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      The year 1888 remains memorable for many different reasons. In the USA, blizzards swept across the country, claiming the lives of hundreds of innocent souls. In Germany, Wilhelm II was crowned Emperor, and in London, in June of that year, Annie Besant organized the famed matchgirls' strike, which was to have future implications for the working classes within the great hub of the British Empire.

      It was, however, within the annals of crime that the year passed most memorably into history, for 1888 was the year in which the city of London was rocked to its core by the most vicious and diabolical series of murders ever recorded in the history of such events in the United Kingdom. In the space of a few short weeks, the great metropolis was to be witness to a series of murders most foul, which, to this very day, have ensured lasting immortality and infamy for their perpetrator. The streets of the Whitechapel and Spitalfields areas, in particular, became streets of fear, as the unknown and, to this day, unidentified assailant, known only as Jack the Ripper, seemed to appear and disappear like a wraith in the night, leaving a trail of blood, death, and terror in his wake.

      Little, however, is known of another series of murders which took place in London at that time. As Jack the Ripper struck with apparent impunity on the mean, filthy, rat-infested streets of London's East End, another, less spectacular, but no less dangerous killer was on the prowl, hardly a stone's-throw from the scenes of the Ripper's handiwork, the killer striking with unerring regularity, less than twenty-four hours after the murders of the Ripper himself.

      With the Metropolitan police force's resources stretched almost to their limit in their search for Jack the Ripper, and with the banner headlines of the popular press screaming of his atrocities with almost daily regularity, it is little surprise that the story of the second, rather less newsworthy series of murders has been relegated to little more than a footnote in history. Yet, with political machinations taking place to suppress news of the second string of killings in an attempt to avoid a massive public backlash against not only the police, but the government too, and an investigation hampered by interference at many levels of authority, the story of the so-called Underground Murders is one that should, and will, be told in the following pages.

      Today, the London Underground, known almost universally as The Tube, carries millions of passengers every year in relative comfort and safety, both above and below the streets of the capital. Back in the days of Queen Victoria, however, the Underground Railway was a new and innovative feat of engineering brilliance, which was yet to make its permanent mark on the infrastructure of the city. With steam locomotives and cold and often uncomfortable carriages plagued by noxious fumes from the locomotives and the tunnels, it was nonetheless popular, especially with the working classes, for whom it provided a cheap and for the most part ultra-reliable means of travelling far greater distances to and from work – or at least, the search for work – than had hitherto been possible. This new transport system was also to become the unfortunate setting for the murders which feature within the pages of this book.

      Only the release of certain documents from Scotland Yard's archives, under the United Kingdom's recent Freedom of Information Act, has made the telling of this little-known murder mystery possible, so, without further ado, I ask you accompany me on a journey back in time, back to the autumn of the year 1888, and a cold, rather misty London morning…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            I

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AN EARLY MORNING CALLER

          

        

      

    

    
      “Albert, the dog.”

      “Eh, what?” came the muffled response from a sleepy Albert Norris, his head tucked away under his pillow, as the first wash of morning light encroached through the curtained window into the bedroom.

      “I said, the dog needs to go out. He's scratching at the door.”

      Norris emerged from under the pillow. His hair was tousled from a night's tossing and turning and he looked at his wife as she nudged him forcibly in the ribs with her elbow.

      “Okay, Betty, I'm going,” he replied, as he slowly extricated himself from the warmth of his bed, his feet slipping, almost as if by magic, into the carpet slippers which sat in their usual place beside the bed. Norris trudged sleepily across the room, stopping only to pick up and pull on his plaid dressing gown, a Christmas gift from his wife the previous year, then opened the door, allowing the entry of a scruffy black terrier of indeterminate parentage. The mutt immediately bypassed Norris and jumped on the bed, smothering his mistress's face with affectionate licks as his tail wagged non-stop with excitement.

      “Bert!” she shouted at her husband, who, as was usual upon Billy the dog's daily entrance to their room, stood watching the performance with a huge grin on his face.

      “Alright, I know. Billy, come on, you mad hound,” he called, and the terrier leaped from the bed and quickly followed Norris as he went down the stairs and opened the back door of their neat terraced home, to allow the dog to roam freely in the small back garden.

      Albert Norris spent the next five minutes making a pot of steaming hot tea, then, leaving Billy to enjoy himself in the garden, he returned to the bedroom with cups of tea for his wife and himself.

      “One day, Bert, that dog will learn not to jump on the bed in the mornings. I'm sure you encourage him.”

      “Oh, come on, d'you really expect him to change? We've had him five years, and he's hardly likely to stop showing you his affection after all that time, is he?”

      “I suppose you're right.” Betty Norris smiled at her husband. “The tea's good, Bert, as always.”

      “My speciality, eh, my love,” he replied, his voice soft and soothing as he reached out and touched his wife's hair, stroking her long auburn locks and caressing her gently behind her ear.

      “Now, Bert Norris, that's enough of that. You've work to go to, my lad. You can forget all that amorous stuff and put it aside for later.”

      “Well, then, you'd best be getting out of that bed and seeing to my breakfast, don't you think? Or do you want me to go to work on an empty stomach?”

      “Bert Norris, you're a slave driver,” she said, laughing.

      Betty thumped her husband playfully and finished her tea, returning the cup and saucer to the tea-tray. Five minutes later, she was in the kitchen, boiling two eggs and buttering two thick slices of bread for her husband's breakfast. Before the eggs were ready, their morning routine was interrupted by a loud knocking at the front door.

      “I'll go,” said Norris. He walked briskly from the kitchen and along the narrow hallway. He paused at the door to turn the key in the lock and then opened it to reveal a young and seemingly agitated uniformed police constable, who stood almost to attention as the bulky figure of Albert Norris filled the open doorway.

      “Constable Fry,” said Norris, recognising the young man as one of the constables from the station, though not one he'd worked closely with in the past. “What one earth brings you to my door at this early hour?”

      “Inspector Norris,” said Fry, “I'm so sorry to disturb you, but Chief Inspector Madden sent me. Well, that is, the chief inspector gave the orders and Sergeant Wilson actually sent me, but…”

      “You're babbling, Fry. Pull yourself together, man and tell me what's happened. By the look on your face, something serious is afoot.”

