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‘When I am an old woman I shall wear purple, with a red hat which doesn’t go, and doesn’t suit me. And I shall spend my pension on brandy and summer gloves, and satin sandals, and say we’ve no money for butter.’




Present Time: January 10 – 11, 2023, Toronto, Ontario, Canada. Weather: partly sunny, 0°C




Flora Scott, a charismatic woman with a fashion sense as bold as her personality, proudly wore a vibrant red hat adorned with a striking red feather cascading down its side. These eye-catching accessories were more than just fashion statements for Flora; they were symbolic of her dynamic nature. As she admired her reflection in the mirror, she couldn’t help but whisper to herself, “I look as fine as a frog’s hair.”

But it wasn’t just the Red Hat Society meetings where Flora showcased her signature style. Every day, without fail, she took her beloved therapy dog for a walk through the bustling streets of Mississauga, a vibrant city that lies on the western border of Toronto. Flora always stayed on her side of the street, never once venturing into Toronto proper. That is, unless her mischievous pup, Maddy, decided to chase after a nimble squirrel, causing Flora’s hand to tighten around her cherished hat as she desperately clung to its brim while taming the wild lunges. As Flora and Maddy navigated the streets, they did not escape the curious gazes of peering eyes.

Whenever that happened, Flora made her displeasure known to everyone when she passed by the staff at the nursing station. A lighthearted expression crossed a young nurse’s face as she listened to Flora recite a familiar phrase: Oh, how I hate going to Toronto! Despite1her reluctance, Flora had once more ventured into Toronto. Those words were the last she uttered to the nursing staff.

The following day, when she failed to appear in the dining hall for her meal, a worker brought a tray to her apartment. Receiving no reply after knocking, the worker used the master key to gain entry. That was when the worker found Flora. She was sitting in her brown Lazy Boy chair, fully dressed in her coat and boots, holding onto the leash attached to her dog. Maddy anxiously wagged his tail as the worker approached Flora.

“Hello there Maddy,” the worker cheerfully said. “Is your mom asleep?”

Maddy simply wagged his tail and whimpered softly.

“What’s wrong Maddy?” the worker curiously asked, looking at Flora who sat silently with her mouth fully opened. As the worker drew nearer to gently tap Flora on the shoulder, she said, “Flora, we missed you at breakfast — "







Present Time: January 11, 2023, London, Ontario. Weather: Ice Fog, Partly Sunny, 2°C.




Harper Stuart enjoyed each day with a morning jog along the Thames River. The path2stretched along the river banks for over ten miles and was used by runners and cyclists. After returning to her car, which was parked at Harris Park, Harper noticed she had several missed calls from her aunt’s residence. Harper reasoned that it had to be an emergency since Aunt Flora would have called from her landline if she needed to reach her.

Harper called the Retirement Home back, and in a strange voice said, “Hello? This is Harper Stuart the niece of Flora Scott. May I please speak with whomever was trying to reach me?”

Harper was transferred to the Director of Nursing, and, as she listened she jotted down her instructions. The unfortunate demise of Flora had occurred a mere five hours earlier, leaving the pressing need for someone to handle the packing of her personal effects. Alas, the treacherous January weather rendered Harper’s journey3on the formidable 401 a near-impossibility with such an unexpected request. Consequently, she enlisted the services of professional movers to aid in this endeavour. Much to her astonishment, a lively cocker spaniel hopped out of the van upon their arrival, merrily wagging his tail.

“Maddy! What are you doing here?” Harper pleasantly asked. “What a surprise! Have I inherited you?”

The driver smiled, his expression revealing that he didn’t know why he’d been transporting a dog from Toronto to London. “When we were getting ready to leave,” he said, “a nurse came up to us. She was so insistent we take the dog that we really had no choice about it.”

Filled with a sense of powerlessness, Harper locked eyes with the man, and speaking with genuine empathy, said, “You did the right thing. Flora’s son, who was a soldier, tragically lost his life while on duty, and her other kids are all the way in Australia. I can’t thank you enough for bringing this little rascal here!”

The mover nodded his head in agreement and joined his crew in unpacking the van. After the men were done, Harper closed the front door and surveyed the boxes that had been piled into the spare room. Her attention was drawn to a box labelled ‘books’. Upon opening it, she found a book bound in leather. It was a diary written in London, England, in 1888, by Emily Stuart, the mother of Flora Scott.

Flora’s mother had been born to a Scottish immigrant family that had settled in Quebec City4 during the late 1700s. Harper thought to herself, I had no idea that my great-aunt had moved from Quebec to London, England. Why on earth did she move there?

Harper took the diary and retired to her living room. The cover page had the following words, followed by the first entry, dated 16 December 1930:




The Journal of Emily Stuart, a detective for Slater Detective Office. The Whitechapel Murders, Notes & Evidence: witness interviews; police officer interviews; crime of scene notes; undercover findings; letters; and, newspaper clippings.




This journal is a copy and has been rewritten after analyzing my case notes regarding the Whitechapel murders.
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Photo credit, newspapers.com. Mr Packer’s description of what the man with Mary Ann Nichols looked like.

I uncovered Jack the Ripper’s initials while searching for clues in the London newspapers.

Jack the Ripper wrote a letter to Mr Bachert revealing a clue to his identity: G. W. B. my initials. Therefore, instead of referring to the notorious Whitechapel murderer as Jack the Ripper, herein, he will be referred to by his initials.

G. W. B. was a clever fellow — no doubt he was a genius — and he had a love of riddles. In other posts to the London newspapers, he referred to himself as Jeedoubleyewbee. He did so to conceal his identity after causing a small controversy in a previous post signed G. W. B. I promise you — dear diary — to go into that in more detail later.

