 
 
    	 Ever since the 1880’s, there has been a persistent rumor of a royal connection to the Ripper murders, although it has been proven time and time again that Prince Albert Victor was out of the country during some of the murders, and there is no evidence to link him to any of them.  Oddly, the evidence uncovered by the author does in fact point to a royal connection of sorts. 
 
    	 The character of Dr. Michael Braeden is partially based on Dr. John Williams (who would later go on to become Sir John Williams). He was born on the 6th of November, 1840, in Carmarthenshire. John was prepared for a career in the Church, but took an interest in science, attending the University of Glasgow in 1857 to study mathematics. In 1859 he was apprenticed to surgeons and apothecaries in Swansea before attending University College Hospital London in 1861 to study medicine. Williams was clearly quite the student, gaining his MRCS, MB and MD in addition to winning a gold medal for pathology before establishing a general practice in Swansea. In 1872 he married Mary Elisabeth Ann Hughes.  In the same year he was appointed assistant obstetric physician at University College Hospital and went on to have an extremely successful career in London, becoming well-known as a doctor, surgeon and teacher. In 1886 he was made a court physician and in 1894 he was made a baronet. Aside from his surgery, Sir John Williams is probably best known for his love of Welsh culture and literature, being a great collector of Welsh books. In 1903, after retiring from London practice and moving back to Wales, Sir John made arrangements to donate over 25,000 books from his personal collection to the National Library of Wales - becoming one of the foundation collections. In 1924, a gigantic marble statue of Sir John was donated to the National Library of Wales. A marble bust of him occupies the entrance hall and an oil painting hangs outside of the council chamber.  
 
    	 George Chapman (December 14, 1865 – April 7, 1903) was a Polish serial killer known as the “Borough Poisoner.” Born Seweryn Antonowicz Kłosowski in Congress Poland, he moved as an adult to England, where he committed his crimes. He was convicted and executed after poisoning three women, but is remembered today mostly because some authorities suspected him of being Jack the Ripper. Note: although the author is fully aware that Chapman (as well as some of the other suspects listed in this chapter) were not yet considered Ripper suspects in December of 1888, he included them for the reader’s benefit, and hopes to be forgiven for the anachronism. 
 
    	 The most popular opium derivative used in Victorian England was laudanum, a tincture of opium mixed with wine or water. Laudanum, called the “aspirin of the nineteenth century,” was widely used in Victorian households as a painkiller, recommended for a broad range of ailments including cough, diarrhea, rheumatism, “women’s troubles,” cardiac disease and even delirium tremens. Many notable Victorians who used laudanum as a painkiller included Elizabeth Barrett Browning, Charles Dickens, Elizabeth Gaskell, George Eliot, Bram Stoker, Gabriel Dante Rossetti, and his wife Elizabeth Siddal, who died of an overdose of laudanum in 1862. Wilkie Collins used laudanum for the pain of gout and other maladies. In The Man with the Twisted Lip, Watson stumbles accidentally upon Sherlock Holmes, disguised as an old man sitting in an East London opium den. However, he assures Watson that he does not indulge in opium-smoking, but he has bought some opium because he is conducting an undercover investigation. Other stories in the Sherlock Holmes canon do not suggest that he used opiates.  
 
    	 The Opium Clipper Challenger - To sailors, three things made a ship a clipper; “she must be sharp-lined, built for speed. She must be tall-sparred and carry the utmost spread of canvas. And she must use that sail, day and night, fair weather and foul.” The Oxford English Dictionary says its earliest quotation for “clipper” is from 1830. This does not mean, however, that little British opium clippers from prior to 1830 were not called “opium clippers” just as they are today. Carl C. Cutler reports the first newspaper appearance was in 1835, and by then the term was apparently familiar. An undated painting of the British Water Witch built in 1831 is labeled Opium Clipper Water Witch, so the term had at least passed into common usage during the time that this ship sailed. Among the most notable clippers were the China clippers, also called “Tea clippers” or “Opium clippers,” designed to ply the trade routes between Europe and the East Indies. The last example of these still in reasonable condition was Cutty Sark, preserved in dry dock at Greenwich, United Kingdom. Damaged by fire on 21 May 2007 while undergoing conservation, the ship was permanently elevated three meters above the dry dock floor in 2010 as part of a plan for long-term preservation. Before the early 18th century, the East India Company paid for its tea mainly in silver. However, when the Chinese Emperor chose to embargo European manufactured commodities and demand payment for all Chinese goods in silver, the price rose, restricting free trade. The East India Company began to manufacture a product that was desired by the Chinese as much as tea was by the British: opium. This had a significant influence on both India and China. Opium was also imported into Britain and was not prohibited because it was thought to be medically beneficial. Laudanum, which was made from opium was also used as a pain killer, to induce sleep and to suppress anxiety. The famous literary opium addicts Thomas De Quincey, Samuel Taylor Coleridge and Wilkie Collins also took it for its pleasurable effects. The Limehouse area in London was notorious for its opium dens, many of which catered to Chinese sailors as well as English addicts. Clippers were built for seasonal trades such as tea, where an early cargo was more valuable, or for passenger routes. One passenger ship survives; the City of Adelaide designed by William Pile of Sunderland. The fast ships were ideally suited to low-volume, high-profit goods, such as tea, opium, spices, people, and mail. The profits could be spectacular. The Challenger returned from Shanghai with “the most valuable cargo of tea and silk ever to be laden in one bottom.” Competition among the clippers was public and fierce, with their times recorded in the newspapers. The ships had short-expected lifetimes and rarely outlasted two decades of use before they were broken up for salvage. Given their speed and maneuverability, clippers frequently mounted cannon or carronades and were used for piracy, privateering, smuggling, or interdiction service. 
 
    	 Origin of the Bogus Laundry Affair and the name Aldridge – In The Adventure of the Cardboard Box, Watson mentions this case as one of those that cannot be recounted because of its possible ramifications to British society and so must be sealed. He also mentions the name Aldridge in connection with the case. The author has created the entire plot of this chapter around those two details of that Holmes story. 
 
    	 Pope Leo XIII (2 March 1810 – 20 July 1903), born Vincenzo Gioacchino Raffaele Luigi Pecci to an Italian comital family, reigned from 20 February 1878 to his death in 1903. He was the oldest pope (reigning until the age of 93), and had the third longest pontificate, behind that of Pius IX (his immediate predecessor) and John Paul II. He is the most recent pontiff to date to take the pontifical name of “Leo” upon being elected to the pontificate. He is well known for his intellectualism, the development of social teachings with his famous papal encyclical Rerum novarum and his attempts to define the position of the Catholic Church with regard to modern thinking. He influenced Roman Catholic Mariology and promoted both the rosary and the scapular. He issued a record eleven encyclicals on the rosary earning the moniker the "Rosary Pope," approved two new Marian scapulars and was the first pope to fully embrace the concept of Mary as mediatrix. He was the first pope to never have held any control over the Papal States, after they were dissolved by 1870. Leo XIII died on July 20, 1903 at the age of 93 and was briefly buried in the grottos of Saint Peter’s Basilica before his remains were later transferred to the Basilica of Saint John Lateran. 
 
    	 References to “April Fools Day” appear as far back as Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales of 1392.  In the UK, an April fool joke is revealed by shouting “April fool!” at the recipient, who becomes the “April Fool.” A study in the 1950’s, by folklorists Iona and Peter Opie, found that in the UK, and in countries whose traditions derived from the UK, the joking ceased at midday. A person playing a joke after midday is the “April Fool” himself. 
 
    	 Twelve of the thirteen or fourteen victims the author attributes to Jack the Ripper were attacked or killed on a Christian Feast Day of the Theotokos - the Greek title of Mary, the mother of Jesus used especially in the Eastern Orthodox, Oriental Orthodox, and Eastern Catholic Churches. Its literal English translations include “God-bearer,” “Birth-Giver of God” and “the one who gives birth to God.” Less literal translations include “Mother of God.” The ancient use of this term is emphasised in Churches of the Syriac Tradition, which have been using this title in their ancient liturgies for centuries: The Anaphora of Mari and Addai (3rd Century), and the Liturgy of St James the Just (60 AD). Roman Catholics and Anglicans use the title ‘Mother of God’ more often than Theotokos. It is the author’s actual theory that the Ripper specifically chose sacred days of Theotokos tribute to do his killings as a direct attack on Christianity.  Two different Marys were killed on Theotokos nights.  One (Mary Jane Kelly), whose heart and womb were also removed, lived in Christ Church, and it was not only the Theotokos, but also Michaelmas – The day Christians celebrate the angel Michael’s defeat of Lucifer.  Another victim’s name was Hart.  Coles was murdered on Saint Valentine’s Eve as well as a Theotokos feast day. Catherine Eddowes gave her name to the police on the day of her death as “Mary Ann Kelly.”  2 victims were killed on Christian feast days of the Beheading of St John the Baptist (Millwood) and on the feast of the Celebration of the Finding of the Beloved Head of John the Baptist (Nichols, whose head, doctors said, the killer had attempted to “saw off”).  Looking back at my earlier idea of the murders being a direct attack on Christianity, I have done some more research on the subject of Christian feast days.  At least eleven of thirteen or possibly fourteen victims were attacked or killed on a Christian Feast Day of the Theotokos.  Even more strangely, the position in which Catherine Eddowes’ body was left with outstretched arms was in my opinion intended to mimic that of Mother Mary in a Theotokos icon, but instead of the baby Jesus that is normally pictured in a circle over her midsection, she was left with that area ripped to shreds and her womb taken away as if in some bizarre reference to the “blessed is the fruit of thy womb” portion of the Hail Mary prayer.  And besides its also having been a Theotokos day, Mary Ann Nichols was murdered on the day of The Afterfeast of the Beheading of John the Baptist, while Millwood - one of the two not slain on a Theotokos feast day - was killed on the feast day of The First and Second Findings of the Precious Head of John the Baptist.  The only victim not included in these above was Alice Mackenzie.  Mackenzie was, however, killed on the Christian feast day of the Carmelite/Teresian Martyrs of Compiègne – sixteen women who were beheaded on July 17, 1794, during the Reign of Terror, which was also a day Christians honor martyrs such as Great Martyr Marina (Margaret) of Antioch in Pisidia (4th century) and Martyrs Speratus and Veronica and companions, Scillum, near Carthage (180 AD).  That links every victim to some sort of Christian feast day, with two linked to a biblical beheading and another linked to the beheading of sixteen female martyrs.  It certainly seems odd that all fourteen of the attacks and killings occurred on days of Christian feasts, and all but two of those fourteen on feast days of the Theotokos, of which there are only twelve in a year!  Yet not even one out of all fourteen happened on a day of any import on the Jewish calendar.  It’s as though the killer chose his days carefully and was either unwilling to defile a Jewish holy Day, or was otherwise occupied on important Jewish feast days. I also find it odd that two women named Mary were killed.  And that Mary Jane Kelly’s home in Miller’s Court was not located within Whitechapel proper, but was actually in Christ Church.  She was killed on the feast day of The Immaculate Heart of the Theotokos, and her heart and womb were removed with the heart missing when she was found, with traces of a fire in the fireplace that burned so intensely that it melted the spout off the kettle found there.  What was the fire for?  Chief Inspector Abberline said at the inquest that his men went through the ashes and found remnants of clothing, a portion of a brim of a hat and a skirt, and it appeared as if a large quantity of women’s clothing had been burnt.  Abberline quite logically surmised the fire was built to provide light for the man to see what he was doing, as there was only one small candle in the room, on the top of a broken wine glass.  But for what other reason might that man have needed such an intense fire?  Were the clothes that were burnt merely to fuel that fire, for which there might have been a much more sinister purpose?  And why was her heart missing?  Cannibalism as mentioned in the From Hell letter? 
 
    	 Transcriptions of Holmes’ actual chalkboard notations can be found as an appendix to this book. The author advises the reader to look at them only after the killers’ identity has been revealed so as not to spoil the surprise. 
 