      “Yes, sir, sorry, sir. Anyway, Sergeant Wilson said I was to fetch you right away. All hell's broke loose, sir. You know as how the Whitechapel Murderer struck again last night? Well, the night before last night, really, and…”

      “Whoa, hold your horses, man! I'm not involved in that case. I thought Inspector Abberline was leading the local investigation into that one?”

      “Yes, I know, sir, but it's not about that.”

      “Well, why mention him then? What's this about, Fry?”

      “The beast killed again in the early hours of yesterday morning, as you know, and the mutilations were even worse than the others, sir, I mean Tabram and Nichols, and there's hardly a constable to be spared. Everyone is being drafted in to intensify the search, as Sergeant Wilson put it. That's why they need you for the other case.”

      “What other case?” asked Norris, his face suddenly setting into a hard and professional stare as he waited for Fry to get to the real point of this early morning summons.

      “There's been a killing on the new Underground Railway, sir. A woman, stabbed and left in a carriage, I've been told to tell you. The chief inspector wants you to take charge of the case. Someone has already been sent to fetch Sergeant Hillman to the station, too.”

      Dylan Hillman was Norris's sergeant, the only man in the entire world he would admit to having absolute faith and trust in. Hillman and Norris had worked closely together for five years, and the bond between the two men had grown ever stronger with each passing year. At least, Norris thought, he wasn't the only man being summoned into the station at the crack of dawn. He could only imagine the scowl on Hillman's face when a constable knocked him up at such an ungodly hour.

      “I take it I've no time for breakfast then, Fry?” asked Norris, knowing the answer already. If Madden had sent for him, it meant he was needed right away, not after enjoying a leisurely breakfast with his wife.

      “The sergeant said I was to tell you that the chief inspector said, `Now means now,' if you'll forgive me, sir.”

      “Don't worry, constable. I'm not in the habit of shooting the messenger. Just give me a minute to let my wife know I may be out for a long while.”

      Norris closed the door. Constable Fry stood waiting, fidgeting and fretting as one minute turned into two, then three, and then four. Surely, he'd be in trouble with the sergeant if the inspector didn't get himself down to the station in double-quick time? After all, the chief inspector himself had summoned him.

      A full ten minutes had passed by the time Norris eventually opened the front door once again. Betty had wrapped two slices of buttered bread in a slice of grease-proof paper, which he carried under his left arm. She had also made sure that Norris had eaten the two eggs she'd boiled before he rejoined Fry. They'd gone cold while he was standing at the door talking to the constable, but at least they were a source of nourishment for her husband, who, she knew from past experiences, could be away for many long hours when in the early stages of a murder investigation. Norris had kissed his wife on the cheek, patted the dog, who'd returned from his patrol of the back garden to scrounge any leftovers from the breakfast table, and was now ready to face whatever the day held in store for him.

      “Right, Constable Fry, lead on,” said a cheery Albert Norris, as he rejoined the young constable. He'd had no time to shave, and his coat appeared more than little crumpled, but, as he walked at a brisk pace beside the inspector, Fry felt that Detective Inspector Norris, who he knew solely by reputation, was definitely not a man he'd like to cross. Norris had a `past', so he'd learned – though quite what had happened that had left the inspector in a sort of promotion limbo, no one at the station either knew or was prepared to say. All Fry knew, as he cast his eyes in the inspector's direction as they walked, was that the man had a certain air of authority about him; one that would brook no argument from a humble P.C. such as himself. Norris could be difficult to get along with, that much he'd learned, and he made a conscious decision not to get on the inspector's wrong side, if he could help it.

      The two men soon left behind the neat suburban terraces where the inspector had made his home and found themselves walking along an already busy thoroughfare, as early morning omnibuses rattled along the cobbled streets, horses snorting and hooves clattering as they carried the early morning workers to their destinations. They were passed by three such omnibuses, each filled to the brim on both the upper and lower decks with passengers. Clearly, the advent of the new underground railway hadn't entirely stolen too much business from the omnibus company, as had been expected. There were still many residents of London who feared the new railway, preferring to travel above ground rather than risk the tunnels and darkness of the new transport system. Even though much of the rail network ran above ground, they still considered it too risky and avoided it as though certain death would visit itself upon anyone foolish enough to hazard a journey along its gleaming metal rails.

      Street sellers were already at work setting up their stalls, a hot chestnut seller firing up his brazier, a match seller preparing his pitch and all manner of others making an early start as they went about the business of earning a living. For many, that living would be a hard one, as thousands of the capital's residents fell into the lowest category of society, that of the poor.

      Fifteen minutes after leaving the inspector's house on Allardyce Street, on the morning of 9th September, 1888, just over twenty-four hours after the man who would later be dubbed Jack the Ripper had killed and mutilated the unfortunate Annie Chapman, Norris arrived at New Street police station, where his involvement with the underground murders, as the killings would eventually be dubbed, soon began in earnest.
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      Approximately four hours before Constable Fry knocked on Albert Norris's front door, at just after 2 a.m., twenty two-year-old Arthur Ward, employee of the Metropolitan Railway, began his systematic check of the carriages of the last train of the night to have arrived and terminated at Aldgate station. Ward's job entailed opening each carriage door and making sure that all passengers had safely alighted and vacated the train, and to check for any property left behind on the train, which he would then deliver to the lost property office. At such a late hour, it wasn't unusual for the odd late-night reveller to fall asleep in their seat and either miss their stop, or carry on to the end of the line where Arthur Ward, or someone like him, would gently awaken them and coax them from the train.

      Each carriage could hold a maximum of ten people, on somewhat uncomfortable bench seats covered in a bare modicum of cloth material that added little in the way of comfort for those travelling on board this latest innovative mode of travel within the capital. As he reached the third carriage of the late night train, Ward opened the door and quickly spotted the reclining figure of a young woman in the corner of one of the bench seats, her head resting against the window of the carriage. She wore a green dress, with a pale brown shawl covering her shoulders. Her boots were well-soled, almost new in appearance and she had the appearance of a respectable young working woman, perhaps a nurse or a midwife, he thought, on her way home from a late shift at one of the local hospitals. He knew that not all nurses lived on the premises in some of the city's larger hospitals. His own cousin, Maude, was a nurse at Charing Cross, and `lived out' at her parents' home.