In 1888, Albert Bachert, a bank engraver, was twenty-one years old. This brave young man, the son of John Bachert, a tailor, publicly denounced the government in 1887, declaring it to be cruel and tyrannical. He fearlessly spoke out against police brutality and consequently, he found himself falsely accused of fraud in 1893. For the crime of providing bread to starving, unemployed people, he spent three months in prison. Following his release, his political career was ruined, and he announced he would be leaving England. I mention Albert Bachert, not to preserve his name in the pages of my diary, but to highlight a very important, overlooked, and ignored clue.

On 29 September 1888, Mr Bachert entered the Three Nuns Hotel, located at 11 Aldgate High Street. The pub was closing in thirteen minutes, and he quickly ordered himself a drink. While the bartender was preparing his drink, he was accosted by a shabbily dressed woman. That is — a petite woman of five feet two, wearing a black jacket, skirt, and a crepe bonnet. Her brown curly hair had been neatly combed, complementing her pale skin and light grey eyes. Earlier, she had earned funds from cleaning two rooms in the lodging house, which she then used to frequent the Queen’s Pub. Therefore, when she approached young Bachert and asked him to buy matchsticks, it was to pay for her bed in the lodging house. It was crucial she earned more money because if she showed up at the lodging house without any, she would be turned away.
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Photo Credit: Philip Hutchinson

Standing nearby, was a “shabby genteel sort of person.” He was a dark man, about thirty-eight years of age, height about five feet six or seven inches. He was dressed in black clothes, a black tie, a morning coat, and a black felt hat. He was carrying a black shiny bag … and was … G. W. B. He was keenly watching the shabbily dressed woman and other loose women who were standing outside the pub. G. W. B.’s frangible emotions dissipated as he watched the woman accost Mr Bachert.

As Mr Bachert was reaching into his pocket to retrieve his wallet, the woman conveniently positioned herself in front of him. Mr Bachert had already declined to purchase matchsticks on his way into the pub, and he certainly was not going to purchase matchsticks inside the pub.

Mr Bachert was annoyed.

But he did his best to control his emotions. After observing ‘the woman’ exit the pub, G. W. B., who was now standing beside him, stated, “Those people are a nuisance.”

Mr Bachert responded, “Yes.”

G. W. B. then asked Mr Bachert to have a glass with him, which is the English way of offering to buy a drink for someone. Mr Bachert politely refused because he had just ordered himself a drink.

G. W. B. felt at ease with the young man, as most do while conversing with the inexperienced youth, and continued the conversation by asking, “The woman who tried to sell you matchsticks … do you suppose if she doesn’t sell them … do you suppose she is also a loose woman?”

After receiving his ale, Mr Bachert raised his eyebrows, and while shrugging his shoulders, answered, “I don’t know. She could be a loose woman. Most of them are.”

G. W. B. nodded his head in agreement. After a short pause, he asked, “Do you know what type of loose women use the pubs?”

“I suppose the type of loose women who use the pubs are prostitutes.”

“How old do you think these women are? The ones outside who are in the habit of … soliciting … everyone?”

“They appear to be between twenty-five and thirty-five years of age. They could be older, but they wear so much powder and paint, that it could be that they appear to be younger.”

“Do you know where these solicitors usually visit or where they are in the habit of going?”

“I have heard that some go to places in Oxford Place and Whitechapel. Others go to houses in Whitechapel and others go to Bishops Gate Street.”

“I see. Do you think one of them would come with me down Northumberland Alley on Frenchurch Street? It’s a block away.”

“I don’t know. I suppose they would.”

“Okay, I will be right back.”

G. W. B. excused himself, stepped outside, and had a brief conversation with the elderly woman selling the matches, during which he ‘gave her something.’ Thereafter, he returned to Mr Bachert and the two of them left the pub at twelve o’clock.

Mr Bachert left G. W. B. outside Aldgate Railway Station and went home. He supposed G. W. B. stopped to wait for the elderly woman ‘he had given something to’. However, it is safe to conclude the woman did not make her appointment, and therefore, G. W. B. quickly drove to Berners Street.

That was not the last time Mr Bachert would have an interaction with G. W. B. Several months later, he paid Mr Bachert a visit to his home and wrote a message in chalk on his fence. Then in 1888, G. W. B. began writing to Mr Bachert.

Oh, dear diary, you must be wondering how G. W. B. knew Mr Bachert’s address or why he went to such great lengths to communicate with him. All will be revealed in due time. I will tell you this before I begin to rewrite my journal: I was a young woman when I met Mr Ripper. Only I didn’t know it was him. Hence, my greatest failure was, when the opportunity arose — not solving the puzzle as to who G. W. B. was.

I live in the infamous city of London. What makes London infamous, you ask? Was it not already spoiled by the sovereign command of Henry the Eighth and his augmentation court; Queen Anne, who usurped the throne from the Stuarts; the four King Georges; William IV; and our present esteemed Queen, Victoria?

Consequently, we strive to make atonement through our many accomplishments. We invented the steam engine and discovered vibrio cholera. Yet, our accomplishments cannot overturn the countless sufferings we have caused. Nor have we managed to eliminate the deeply entrenched effects of poverty, homelessness, crowded lodging houses, hunger, theft, and prostitution.