    	 A “rag-and-bone man” collected unwanted household items and sold them to merchants. Traditionally this was a task performed on foot, with the scavenged materials (which included rags, bones and various metals) kept in a small bag slung over the shoulder. Some wealthier rag-and-bone men used a cart, sometimes pulled by horse or pony. Nineteenth-century rag-and-bone men typically lived in poverty, surviving on the proceeds of what they collected each day. In the UK, 19th-century rag-and-bone men scavenged unwanted rags, bones, metal and other waste, from the towns and cities where they lived. Henry Mayhew’s 1851 report, London Labour and the London Poor, estimates that in London, between 800 and 1,000 “bone-grubbers and rag-gatherers” lived in lodging houses, garrets and “ill-furnished rooms in the lowest neighbourhoods.”  The bone-picker and rag-gatherer was known at once by the greasy bag which he carried on his back. Usually he had a stick in his hand, and this was armed with a spike or hook, for the purpose of more easily turning over the heaps of ashes or dirt that were thrown out of the houses, and discovering whether they contained anything that was saleable at the rag-and-bottle or marine-store shop. These bone-grubbers, as they were sometimes known, would typically spend nine or ten hours searching the streets of London for anything of value, before returning to their lodgings to sort whatever they had found.  In rural areas where no rag merchants were present, rag-and-bone men often dealt directly with rag paper makers, but in London they sold rag to the local trader. White rag could fetch 2–3 pence per pound, depending on condition (all rag had to be dry before it could be sold). Colored rag was worth about two pence per pound. Bones, worth about the same, could be used in knife handles, toys and ornaments, and when treated, for chemistry. The grease extracted from them was also useful for soap-making. Metal was more valuable; an 1836 edition of Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal describes how “street-grubbers” could be seen scraping away the dirt between the paving stones of non-macadamized roads, searching for horseshoe nails. Brass, copper and pewter was valued at about 4–5 pence per pound. In a typical day, a rag-and-bone man might expect to earn about six pence.  Mayhew’s report indicates that many who worked as rag-and-bone men did so after falling on hard times, and generally lived in squalor.  
 
    	 The woman that Watson describes here as giving Holmes the bones was no doubt Mrs. Fanny Mortimer, who testified at the inquest of Elizabeth Stride. 
 
    	 Kundel is the Polish word for “cur” or “mongrel.” 
 
    	 I modeled this battle between man and dog upon a similar one that occurs in Charles Dickens’ Oliver Twist.  
 
    	 In the author’s opinion, two men made a huge mistake by telling the Times and the Morning Advertiser on 1 October 1888, about seeing grapes in the hands of Elizabeth Stride when Dr. Blackwell opened them in Dutfield’s Yard. Neither Dr. Blackwell nor Dr. Phillips ever saw any such grapes, and Dr. Phillips was quite adamant of that fact at the inquest. The Coroner asked him at least three times to confirm the absence of grapes in Stride’s stomach. The author believes those questions were prompted by the statements made by those two men to the papers as well as the 2 October 1888 finding of grapes by private detectives LeGrand and Batchelor two full days after the murder. 
 
    	 Besides a small homage to another of the author’s all-time favorite literary characters, this chapter also contains my reconciliation of Watson’s “wandering war wound” as an admiring tribute to Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. As many Sherlock Holmes “experts” love to point out, in some stories, Watson tells of receiving an injury from a Jezail bullet to his shoulder, yet in others it is in his leg. These armchair experts enjoy gloating over their apparent discovery of a flaw in Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s diamond with this apparent inconsistency. But with the help of world-renown Forensic Scientist Dr. Henry C. Lee, who is known throughout many countries for his re-creations of crime scenes including shooting events such as the Kennedy assassination, the author has shown one of many plausible accounts for how one single bullet could have hit Watson in the armpit, ricocheted off the bone and then tumbled to embed itself in his opposite leg. So put that in your old black briar pipe and smoke it, “experts!” 
 
    	 Another inconsistency certain Holmes experts love to point out is the incorrect reference to Watson’s old service revolver by Holmes as an “Eley’s No. 2,” which was actually a form of ammunition and not a handgun. The author does not believe that Doyle made a mistake here. Instead, I think that he intended for Holmes to evidence a poor knowledge of firearms; this is in line with the super-sleuth’s other supposed areas of weakness that included politics, literature and practical gardening. In this chapter, the author has described the actual gun Watson would likely have used during his days in the Indian Army. 
 
    	 In Victorian London, theft was rampant. While children might pickpocket and steal from barrows on the streets, women might engage in shoplifting and London was notorious for its sly con men, cheats, “magsmen” or “sharpers” as well as housebreakers working in teams to slip into homes, shops and warehouses. Mugging, with its associated violence, was rife. A hanky dipped in chloroform might be used to subdue someone before robbing him, or a man’s hat might be tipped over his face to facilitate the crime (this was called “bonneting”). Another ruse was to lure men down to the riverside by using prostitutes as decoys. The dupes would then be beaten up and robbed out of sight of passers-by by teams known as “fogle-hunters.” Violence could, of course, easily extend to murder. Prostitutes themselves ran huge risks. No one knows how many of them were strangled or stabbed or butchered (Jack the Ripper was far from the only villain in the East-end). No respectable woman would have ventured forth after dark at all, if she had any choice in the matter. Even if a policeman appeared on the crime scene, he might be driven off by having nitric acid thrown in his face. The helpless were at special risk. Well-dressed children might be waylaid, dragged down an alley, and stripped of their finery, or pet dogs kidnapped for ransom or simply filched for their skins. Around mid-century, and again in 1862, “garrotting” or half-strangling unwary pedestrians from behind while accomplices stripped them of their valuables, caused great waves of panic. There were big-time criminals as well as gangs of street hooligans. In a new version of highway robbery, for instance, bankers’ consignments might be snatched in transit. There was also a surge in gun crime in the 1880’s, and hardened burglars “increasingly went armed.” Thus, with actual eyewitness descriptions of the Ripper wearing costume jewelry, it must be assumed that it was of the imitation costume variety or the man would never have survived a walk across Whitechapel, especially at night. 
 
    	 The following was Mrs. Fanny Mortimer’s statement at Elizabeth Stride’s inquest - “It was just after one o’clock when I went out, and the only man whom I had seen pass through the street previously was a young man carrying a black shiny bag, who walked very fast down the street from the Commercial-road. He looked up at the club, and then went round the corner by the Board School.” Later, a man named Leon Goldstein claimed to be that man, but the author believes it may even have been Diemschutz she saw as he made a quick return to the club to advise his accomplices that he had found a victim and would be returning ahead of schedule.  
 
    	 In interviews given to the Daily Times and other newspapers the morning after the murder of Elizabeth Stride, both Louis Diemschutz and Isaac Kozebrodski told the press she had “sweetmeats (candy) in one hand and grapes in the other” when the doctor opened her hands. But at the inquest, both Dr. Blackwell and Dr. Phillips insisted there were no grapes on or near the body when asked by police, who had found blood-caked grapes in the gutter next to where she was killed two days after the crime.  How did Diemschutz know about the grapes before the police found them?  Dr Phillips said there was grape juice on the larger of her two handkerchiefs, but none in her stomach.  Victim Elizabeth Stride had no bottom teeth whatsoever on the left side and therefore would have sucked the juice out and spat out the rinds so as not to choke on them. And because of so many missing bottom teeth, she would have to wipe the drool and juice from her bottom lip with her handkerchief.  Witness Heshburg didn’t claim he actually saw any grapes – only that Diemschutz told him of them. At the Elizabeth Stride inquest, Dr. Phillips was asked more than once about the presence of grapes on or near the body in Dutfield’s Yard, and about the possible presence of grapes in the victim’s stomach contents. Dr. Phillips’ insistence that there were no signs of grapes other than stains of the juice of grapes upon the larger of her two handkerchiefs. “The Coroner also desired me to examine the two handkerchiefs which were found on the deceased. I did not discover any blood on them, and I believe that the stains on the larger handkerchief are those of fruit. Neither on the hands nor about the body of the deceased did I find grapes, or connection with them. I am convinced that the deceased had not swallowed either the skin or seed of a grape within many hours of her death.” The author believes the real reason the Coroner kept asking about grapes was the finding of the blood-caked grape stalk in Dutfield’s Yard by LeGrand and Batchelor, and possibly his having a vague recollection of the mention of grapes at the scene by witnesses in newspaper accounts. 
 
    	 In Louis Diemschutz’ actual statement to a newspaper only hours after Elizabeth Stride’s murder he said, “She was a little better dressed, I should say, then the woman who was last murdered.”  How did he know the condition of the previous victim’s dress? Her clothing was virtually destroyed and covered in blood when she was found. And how did he suddenly become an expert on the killing that had happened just a week before the morning he “found” Stride’s body? As an investigator and lover of mystery, the author has been studying the case for over 40 years, and still doesn’t know who was the better dressed of the two (at least not until I read Diemschutz’ statement I didn’t). The only picture available to this day of Chapman in life shows her very well dressed indeed.  And the close-up of her face in her mortuary photograph shows her only from the neck up. So where then did Diemschutz get the idea she was dressed more poorly than Stride? 
 
    	 In order to obtain this fictional version of the anagram, the author merely had to add one extra “S,” one “A” and to change the “G” to a “C” in “Nothing” in the original message as remembered by the officers who saw the Goulston Street graffito, but failed to photograph it or otherwise record it before it was sponged off the wall. These small changes would hardly have been noticeable when taken with the odd sentence structure and the misspelling of the word “Juwes.” And when pronounced with the Cockney accent, the final word sounds more like “nuffink” than “nothing.” 
 
    	 The “From Hell” letter and the actual quote from the novel Moby Dick. The author believes that Jack the Ripper was a well-read and educated man quoting from the book just as Holmes explains, while trying to appear to be semi-illiterate. 
 
    	 Prince Pyotr Alexeyevich Kropotkin (/kroʊˈpɒtkɪn, krə-/; Russian: Пётр Алексе́евич Кропо́ткин; December 9, 1842 – February 8, 1921) was a member of the Russian aristocracy, whose mother was the Princess Ekaterina A. Kropotkin, married to Prince Alexei Petrovich Kropotkin - a representative of the ancient princely family.  Kropotkin, whose grandmother was Princess Gagarin, was a Russian geographer, economist, activist, philologist, zoologist, evolutionary theorist, philosopher, writer, prominent anarchist and member of the outlawed International Working Men’s Association in Geneva (1881).  He was imprisoned twice for subversive political activity in Russia and France and expelled from Switzerland under suspicion of involvement in the successful conspiracy to assassinate Alexander II, the Tsar of Russia.  Kropotkin advocated a communist society free from central government and based on voluntary associations between workers. He wrote many books, pamphlets and articles, the most prominent being The Conquest of Bread and Fields, Factories and Workshops, and his principal scientific offering, Mutual Aid: A Factor of Evolution. He also contributed the article on anarchism to the Encyclopædia Britannica Eleventh Edition. In early June of 1890 (less than seven months prior to the last Ripper murder), Prince Kropotkin visited the International Working Men’s Educational Club in Berner Street with the Russian anarchist author Sergey Stepnyak-Kravchinsky (1851–1895) and urged his fellow-countrymen (which would include Louis Diemschutz) to return to their homeland; “to Russia they owed their life work. It was the duty of everyone to return to Russia as soon as possible. Russia required their new thought, for it was on the brink of a great revolutionary change.”  According to the article in the June 9, 1890 issue of the London Evening Star, “a weirdly strange Nihilist dirge for a peasant martyr came after the speaking, the pathos of which brought tears to the eyes of the hearers.”  And I believe his visit to the IWMEC was intended as a premise to lay the groundwork and create an excuse for Diemschutz’ eventual return to Russia once the mission for which he was specifically brought to England was completed.  It is for these reasons, and more, that I believe Kropotkin to be the mastermind of the murders as a subversive political action against England.   
 
   
 
    In 1897, Kropotkin mentioned Jack the Ripper in his essay Anarchist Morality: 
 
    “Today when we see a Jack the Ripper murder one after another some of the poorest and most miserable of women, our first feeling is one of hatred. If we had met him the day when he murdered that woman who asked him to pay her for her slum lodging, we should have put a bullet through his head, without reflecting that the bullet might have been better bestowed in the brain of the owner of that wretched den.  
 