      “End of the line, my dear.” Ward spoke loudly, wanting to wake the woman and see her on her way. “This is Aldgate, lady,” he tried again. “We don't go no further tonight. This is the end of the line.”

      When his repeated entreaties received no reply from the apparently sleeping woman, Arthur Ward stepped briskly into the compartment and placed a hand on her shoulder, shaking her gently.

      “Please, Miss, it's late and you ought to be getting off home, now,” he appealed. Receiving no response, he shook the woman a little harder. This time, he was shocked as, instead of waking and perhaps reproaching him for his familiarity in touching her while she slept, the woman instead slipped slowly away from the window, off the seat itself, then rolled in ungainly fashion onto the floor of the carriage.

      Up to that date in his young life, Arthur Ward had never seen or been in close proximity to a dead body. Yet, as he stared down at the figure lying at his feet on the carriage floor, he was in no doubt whatsoever that the young woman was indeed deceased. The blank, staring eyes and pallid appearance of her face were unmistakable clues, and if they needed reinforcing in his mind, that reinforcement came from the small but significant red stain, almost centrally placed on her chest, which was revealed as her shawl slipped back with the movement of her body onto the floor. Arthur knew blood when he saw it; he'd seen enough accidents amongst some of the labourers on the railway to recognise it for what it was. Strangely, his first thought was that there should be more blood, if what he was looking at was a fatal wound, but then, he was no medical expert.

      He realised he was shaking. Shock perhaps, he thought, and his legs felt like lead, though he knew he couldn't stand there staring at the woman's body all night. He had to get help, to report his grisly find and so, with a superhuman effort, Arthur Ward forced his legs to move, as he beat a retreat from the carriage and made his way along the platform to the station master's office. The station master, Edgar Rowe, had long since left for the night and his office was currently occupied by the night-time supervisor, Maurice Belton. Belton was also preparing to finish work for the night, as soon as Arthur Ward reported to him that the train was clear and the station could be locked up until the early morning shift arrived, in little less than two hours' time.

      Belton smiled as young Arthur entered the office, but the smile soon turned to a look of worried puzzlement as he saw the shocked look and pallor clearly apparent on the younger man's face.

      “Arthur? What's wrong? You look as if you've seen a ghost.”

      “Worse than that, Mr. Belton, I've found a body!” Arthur shouted.

      “A body? What sort of body?” asked Belton, realising as he spoke that it was probably the stupidest question he'd ever asked in his life.

      “The dead sort, Mr. Belton. A woman, a young one, in one of the carriages. It's horrible, really. She's got a red bloodstain on her chest. I think she's been shot.”

      “All right, Arthur, calm down a bit, there's a good lad. I think you'd better show me this body of yours before we go any further.”

      “T'ain't no body of mine, Mr. Belton, that's for sure.”

      “Yes, well, anyway, you'd better show me,” said Belton. He extricated his slightly ponderous bulk from the space behind the desk and made his way with Arthur Ward to the carriage where the recumbent body of the young woman lay.

      After confirming what Arthur Ward already knew, in other words, that the woman was beyond any help from the living, Belton sent the hapless young man to find a constable, or, if one couldn't be found, he instructed the young man to run to the nearest police station, some ten minutes' walk away, and bring back a policeman.

      Glad to be out of the claustrophobic atmosphere of the underground station concourse, Arthur Ward gulped in huge lungfuls of air as he arrived on the street outside Aldgate station. He was glad to escape from the all-pervading smell that always lingered within the confines of his place of work; a mixture of stale smoke, steam, coal dust and other noxious elements that hung like a pall on every yard of the railway. As luck would have it, within two minutes of leaving the station he turned a corner to find himself face to face with a uniformed police constable, and the young man quickly blurted out his story.

      “There's been a murder, on the train, in the station,” he babbled at the surprised police officer, who, seeing the man's agitated state, took hold of his arm.

      “Now, then,” the officer said, soothingly. “What murder is this you're referring to? Which station do you mean? Give me the facts, man, and we can sort this out sooner.”

      “Aldgate station. Yes, of course, I'm sorry. I found the body in a carriage. It's a young woman and there's a big red wound in her chest.”

      “Is there anyone with her now?” asked the constable.

      “Yes, Mr. Belton the night station supervisor's with her.”

      “Right then, here's what I want you to do, young fellow. What's your name, by the way?”

      “Ward, sir. Arthur Ward.”

      “Right, Arthur. I want you to run to New Street police station, it's not far from here. D'you know it?”

      Arthur nodded.

      “Good. Tell the sergeant on duty that Constable Wilkinson sent you to report the murder of a young woman. Give him all the details you can, and he'll send someone to Aldgate as soon as he can. I'll be there, waiting for them.”

      “Yes, right. I'll be as fast as I can,” Arthur replied.

      Police Constable Bob Wilkinson quickly made his way to Aldgate, where he found Maurice Belton standing on the platform, outside the carriage that Wilkinson assumed held the body of the deceased. Indeed, Belton had seen enough of the corpse and had spent little time with the body after sending Ward on his mission. Rightly, he'd also suspected that the less he encroached upon the scene, the less chance there was of him compromising any evidence the killer might have left behind.

      “Mr. Belton, is it, sir?”

      “Maurice Belton, yes, that's right, Constable.”

      “The body, sir?”

      “In there.” Belton pointed at the appropriate carriage door.

      Wilkinson stepped past the night supervisor, into the murder scene and within minutes, he was joined by both a uniformed sergeant and a young plain clothes detective, accompanied by Arthur Ward, who waited on the platform with Belton. The detective, a Sergeant Dove, appeared to take charge of the scene, and it was he, a short time later, who soon sent Wilkinson back to the station with instructions that would see the crime reported to higher authority in rapid time.