Indeed, the storied streets are stained with the memories of women slain by vigilantes. It was a canonical tale of a fair lass swept away by a gentleman’s poetic power. In time, the roses of marital bliss withered, and he quietly divorced her. She spoke of this to no one. Why … she has a place in social society like none other. Silently, she experienced the pain of slowly losing her fine reputation. After the dissolution of her marriage, she was left standing in front of her elegant abode, with only a single piece of luggage. The neighbours watched from behind their tapestry curtains, as she walked away from her regal street, into the street of Whitechapel.
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She was given a small lump sum settlement from her divorce, not much, just enough to live for one year. Many landlords let rooms to newly divorced ladies looking to start over. And so, she finds herself in a foppish room, with thinly worn bedclothes, and an inflexible mattress set upon slatted boards. There is a bedside table and candles, but nothing else. She stores her luggage underneath the bed; sits down, and with her head in her hands, she loudly weeps.

Her cries of lamentation are heard by all in the house, and even down the street. But no one is inclined to stop what they are doing and seek out its source. It could be the cries of murder, they contemplate. Best to mind my own business. But I will stay the course. I have heard the cries of murder and have followed its beckons to an ile where a young woman is lying face down on the cold, cobblestone street. 

Her throat had been cut, the windpipe cut through, and she was uncontrollably hemorrhaging. A multitude of street pests have confusedly pressed together to identify the unfortunate. And, as one entity, they jumped back, as the constable turned the young woman over, her eyes still rolling into the back of her head, her lips silently quivering.

The street is filled with the idle talk of bobbies, which hauntingly resemble the sounds of unharmonious birds. The woman, struggling to hang onto vitality, is unable to speak anymore. But I shall speak for her. You see, I am a lady detective, and I work for Slater’s Detective Office. It is a quaint office situated5at 27 Basinghall, London East Court. The street was named after a wealthy family called Bassing, who built a great hall house. Therefore, it was rather fitting, for my employer … the Great Detective Henry Slater … to gain a tenancy in the Wards of Coleman Street and Bassishaw.

More importantly, we have a telephone, and our number is 900. We have subscribed to the Croyden system to contribute to its inauguration. Consequently, I have been rather fascinated with the instrument and have taken much time to determine how it works. That is … when I am not too busy answering calls from potential clients inquiring about our services.

Mr Slater particularizes in all areas, such as divorce, probate, espionage, business, and domestic matters, and he is known for being extremely successful at what he does. Success is succeeded by gathering sufficient, reliable evidence. Our reputation has become extraordinarily dexterous, and our services have become so much in demand that Mr Slater has expanded his services into Glasgow, Edinburgh, Monte Carlo, and America.
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We are highly skilled in photography, and can secretly secure photographs of people, together or separately, for identification and corroboration. Just how does Mr Slater do it? Yes, he does have highly trained male detectives, but his secret weapon is the ladies.

I must confess, I was rather shy at first, to toil as a detective. However, after assuming the role, I have become desperately successful. I can walk without making a sound as I shadow a suspect. You see, ladies are chattel. We adorn the streets and are gazed upon by beaming eyes of admiration, as an eminent oil painting. We have no mouths, we have no tongues, and we are unable to speak. As I, myself, have told you, we can lose our precious social standing as quickly as we can have the rug pulled out from under us.

Indeed, we move like the shadows, undetected, secretly watching you. I do this by assuming the role of a lady from the highest class of society, and at other times, I am a lunatic, disheveled, and asking tumultuous questions. You see, you don’t notice me, and you don’t mind answering, because will I, a crazed woman, really understand what is being said? Will I really remember your loosely flowing words from your tense, languished lips?

While these thoughts danced around my mind; crying as nestlings begging to be fed, I swiftly opened the door to Slater’s Detective Office. I ascended the stairs and quietly stole away to my desk. From the depths of my bag, I retrieved my notebook and reviewed its contents.

The first murder, in a series of murders in Whitechapel, occurred in 1887 November last, the victim’s throat having been cut and her body mutilated. This said murder, I had not the pleasure of investigating, but I did attend the 7 August 1888 murder scene of Martha Turner. Well, at least that was who it was reported she was.




Present Time: January 11, 2023, London, Ontario. Weather: Ice Fog, Partly Sunny, 2°C.




Harper expressed disbelief, saying, “Maddy, it appears that we have an enigma on our hands. How is it possible that our great-aunt was a detective, and why was this hidden from us? It’s absolutely astonishing! We were under the impression she was a nurse.”

Harper patted Maddy gently on the head, and he followed her to her bedroom where she had last left her laptop. “Who was G. W. B. or Jeedoubleyewbee? Well, Maddy, one thing Auntie Emily did not have that I do have is Google.”

“But first, Maddy!” Harper remarked. “Let’s search up Martha Turner.”

Harper typed ‘Martha Turner 1888’ into the search engine. It immediately brought up Martha Turner or Martha Tabram, murdered on August 7th, 1888. A website entitled, Jack the Ripper.org had a wealth of information about “The Life and Death of Martha Tabram.”

Martha Tabram was born Martha White to Charles and Elizabeth White on May 10, 1849, in Southwark, London, England. She married Mr Tabram on December 25, 1869, and the union produced two sons: Frederick John (February 1871) and Charles Henry Tabram (December 1872). The couple separated in 1875 due to Martha’s drinking, which was accompanied by alcoholic fits. She was given an allowance of 12 shillings per week, but when her husband learned of her cohabitation6with Mr Turner, her allowance was reduced. Ultimately, her death ended her alimony payments. The cause of her death was determined to be murder.

Harper pondered over whether Jack the Ripper was the murderer, and asked herself, how did my aunt become involved in this case? She was deeply moved by the entries in her great-aunt’s diary which reflected the vulnerability of the women who lived during the Victorian era. As she glanced at Maddy, Harper was reminded of the added responsibility she had inherited.