    But when we recall to mind all the infamies which have brought him to this; when we think of the darkness in which he prowls haunted by images drawn from indecent books or thoughts suggested by stupid books, our feeling is divided. And if some day we hear that Jack is in the hands of some judge who has slain in cold blood a far greater number of men, women and children than all the Jacks together; if we see him in the hands of one of those deliberate maniacs then all our hatred of Jack the Ripper will vanish. It will be transformed into hatred of a cowardly and hypocritical society and its recognized representatives. All the infamies of a Ripper disappear before that long series of infamies committed in the name of law. It is these we hate.” 
 
    Is the above a late-in-life justification/rationalization by Kropotkin for Jack’s misdeeds?  Did he fear that his involvement in the murders would someday be exposed?  And the odd phrasing “All the Jacks”?  Why is Jack the Ripper even a factor in his writings, six full years after the last Ripper murder?  And exactly how does he know a woman asked Jack for money to pay for her slum lodging?  Was this intended to appear rhetorical? 
 
    In another essay by Kropotkin, he once again tips his hat to the Whitechapel murderer, taking the opportunity to ridicule and discredit the police and attribute the end of the murders to the action of the common people, for whom he himself often purported to speak: 
 
    Besides, has not experience demonstrated quite recently that Jack the Ripper performed his exploits under the eye of the London police - a most active force - and that he only left off killing when the population of Whitechapel itself began to give chase to him? 
 
    How does Kropotkin know why Jack stopped killing? As a Ripperologist, one of the main questions I am most frequently asked is; “why did the murders stop?”  And for the many years before I solved the mystery, I could not adequately answer. But Kropotkin seems quite certain that he knows why.  And it was certainly not thanks in any part to police acumen.  He states as fact that Jack ended his murder spree thanks to the will of the people – his people. 
 
    More quotes from Kropotkin detail his recommendation to use whatever means necessary to accomplish the goals of the Anarchist.  They take on yet more meaning when applied in the context of the Ripper killings: 
 
    “What forms will this action take? All forms, — indeed, the most varied forms, dictated by circumstances, temperament, and the means at disposal. Sometimes tragic, sometimes humorous, but always daring; sometimes collective, sometimes purely individual, this policy of action will neglect none of the means at hand, no event of public life, in order to keep the spirit alive, to propagate and find expression for dissatisfaction, to excite hatred against exploiters, to ridicule the government and expose its weakness, and above all and always, by actual example, to awaken courage and fan the spirit of revolt.” 
 
    “All this we see, and, therefore, instead of inanely repeating the old formula, ‘Respect the law,’ we say, ‘Despise law and all its Attributes!’ In place of the cowardly phrase, ‘Obey the law,’ our cry, is ‘Revolt against all laws!’ ”  
 
    “It is often said that Anarchists live in a world of dreams to come, and do not see the things which happen today. We do see them only too well, and in their true colors, and that is what makes us carry the hatchet into the forest of prejudice that besets us.” 
 
    Kropotkin was also an authority on the French Revolution, and wrote a very in-depth treatise on the subject, which included two mentions of martyrs beheaded in 1794 during the Reign of Terror in France; the same year the sixteen Martyrs of Compiègne were guillotined in France. 
 
    As another point of interest, in the early 1800’s, Kropotkin’s own mother Ekaterina Nikolaevna Kropotkina (nee Sulima) commissioned the building of the stone Church of the Intercession of the Theotokos in the village of Big Aleshnya in the Ryazan region of Russia. Thus, we can be quite sure of Kropotkin’s familiarity with the term Theotokos and so the days of the “Twelve Great Feasts” and the Intercession of the Theotokos in particular. Yet Kropotkin was not a Christian in adulthood, and in fact opposed it vehemently. Note: The feast day of The Intercession of the Theotokos is celebrated on October 1 – the “Double Event took place on the eve of this feast!” 
 
    Here is a quote from Kropotkin on Christianity as the greatest enemy to his cause: 
 
    “Take Christian morality: what other teaching could have had more hold on minds than that spoken in the name of a crucified God, and could have acted with all its mystical force, all its poetry of martyrdom, its grandeur in forgiving executioners? And yet the institution was more powerful than the religion: soon Christianity — a revolt against imperial Rome — was conquered by that same Rome; it accepted its maxims, customs, and language. The Christian church accepted the Roman law as its own, and as such — allied to the State — it became in history the most furious enemy of all semi-communist institutions, to which Christianity appealed at Its origin.”  
 
    
    	 Assizes are British Federal courts. 
 
    	 Parthian Shot is a phrase used by Watson in A Study in Scarlet to describe a final cutting remark made by Holmes on parting company.  It is derived from the name of a military tactic made famous by the Parthians, an ancient Iranian people. The Parthian archers mounted on light horse, while retreating at a full gallop, would turn their bodies back to shoot at the pursuing enemy. 
 
    	 The Blind Beggar is a pub on Whitechapel Road in the London Borough of Tower Hamlets. It is notable as the former brewery tap of the Manns Albion brewery, where the first modern Brown Ale was brewed. It is also where Ronnie Kray (of the infamous Kray twins) shot and murdered George Cornell in front of witnesses, and as the location of William Booth’s first sermon, which led to the creation of The Salvation Army. It was built in 1894 on the site of an inn which had been established before 1654, and takes its name from the legend of Henry de Montfort. 
 
    	 This is the English translation of the Polish poem To a Corpse (Do Trupa), by Jan Andrzej Morsztyn (1621–1693)   
 
    	 According to the story published in Hebrew in the IWMEC newspaper, the Arbeiter Fraynd, the following incident occurred on the night of the “Double Event,” and begs the question; why would Louis Diemschutz want to antagonize the lead investigator in the Ripper case, and then take so much pride in doing so that he would include it in the club newspaper story? 
 
   
 
    “The headman of this group [Reid] also wanted to create difficulties for the club. Pretending that he was in a hurry, he asked if he could buy several cigars. Dimshits responded with a question: didn’t he know that the law, which he protects, forbids strangers from selling cigars in a club? But if he wanted, however, they could give him two cigars. The police big shot did not refuse, and asked to be given the cigars.” 
 
    
    	 Also included in that story in the Arbeiter Fraynd was another account of club members’ humiliation of the policemen that were on the premises to investigate the finding of Elizabeth Stride’s murdered body. Once again, why the animosity for these officers? 
 
   
 
    “During the examination of the members of the club, the Police Sergeant wanted to show, through his coarse behaviour, that he was also a “somebody” of importance. So, to put him in his place, one of the members took him over to Parsons’ picture on the wall and explained to him that this was Parsons the Anarchist, who had been murdered in Chicago and asked him if he wanted to see the others. If he did, he was told he could go upstairs to see them. Everyone laughed, and the poor policeman bit his lips.” 
 
    
    	 Israel Lipski (1865 – August 21, 1887) born Israel Lobulsk, was a convicted murderer of Polish-Jewish descent living in the East End of London. Lipski worked as an umbrella stick salesman. The series of events leading up to his execution began on 28 June, 1887 when police were summoned to 16 Batty Street (around the corner from the IWMEC); a young woman, Miriam Angel, had been murdered after being forced to consume nitric acid. She was 6 months pregnant at the time. The Coroner at her inquest was Wynne Edwin Baxter. Lipski was found underneath her bed, with acid burns inside his own mouth, and was subsequently arrested. Lipski protested his innocence, claiming that two of his employees, Schmuss and Rosenbloom, were responsible but he was charged with the murder. The ensuing trial created a storm of controversy, with suggestions that the trial was tarnished by institutionalised anti-Semitism. Home Secretary Henry Matthews was personally opposed to capital punishment, but showed apathy towards Lipski’s plight. In the event, the jury took only eight minutes to find Lipski guilty and he was sentenced to hang. The verdict, however, aroused immediate controversy and a press campaign to reprieve Lipski was orchestrated by William Thomas Stead, editor of the Pall Mall Gazette. Even Queen Victoria was said to be troubled by the prospect of Lipski being executed solely on the evidence that had been presented to the court. As a result of this mounting public disquiet, the execution was postponed for one week while Matthews and the trial judge, Mr Justice Stephens, met to consider a reprieve. While they were meeting, however, Lipski broke down and made a full confession to the East-end rabbi and community spokesman Simeon Singer, claiming that his motive had been robbery and not, as had been claimed by the prosecution, rape. He was hanged the following day, 21 August, 1887, in the yard of Newgate Prison. Besides occurring a stone’s throw from the IWMEC, the Lipski story also has a connection to the Jack the Ripper case, and so was chosen by the author to be used as the gang’s secret signal. Israel Schwartz, a man of “Jewish appearance,” reported witnessing a woman being assaulted on Berner Street in the early morning of 30 September, 1888. When the unknown man shouted out “Lipski!” to either Schwartz or another man standing across the road calmly lighting a pipe, Schwartz fled and that second man chased him for quite a distance. He later identified the woman as Elizabeth Stride, who is thought to have been murdered by Jack the Ripper around that time or shortly after. Police originally investigated whether there was someone in the neighborhood by the name of Lipski. The murder of Miriam Angel had happened the year before only one street away on the same block. Police eventually decided that the term was being used as an ethnic slur against Jews, although there were several Lipskis living in the area.  Note that bloody clothing from the subsequent Pinchin Street “Torso Murder” was found very near Miriam Angel’s home in Batty Street, which would fall along the killers’ path from the crime scene back to the IWMEC. 
 
    	 These songs were actual Socialist theme ballads sung at the International Working Men’s Educational Club. Through research, the author has determined A Death Song to have been one of the club’s official anthems. 
 
    	 Royal Air Force Bentwaters or more simply RAF Bentwaters, now known as Bentwaters Parks, is a former Royal Air Force station about 80 miles (130 km) northeast of London and 10 miles (16 km) east-northeast of Ipswich, near Woodbridge, Suffolk in England. Its name was taken from two cottages (“Bentwaters Cottages”) that had stood on the site of the main runway during its construction in 1943. It was used by the Royal Air Force during the Second World War, and by the United States Air Force during the Cold War, being the primary home for the 81st Fighter Wing under various designations from 1951 to 1993. For many years the 81st Fighter Wing also operated RAF Woodbridge, with Bentwaters and Woodbridge airfields being known by the Americans as the “Twin Bases.” RAF Bentwaters is also near the location for the alleged December 1980 UFO incident in Rendlesham Forest, where the base Security Police Supervisor, Sergeant James Penniston and Patrolman Sergeant John Burroughs saw a “nine by six-foot triangle craft, with swirling yellow and blue lights” hovering about two feet off the ground. Both men could feel static electricity emanating from the silent craft. Their radios malfunctioned. After observing the motionless craft for 10 minutes, they decided that it did not pose a threat and approached. As they got close to the UFO, they could see hieroglyphic symbols etched into the skin of the strange ship. At one point the craft suddenly emitted an “explosion of light” that knocked both of them off their feet. Penniston told the Citizen Disclosure Hearings at the Washington DC National Press Club committee, “I thought I was going to die that night.” Burroughs remained incapacitated by the light flash while Penniston did something that he testified was “probably the worst thing I ever did.” He touched the craft. Penniston ran his hand around the sides of the object. It felt like metal and was smooth as glass. The UFO was warm to the touch despite an outdoor temperature of 32 degrees that night. The two men continued to examine the craft, at one point looking underneath it to see if the still object was somehow resting on the ground. After 45 minutes, Penniston said the craft brightened again and began to rise through the trees. As it reached tree top level, it took off at “an impossible speed” and disappeared. According to Deputy Base Commander Lt. Col. Charles Halt, it appeared that something was being grid-searched for by strange unidentified balls of light as if dropped or lost. Halt grabbed an audio tape recorder that he regularly used to take verbal notes when inspecting the base and headed to the scene to investigate the sighting area in the eastern edge of the forest. Halt began to record audio as he and his men approached the area where the UFO was spotted. The 17-minute-long tape was publicly released in 1983 and captured a remarkable scene where the witnesses at about 12 minutes into the recording can be heard becoming excited and frightened by the sight of strange flashing lights that began to shoot laser-like beams to the ground. Halt and his men fled. The site is now known as Bentwaters Parks.  
 