      Even Dove was unaware just how high his message would be passed in a short space of time, or that within hours, he would be joined at the scene by Detective Inspector Albert Norris, who himself was being summoned from his home and given some rather unusual instructions regarding the investigation that was being handed to him.

      For now, Detective Sergeant Dove and Sergeant Lee made sure the scene was as secure as they could make it, and Constable Wilkinson was put to work taking preliminary statements from both Arthur Ward and Maurice Belton, though Dove was certain that whoever arrived to take charge of the case would need to speak to both men, too. For that reason, the sergeant forbade the two men from leaving the station until an inspector arrived.

      “But my wife will worry,” Belton protested. “I'm already late home from work and if I have to hang around here for hours, she'll be certain I've been murdered or met with an accident.”

      “Too right,” added Arthur Ward. “And my mum and dad will wonder what's become of me, too.”

      Dove pondered for a moment.

      Sergeant Lee provided the solution they required.

      “I'll run back to New Street and arrange for a constable to get messages to their homes, if they'll provide me with their addresses,” he volunteered. “I can do that and be back here in no time.”

      Belton and Ward provided the information Lee required and he set off to arrange for their families to be told simply that there'd been an incident at work and that they were both assisting the police with their inquiries and would return home soon.

      Tobias Dove was soon hard at work, searching the carriage and inspecting the woman's body to the best of his ability. He wanted to locate as many clues as possible, to present to whichever inspector might arrive to take charge of the case. He quickly found himself baffled by the apparent lack of any substantive evidence, either on the body of the deceased, or in the carriage itself.

      Joined soon afterwards by Sergeant Lee, who'd brought two more constables with him to help in the search for clues, Dove continued in his investigation until the arrival, an hour later, of the police surgeon, Doctor Roebuck. The surgeon had been summoned from his bed by a uniformed officer, sent by Lee as soon as he'd returned to New Street with confirmation that a body had indeed been discovered, and that foul play was suspected.

      Doctor Roebuck busied himself with an examination of the body, during which time Constable Fry had been despatched by the chief inspector, himself woken from his slumbers by a runner, to bring Inspector Albert Norris into his office for a briefing on the case. As the ever-growing official contingent assembled on the platform at Aldgate, Albert Norris found himself seated opposite his superior officer, receiving a rather strange briefing. It was certainly one such as he'd never heard the like of before, in all his years on the force.
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      Chief Inspector Joshua Madden sat cradling his unlit pipe in the palm of his right hand, as Albert Norris sat down on the opposite side of his desk, as instructed. Aged almost sixty, a little under six feet tall, with a waistline just giving way to obesity, and hoping to retire before the year was out, Madden stroked his greying beard and waited for the inspector to settle himself before speaking.

      “Well, Bert, we've a real to-do on our hands, that's for sure. Sorry for calling you out so early, by the way.”

      “Not a problem, sir,” Norris replied, though he knew Madden's apology would never stand up in a court of law. It had probably given the chief inspector great delight to summon Norris from his bed at the crack of dawn. “Young Fry told me there'd been a murder?”

      “Yes, a bad business by all accounts. A young woman's body was discovered by a Metropolitan Railway employee a few hours ago.”

      “On the railway track, sir, or on a train?”

      “In a carriage, standing at the platform on Aldgate station.”

      “Ah, so we can't be sure if the victim was actually killed where she was found?”

      “Well, it's fairly certain she was killed in the carriage.”

      “No, sir. I mean, if she was on a train, she could have been killed at any point along her journey. As you said, the body was discovered at Aldgate when the train was stationary. There's nothing to suggest that she was killed there, I suppose, as opposed to anywhere else along the train's route?”

      “I don't have a lot of details, yet, Inspector. Sergeant Dove is on the scene and is carrying out a preliminary investigation of the carriage and the body, in the presence of the police surgeon.”

      “I see, sir. Can I just ask why I've been drafted in for this one? I mean, I'm hardly flavour of the month around here, or anywhere else in the city, am I? Surely Scotland Yard will want to get their hooks into this one.”

      Madden looked hard at Norris, his cheeks puffing out with barely concealed anger, which he did well to stifle before replying to the inspector's question.

      “Listen to me, and listen well, Inspector. As long as you're on my team, you follow my orders, is that clear?”

      Norris nodded but said nothing. Madden continued.

      “Scotland Yard have got their work cut out in the search for this so-called Whitechapel Murderer. You know as well as I do that they've drafted in uniformed constables from every station in the city to help in the investigation. Stations like ours are being denuded of officers we can ill afford to lose if we're to police the rest of London effectively. We've lost five men to the Whitechapel investigation and I have to make the best of the resources left at my disposal. You, Norris, made a mistake ten years ago, one that cost you your place at Scotland Yard. Since then, you've done a pretty good job in my opinion, but you have a bloody bad habit of carrying that awful big chip around on your shoulder. Forget the past, Bert, and concentrate on now. You're the best man I have for this job, and I want you to lead the investigation.”

      “I see, sir. When you put it like that, I can't really refuse, can I?”

      “No, you bloody well can't. Now, are you going to listen to what I have to say, or not?”

      “Yes, sir. Please, do carry on.”

      Madden ignored the slight condescension in Norris's voice, but, as if to reinforce his superiority over his subordinate officer, he removed a box of Swan Vesta matches from a drawer in his desk and spent a whole minute lighting his pipe, puffing on the stem until the tobacco in the bowl was burning to his satisfaction. Satisfied at last, he spoke once again.

      “How much do you know about the Metropolitan Railway, Bert?”

      “Well, as far as I recall, it was opened in the early Sixties…”

      “1863, to be precise,” the chief interjected.

      “Right, sir, 1863 it is, then. It runs above and below ground and the steam locomotives that haul the carriages are specially adapted for running through the long tunnels underground. I've never travelled on it myself, but I've heard it's fast and efficient as well as being cheap. The downside, from what I've heard and read, is that it's smoky and draughty, and the smell of the smoke and other substances produced by the locomotives can be positively gut-wrenching for the passengers. The smoke fills the carriages, seeping in through every crack and tiny hole in the coachwork, and some people claim that riding on the underground railway can be bloody hazardous to a person's health. That's about all I know, sir.”