“Need to go pee?” Harper asked Maddy, as she stooped low to pat him on the head. “Let’s go outside, Okay?”
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Emily Stuart had not conquered the country of her adoption, despite London having welcomed her with open arms. After several years in the city, she sought passage back to the Province of Quebec. One could only wonder why: London, England was considered one of the most civilized cities in the world, renowned for its tall buildings — some already reaching 130 feet — and its citizens’ ambition to transform it into the Empire City of the World.

Indeed, noblemen strove to gain titles from it, but many had to contend instead with ones from hideous places. Emily Stuart, too, believed she was living in a beacon of culture and refinement. But was it as civilized as she thought? The following day brought the shocking death of Martha Turner, aged thirty-nine years; viciously stabbed thirty-nine times. Losing a loved one in death, murdered in such a cruel manner, outweighed the loss of losing a loved one to natural causes. As Harper pondered this, she prepared herself to travel to Toronto to meet with her aunt’s estate lawyer. 

Harper was reassured by Flora’s daughters that she didn’t have to be concerned about the memorial service plans. Thanks to Flora’s reminder that the word ‘fun’ is an integral part of a funeral, she organized a ‘colourful’ ceremony. Consequently, the Red Hat Society coordinated a luncheon with a specific theme: all attendees were asked to wear red hats and purple sweaters. However, Harper was not fond of red hats and rationalized that she just might be able to avoid detection by the Red Hat Society ladies if she didn’t adhere to the dress code.

“Hey, Maddy,” Harper groaned, her eyes doing somersaults of utter annoyance. “Why did Auntie have to be a walking carnival of eccentricity? I swear, she’s was on a mission to make people go, ‘Oh no, here comes trouble!’ instead of ‘Aw, look at that cute little old lady!’”

Harper affectionately stroked the cocker spaniel’s head, pondering aloud, “You don’t agree with with me, hey boy? Are you trying to tell me: My mom wasn’t crazy? Fine, Maddy, you’ve convinced me. However, it appears that Emily was also eccentric. Can you believe the idea that she actually disguised herself as a crazy person? Well, I refuse to accept she was an investigator in 1888 seeking out Jack the Ripper!”




Miss Stuart’s Journal Entry of 7 August 1888




It is essential to be prepared to investigate a case at any time, and during this particular night, I was abruptly awoken by the tumultuous sound of ringing bells: one short, followed by two long. The icy floor sent a shiver through my feet as I rushed to answer my recently mounted telephone, adorning my kitchen wall with its elegant display.

“Yes,” I asked in a drowsy, drawn-out, tone.

The male voice on the other end, without introducing himself, rapidly burst into excited speech, “Emily! Wake up! A body has been discovered in a dark secluded stairwell in Whitechapel. Bring your lamp, bring your camera!”

Feeling a sense of urgency, I exclaimed with heightened intensity through the transmitter, “Pardon me?!” My heart raced and my words came out rushed. “Say that again?!”

“A murder, Stuart!” he repeated, but this time in a voice so loud, I reckoned he was heard in China. “Make haste! Our top female detective must be present at the crime scene. Remember, lurk in the shadows. Take photos. When it is an opportune time, interview all present at the crime scene. Go! Go!”

Verily, my eyes sprung open, wide and astounded, and I found myself in a state of silence. Any hopes of indulging in archery today quickly vanished, prompting me to dash towards my bathroom suite. Without delay, I filled my porcelain basin with icy water, cleansed my face, and proceeded to retrieve my ivory toothbrush. As I searched for my beloved myrrh toothpaste, I couldn’t help but reflect on how much easier this task becomes when Elizabeth does it for me.

I extracted a pinch of powder from the bottle and carefully placed it onto the bristles. Then, a little cold water was required to moisten7the dentifrice, which consisted of a blend of powdered cuttlefish and myrrh. It truly worked wonders in rejuvenating the breath, and I made it a point to never skip a day without using it. With my hair causing some concern, I swiftly brushed it before styling it into a modest bun. I put on a cotton chemise, stays, and silk stockings with a lilac pattern, clumsily securing them with a garter. But today, I decided to forgo the corset and petticoats. Usually, Elizabeth would assist me in dressing, but she was fast asleep. What should I wear? Just what does a lady detective wear to the scene of a murder? I wondered. 

I had plenty of dresses from Quebec and Paris, but settled on a solid emerald green colored dress with long sleeves. It had a round neck and it flowed into a long, large swing-type skirt. I bought it because it reminded me of the home of my parents — Scotland. Lastly, I grabbed my black, leather detective bag and was ready to leave — well … sort of. I needed a hat. There were too many to choose from! Let’s see, I thought, as I looked over several dozen. Oh, I simply cannot do this without my Elizabeth! 

Elizabeth is my servant maid I employ to perform various menial tasks. Hailing from a humble background, she opted for a modest metropolis lifestyle. In gratitude for her services, I generously compensate her with a substantial salary that encompasses room and board. Each morning, promptly at seven-thirty, Elizabeth awakens — given that I am the sole presence within these humble abodes — to commence the kindling of fires and the execution of various household chores. After waking, I indulge in an opulent breakfast consisting of delectable delicacies such as baked haddock, crispy bacon, and eggs. Freshly baked rolls are adorned with sumptuous butter and tangy orange marmalade.

However, I gave her the day off! 

You see, we went to bed rather late last night — it was a Bank Holiday. I was one of those ‘metropolitan pleasure seekers’ who sought out some sort of amusement the evening last. Despite it being a Bank Holiday, the spirit of chaos absorbed our great illustrious city. Tomorrow, there was going to be a hanging. Since 1868, hangings were no longer public, but that didn’t stop every Tom, Dick, and Harry from assembling outside the designated jail to see the rising of the black flag. They called this ‘need’ a petty gratification, and this gratification motivated hundreds of people to roll out of their beds at the most ungodly of hours.