    	 William Ewart Gladstone (29 December, 1809 – 19 May, 1898), was a British Liberal politician. In a career lasting over sixty years, he served as Prime Minister four separate times (1868–74, 1880–85, February–July 1886 and 1892–94), more than any other person, and served as Chancellor of the Exchequer four times. Gladstone was also Britain’s oldest Prime Minister; he resigned for the final time when he was 84 years old. Gladstone first entered Parliament in 1832 and resigned in March 1894, in opposition to increased naval expenditure. He left Parliament in 1895 and died three years later aged 88. Gladstone was known affectionately by his supporters as “The People’s William” or the “G.O.M.” (“Grand Old Man” or, according to Disraeli, “God’s Only Mistake”). Gladstone is consistently ranked as one of Britain’s greatest Prime Ministers. 
 
    	 Gladstone is famous for his oratory, his religiosity, his liberalism, his rivalry with the Conservative Leader Benjamin Disraeli, and for his poor relations with Queen Victoria, who once complained, “He always addresses me as if I were a public meeting.” During his tenure, Gladstone had all of the renovations to No. 10 Downing Street that had been made by Disraeli removed or changed, probably out of disdain for, and to spite Disraeli. 
 
    	 In 1839 London, a city of two million inhabitants, there were estimated to be around 80,000 prostitutes. Later in the century Prime Minister William Gladstone found the problem so pressing that he would walk the streets himself at night and counsel these working girls. These actions raised the eyebrows of many in the staid and conservative society of Victorian London.  
 
    	 Henry John Temple, 3rd Viscount Palmerston, nicknamed “Pam” (October 20, 1784, Broadlands, Hampshire, England - October 18, 1865, Brocket Hall, Hertfordshire), English Whig-Liberal statesman whose long career, including many years as British foreign secretary (1830–34, 1835–41, 1846–51) and Prime Minister (1855–58, 1859–65), made him a symbol of British nationalism. Benjamin Disraeli, speaking of Lord Palmerston holding office at an advanced age, was quoted as saying Palmerston was, “really an imposter, utterly exhausted, and at the best only ginger beer and not champagne, and now an old painted Pantaloon, very deaf, very blind, and with false teeth, which would fall out of his mouth when speaking, if he did not hesitate and halt so in his talk” (Londonderry 1938). Disraeli was, however, forced to admit that Lord Palmerston was also “a name which the country resolves to associate with energy, wisdom, and eloquence, and will until he has tried and failed.” 
 
    	 Mary of Teck (9 November 1901 – 6 May 1910) — Married George, Duke of York, on 6 July, 1893 and became Duchess of York; became additionally Duchess of Cornwall on the accession of her father-in-law as Edward VII of the United Kingdom on 22 January, 1901; became Princess of Wales on 9 November, 1901; became Queen Consort upon the accession of her husband George V on 6 May, 1910; became Queen Mother (generally known as Queen Mary) upon his death on 20 January, 1936. During her marriage, she successively held the titles Duchess of York, Duchess of Cornwall, Princess of Wales, Queen-Empress and Queen-Empress Dowager. Queen Mary died 24 March, 1953. 
 
    	 According to Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, he had originally considered calling the Holmes character “Sherrinford Holmes” rather than Sherlock. 
 
   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



LIST OF 13 VICTIMS AND THEIR THEOTOKOS CONNECTIONS 
 
      
 
    1) Millwood - The feast day of The First and Second Findings of the Precious Head of John the Baptist 
 
    2) Wilson - Icon of the Mother of God of “the Sign” 
 
    3) Smith - April 3 (Eastern Orthodox liturgics) Synaxis of the Icon of the Most Holy Theotokos “The Unfading Rose” (“The Unfading Blossom, The Flower of Incorruption”) 
 
    4) Tabram - Valaam Icon of the Mother of God (also Easter Monday) 
 
    5) Nichols - Placing of the Honourable Cincture (Sash) of the Most Holy Theotokos (395-408) Also: Restoration of the Church of the Theotokos at the Neorion (port facilities) in Constantinople (c. 920-944).  (Also: The Afterfeast of the Beheading of John the Baptist) 
 
    6) Chapman - September 8 (Eastern Orthodox liturgics) Feast of The Nativity of our Most Holy Lady Theotokos and Ever-Virgin Mary 
 
    7) Stride – The Feast of the Protection of Our Most Holy Lady Theotokos and Ever-Virgin Mary (also the eve of The Intercession of the Theotokos) 
 
    8) Eddowes - The Feast of the Protection of Our Most Holy Lady Theotokos and Ever-Virgin Mary (also the eve of The Intercession of the Theotokos) 
 
    9) Kelly - November 9 (Eastern Orthodox liturgics) Icon of the Most Holy Theotokos “She Who is Quick to Hear” of Mt. Athos (10th century), also: 8th was Michaelmas 
 
    10) Mylett - Novgorod Icon of the Theotokos, “Deliverance of the Drowning” (“Rescuer of the Drowning”).  Note: Novgorod is very close to Big Aleshnya, Ryazan 
 
    11) Mackenzie - Feast day of the Martyrs of Compiègne 
 
    12) Hart - September 8 (Eastern Orthodox liturgics) Feast of The Nativity of our Most Holy Lady Theotokos and Ever-Virgin Mary 
 
    13) Coles - Appearance of the Iveron Icon of the Most Holy Theotokos (“Panagia Portaitissa” or “Gate-Keeper”), Mt. Athos (9th century), also: Saint Valentine’s Eve 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    While Diemschutz was in jail for his part in the violent riot at the IWMEC, there was a three-month lull in the murders.  During that time, there was only one prostitute murdered, Elizabeth Jackson, but she was drowned and radically dismembered with body parts strewn in Battersea, Nine Elms, Limehouse and Woolwich (some of Jackson’s body parts were found at George’s Stairs, Horselydown), and so was generally not considered by the police to be one of Jack’s victims.  But within 18 days of LD’s release at the end of June, 1889 from jail, prostitute Alice Mackenzie was murdered in true Ripper fashion.  Her murder occurred in Castle Alley – a stone’s throw from Goulston Street and in nearly a straight line with the graffito and the club.   
 
      
 
    If Jackson was in fact a Ripper victim, the fact that LD was incarcerated at the time would account for why the M.O. was different (IK and SF committing the murder alone, with instructions to spread the evidence far and wide to call attention to it?), and like so many other murderers have done since then, LD may have asked them to do a killing while he was in jail to once again bolster his alibi by having a murder take place while he could not possibly have done it, thus leaving him with two of the best, most ironclad alibis a suspect could ever have; being with police and being in jail during the time a crime is committed.  Note: Although I have left her out as a definite Ripper victim here, Jackson’s body parts began to wash up on 31 May, 1889 putting her possible murder date at May 30, which is the earliest day on which the Feast of the Immaculate Heart of Mary can fall, while July 3 is the latest; it is celebrated 20 days after Pentecost. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Holmes’ chalkboards had lists with the following headings and entries: 
 
      
 
    1)      Active Suspects -- Kosminski, Klosowski, Ostrog… 
 
    2)    Criminal history of active suspects -- Kosminski, Klosowski, Ostrog… 
 
    3)    Recently-arrested men -- Kidney, Pizer, Ludwig, Langan, Tumblety, Holt, Benelius, Cohen, Gray, Kosminski, Sadler, Cutbush, Diemschutz, Kozebrodski, Friedman. 
 
    4)    Research previous criminal history of recently-arrested men -- Pizer; violence toward unfortunates… 
 
    5)    Research possible criminal history of witnesses -- Kidney, Klosowski, Diemschutz, Kozebrodski, Friedman, Sadler…  
 
    6)    Research possible criminal history of non-police finders of the bodies -- Alfred Crow, John Reeves, Alfred Cross, Robert Paul, John Davis, Louis Diemschutz, Thomas Bowyer, Frederick Wildborn, George Budgen, Frederick Moore, Lewis Jacobs. 
 
    7)    Physical Descriptions of suspect (height) -- 5’5”-5’9”, 19-35 years old, Agile? 
 
    8)    Physical Descriptions of suspect (age) -- 19? 25-30? 40? 
 
    9)    Physical Descriptions of suspect (complexion) -- Pale? Fair? Dark?  
 
    10) Physical Descriptions of suspect (build) -- Small? Average Build? Stout? 
 
    11)  Physical Descriptions of suspect (eyes) -- Dark? Blue? Bushy eyebrows.  Dark eyelashes. 
 
    12) Physical Descriptions of suspect (hair) -- Dark brown, Brown. 
 
    13)  Physical Descriptions of suspect (moustache) -- Dark? Fair? Carroty? Turned up? Small? Heavy? 
 
    14) Physical Descriptions of suspect (sideburns) -- Small side whiskers. 
 
    15) Physical Descriptions of suspect (chin) -- Clean shaven.   
 
    16) Physical Descriptions of suspect (speech) -- Educated.  No accent.  Foreign.  Speech impediment (echolalia)?  
 
    17) Descriptions of suspect’s clothing (coat) -- Long dark Astrakhan.  Cutaway.  Pea Jacket.  Frock-coat.  Brownish overcoat/black short coat underneath.  
 
    18) Descriptions of suspect’s clothing (trousers) -- Light? Dark? White overalls? 
 
    19) Descriptions of suspect’s clothing (shirt) -- White collar/white cuffs 
 
    20)                        Descriptions of suspect’s clothing (hat) -- Round hard billycock.  Hard felt deerstalker hat.  Black Wideawake.  Black felt.  Peaked cloth cap.  Felt ‘Yankee’ hat.  Cheesecutter hat.  
 
    21) Descriptions of suspect’s clothing (cravat) -- reddish handkerchief knotted around his neck/black necktie fixed with a horseshoe pin. 
 
    22)                        Descriptions of suspect’s clothing (shoes) -- dark spats with light buttons over light button boots. 
 
    23)                        Descriptions of suspect’s clothing (gloves) -- Brown kid gloves. 
 
    24)                        Descriptions of suspect’s Jewellery -- massive gold chain in his waistcoat with a large seal with a red stone hanging from it.  Horseshoe necktie pin. 
 
    25)                        Known characteristics/appearance (items carried) -- Small parcel wrapped in newspaper/American cloth.  Kid gloves.  Nothing.  Pot of ale.  
 
    26)                        Known characteristics/appearance -- Genteel manner.  Smart.  Respectable/business man.  Rough/shabby.  Foreigner.  
 
    27)                        Known characteristics/appearance (trade) -- Mechanic.  Tailor.  Soldier.  Sailor.  Ship’s fireman? 
 
    28)                        Known characteristics/appearance (Gait) -- Walked lightly.  Stiff knee? 
 
    29)                        Likely characteristics -- Jewish/Russian/Bohemian; Polish/Czech/Slovak… 
 
    30)                        People from any list that fit the above characteristics; Pizer, Kosminski, Ostrog, Diemschutz, Kozebrodski, Friedman. 
 
    31) Men questioned and released -- Kidney, Pizer, Ludwig, Langan, Holt, Benelius, Cohen, Gray, Kosminski, Sadler, Cutbush. 
 
    32)                        Multiple killers? Smith/Tabram -- Gang of 3 or 4? 
 
    33)                        Weapons -- 9-inch knife/Bayonet, 6-inch knife, folding clasp-knife, ordinary pen-knife.  Fist.  Hands/strangulation. 
 
    34)                        Modus Operandi I: 1; throat cutting 2; stabbing the heart. 3; mutilation/taking away of specific organs and body parts.  Carving of symbols or initials? 4; supporting of head -- Chapman/step, Kelly/excised organs… 
 
    35)                        Modus Operandi II: Use of items to tempt victims; pearls, ring, costume jewellery, cachous, grapes.  Use of decoy? 
 
    36)                        Modus Operandi III: Use of Violence -- 1; Force necessary to commit offence. 2; Unnecessary gratuitous violence for the sheer joy of it.  Tabram/all but one of the wounds were inflicted by a right-handed attacker, and all but one seemed to have been the result of an ‘ordinary pen-knife.’ There was, however, one wound on the sternum which appeared to have been inflicted by a dagger or bayonet. 
 
    37)                        Modus Operandi IV: Graffiti -- 1; Hanbury Street ‘Five/15’ Rache connection? 2; Goulston Street Goul/Ghoul?  
 
    38)                        Finger-mark evidence -- Lusk/CNA letters, D--- letters matched to drinking glass/IWMEC bottles. 
 