      “Some of what you say is quite true, Bert, but there's more to it than that. The government is committed to seeing a great expansion of the underground railway system. It already carries millions of passengers every year, and has revolutionised the movement of the labour force around the city. Workers can now travel into and out of the city, to and from jobs they might never have obtained before the coming of the railway. Yes, there are still those who doubt the long-term future of the railway, and those who tell of so-called choke damp as being a terrible affliction travellers place themselves at risk of catching if they use the system regularly, but the Metropolitan is here to stay. Not only that, but the company has plans to expand the system so that it reaches even further afield, into the suburbs and beyond. Before long, it will be possible for workers to travel into the city from country villages and towns, and vice-versa, of course. Think of the economic virtue of such expansion, and what it may do to assist in the growth of the industry of the nation.”

      “Sounds like you're an expert in the workings of the Metropolitan Railway, sir.”

      “I'm telling you what I know, and what I've read in The Times in recent months, Inspector, nothing more.”

      After hesitating for a few seconds, Madden then went on.

      “Well, there is something more, in fact, though what I'm about to tell you is completely confidential. You may, at some point in the investigation, reveal this to your sergeant, but only if you feel it to be a necessity for him to share this knowledge, understood?”

      Not sure what the chief inspector was about to reveal, Norris could only nod in agreement, and shifted in his chair, slightly uneasily. He had a feeling he wasn't going to like what he was about to hear. Madden opened a drawer in his desk, and extracted a slim brown file. Placing it on his desk, he opened it and removed a single sheet of paper, covered, as Norris could see from his side of the desk, in neat typewritten script.

      “Sadly,” Madden began, “there have been a number of threats made against the Metropolitan since it opened over twenty years ago. Most of the older ones can, I believe, be easily discounted as irrelevant to today's investigation. Others, however, can't be dismissed quite so readily.”

      “Threats, sir? What kind of threats?” Norris was intrigued.

      “There are people, Norris, who believe that the underground railway is not a good or proper thing as far as London is concerned. Here are a couple of examples.”

      He began to read from the paper in front of him.

      “ `Men have met their maker as a result of the greed and avarice of those who would turn the people of this fair city into denizens of the underworld. Be warned that their deaths will be avenged.' It's true that a number of workers were killed in accidents, mostly cave-ins, during the excavations of the original tunnel and some of the newer ones. This could be a valid threat from someone with revenge in mind against the company, perhaps a friend or relative of one of the dead men. `God will not allow this fiendish contraption, this infernal machine of the devil to prosper. We will bring about its ruination and force the Metropolitan Railway to cease its operations forthwith, in the name of The Almighty,' says another one. There are more, but they mostly follow the same theme.”

      “But surely, sir, these are cranks, fools and idiotic protesters with more time and ink on their hands than real intent?”

      “You're probably correct, Inspector. But, and we must be careful here, if even one of these is a genuine threat and someone has taken to murder to try and scare the good people of the city from the railway in order to force it to cease operations, or at least in a move designed to hit the company's profits, then we must be alert to the danger.”

      “Yes, sir, I think I see. But if this is a random, motiveless murder designed simply to hit the reputation of the Metropolitan railway, we are going to find it even harder to track down the killer.”

      “I'm afraid there's more. The final paragraph of this document, which was circulated to all senior officers in the Metropolitan Police, states quite firmly: `Any act of wilful sabotage, or potential wilful sabotage, violence against the person or persons of those employed by or being carried as passengers by the Metropolitan Railway, will be viewed in the gravest light by Her Majesty's government, such is the importance placed by said government on the future economic success of the underground railway and its implications for the future prosperity of the country itself. It is therefore imperative that any investigation into any such acts be carried out with extreme tact and diplomacy, with the minimum publicity being granted to the act, and with the outcome kept as close and private as can be allowed within the confines of the law.'

      “In other words, Norris, you are to keep your investigation as low-key as possible, reporting only to me, and discussing the case only with those directly involved in the investigation. That includes your wife, and even your dog. Do I make myself clear?”

      “Yes, sir, you do. I didn't realise this was such a high-profile case.”

      “It isn't, really. And that's how we have to keep it.”

      “But surely, sir, the press will be onto the murder in no time?”

      “The government has certain powers to limit press coverage of cases which are deemed a matter of national security. This will be classified as such and all editors will be instructed, under the Special Powers Act, to co-operate in a partial news blackout. There will be minimal information printed, enough to make sure that there will be no embarrassing leaks of information from anyone privy to the fact that the murder did in fact take place, but the details will be closely guarded and any press articles censored by the Home Office.”

      “Bloody hell, sir. What you're effectively saying is that I'm to be working with one hand tied behind my back, so to speak.”

      “I'm afraid so, Norris. That's the way things stand, and you'd better be extremely careful where you tread with this one. Now, I think we've wasted enough time here in the office. Your sergeant has already been despatched to Aldgate to take over from the responding officers, so I suggest you get over there post-haste and assert your authority on the situation. Remember as well that the Whitechapel Murderer is getting all the publicity and attracting massive press coverage. Let's keep it that way, eh?”

      “In other words, let the boys in Whitechapel run rings around themselves, while we keep a low profile and work in the shadows?”

      “Something like that, yes. Now, you were about to leave?”

      “Yes, sir, but, just one question?”

      “Which is?”

      “What about any witnesses? Won't they be free to relate what's happened to their families, the press perhaps?”

      “They will be taken care of too, Norris. Never fear. They will be sworn to silence under pain of prosecution. A member of Special Branch is already on the way to Aldgate to ensure they sign the necessary papers that will ensure their silence.”

      “They, whoever `they' are, seem to have this all sewn up, sir, if you don't mind me saying so. Do you really want me to find this killer, or just go through the motions and let the whole thing be buried under the carpet?”

      “We are the Metropolitan Police, Inspector Norris. You will do all you can to unearth and apprehend the killer, and then leave matters in my hands. Clear?”

      “Yes, sir. I'd better be going then.”

      Norris rose to leave and Madden stared at him for a second before standing himself, offering a handshake across the desk and saying, simply, “Good luck, Bert.”