The people gathered outside the goal, anticipating the execution of the prisoner. Inside, the sheriff prepared the criminal to be led to the gallows, where the macabre scene acted as a lesson in deterrence. All waited as the dreaded black flag rose, signaling the start of the execution. The sight of the prisoner’s punishment had a profound effect on the spectators, instilling in many a fear of the consequences of their actions.

We even have a designated hangman, Berry, from Bradford. When a Sheriff hired him to act as their executioner, he traveled by train to get there. However, Berry’s true passion lies in fishing, and he is a hangman only secondarily. That is why he always carries his fishing rods, his professional outfit, a bag of various ropes, a few white caps, and a stock of pinions. His devotion to the sport is so strong that he prefers it to the drink: “Drink or no drink, a man’s no good for fishing if he can’t think.” 

The execution of Mr Jackson had a profound impact on all of us. It sparked a cycle of violence that manifested itself in anger, aggression, and lashing out at strangers. I chose to stay indoors until the situation had calmed down before venturing out to go shopping. 

I needed a new dress. 

I had plans to go to an Irish concert and it wouldn’t be suitable for me to dress like an English lady. The top-notch stores are situated in Manchester, so I hailed a hansom cab very early in the morning. It dropped me off in front of the renowned Hope Brothers Shop. Instead of immediately entering, I decided to venture out and check out the nearby shops. However, I hadn’t gone too far when I caught the eye of a Greek gentleman hailing from one of the highly esteemed Greek families in the vicinity.

Indeed, it was a fact that I had dared to embark on a shopping expedition without an escort, and now I was slowly starting to regret my decision. I found myself wishing I had worn a wedding band, but instead, I had to resort to deception by claiming to be a married woman. Whether or not he truly believed my falsehood remained uncertain, yet he persisted in attempting to win me over with enticing offers to partake in an evening dining experience. Despite my polite refusals, he continued to doggedly shadow me as I traversed various stores. 

What a noise we created!

I walked quickly down the street carrying my bags, trying to escape the Greek man. I thought, at least, he would not follow me into a specialty ladies’ department.

I was right.

He did not.

After spending a considerable amount of time examining stays, I left.

Really? What man — a stranger — in his right mind would still be waiting outside a store that sold stays? Well … he was. I was most indebted to the two kind strangers that exited the Royal Exchange. They approached me and asked if they could escort me home.

“Thank you. That is quite alright. There is no need for you to go out of your way, gentlemen,” I replied.

“We do not consider it to be any sort of inconvenience, Miss,” the man replied. His look was that of a clerk, and he was very neat in his appearance and clothing. His complexion was dark, like he had been working in the sun all day, and he was cleanly shaved. “You are being followed, and we are concerned for your safety.”

I was very moved by his concern for my safety, and I said, “I confess that he has frightened me. After telling him in no uncertain terms that I was not interested, he stood off at the side glaring at me. I thought that if I ducked into Hope Brothers, he would lose interest and leave.”

“Well, he has not left,” he answered. “Might I introduce ourselves, Miss? My name is George, and this is my friend, Stanley. Pleased to meet you.”

“Likewise. Thank you, George,” I said, pausing to allow him to provide his surname. After all, it was customary to address a stranger by their full name. I was taken aback by his informality, and when he did not give me his surname, the pause became uncomfortable. So, I clumsily exclaimed, “I’m Miss Stuart … Emily.”

“Emily,” he repeated. “What a lovely name. I have a daughter, much younger than you are, of course. And I will explain to you as I would to her siblings, in cases such as this one, we don’t need to be formal. I’m George.”

I nodded my head in agreement; George was such a kind, intuitive gentleman, and he could sense I was frightened. He explained that he, too, was accosted on a regular basis while he was working outdoors, shovelling manure from the streets into his cart. He was employed to deliver manure, and one of the manure factory customers was the Covent Garden Market.

“These people are really nuisances,” George explained. “They will not take no for an answer, and often I am interrupted from my work trying to ward them off. Now, no need to be frightened any longer. Do you see that police officer standing on High Street, up ahead?”

I looked away from him and spotted the police officer.

“We will go speak to him on your behalf to explain that this man is accosting you; they will be obliged to provide you with protection from his unwanted advances. Then, you can proceed on your way without worrying about him further bothering you.”

I expressed gratitude for his kindness and swiftly made my way to High Street to rendezvous with my cab driver. When I looked back over my shoulder George was speaking with the police officer. The Greek man had disappeared. It was then, I realized … I forgot to buy a new dress and instead decided to visit the exhibitions.

There were hundreds of exhibitions set up throughout London, by the Irish, Anglo-Danish, and Italians. Food from many ethnic groups was on display, and I had to taste all of it! The city was full of people — thousands and thousands were arriving, some by train, from all areas of the country, to take part in the festivities. The streets were alive with boisterous speech, and one could scarcely engage in conversation unless it was in the quiet comforts of their flat.

The managers of the railway company had made the facilities available to all who wished to spend the day at the seaside or in the lush green enchanted forest. I spent the day in one of our many beautiful parks. The one I am especially fond of is near Buckingham Palace, which I visited … that is, until we were chased away by a cold torrential downpour accompanied by powerful winds.

I ran as quickly as I could to board an omnibus. Unfortunately, I wasn’t the only one with this idea, and I was pushed out of the way, as several browbeaters boarded in my stead. That left only one more option — a tramcar. And so, I boarded the next arriving tramcar and sat at the top, while it rained.