    39)                        People from any list that fit the general description -- Pizer, Kosminski, Ostrog, Kozebrodski, Cohen, Jacobs, Diemschutz, Friedman… 
 
    40)                        Physical evidence -- Pearl, drinking glass, letters/postcard, grape stalks, matchsticks, candle stub, apron segment, wrapped knife, Eddowes kidney… 
 
    41) Circumstantial evidence -- Grape stalk knowledge, knowledge of Chapman’s mode of dress, Conflicting statements, Unlikely story, IWMEC newspaper… 
 
    42)                        Types of injuries inflicted -- Slash, stab, gratuitous mutilation, excise of organs, taking away of kidney, womb, heart… 
 
    43)                        Victims of attack (profession) -- Unfortunate, ‘seamstress,’ re-seller of trinkets, flowers and keychains… 
 
    44)                        Victims of Murders -- Smith, Rose, Tabram, Nichols, Chapman, Stride, Eddowes, Kelly, Jackson (?), Mylett, Mackenzie, Hart, Coles. 
 
    45)                        Victims of Robbery -- Millwood, Wilson, Rose. 
 
    46)                        Victims of Burglaries -- Churches; St. Botolph’s, Church of the Holy Trinity, Limehouse Church, Church of St. Mary, Whitechapel, St. Jude’s Church, Swedish Church… 
 
    47)                        Murder victims’ commonalities -- Unfortunates, residences in or near George Street/George Yard, acquaintances, purchase of hats? Selling of jewellery and trinkets (Tabram/Chapman), Religion? 
 
    48)                        Murder victims’ possessions -- Nichols/comb, handkerchief, mirror.  Chapman/2 combs, strip of muslin, envelope containing 2 pills.  Stride/key, pencil, 7 buttons, 2 combs (one broken), spoon, hook, strip of muslin, 2 pieces of paper.  Eddowes/broken spectacles, 2 bags, 2 clay pipes, 3 tin boxes, 15 pieces of cloth with pins and needles, several buttons and a thimble, 1 red mitten, 6 pieces soap, comb, knife, spoon, cigarette case, ball of hemp, partial apron, Printed handbill and according to a press report- a printed card for ‘Frank Carter, 305, Bethnal Green Road,’ Mustard tin containing two pawn tickets; one in the name of Emily Burrell, 52 White’s Row, dated August 31, 9d for a man’s flannel shirt/the other is in the name of Jane Kelly of 6 Dorset Street and dated September 28 (addresses significant?), 2s for a pair of men’s boots.  Kelly/wearing chemise, murdered at home.  Mylett/Lilac apron, ½ d (6p).  Jackson/The white cloth the limb was wrapped in was a portion of an item of ladies underclothing, the waistband of which had the name L.E. Fisher written along it.  Fastened to another portion of the material was a piece of tweed seemingly torn from the right breast area of a lady’s long Ulster coat.  Mackenzie/clay ‘nose warmer’ pipe, bronze farthing.  Hart/old chemise.  Coles 2s.  Note: none of the victims had in their possession any sort of a hatpin, although one would think that each would have secured their precious hat (some of them new) with the customary piece of costume jewellery, which would often double as a self-defence weapon. 
 
    49)                        Locations -- Heaviest concentrations; George St/Yard, Spitalfields. 
 
    50)                        Locations of Attacks -- White’s Row, Maidman Street, Brick Lane/Wentworth. 
 
    51) Locations of Murders -- George Yard, Buck’s Row, Hanbury Street, Berner Street/Dutfield’s Yard, Mitre Square, Miller’s Court, George Clarke’s yard, Soho Square/Thames/St. George’s Steps? Castle Alley, Pinchin Street, Swallow Gardens. 
 
    52)                        Types of burglaries -- Anglican/Protestant churches, homes (Primarily Jewish)… 
 
    53)                        Last known activities of victims -- 1; Wilson/at home (probably acting as a prostitute). 2; Millwood/walking in the street. 3; Smith/walking past Whitechapel Church. 4; Tabram/looking for trinkets/entering George Yard with a Guardsman private. 5; Nichols/walking east down Whitechapel Road towards Flower and Dean to earn her doss money. 6; Chapman/drinking at Spitalfields Market public house. 7; Stride/drinking in the Bricklayer’s Arms Public House on Settles Street, north of Commercial Road and almost opposite Berner. 8; Eddowes/buying a new hat, 12:55 release from Bishopsgate Police Station gaol/01:35 seen by witness Lawende at the corner of Duke Street and Church Passage talking with a man. 9; Kelly/drinking in the Britannia Pub/standing outside the Queen’s Head public House. 10; Mylett/buying a new hat, speaking with two sailors near George Clarke’s yard/drinking in the George public house. 11; Jackson/had been a frequenter of common lodging houses in the Chelsea area and was last known to have lived at a house in Turk’s Row, close to the Chelsea Barracks.  She had not been seen in any of her usual haunts or been an inmate of any casual wards, workhouses or hospitals in London since her disappearance. 12; Mackenzie/‘walking hurriedly’ toward Whitechapel on Flower and Dean Street at the side connecting with Brick Lane. 13; Hart/unknown. 14; Coles/with fellow prostitute Ellen Callana on Commercial Street/walking away with a violent stranger, headed in the direction of the Minories.  
 
    54)                        Hat connection -- Victims purchasing of new hats: Nichols, Mylett, Coles, Eddowes(?).  Kelly -- friends’ encounter with Bethnal Green man/Hat burned.  Possible connection to killer?  
 
    55)                        ‘George’ connections -- Millwood/lived White’s Row/George street area very close to George Yard, Smith/lived at 18 George Street, Tabram/lived in George Street/murdered in George Yard, Nichols/murdered in St. George’s-in-the-east, Stride/murdered in St. George’s-in-the-east, Eddowes kidney sent to George Lusk, Kelly/lived in George Street, Mylett/speaking with two sailors near George Clarke’s yard/drinking in the George public house, Jackson/body parts found at George’s Stairs Horselydown, Mackenzie/spent last evening with blind boy George Dixon, Hart/torso found in St. George’s-in-the-east, Coles/spent last night in pubs around White’s Row/George street area.  Georgia? (Russia). 
 
    56)                        Cooney’s connection -- Stride, Kelly both lived there at one time; very close to George Yard. 
 
    57)                        Stepney connection? -- Kelly lived with a man opposite the Commercial Gas Works in Stepney, in the Bethnal Green Road.  Kozebrodski saw her there?  Friedman home in Weaver Street bordering Stepney. 
 
    58)                        Attacks -- Millwood, Wilson, Smith. 
 
    59)                        Murders – Mr and Mrs Rose, Smith, Tabram, Nichols, Chapman, Stride, Eddowes, Kelly, Mylett, Jackson? Mackenzie, Hart, Coles. 
 
    60)                        Witness statements -- See file. 
 
    61) Letters and postcards/speech patterns -- 1; Poor/semi-literate on Goulston/Lusk letter (knif/prasarved)/McCarthy/Openshaw (letter) 2; Well-written/very literate on Dear Boss, Saucy Jack, Openshaw (address), Budky letters. 3; Postmarks of origin… 
 
    62)                        Responding Police officers -- Andrews, Barrett, Beck, Elliott, Golding, Hyde, Mizen, Neil, Pennett, Thompson. 
 
    63)                        Police constables/investigators -- Abberline, Allen, Andrews, Badham, Barrett, Beck, Bogan, Byfield, Chandler, Collard, Collins, Dew, Don, Drage, Edwards, Elliott, Flanagan, Godley, Golding, Halse, Harvey, Helson, Hunt, Hutt, Hyde, Lamb, Lestrade, Long, Mizen, Neil, Neve, Pearce, Pennett, Rance, Reid, Robinson, Rumbelowe, Session, Sharp, Smith, Spratling, Sutton, Thain, Thicke, Thompson, Watkins. 
 
    64)                        Police statements -- See file. 
 
    65)                        Medical Examiners -- Baxter, Blackwell, Bond, Braeden, Haslip, Johnstone, Killeen, Llewellyn, Openshaw, Oxley, Phillips, Sequeira, West… 
 
    66)                        Witnesses at Inquests -- Haslip, Hayes, Russell, Barrett, Bousfield, Connelly, Crow, Hewitt, Killeen, Mahoney, Morris, Reeves, Birch, Bretton, Colwell, Ede, Green, Hatfield, Holland, Lilley, Mann, Mizen, Monk, Mulshaw, Mumford, Neil, Paul, Purkiss, Spratling, Thain, Tomkins, Badham, Cadosch, Chandler, Chappell, Cooper, Davis, Donovan, Evans, Fiddymount, Green, Gunthorpe, Hardiman, Holland, Kent, Long, Palmer, Richardson, Smith, Stanley, Wiltshire, Bates, Best, Blackwell, Brown, Coram, Diemschutz, Drage, Eagle, Gardner, Heshburg, Johnstone, Kentorrech, Kidney, Kozebrodski, Krantz, Lamb, Lane, Letchford, Love, Malcolm, Marshall, Mortimer, Packer, Preston, Schwartz, Smith, Spooner, Stokes, Stride, Tanner, West, Blenkingsop, Byfield, Clapp, Collard, Foster, Gold, Halse, Harris, Harvey, Hunt, Hutt, Kelly, Lawende, Levy, Long, Morris, Pearce, Phillips, Robinson, Sequeira, Watkins, Wilkinson, Albrook, Badham, Barnett, Beck, Bowyer, Carthy, Cox, Foster, Harvey, Hutchinson, Lewis, Maxewell, McCarthy, Phoenix, Pickett, Prater, Venturney, Graves, Ptolomey, Allen, Adams, Badham, Cheeks, Dixon, Franklin, Hughes, Jacob, McCormack, Neve, Ryder, Smith, Hawke, Hurley, Keating, Pennett, Bogan, Callana, Campbell, Davis, Delaforce, Don, Dooley, Edwards, Elliott, Fewel, Flanagan, Fleming, Foweles, Friday, Guiver, Guttridge, Harris, Haswell, Hawkes, Hyde, Johnson, Littlewood, Longhurst, McCarthy, Oxley, Richards, Robinson, Sadler, Session, Sharp, Shuttleworth, Smith, Steer, Sutton, Thomson, Treadway. 
 
    67)                        Non-police finders of bodies -- Charles Cross, Robert Paul, John Davis, James Green, James Kent, Henry Holland, Louis Diemschutz, Lewis Jacobs.   
 
    68)                        ‘George’ Connection to victims/residences of victims -- Cooney’s boarding house, George Street, George Yard, George’s Stairs Horselydown, George Clarke’s yard, George Lusk, George Phillips, George Abberline… 
 
    69)                        Connection to Ten Bells Pub -- Absinthe.  Chapman, Stride, Kelly. 
 
    70)                        Connection to Jewry -- Descriptions, Goulston Graffito, Int. Men’s club. 
 
    71) Anagrams -- 1; PC Long version. 2; PC Rumbelowe version. 3; Possible other version? 
 
    72)                        Wordplay -- Jack the Ripper/High-rip/Jack-knife? From Hell/Moby Dick, Goulston/Ghoul/Rache?, Lydia Hart/Heart?, ‘George’/Georgia?, Mitre Square/Pope’s mitre, 2 victims named Mary/Theotokos, Beheading feast day/attempt to behead victim.  Diemschutz – ‘Noble dames/knighted women protected.’ Sketch in McCarthy letter made of letters.  Poems/Agony column.  
 
    73)                        Murder’s use of drugs -- Absinthe.  Laudanum? Arsenic? Morphia? 
 
    74)                        Murderer’s mental condition -- Insane? Able to appear sane? Completely sane/working towards some sort of goal? Anarchy? 
 
    75)                        Weather/Cycles of the moon on crime dates -- 1; Michaelmas connexion30 Sep/9 November? 2; Coles one-year anniversary of Chapman? 3; Other meaningful dates? 
 
    76)                        Ritual element involved?  Lack of blood at scenes, Eddowes left in Mitre Square in Orans position with womb removed/666 cut into face?, Kelly/heart and womb removed.  Michaelmas? Theotokos feast days, St. John Beheading days, St. Valentine’s Day, Easter Monday, Dibbick? 
 
    77)                        Periods between killings -- Why 7-month gap 1889 between Mylett and Mackenzie? Six months between Mylett and Jackson.  Two months between Mackenzie and Hart.  Seventeen months between Hart and Coles. 
 