      “Thank you, sir. I've a feeling I'm going to need it.”

      Norris took his leave of the chief inspector, and made his way on foot to Aldgate, where he knew his sergeant, and indeed his close friend, Dylan Hillman, would be waiting. What, he wondered, am I to tell Hillman?

      For the first time in many years, Albert Norris envied the role of the humble police constable who simply followed orders, did his job, and went home at the end of his shift. Whatever he and Hillman were about to become embroiled in, would, he felt sure, leave a bitter taste in his mouth. Already, the feeling that he'd be subject to political manipulation as his investigation proceeded was strong in Norris's mind. As he entered Aldgate station and headed for the crowd of police officers already gathered on the platform, he had the sensation that this case, like one a long time ago, might not really be in the best interest of his career, such as it already was.
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      As he walked along the platform towards the gathering of officers already in attendance, Norris found himself struck by an alien sensation, as though in walking from the daylight into the rather subterranean atmosphere of the station, he'd entered a new world, one with which he'd rapidly need to become familiar. His nose twitched as the smell he'd heard so much about rose to meet his nostrils. Without doubt, the combined odours of steam, soot, coal smoke and sulphur produced an all-pervading and unpleasant miasma that, Norris thought, could hardly be worth anyone taking the time and trouble to travel on the new-fangled transportation system. He'd never been tempted to try the underground railway, never having had need of it, and now, he felt even less inclined to sample its services.

      As he drew closer, his sergeant, Dylan Hillman, raised a hand in greeting. Norris waved back as he passed the deep-burgundy-red locomotive that stood quietly at the front of the death train. Norris was struck by the rather strange, ungainly appearance of the loco, its funnel taller than he'd imagined and the odd pipes at the side of the boiler, that he'd later discover were part of the unusual and unique steam condensing system particular to the underground railway.

      “Morning, sir,” called Hillman, as Norris came within speaking distance.

      “Morning to you, too, Dylan. Seems we've a bit of a rum do on our hands today.”

      “Yes, a nasty one, this, she's in there,” said Hillman, pointing at the open carriage door where the body lay. “The doctor's still in there with her. I thought it best to wait for you before allowing anyone else to touch her, or move the body.”

      “Good thinking, Dylan. Who's the doctor on duty?”

      “Doctor Roebuck.”

      “Ah, a good man. Good morning to you, too, gentlemen.” He directed his words to the other officers who stood waiting for him to complete his conversation with Hillman.

      “Good morning, sir,” both Dove and Lee echoed in unison, the two constables to their rear simply touching their helmets in salute.

      “Sergeants Dove and Lee were the first officers on the scene, sir,” said Hillman.

      “I see. Anything you can tell me, Dove? Or you, Sergeant Lee?”

      Dove replied on behalf of the two of them.

      “Not really, sir. She's dead, that's for sure, and Doctor Roebuck said a few minutes ago that she'd been stabbed, though there ain't a lot of blood in there to testify to that conclusion. The railway staff on duty say they either can't remember, or simply didn't see if any other passengers exited from the carriage she was found in when it pulled in to the station.”

      As Dove spoke, the head of Doctor Roebuck appeared in the doorway. Norris had known Roebuck for some years. He was tall, slim and every inch a medical man in speech and demeanour, and Norris knew him to be a meticulous and reliable examiner of such scenes on behalf of the police.

      “Ah, Sergeant, that's because you're not a medical man. You're expecting to see blood splashed all over the compartment, are you not, in order to bear witness to a fatal stabbing?”

      “Well, Doctor, I'm not trying to tell you your job, of course, I'm just a humble policeman, but I did think there'd be more blood, yes.”

      “Sergeant Dove, in most cases of death by stabbing, you'd be quite correct. But in this case, it would appear our murderer either knew exactly what he was doing, or simply got lucky.”

      “Meaning what, Doctor Roebuck?” Norris asked.

      “Meaning, Inspector, that the heart stops pumping blood around the body at the exact instant of death. In this case, the poor woman was stabbed directly in the heart, causing immediate massive shock, the heart ceasing to do its job, and almost instantaneous death. Consequently, the blood loss was minimal, and the small amount of blood that did leak from the wound was, for the most part, immediately soaked up by the fabric of her dress and shawl.”

      “No bloody footprints to follow, then, eh, Doctor?”

      “Not one, I'm afraid. Would you like to see her?”

      “I think I'd better. Come on, Dylan.”

      With that, Norris and Hillman stepped into the death scene, joining the doctor as he crouched over the body of the victim.

      “She's young,” said Norris.

      “Looks like a working girl of sorts. Not too poor, not too affluent, I'd say,” said Roebuck.

      “Anything on her to give us a clue to her identity, Doctor?” asked Hillman.

      “Nothing yet. But wait, what's this?”

      Roebuck pushed his hand into a semi-concealed pocket in the woman's dress and removed a piece of paper, the only item contained within it. He passed it straight up to Norris who was standing slightly to his side.

      “ `Bible Study for the Young Ladies of London, at St Giles's Church, Clerkenwell, every Thursday night,' ” Norris read.

      “Last night,” said Hillman.

      “Someone at the church might know her, Dylan.”

      “We'll need a photograph, sir,” the sergeant replied.

      “Organise it please,” said Norris. “There's no purse or handbag lying around, is there, Doctor?”

      “Sorry, Inspector. She had nothing with her at all, unless the killer took it with him. Listen, if there's nothing else you want here, can I have the body removed to the mortuary? I can get on with a full autopsy then, as the law requires.”

      “Of course, Doctor, you can proceed with the removal. Please let me know what you discover as soon as you've completed the post mortem examination.”

      “Yes, I'll do that,” Roebuck replied. He stepped from the carriage, back onto the platform and scurried off to summon the mortuary assistants to remove the body.

      “Inspector?” a voice called out from the platform, and Norris leaned through the doorway in response to the call which emanated from Sergeant Dove.

      “Yes, Sergeant. What can I do for you?”

      “The railway people want to know about the trains, sir.”

      “What trains?”

      “The line re-opens in less than an hour, sir. There'll be thousands of people wanting to come down here to catch trains to work and so on. Do we let them in, or close the station, or what?”