I was drenched right through when I arrived at my flat that evening. I changed out of my spongy clothing and, after my evening tea, I enjoyed the company of my warm, dry bed. And you know the rest …

I ran down the stairs, out the front entrance of my apartment building, and hailed a hansom cab. It was the quickest way to get to the murder scene, because I lived nowhere near the dreaded Whitechapel Road. Within minutes, I heard the familiar sound of hoofs and stones being tossed about. A cheerful, robust, middle-aged man approached in a shiny, black, two-wheeled horse and cart.

“Where to, Miss?” asked the hansom cab driver.

I uttered the words “George … Yard” gradually during replication.

“George Yard?” blurted the hansom cab driver, in a familiar Cockney accent. “At ‘alf past five? Blimey, luv! You wanna kick the bucket?”8 

“I don’t,” I coolly responded. “But evidently someone else did.”

My stern annotation silenced the driver, and we arrived at George Yard within ten minutes. Cab rides during the rise of the dawn tend not to take as much time. I gave the driver his wages, and after I grabbed my detective bag, he helped me step down. For a certainty, I was not traveling as a shadow as I entered George Yard from Wentworth Street9and passed through under its unwelcoming archway. I raced down the narrow passage, by the White Hart10, and a new residential building built for poor girls. 

[image: Image]

 Photo Credit: JTR forum featuring, The Bank Holiday Murders by Tom Wescott (2014) The arched entryway in the front of George Yard, on the right.

The building11was located on the corner of George Yard and Wentworth Street and was established in 1875.  I stood momentarily12in front of the building and examined its Gothic red bricks. It was a four-story building with forty-eight flats, with “rear access balconies.” There were ground-floor shops and a “brick two-centred arched main entrance to” the staircase.  I entered the building and ran up the stairs to the first-floor landing. I was spotted immediately, and I halted in flight and gazed up at a team of people examining the body. From my focal point, she appeared to have fallen backward down the flight of stairs descending from the second floor and was lying in a supine position with a pool of blood beneath the skull of her head. 
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Photo Credit: Pinterest. The back of the building. Martha Tabram’s body was found on the first-floor landing, approximately 12 feet from the window where Mr. and Mrs. Hewitt were sleeping. 

“Miss! Stand back!” ordered the constable, as he looked up from the body. He was crouched down beside the victim, and he was examining the area around her.

I ignored the advice of the constable and ascended the staircase. What I was to encounter was unlike any other person I had seen injured: here, laid, a short, plump, middle-aged woman, around forty years old, with a dark complexion and long brown hair swept back into a tidy bun. She was wearing a brown petticoat, a long black jacket, a dark green skirt, dark ribbed wool stockings, worn-out black leather, spring-sided boots, and a black bonnet with velvet trim. Well, technically, the black bonnet had fallen off her head and was lying nearby.

Dr. Killen was fast asleep in his abode when he was summoned to the scene of the murder. It was crucial he arrived as soon as possible. It was then he noticed, as had I, that the victim was extremely pale. This detail was key to establishing a death timeline. As Dr. Killen had explained, it was for a certainty she had been dead for at least thirty minutes. But was this a precise estimation? The temperature of the victim’s hands was beginning to match the external temperature; however, the rest of the body was still warm. Full rigor mortis had set in, commencing from the head, upper body, into the lower limbs. Therefore, Dr. Killen concluded the victim had been dead for three hours.

“She’s been stabbed through her corset?” the constable formulated in a rather strict sense of surprise. “Thirty-nine puncture wounds on her throat … breasts … abdomen … What a fifteen puzzle! Was she ambushed by a lion?”

“Sir!” exclaimed another detective. “There are no blood spatters on the walls or the floors nearby. No instruments or weapons to speak of.”

I stood off to the side and made my own observations. Indeed, the blood from the victim seemed to be contained within her blood-stained clothing. Whomever did this must be covered in blood. A murderer could never escape the notice of others with so much blood on his clothing.

The victim’s skirt had been thrown upwards, and she was clenching her fists. This indicated to me that the poor soul must have still been alive while the murderer poked her full of holes, resulting in her experiencing anguishing pain. And, as the constable pointed out, she was not holding anything in her hands; therefore, what else could the explanation be?

Could the murderer have left something behind? I peered around the room, but it was empty. There was evidence that the landing received a high volume of traffic. No doubt, strangers looking for shelter on a cold night, because the area reeked of urine and other unknown odours. I would have taken photos of the crime scene, but because I left my flat in haste, I forgot my camera. And therefore, I really needed to record as many details in my notebook as possible, which I was hoping to obtain from the witnesses.
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Present time: January 13, 2023, Toronto, Ontario, Canada. Weather: Ice fog, partly sunny, 0°C




Harper stood in front of the law firm’s entrance, captivated by the extraordinary door. Its grandeur and solidness, coupled with the sunlight reflecting off its gleaming mahogany finish, were remarkable. However, what truly mesmerized Harper was the exquisite brass doorknob. Its intricate floral design, still vivid even after almost a century, was a true work of art. To either side of the door, there stood two tall, slender windows. They were adorned with a delicate lattice design, as elegant as they were old. Framing these windows were once-white shutters, fading with time and no longer capable of performing their duty. 

Harper contemplated the past of this place, imagining that the law office’s exterior had remained unchanged for forty years since Flora, a young woman, first entered. With nervousness, she opened the door and entered the dimly lit office, where the air was filled with the smell of old books and the weight of history. This was the place her aunt had chosen for her to finalize her Last Will and Testament. As Harper walked through the office, her attention was captured by a desk piled with papers and a vintage typewriter. It was fascinating to see the meticulous typing on the sturdy, lined paper, indicating the careful preparation of this important document.