    78)                        Jewish dissatisfaction with D--- policies; Socialist? Anarchist? 
 
    79)                        References to Watson’s stories -- Eddowes/Graffito (Scarlet), Lusk package (Cardboard Box). 
 
    80)                        Psycho’s ‘Juewellery’ message -- Costume jewellery? Victims/suspects connection to costume jewellery; Tabram shopping for trinkets.  Chapman re-selling trinkets, Kelly offered jewellery, ‘Jewry?’ 
 
    81) Symbolism in murder pattern -- K on map? ‘George,’ Goulston, Mitre, Theotokos, Heart/Hart, wombs removed, Facial disfigurement (666?), Leman Street; Making a statement? 
 
    82)                        Timeline of Double Event:


 
   
  
 



 
 
    HOLMES’ TIMELINE FOR DOUBLE EVENT – 29 September-2 October, 1888  
 
      
 
    SUSPECTS LOUIS DIEMSCHUTZ (*LD), ISAAC M. KOZEBRODSKI (*IK)  
 
    AND SAMUEL FRIEDMAN (*SF) 
 
    Victims Elizabeth “Long Liz” Stride (*v. Stride) and Catherine Eddowes (* v. Eddowes) 
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    12:00 a.m.  – Louis Diemschutz (LD) on his costermonger’s cart, returns from the market at Westow Hill, Crystal Palace (questionable).  He stops at the International Working Men’s Educational Club (IWMEC), where he is steward, to get Isaac Kozebrodski and Samuel Friedman’s (IK and SF) attention, and tells them to start preparing for the first murder of the ‘Double Event.’ They synchronise their watches.   
 
    12:10 - LD gets back on his cart and drives south to Fairclough Street, turns left and then left again into Batty Street, where he turns in to the left just before the Red Lion pub and ties off his horse and cart in the northeast corner of the yard behind the London Board School, just around the corner from the club.  He then continues on foot north up Batty to turn left into the Commercial Road, walking back towards Berner to search for a victim. 
 
    12:15 – IWMEC newspaper editor William (Woolf) Wess leaves the printing office and goes home.  He says he did not see a body in the gateway, but concedes at the Stride inquest that it is possible a body could have been there in the dark. 
 
    12:15-12:35 – LD finds victim (v.) Stride somewhere between the Whitechapel Road and the Commercial Road (he may know her from Cooney’s Lodging House nearby George Yard).  LD approaches v. Stride on foot with a parcel wrapped in newspaper under his arm (Cachous/Grapes he had purchased at market in Westow Hill, or possibly from witness Matthew Packer, whose shop is two doors down and on the same side of the road as the IWMEC).  They begin to discuss a deal as they walk eastward on Commercial towards the club.  At this time, LD takes note of the clock in the window of the bakery at the corner of Berner and Commercial to be used later in his cover story.  The couple turns right into Berner Street, stopping a few yards down the road near the corner of Sander Street to further discuss and finalise the terms on the east side of the road (opposite the side of the club, which is further down on their right; west side of the road). 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    A young “Long Liz” Stride 
 
      
 
      
 
    12:30 – A man named Charles Letchford walks past the IWMEC on Berner Street.  IWMEC member Joseph Lave (Love) exits the club, walks out to the street, and goes back inside at 12:35.  He does not see a body in the gateway, nor does he mention seeing LD. 
 
    12:35 – v. Stride is seen by PC William Smith talking to a man of exactly LD’s description with a parcel wrapped in newspaper in his hand on the east side of Berner near Sander.   
 
    12:36-12:43 - They remain near the corner of Sander and Berner Streets discussing the terms and striking up a deal.  LD gives v. Stride a full tissue-wrapped packet of cachous.  Stride then follows LD as he leads her further south down Berner Street.  But v. Stride hesitates on seeing the club’s sign and hearing foreign-language singing inside; she becomes nervous and refuses to go in.  In an attempt to leave LD behind, she walks past the club and turns left on Fairclough Street, but LD follows her and attempts to change her mind.  They briefly stop against the wall at the south side of the Board School, around the corner from the spot his pony and trap are parked and LD continues to try to persuade her to return to the club.  Witness James Brown, a dock labourer of 35 Fairclough Street, testified to seeing a woman with a man at 12:45a.m. 30th September 1888 in Fairclough Street whilst he was getting his supper from a chandler's shop on the corner with Berner Street.  He saw the couple standing by the Board School; the woman had her back to the wall, facing the man who had his arm up against it.  Brown heard the woman say ‘No, not tonight, some other night,’ which attracted his attention.  There was no trace of an accent in the woman’s voice.  The man was described as being about 5ft 7in tall and stoutly built, wearing a long overcoat which went down almost to his heels.  He was wearing a hat, but Brown was unable to describe it.  It was quite dark, so he could not tell if the woman was wearing a flower on her jacket, but both appeared sober.   
 
    12:40 – IWMEC member Morris Eagle returns to the club, first trying the door and then entering through Dutfield’s Yard, seeing no body there.   
 
    12:41-12:44 – A tobacco salesman named Leon Goldstein passes by the club and turns the corner on Fairclough carrying a black bag full of his wares.  He is likely the man spotted by neighbour Fanny Mortimer. 
 
    12:43-12:45 a.m. - LD is having trouble convincing Stride to return to the club.  He tempts her by handing her a stalk of grapes, which she can only suck on because she has no lower teeth on the left side of her jaw.  She spits out the unchewed rinds to avoid choking on them and wipes her mouth with the larger of her two handkerchiefs.  Using the remaining grapes to tempt the famished woman to follow him, he leads her back westward on Fairclough, reassuring her and coaxing her towards the eventual murder site in Dutfield’s Yard (between the IWMEC and Messrs Hindley, Sack Manufacturers), where IK is hiding in the dark near the north wall and SF is standing in the archway of the Lord Nelson public house on the corner three doors down on the same side of the road as the club, clay pipe in hand.  The couple stops near the club gateway and talk a bit more, but she once again hesitates and attempts to cross the street with the grapes and candies still in her hands.  LD then grabs her and pulls her back forcefully to the area just outside the open gates near the darkest area of Dutfield’s Yard where IK is hiding.  SF is still standing guard and moves across the street, appearing to be a man leisurely smoking his pipe on the side of the road opposite the club; he does not assist, as he knows IK is waiting behind the woman in the dark.  Stride has by now become completely non-cooperative and LD spins her around and shoves her forcefully through the gates onto the ground.  Stride drops the grapes near the gutter as she uses her right hand to break her fall.  She balls up her left fist to fight, clenching the cachous tightly, then uses her right hand to lift herself off the ground.  As she tries to stand up, IK sneaks up from behind her in the dark and holds her in a way that renders her unable to move and exposes her throat while covering her mouth, allowing only three muffled screams to escape.  A passer-by named Israel Schwarz, who knows LD and SF, is simultaneously walking south down Berner from Commercial.  He notices the commotion and reluctantly steps from the kerb and walks towards the gateway to intervene.  Seeing the man approaching before SF does, LD shouts the word ‘Lipski’ at SF, who is still standing guard in the street opposite the club smoking a pipe.  Note: if the killers were Jewish Socialists/Anarchists, Lipski would have been someone they held up to represent social injustice, as it was popular opinion among the Jewish community that Lipski was railroaded and blamed for a killing he didn’t commit, simply because he was Jewish.   
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    Contemporary news coverage of the Israel Lipski murder case 
 
      
 
      
 
    The warning frightens Schwartz, who runs off south down Berner towards his home in Backchurch Lane near Cable Street, and SF follows him long enough to ensure he won’t be coming back and gives Schwartz a stern warning to keep his mouth shut.  Loud, raucous singing inside the IWMEC covers any noise made by the struggle as LD cuts her throat.  v. Stride collapses and dies.  The killers, alarmed by the fact they were spotted in the act by Schwartz, elect not to continue any further mutilation of the body.  IK and SF then sneak back into the clubhouse, where they were never missed.  IK, now inside and having taken the bloody murder weapon from LD, washes off any blood he may have gotten on his hands, cleans the weapon and puts it back in a kitchen drawer.  Still outside, LD lights a candle and sweeps the entire area for any evidence he might have dropped.  He throws the spent candle stub into the gutter and slips out the gates, leaving them open behind him.  
 
    12:47 a.m. – LD crosses the road and runs south down Berner a very short distance to Fairclough St.  He turns left, and left again to go north on Batty Street, where his pony and cart are still tied off in the northeast corner of the yard behind the Board School.  Note: LD may be the man that neighbour Fanny Mortimer saw, or she may have seen cigarette seller Leon Goldstein passing the club earlier.  LD jumps on his parked pony and cart.  He then comes out the exit next to the Red Lion, turns right and drives south a very short way down Batty Street, turns right at Fairclough Street, then turns right again to go north on Berner Street back up towards the IWMEC.  Note: in his story to police, LD claims to have seen the clock in the bakery window.  Because the bakery was at the corner of Commercial and Berner, if he did see it at all, he either saw it earlier, or he turned left out of the Board School, then left on Commercial Road and left again on Berner to return to the club after the murder.  The way I described makes more sense, however.   
 
    12:50 a.m. – LD re-enters the IWMEC gates to his left with his cart, parks to the left of the gateway near the kitchen door and pretends to find v. Stride’s body (later, he will tell an incredible story unbelievable for many reasons as detailed in my case notes).  LD goes into the club to raise the alarm.  LD’s wife Sarah, Morris Eagle, Jacobs, Gidleman, Joseph Love, IK and (according to the IWMEC newspaper only) Samuel ‘Friedenthal’ run outside to examine the body; was IK the man the Arbeiter Fraynd refers to as ‘Gilyarovsky?’  And if so, how did he manage to find out the details of what happened, go to the printing office to advise Krantz and Yaffa, and supposedly get back to the scene in time to see the supposed lighting of the match?  LD’s wife lets out a (in my opinion theatrical) scream.  At the door, LD speaks softly to IK and SF (something along the lines of ‘The first is done.  Now go and finish the second one,’ referring to the ‘Double Event’ they promised in the ‘Saucy Jacky’ postcard they sent out the day before.  IK and SF take off with the others, ostensibly running for police, but actually heading towards Mitre Square (pre-selected because the Mitre is the name of the headwear of Pope Leo XIII and its proximity to the synagogue of a man they despised – Chief Rabbi Dr. Adler).  SF will seek out a victim and lure her to Church Passage.  IK will surprise the victim from behind.  LD goes back inside the kitchen washes his hands/changes his coat (perhaps with help from his wife) as Eagle, Gidleman, Jacobs and the others are outside looking at the body.  LD then goes outside to join the other men in viewing the body.  Someone strikes a match (3 different people say they did that, but I think it was Eagle.  LD is mistaken and IK later just mimics the statement he hears from LD because he wasn’t there).  LD then tells Eagle to run in a ridiculous direction away from the main road.  LD tells IK and Friedman - his accomplices - to run towards Commercial Road (where he may have seen PC Lamb’s bulls-eye lantern coming).  LD himself runs in an absurd direction opposite to Commercial Road with Jacobs.  Eagle runs south towards Grove as instructed by LD – away from Commercial Road per LD’s ridiculous instruction.  Eagle sees LD and a man named Jacobs running towards Fairclough.  But then Morris Eagle suddenly realises that running in that direction is stupid, and so changes his mind and heads up Back Church Lane towards the Leman Street Police Station.  Eagle then turns right on Commercial and finds two constables (PC Lamb on his beat with PC Collins) according to his testimony at the Stride inquest, where LD also said it was Eagle who arrived with two constables.  IK is later to insist he was with Eagle when he found PC Lamb.  Note: No evidence corroborates IK’s claim; if there was anyone with Eagle when he found the constables, it was Jacobs, not IK. 
 
    12:55 - PC Lamb 252H and PC Edward Collins 12HR are found on the corner of Grove Street by Eagle and possibly others (in my opinion, Eagle alone found the two constables, and according to Eagle’s statement, there is no mention of IK being with him at that time – Eagle says he alone found the PC’s).  IK claims he was with Eagle but no other evidence exists to support this claim, which I think was created to make it look like IK had returned sooner than he actually did.  But even if he did find the constables and return to the club, he still had more than enough time to slip away and make the 15-minute walk (much less if running) to Mitre Square well before 01:35. 
 