      Norris thought long and hard before replying, his mind fixed on the warning he'd received from Chief Inspector Madden. Keep it low-key for now, he thought.

      “Tell them they can open for business as usual. But I want this train moved to a siding or whatever, and the carriage sealed so that only we can access it until we're done with the investigation of the murder scene. Has the man from Special Branch arrived yet?”

      “Already here, sir. An Inspector Small. He's been talking to the railway employees, as he didn't want to disturb you while you were making your examination of the carriage.”

      “Very thoughtful of him, I'm sure.” Norris smiled at the sergeant. “I'd better go and have a word.”

      He's in the station master's office, sir.”

      “Thank you, Dove.”

      Ten minutes later, Norris re-emerged from the stationmaster's office. Inspector Small, a rotund and slightly bellicose fellow who Norris took an instant dislike to, had obtained signatures from the railway employees which would ensure they didn't blurt out the story of the murder, unless of course they sought a place behind bars in one of Her Majesty's prisons. Norris was uncomfortable with such coercion, but knew there was nothing he could do to prevent it. Far bigger fish than he had their hands in the pond, and he was, despite being in charge of the investigation, nothing more than a political pawn in this game, of that he was sure.

      Rejoining Hillman, who was organising the removal of the train from its current position with the day supervisor, who should have relieved the unfortunate Belton some hours ago, Norris took a last look inside the carriage.

      “There's nothing more for us here, Dylan,” he said, gruffly. “Come on, leave Dove in charge of the scene. We've got work to do elsewhere.”

      “Where are we going, sir?”

      “Why, Sergeant Hillman, we're going to church!”
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      Sadly, the site of St. Giles's church no longer exists in the modern world in which we live. The hundred years and more that have elapsed since the underground killings have seen the eradication of many streets and once common landmarks from the old city of London. Such, as seems too often the case, is the price of progress and urban growth. Anyone visiting the site today would find nothing more architecturally exciting than a large, sprawling, underground car park, topped with nothing more salubrious than a small parade of shops, serving fast food, selling motor parts, or second-hand clothing.

      At the time of our story, however, St Giles's remained a beacon of Christian virtue within its local environment, its spire rising to tower over the streets around its position on the corner of Bremner Street (now sadly vanished) and Victoria Road. Each Sunday, its pews would be filled with pious Victorians, both from the middle class community it mainly served, and those from the lower echelons of society, servants and menial workers who lived on the periphery of local society. Even those who worked long, gruelling hours on the most tedious and back-breaking work imaginable, would somehow find the time to garb themselves in whatever constituted their `Sunday Best' clothes, and would spend their Sunday mornings, or evenings perhaps, on their knees, praying to God and listening to the sermons preached from the pulpit, that would invariably warn of the dangers to their immortal souls, from all manner of sins.

      Sexual promiscuity always ranked high on such lists of forbidden pleasures, as the Victorian ethic of propriety and abstinence showered down from myriad pulpits around the country every Sunday. Such words appeared to have little effect on the poorer members of society, however, evidenced by the burgeoning population of the great capital of the British Empire. Even so, the prospect of eternal damnation would far outweigh the chance of a few extra hours in bed on a Sunday, even if such a luxury were available to some. The church would resound to the sound of up to two hundred voices raised in praise of the Lord, as hymns were sung with great gusto and feeling. After the service, the congregation would go home filled with the self-righteous piety of the Victorian generation, the belief that they were indeed the children of God, and that they would find eternal peace and happiness as long as they followed the instructions of that most revered member of society, the minister.

      After leaving Aldgate, Dylan Hillman hailed a passing cab and he and the inspector joined the ever-growing early morning throng of traffic as London, and Londoners, awoke from their slumbers, and the business of grinding out another day's existence began in earnest. The few clouds that had greeted the dawn were clearing from the sky, and the streets of the city became suffused with a warmth unusual for the time of year. Norris hoped that the mortuary attendants had worked swiftly to get the corpse of the murder victim to the morgue before the heat began to affect it. The cabbie dropped them off on the corner, about a hundred yards from the entrance to the church, allowing the two men the chance to stretch their legs a little before entering the building.

      Albert Norris and Dylan Hillman arrived at St. Giles's, not far from Farringdon Street underground station, just as the minister in question, the Reverend Martin Bowker, dressed in his usual attire of black frock-coat, his white dog-collar prominent against his sombre black shirt, stepped through the heavy oak doors and appeared on the outer steps of the church. He was taking the morning air, or so it appeared to the approaching detectives.

      “Good morning, gentlemen,” he said cheerfully as the two men drew nearer.

      “Good morning to you, too, sir,” Norris replied. “May we have a word with you?”

      “God's house is always open and, as his servant, I'm always ready to hear from members of his flock,” the minister replied, smiling benignly at the two detectives.

      “I'm Detective Inspector Norris, this is Detective Sergeant Hillman, from New Street, and I'm afraid it's a matter of police business, rather than God's work, that we wish to discuss with you, Reverend…?”

      “Bowker, Detective Inspector, Martin Bowker. I thought I didn't recognise you two gentlemen as being members of my regular congregation. Please, shall we step inside the church and discuss whatever you wish to see me about, out of the public gaze?”

      “Yes, thank you, sir. A good idea.” Norris replied.
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      Ten minutes later, while seated on one of the church's rear pews, Norris and Hillman had jointly given the vicar of St. Giles's as much information about the events of the previous night as they deemed it necessary for him to know. It was time to find out if he knew the dead woman.

      “She had this in a pocket in her dress,” Norris said, showing Bowker the Bible Study advertisement that Doctor Roebuck had discovered on the dead woman.

      “Ah, I see. This is the reason you came to see me. I was beginning to wonder, Inspector. You think she may have been a member of my congregation, perhaps even one of my Bible Study Class?”

      “Why else would she be carrying one of your leaflets?” Hillman asked.