The secretary’s keen attention to detail was evident as Harper noticed the perfect alignment of the staple, holding the pages together securely. It was as if the secretary had wanted to ensure that every aspect of this will was held in place with utmost precision, just like the future it represented. Harper couldn’t help but feel a sense of connection to the past as she ran her fingers over the smooth surface of the paper. She could almost hear the clickety-clack of the typewriter keys, as though they were whispering tales of the lives that had been shaped within its walls.

As Harper sat down in a dusty wooden chair in the waiting area, the legal secretary approached her. He was tall, handsome, and rather resembled a Calvin Klein model. His manners were impeccable, and he had the charisma of Pierce Brosnan. He looked out of place strolling through the dilapidated office, its towering bookshelves adorned with a multitude of ancient law books.

“Ms. Stuart,” he inquired cautiously. “Mr Winston Justice will be with you shortly. Before his arrival, may I please make a copy of your driver’s license?”

“My driver’s license?” Harper repeated, her brow furrowing in confusion.

“Yes,” he graciously replied with a smile. “It is a Law Society Requirement. It ensures us that you are indeed the person we are expecting for the appointment.”

Harper nodded her head affirmatively and reached into her purse to find her driver’s license. The legal secretary then quickly left and made a colour copy of it. Shortly thereafter, Mr Winston Justice made his appearance.

“Miss Stuart,” Mr. Justice spoke, defying Harper’s expectations of his taller stature. Standing just slightly above five feet six, he was impeccably attired in formal business attire, his hands revealing no evidence of manual labour. “I am delighted to make your acquaintance. Please, follow me this way.”

Harper rose from the ancient wooden chair and followed Mr Justice into a cozy yet diminutive office. She seated herself in the chair opposite the desk where he had settled.

“Miss Stuart,” he began, “I am extremely sorry for your loss. I took the privilege of obtaining a copy of your aunt’s obituary for you.” He then paused and continued in a more formal tone, “As the Estate’s lawyer for Flora Stuart Scott, I am here to assist you in any way I can.”

Harper remained silent, and with her pointed finger, she slid her aunt’s obituary toward herself across the surface of the worn-out wooden desk. The obituary was written as follows:

Flora Scott, nee Stuart passed away on January 11, 2023. She was born on June 10, 1927, in13Montreal, Quebec. Flora Scott was the beloved wife of Jean Pierre Scott, who predeceased her on February 17, 1999. She is survived by her daughter, Emilia, and Catherine, who14lives in Queensland, Australia. She is predeceased by her son, Pierre, who served as a soldier in the Canadian Army in the 80s. Flora was an accomplished Registered Nurse and was well-known for her involvement in the Red Hat Society of Toronto. She will be deeply missed by all who know her. A memorial service will be held on January 17, 2023, at the Mount Pleasant Funeral Centre. In lieu of flowers, donations may be made to the Red Hat Society in Flora’s memory.

“Who … wrote this?” Harper asked quietly, gazing at the short and succinct piece of writing. Harper thought to herself, It hardly illustrated the woman her aunt had been — a war nurse! She selflessly spent many grueling hours caring for injured soldiers who had risked their lives. In fact, Flora’s mother, Emily Stuart, had been a nurse herself and had a profound influence on her daughter’s decision to follow in her footsteps.

Emily had worked in an infirmary in Montreal, Quebec, and the walls of Flora’s apartment were covered in photos of Emily dressed in her white cotton uniform; a floor-length, pleated skirt that fastened up at the front, a crisp white apron with a bib, and a white cap — Harper slowly closed her eyes, as she realized that her aunt’s life achievements had been summed up in a mere few meaningless sentences.

“I did, Miss Stuart,” Mr Justice answered. “It was the wishes of your aunt.”

“I see,” Harper replied. “No matter, then. I have the death certificate of my aunt, as requested.”

Mr Justice took the envelope from Harper and placed it at the side of the desk. “We have made four notarized copies of Flora’s will for you. They are for the named executors in the will. Of course, one copy is for you.”

Harper stared at the brown envelope that bore the words, The Estate of Flora S. Stuart. Last Will and Testament. Then she said, “Thank you, Mr Justice. If I need any further help, I will call your office.”

Upon returning to the hotel, Harper resumed reading Emily Stuart’s diary from where she had previously left off. Contemplating her aunt’s words, she pondered the depth and authenticity of the diary, curious to know if it truly mirrored her aunt’s innermost thoughts and emotions. I will stay the course … I have heard the cries of murder and have followed its beckons … You see, I am a lady detective, and I work for Slater’s Detective Office … I shall speak for her. Harper was struck by Emily’s bold proclamation and pondered over whether it constituted vigilantism or was simply a result of her professional obligation to seek out the truth.

Regardless, Emily was brightly beaming with youthful exuberance and vitality, appearing to be on top of the world. She had taken on a career that was uncommonly pursued by women, and even boasted of having knowledge of the identity of Jack the Ripper. Why did she keep the information hidden in her diary if she indeed knew who Jack the Ripper was? Was it because she feared she would be placed in a vulnerable position? Perhaps the answer had something to do with G. W. B.? 

Harper turned to her tablet and searched for the identity of Jack the Ripper. According to four sources, he15was Aaron Kosminski, a Polish barber and hairdresser. The belief persisted that the DNA evidence discovered on a shawl, assumed to belong to Catherine Eddowes, provided proof of his guilt. However, in 1888, he was only considered a suspect. Memorandum16written by Sir Melville Macnaghten described Aaron Kosminski as a Polish Jew living in Whitechapel. He was a strong ‘suspect’ with solitary vices, having an intense hatred for women, especially of the prostitute class. He had strong homicidal tendencies, and therefore, was removed to a lunatic asylum in March 1889.