    12:55 – SF continues walking to the Great Synagogue in Duke Street to choose a victim.  Eighteen-year-old Kozebrodski either starts walking back to the gate with Eagle and 2 PC’s (again, nothing corroborates this) or just continues running towards Mitre Square (0.6 miles/15 minutes’ walk) with his own weapon (6-inch clasping Jack-knife) – which is NOT the knife LD used on Stride and not the only one used on some of the other victims (9-inch knife – possibly a Chalef knife for ritual Jewish kosher slaughter).   
 
    12:57 - PC Lamb arrives at the scene in Dutfield’s Yard – He finds approximately 30 people already in the yard, and others followed him in – one was a neighbour named Abraham Heahbury/Heshburg.  PC Lamb checks v. Stride for pulse and finds her face and wrist slightly warm.  LD makes up the story of finding her instead of killing her.  PC Lamb sends Eagle to Leman Street Police Station to ‘inform the Inspector what has occurred.’  Eagle runs west down Fairclough and then north up Back Church Lane again.  PC Lamb begs everyone to get back, otherwise their clothes might ‘become soiled with blood and thus get them into trouble.’  
 
    01:05 - PC Smith arrives at Dutfield’s Yard.  He sees that the gates are still open.  He decides that all men on the premises and in the homes nearby need to be questioned.  Witnesses are rounded up for approximately 5 minutes. 
 
    01:07 – RPC Collins arrives in Dutfield’s Yard.  Neighbour Edward Spooner also arrives for the second time and stays to watch events after being met at the Beehive Pub on the corner of Fairclough and Christian Streets by LD and a man named Jacobs as they ran down Fairclough.  PC Lamb goes inside the dark clubhouse and finds 15-20 people in the club room on the ground floor.  He finds LD inside, having ‘coolly gone about his duties.’  This does not square with other police statements that he was extremely frightened.  PC Lamb goes outside and examines the toilets. 
 
    01:09 – PC Smith runs for an ambulance. 
 
    01:10 – Questioning of 28 men begins.  LD is questioned (first?) and searched with other men.  Told not to leave (?).  His cart is possibly searched? (No report of the cart being searched exists to my knowledge, and no evidence was found on it if it was searched).  
 
    01:13 – Dr. Blackwell’s assistant Edward Johnson arrives in Dutfield’s Yard.  Gates are finally closed by neighbour Spooner and PC Lamb.  Johnson looks at the body and takes note of the cachous in one of her hands, then assists in the inspection of witnesses’ hands and clothing for blood after Dr. Phillips arrives.  
 
    01:16 – Dr. Frederick William Blackwell arrives in Berner Street.  Dr. Blackwell opens the victim’s hands.  Neighbour Spooner does not see any grapes, nor does anyone else (besides LD and, supposedly, IK).  There are now 15 bystanders in Dutfield’s Yard.  Note – there is still time for IK to have returned with Eagle and watch Blackwell examine the body until 01:20, then slip away with plenty of time to make the 15-minute walk to Mitre Square by 01:35 when Eddowes was seen by Lawende in Duke Street, then approach her.  But I don’t believe he was there at all, and I think all of the information IK gave in his interview was merely a mimicry of what LD told him to say, or what LD felt like telling the reporters as he ‘translated’ for IK. 
 
    01:20 – Inside the club, LD tells neighbour Heahbury/Heshburg that he originally thought the body was his wife, and that he then got a candle to check if it was her but then found it was another woman – but we know he saw his wife, who was seated by the window in the kitchen and was thus certainly seen inside by LD before he went back out and probably seen before he ever went in.  LD also tells Heahbury/Heshburg about seeing the grapes in v. Stride’s hand – others, such as neighbour Fanny Mortimer may have gotten the grapes information through hearsay from Heahbury/Heshburg and simply repeated it.  LD and IK are the only ones that later say they actually saw the grapes in v. Stride’s right hand. 
 
    01:25 – Questioning of 15-20 IWMEC members by PC Lamb begins inside on the ground floor of the club (IK and SF are not yet among them - SF may or may not even return to the club at all).  As others take over the questioning, PC Lamb then starts knocking on nearby doors and checks the store of sack manufacturers Messrs Hindley. 
 
    01:29 – Dr Bagster Phillips arrives in Dutfield’s Yard (according to some.  At the Stride inquest, Phillips says he was at Leman Street Police Station at 01:20 and that Pinhorn was already at the scene when he arrived, so I think it was more likely 01:36 or after).  
 
    01:30 – PC Watkin passes what would become the eventual Eddowes murder site on his Mitre Square beat – sees no body (Note: This could have been as late as 01:40 according to some documents).  IK is drawing near the Great Synagogue in Duke Street.  SF is already there seeking, or already having found, a second victim. 
 
    01:30 – PC John West arrives in Dutfield’s Yard/Dr. Blackwell finishes his own examination of the body. 
 
    01:31 - Inspector Pinhorn arrives at Dutfield’s Yard.   
 
    01:32-01:35 – Witness Joseph Lawende, along with Joseph Hyam Levy and Harry Harris, sees v. Eddowes alive near the stable at Duke Street (now Duke’s Place) and Church Passage also then called ‘Dark Passage’ very near Mitre Square (and opposite the Duke Street synagogue), talking to a man, who seems to be negotiating a deal with her.  He is taller than her and she has her hand on his chest – not as if to push him away but in a friendly way.  The man seen by Lawende was ‘Age 30 to 35.  Height 5ft. 7in., with brown hair and big moustache, dressed respectably.  Wore a pea jacket, muffler and a cloth cap with a peak of the same material.’  All of this fits SF (aged 41-42 at the time), who could have run from the IWMEC after chasing away Israel Schwartz, and was now acting as an accomplice in the second murder as well.  IK is approaching the scene and may be the man who asks a night watchman if he had seen the couple go through Church Passage.   
 
    James Blenkingsop, who was on duty as a watchman in St. James’s-place (leading to the square), where some street improvements are taking place, states that about half-past one a respectably-dressed man came up to him and said, ‘Have you seen a man and a woman go through here?’ ‘I didn’t take any notice,’ returned Blenkingsop. ‘I have seen some people pass.’ 
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    Catherine Eddowes in better days 
 
      
 
      
 
    01:34 - IK also sees v. Eddowes talking to SF at Duke and Church (directly in front of the club’s synagogue) after a short ten-minute run or 15-minute walk of 0.6 miles from the IWMEC.  SF has been keeping the woman busy until IK can arrive, then assists in the abduction, helping to keep the victim quiet and carry her into the passage.  As they are about to enter the square, they see PC Watkins go by.  They now have 15 minutes before Watkins will return on his next round; they may already know that from the dry run they probably did the previous night at the exact same hour with LD.  Once Watkins leaves, the two men now silently carry the woman into Mitre Square. 
 
    01:36-01:46 – Dr. Bagster Phillips arrives in Dutfield’s Yard.  
 
    01:36 – With SF standing guard, IK murders v. Eddowes and dismembers her for 9 (or 12-19, depending on whose version you believe) minutes.   
 
    01:40 – PC James Harvey walks through Church Passage, but stops short of Mitre Square as it was not part of his assigned beat.  SF spots him and warns IK to be silent.  Harvey does not see the murder taking place on the opposite side of the square.  
 
    01:40-01:42 – IK continues the mutilation of v. Eddowes in Mitre Square, possibly with the help of SF, who stands guard once the victim is dead.  He carves his initials into her face three times, then cuts off her ear (as was promised in LD’s ‘Saucy Jacky’ postcard) to be used as irrefutable evidence in a ploy to be set in Goulston Street, but loses the ear in the dark; it is later to drop out of the folds of v. Eddowes’ clothing at the mortuary.  IK can afford to waste no more time, but still needs irrefutable evidence to be used in the Goulston Street ploy that had been pre-arranged in the planning stage.  IK (or SF) makes the decision to cut off a piece of v. Eddowes’ apron - easily identifiable as the victim’s with one of its matching strings attached to it, and with the victim’s blood/faeces on it.  SF takes the knife from IK, cuts the apron, then wraps the knife in a piece of cloth.  IK puts the severed piece of the apron into his pocket.   
 
    01:42 – The men hear PC Edward Watkins coming (or see his bulls-eye lantern far before Watkin can get too close) and take off running; IK towards Goulston Street, SF to his home in Weaver Street.   
 
    01:44 - PC Watkins arrives to find v. Eddowes’ body in Mitre Square.  Watkins calls for help and is joined by George Morris, the square’s night watchman, who was an ex-policeman.  Morris sounds his whistle.  
 
    01:45 - Inspector Reid arrives at Dutfield’s Yard.  
 
    01:45 - IK continues running or walking the 0.2 miles to the Goulston Graffito site.  In any case, it is no more than a 5-minute walk.  To an agile eighteen-year-old, it could take considerably less time.  SF, his part of the work completed, is now free to run back to the club or to go on home.  As he walks home from Mitre Square, SF ties the knife inside a cloth with a piece of string and leaves it on a doorstep, where it will be found the following day at 252 Whitechapel Road, very near his home in Weaver Street. 
 
    01:48 - IK leaves ‘Juwes’ message in Goulston Street on his way back (to his home or to IWMEC?  Likely the club) – he does this to exonerate LD, who is himself with police at the club, just as he had calculated he would be by that hour.  IK also does this in Goulston Street as a play on words and to make it look like the killer is running away in an opposite direction from the IWMEC.  He may possibly have chosen or been ordered to select that spot as it was the home of a man that he, LD and SF were eventually arrested for assaulting (Israel Sunshine).  Copying from a paper in his pocket written by LD, IK writes the graffito on the wall exactly as it was given to him to write by LD earlier during the planning stage, with its intentional misspelling.  IK then leaves the bloody apron segment just under the graffito in order to attract the police’s attention to both.  Note: this location is consistent with IK heading back towards his home in Old Ford Rd, Bethnal Green.  But this location also makes it appear that the killer ran in a direction going away from the IWMEC.  IK now either goes home to Stepney to change (2.1 miles/43 minutes’ walk), or more likely uses a bag of clothing he had hidden in Goulston Street the previous night to clean up and change clothing and goes straight back to the IWMEC (0.4 miles/9 minutes’ walk) to establish his alibi and to speak to LD, arriving there at approximately 02:07.  If he goes to Stepney, his walk back to the IWMEC would be 2 miles/39 minutes’ walk.  And if he went home from Goulston Street before returning to the club, he would have needed approximately 1.5 hours total away from the club, putting him back there at approximately 03:20. 
 
    01:58-03:20 – IK goes back to the IWMEC, possibly stopping to change/dispose of bloody clothes/knife along the way at Brady/Whitechapel using a bag of clean clothing and a towel he had hidden there earlier.  Or possibly stopping to clean up at his home in Bethnal Green or at the home of SF in Weaver Street.  Note: the window of time could be shortened to 01:58-02:07 if he doesn’t go back to Bethnal Green or Weaver Street in between Goulston and the IWMEC, which I do not believe he did. 
 
    Sometime between 02:00 and 05:00 – Inspector Reid examines a building in the yard, and finds a loft that was locked from the inside.  His men force the door, but no one is found inside, leaving Reid to wonder how it had been locked.  I believe the locking of this room was a ploy by LD to set up a distraction and buy time for IK.  (I think that was merely a ‘red-herring’ set up in advance by LD a la Sherlock Holmes ‘locked-room’ mystery).   
 
    Anytime between 02:07 and 03:20 – IK returns to the club and sees the havoc going on inside the yard.  He waits for a distraction (someone coming or going from the yard), then while everyone’s attention is diverted, scales the wall at a neighbouring house, crosses from roof to roof and enters the clubhouse from the roof through an upstairs bedroom window that LD had left unlocked for him.  IK goes into LD’s living quarters that has already by that time been cleared and sealed off by police, and so is not being monitored from the inside.  In the Steward’s dwelling, IK washes up/changes clothing (possibly aided by LD’s wife) if he did not do so already in Bethnal Green, Weaver Street, or somewhere else along the way from Goulston Street.  He waits for an opportune moment to join the others when no one is looking towards the room he emerges from (was there a distraction set up by LD’s wife or was it the curious ‘Cigar Incident’ with Inspector Reid?).  Police thought nothing of his absence before he returned - they didn’t know he should have been there to begin with, or that he even existed at this point.  He sneaks in and blends in with the group of sequestered men at the scene, making sure to be seen by everyone, and may have been interviewed by the police (there is no record of it I can find).  Later, IK stands outside with LD and police, establishing his presence in stone.  
 
    04:30-05:00 – v. Stride’s body is taken away – a huge crowd of thousands has formed that packs the entire street out front all the way to Commercial Road on one side, Fairclough on the other.  The crowds will remain until late the following night. 
 
    05:15 - Questioning of the remaining club members and bystanders is finally completed.  IK then goes home to Bethnal Green at 05:15 when all of the men that had been questioned are finally released.  He may stop along the way to view the commotion in Goulston Street, and may even have been there to see his message sponged away at 05:30.  He also may have stopped along the way home to collect any bloody clothing and/or his weapon he may have hidden in Plumber’s Row, Brady Street, or some other location on his way back to the IWMEC after leaving the Goulston graffito. 
 
    05:26 – PC Lamb leaves the scene at Dutfield’s Yard.  He sees RPC Collins washing away the blood into the gutter of the yard on his way out. 
 
    Later, Chief Inspector Abberline orders a house-to-house search and Inspector Reid is upset that the blood has been washed away. 
 
      
 
    Later that same Sunday morning, 30 September, 1888 - LD and IK give press statements to the Daily Telegraph and Evening News just hours after the Stride murder.  During their interviews, they let slip 12:40 as the actual time of the murder and that v. Stride had had grapes in her hand when the doctor examined her.  IK said v. Stride had ‘grapes in her right hand, sweetmeats in her left.’  The sweetmeats were actually in her left hand – but her right hand was empty.  IK was just aping the story he heard LD telling the reporters, and that they had agreed upon earlier.  Note: LD did not repeat the grape story at v. Stride’s inquest because he had by then realised his mistake, and by the time of the inquest, he had also shaved his beard - I think he did this in order to look different to any possible eyewitnesses he might encounter at the inquest, particularly PC William Smith, who he may have known saw him talking to v. Stride on Berner Street from newspaper accounts, where Smith gave his description.  A newspaper drawing of the finding of v. Stride’s body shows LD with a full beard.  But the Inquest drawing has him clean-shaven, which matches the Ripper description from the Mary Kelly murder. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    I think LD made the mistake of saying too much about the grapes/the way the previous victim (Chapman) had been dressed, and that IK gave reporters the same grape information in order to make it look like he was there with LD when Dr. Phillips supposedly found them, when in fact he was actually killing v. Eddowes in Mitre Square, and Dr. Phillips found no grapes.  But even if he had been in Dutfield’s Yard, he would not nor could not know about the grapes – they were NOT found until two full days later on 2 October, 1888 in the gutter by two Private Detectives ([Le]Grand and Batchelor).  The pair found a blood-caked grape stalk in the drain near the spot where v. Elizabeth Stride’s body was found.  Their examination of ‘the heterogeneous filth in the drain’ revealed the stalk. 
 
      
 
    On 2nd October, two private detectives (Messrs. Le Grand and J.H. Batchelor of 283 Strand) had found a grape stalk in the drain of Dutfield’s Yard.  The Evening News of 4th October criticised the Police in the wake of this discovery of a new witness (Matthew Packer) by two independent detectives. 
 
      
 
    This proves LD and IK had guilty knowledge; no one else knew about any grapes unless they heard it through hearsay from LD or Heahbury/Heshburg, to whom LD had told a whole different story than the ones he told police, to reporters and then to the Coroner at the Stride inquest.  And no one, to this very day, can say if Stride was any better dressed than Chapman, as Chapman’s clothing was all but destroyed in her murder and drenched in blood.  The only existing photos of Chapman on the days following her death show just her head close-up, or a pre-murder photo of her with her husband John, in which she is extremely well-dressed indeed.  Neither shows her poorly dressed or would have been published in any newspapers prior to LD’s most incriminating statement to the newspapers on 1 October.  
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    One of the only existing photographs of Annie Chapman with her husband John 
 
      
 
      
 
    Monday 12:30 a.m. – A bloody (dry) knife wrapped with cloth and string is found on a doorstep at the corner of Brady/Whitechapel by a witness and given to PC Drage.  This location is perfectly consistent with its having been dropped by SF as he ran home to Weaver Street (.09 miles, only slightly off the most direct route home, perhaps not to point to his own home) or by IK on the way back to the Kozebrodski home in Old Ford Rd, Bethnal Green, if he stopped there before returning to IWMEC after killing v. Eddowes. 
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    WITNESS DESCRIPTIONS 
 
      
 
    Blend of All Known Descriptions 
 
      
 
    (Most credible in red) 
 
      
 
    AGE 
 
    about 35 or 36 years old – LD/SF 
 
    19 years old - IK 
 
    Age 30 to 35 - LD 
 
    about 30 years of age x 3 - LD 
 
    Middle-aged he seemed to be – LD/SF 
 
    about thirty-five years of age - LD 
 
    between 35 and 36 years of age – LD/SF 
 
    over forty years of age - SF 
 
    about forty - SF 
 
      
 
    HEIGHT 
 
    be a little taller than Chapman 
 
    short x 2 
 
    about 5' 5" tall x 2 
 
    5' 6" or 5' 7" tall  
 
    a little taller than the deceased 
 
    5’6” Wilson 
 
    About 5ft. 6in. x 4 
 
    He was about 1 1/2 inch or 2 or 3 inches - a little higher than she was 
 
    5' 7" tall x 6 
 
    Ede - 5 ft. 8 in. high 
 
    5ft. 9in. in height 
 
    tall 
 
      
 
    BUILD 
 
    stout man 
 
    rather stoutly built x 3 
 
    medium/average build x 3 
 
    rather broad shoulders 
 
    He was not a muscular man 
 
    rather small.  
 
      
 
    SKIN TYPE 
 
    Dark x3 
 
    a blotchy face  
 
    pale complexion x 2 
 
    dark complexion 
 
    fair complexion x 3 
 
    a sunburnt face 
 
    fresh complexion 
 
    a foreigner of dark complexion 
 
      
 
    HAIR 
 
    dark hair x2 
 
    brown hair 
 
      
 
    EYES 
 
    dark eyes x 2 
 
    bushy eyebrows 
 
    Blue eyes 
 
    dark eyelashes 
 
      
 
    BEARD/WHISKERS/MOUSTACHE 
 
    He had no whiskers x 2 
 
    chin was shaven x 2 
 
    small side whiskers. 
 
    Full carroty moustache 
 
    a slight moustache turned up at the corners (changed to dark complexion and heavy moustache in the press reports) 
 
    wearing a brown moustache x 2  
 
    big moustache 
 
    small brown moustache 
 
    having a small fair moustache 
 
    fair moustache x 2 
 
    Moustache 
 
    He had a heavy moustache curled up 
 
    dark moustache turned up at the ends 
 
    a dark moustache and whiskers 
 
    I do not think he had. 
 
    black moustache 
 
      
 
    MANNER OF SPEECH 
 
    foreign accent? - I did not notice any 
 
    he was mild speaking.  EDUCATED 
 
    Probably had a speech impediment called echolalia, which caused him to repeat the last words spoken to him when replying to a question. 
 
      
 
    WEAPON/HANDEDNESS 
 
    Dagger – Right-handed 
 
    Ordinary pen-knife left-handed 
 
      
 
    COAT/CLOTHING 
 
    long dark coat trimmed in astrakhan 
 
    longish dark coat, very shabby 
 
    long overcoat  
 
    a dark coat x 2 
 
    clothes were dark.  The coat was a cutaway coat 
 
    long dark coat on. 
[Coroner] An overcoat? 
 
    Decently dressed 
 
    He was dressed respectably.  Wore a pea jacket, muffler and a cloth cap with a peak of the same material." 
 
    dressed respectably in dark clothes  
 
    a white collar 
 
    very white cuffs and rather long, white collar which came down over the front of his long black coat. 
 
    He had a frock coat on 
 
    long black coat buttoned up 
 
    long black coat that reached to his heels 
 
    Wearing a long Astrakhan coat 
 
    wearing a dark coat, light trousers 
 
    short dark brown jacket, and a pair of clean white overalls over dark trousers 
 
    overcoat  
 
    plaid coat 
 
    pepper and salt coloured jacket which fits loosely 
 
    trousers were a dark pepper-and- salt 
 
    In a black cut-away coat and dark trousers 
 
    brownish overcoat, with a black short coat underneath 
 
    with a dark coat on his back 
 
      
 
    NECKWEAR 
 
    wearing a red neckerchief  
 
    reddish handkerchief knotted around his neck 
 
    black necktie fixed with a horseshoe pin 
 
      
 
    HEADWEAR 
 
    round hard billycock 
 
    soft felt hat pulled down over his eyes 
 
    hard deerstalker hat dark felt deerstalker’s hat x 2 
 
    a brown low-crowned felt hat 
 
    black wideawake x 2 
 
    old black felt hat with a wide brim 
 
    cloth cap on with a cloth peak x 2 
 
    cloth cap with a peak of the same material 
 
    grey cloth cap with a peak of the same colour 
 
    a double-peaked cap 
 
    A round cap, with a small peak.  It was something like what a sailor would wear 
 
    felt hat x 2 
 
    soft felt hat, kind of Yankee hat 
 
    high round hat 
 
    with a brown dear-stalker hat on his head 
 
      
 
    FOOTWEAR 
 
    wears dark spats with light buttons over light button over button boots 
 
    Boots, down at the heels? 
 
      
 
    GLOVES   
 
    no gloves 
 
    He carried a pair of brown kid gloves 
 
    gloves? – No 
 
      
 
    JEWELLERY 
 
    Seen to be wearing a horseshoe pin, a massive gold chain and a large seal with red stone hanging from it.  
 
    black necktie fixed with a horseshoe pin 
 
      
 
    GENERAL APPEARANCE 
 
    shabbily dressed  
 
    “looked rather rough and shabby” 
 
    of shabby appearance 
 
    of shabby-genteel appearance 
 
    respectable appearance 
 
    I should say he was in business, and did nothing like hard work. 
 
    His appearance was smart 
 
    "Jewish appearance" 
 
    He looked like a foreigner 
 
    a foreigner of dark complexion 
 
      
 
    APPARENT TRADE 
 
    seemed to be a mechanic – NOTE: IK was a machinist 
 
    Over all he gives the appearance of being a sailor 
 
    soldier  
 
    had the appearance of a tailor.  
 
    looked like a ship’s fireman 
 
      
 
    GAIT/STRIDE 
 
    he walked very lightly 
 
    walked as though he had a stiff knee, and he had a fearful look about the eyes. 
 
      
 
    OBJECTS CARRIED 
 
    carrying a pail of beer 
 
    carried a pot of ale in his hand 
 
    carries kid gloves in his right hand  
 
    a small parcel in his left hand x 2 
 
    carrying a parcel approximately 6 inches high and 18 inches in length.  By 8” broad the package is wrapped in newspaper.  
 
    He carried a small parcel in his hand, about 8 inches long and it had a strap round it, he had it tightly grasped in his left hand, it looked as though it was covered in dark American cloth. 
 
    bag about 6in to 9in long 
 
    carried a parcel 
 
    He had nothing in his hands 
 
    He did not carry a bag. 
 
      
 
    WEAPONS USED 
 
    Weapons: Hands/fists, 6” Clasp-knife, 9” knife, Ordinary pen-knife; “the length of the weapon with which the incisions were inflicted was at least five to six inches in length - probably more - and must have been very sharp” 
 
      
 
    On the night of Eddowes’ murder in Mitre Square, the description of the man seen by “two men coming out of a club” is given in a report by Donald Swanson of the testimony of Joseph Lawende, dated 19 October 1888, as “age 30 ht. 5 ft. 7 or 8 in. comp. fair, fair moustache, medium built, dress pepper & salt colour loose jacket, grey cloth cap with peak of same colour, reddish handkerchief tied in a knot, round neck, appearance of a sailor.”  Essentially the same description was eventually published in the Police Gazette on 19 October 1888. 
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