In Emily Stuart’s diary, she seemed convinced she knew the identity of Jack the Ripper. G. W. B. He was responsible for the murders of the canonical five, but not of Martha Tabram. When her murder occurred in early 1888, Emily presented evidence in other parts of her diary, that the murderer was a soldier she had been spending the evening with. If Aaron Kosminiski was responsible for the canonical five, then was locked away in an asylum, who was responsible for killing the women after March 1889? 




Miss Stuart’s Journal Entry of 7 August 1888 




At 4.50, Mr Reeves, a man in his early thirties, discovered the body of an unidentified woman. Mr Reeves17had short dark hair, a dark beard, and a moustache. He stood out from the crowd with his medium-sized golden hoop earrings in both ears. Clearly, he was not an ordinary individual, and he was considerably shorter than myself!

When an opportunity presented itself, I approached him armed with a storm of questions.  I softly spoke to him as he stood, rubbing his arms as though to warm himself. “My name is Miss Stuart, pleased to meet your acquaintance. May I ask your name?”

The man did not respond at once. He stood in silence, like a yew before her shearers. 

“It’s alright, sir,” I consolingly said, hoping to momentarily restore the man from the terror he had experienced. “I am a private detective of the Slater Detective Agency. I have been sent here by my employer, Mr Slater. I am not a reporter and will not be publishing any of your comments.”

He shouted with a voice that struck my ears with great clamorous energy, “I heard the cries of murder early this morning! I ignored them! I could have done something, but instead, my wife and I went back to sleep!”

“Sir,” I whispered. “It was not your fault this happened. Who is to say that if you would have tried to do something, you would not have suffered the same fate?”

He nodded his head in agreement, “I know. Never did I expect to discover the cries of murder were coming from this poor creature, so near to where I lie asleep.”

“With all due respect, sir,” I sympathetically reasoned. “This house was built with brick. Can you normally hear anything?”

“No,” he concurred. 

“Did you have your window opened, sir?” I asked.

“Indeed … I did,” he remorsefully replied.

“Were the cries of murder inside the house, or outside?”

“They sounded outside … far away,” he explained.

“Sir,” I asked. “Can you please tell me your name and the name of your wife?”

“John Saunders Reeve. My wife is Louisa Mary Reeve. We are the parents of five children, one being born just recently – Harriet.”

“Congratulations. Mrs. Reeves must be very tired. So … the Bank Holiday must have been a nice rest for you two. What are the names of your other children?”

“Frederick, Rosenda, Alice, and Charles. They are staying with my mother in Aston Clinton.”

“Aston, Clinton? Is that in Buckinghamshire, where they do beautiful straw plaiting?”

“Yes. I worked as a straw18plaiter from around the age of three years.”

“Impressive! Then you are not originally from Whitechapel?”

“No, I am not,” Mr. Reeves replied. “Louisa and I moved around quite a bit before we moved here. Because of what happened last night, I reckon we will be moving again soon.”

Indeed, the Reeves family would move the following year. The relatively new building was closed to tenancies and converted into lodgings for students. It was renamed Balliol House, and then Charles Booth House.19

“Did you or Mrs. Reeves know the victim?”

“No.”

“Had you seen her previous to today?”

Judging by the time he got to sleep last night, then waking up around four am, it was no wonder that lack of sleep had taken its toll on him. His eyes bore dark circles and his pale, contracted, face contrasted with his brown moustache and beard. He was no stranger to hard labour and his rough, chapped hands bore many battle scars. 

“No.”

“Where were you going so early in the morning?”

“I left early at 4.45 to search for work.”

“Where do you go to search for work?”

“At Riverside. I am a dock labourer.”

I have it on a very good authority that ‘the dock labourers are a distinct class among the East End poor’. They20are paid a wage of five pence per hour. In order to secure work, many men resort to sleeping on the ground near the docks, hoping to be among the first to be selected from the large pool of waiting workers. Alternatively, some arrive as early as four am, while others, like Mr. Reeves, arrive at five am. It is possible that Mr. Reeves was one of the privileged few known as the “royals”, who were on the ganger’s list and were automatically called for work without the need to arrive early. Whatever the circumstances, Mr. Reeves worked diligently to earn money to support his family of five and pay for their living quarters.

“Can you describe what you saw after you exited your flat?”

“I headed to the stairwell. It’s dark in the early morning, and I would not have seen her, had it not been for the sun. She was lying on her back in a pool of blood, and her clothes were disarranged. She appeared to have been engaged in a bad struggle!”

“Did you see any weapons nearby?” I asked, as I quickly wrote down verbatim what he had just said.

“No.”

“Did you notice any bloody footprints on the stairs or in the hallways?”

“No.”

“Then what happened?”

“Instantly, I exited the building and summoned the constables out on their beat.”

“Did you see anyone lurking about when you went to summon the constables?”

“No.”

“How long did it take for the constables to arrive at the murder scene?”

He answered, “Minutes,” and then he quickly began to rattle off his statement from the commencement of our interview. “I could have done something. We woke up so many times to the sounds of murder. We knew something was going to happen — ”

I never said I was a saint, and I did not want to hear his self-acclaimed confession a second time. So, I interrupted him, saying, “Thank you, sir, for your time.”

And then, in an awkward attempt to regain my composure and appear more ‘English-like’ after so rustically interrupting him, I asked, “May I call on you and Mrs. Reeves, should I have further questions?”

“Yes,” he consented, then turned and walked away. He stood near the constable he had alerted to the murderous event. And what do you know? The constable was just the man I needed to speak with next.

I approached the constable and slightly cleared my throat. The constable, aware of my presence, excused himself from Mr Reeve, and after stretching out his arm to a dirty, urine-stained corner, I commenced my interview with him.
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