      “My dear Sergeant, anyone in the parish could have got hold of one of those. See…” He pointed to a set of wooden pigeonholes affixed to the wall of the church porch. “There are dozens of those leaflets placed in there, where it is quite easy for anyone to simply enter the church, pick one up and take it with them, without me or anyone else even knowing they've been here. As I said before, God's house is…”

      “Always open,” Norris completed the vicar's sentence. “Yes, that's all very well, Reverend, but, does the description I've given you remind you of anyone in your congregation?”

      “Well, we did hold a class last night, and there was a woman in a green dress present. Do you have one of those modern photographic images, perhaps? I'd hate to send you on a wild goose chase to the wrong place, especially if I'm wrong and you find whoever it may be alive and well. What a shock they might receive, to think you believe them to have been the victim of a violent murder!””

      This was one of the occasions Norris hated. Dealing with men of the cloth could be frustrating at the best of times. Their self-righteousness could be annoying to a practical and level-headed investigative mind, so Norris thoughts ran. Now, the vicar's sensibilities were beginning to grate on the detective.

      “Reverend Bowker, I assure you we will be diplomatic and sensitive about any information you provide us with. As for a photographic reproduction of the deceased, that will be dealt with at the mortuary. For now, you must base your identification solely on the description we've given you. I know it's not much, but surely there can't have been many ladies present dressed in similar attire last night?”

      “Yes, well, there was such a lady here last night. It was, I believe, her third or fourth visit to the study class.”

      “Do you have a name for us, sir?” asked Hillman.

      “And perhaps an address?” added Norris.

      “I believe her name was Clara Forshaw, Inspector, and I understand she held a secretarial position with the Bellhaven family, who, I believe she mentioned once, live in the Holborn area. Clara was very pretty, and intelligent and even helped me out with some administrative tasks in respect of the study class, such was her kindheartedness.”

      “Do you mean Laurence Bellhaven?” asked Norris, his ears pricking up at the mention of the name.

      “In all likelihood, one and same,” the minister replied.

      “You know the man, sir?” asked Hillman, a note of surprise in his voice.

      “Let's just say I know of him, Sergeant.”

      “I'm sorry. Does the name cause you some disquiet, Inspector?” asked Bowker.

      Norris's demeanour appeared to have changed almost instantaneously at the mention of the Bellhaven name and his reply to the minister ensured a speedy end to the interview.

      “I thank you for your time, Reverend Bowker, and for the information, which I'm sure will be helpful. We must now check and see if the lady in the carriage was indeed the secretary of Mr. Bellhaven, so, if you will excuse us, Sergeant Hillman and I must go about our business, and leave you to yours. Come, sergeant, we have much to do.”

      With that, Norris led Dylan Hillman from the church, leaving a rather befuddled and confused minister in their wake. On the street outside St. Giles's, as they made their way to the nearest cab rank, Hillman grabbed his inspector by the arm, causing him to stop in his tracks.

      “Bert, come on, talk to me. We've worked together for a long time, and been friends long enough for me to know when something's rattled you. What's the significance of this Laurence Bellhaven character? Is there something I ought to know about him?”

      “I'm sorry, Dylan,” Norris replied. “Yes, there is something you need to know, not just about Bellhaven, but about this bloody case we've been saddled with. Let's get a cab first, then it's time I gave you a few details about what we're dealing with.”

      Hillman knew Norris well enough not to question him further on the open street. Instead, they waited the two minutes it took for them to find a cab, whereupon Norris ordered the driver to take them back to New Street police station.

      As they rattled along the cobbled streets, with the sounds of the horse's hooves, the cab's wheels and the sundry sounds of a now fully awake London encroaching on the interior of the cab, Norris decided that they had enough privacy for him to begin. It was time for Dylan Hillman to share some unpleasant facts.
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      “Bloody hell, Bert! What have you got us into this time?” asked Hillman, five minutes later.

      “Don't blame me, Dylan, old chum. I have to follow orders, just the same as you.”

      “But, you're basically saying that we have to conduct an investigation, quietly and without ruffling any feathers, and without letting the public know any of the details of the case?”

      “Well, not many details, anyway. The Chief, and those in authority above him, will see to the press blackout, using the Special Powers act. They can do that, though I've never heard of the act being used in a case like this before. We have to do the best we can, and hope we can catch this bastard quickly and quietly. As the Chief said, the murders in Whitechapel are taking up the front pages of the press every day, and the public clamour for an arrest in that case will deflect any public interest away from our case. One woman dying on a train isn't going to push the Whitechapel Murderer off the front pages, is it? I've heard they've even got a so-called vigilance committee in Whitechapel now, sending out street patrols at night, in addition to our official police patrols. I don't think Abberline and his boys will be too happy about that.”

      “Hang on, Bert. You said, `one woman dying on a train'. Don't you mean, murdered on a train?”

      “I've a feeling the press report will be doctored a little to reflect what I just said, Dylan. Nothing to do with me, but that's the way I see it happening. They can't deny that something happened last night. Too many people will have noted the police presence at Aldgate, so they'll doubtless cook something up for the press to release. You mark my words.”

      Hillman whistled through his teeth. He understood right away that they were involved in a case that could have far more serious ramifications than he could possibly have ever imagined.

      “And Laurence Bellhaven? Who is he, Bert, and what does he have to do with the case? You couldn't get out of that church fast enough, once the vicar told you who he thinks the victim worked for.”

      “Listen, Dylan. I told you about the document Madden showed me, right? Well, the paragraph at the bottom, the one that gave the instructions for the handling of any incidents of this particular nature on the underground railway, was signed by the Metropolitan Police Commissioner himself, with instructions that any such incidents would require the powers-that-be at Scotland Yard to liaise with the railway company's director of operations, Mr. Laurence Bellhaven, or his successors.”

      “Bloody hell,” said Hillman. “So we really might be in a very tricky situation if that is his personal secretary lying on a slab in the morgue.”

      “I'm telling you, Dylan. This bloody case is getting more perplexing and potentially more political by the hour.”

      The cab slowed, the driver calling down to announce that they were arriving at the police station.

      Leaving Hillman to pay off the cabbie, Norris stepped briskly up the steps that led into the station and made straight for the office of Chief Inspector Madden. Hillman caught up with him just as after he'd knocked on the door and received a loud “Come in,” from within the room beyond.
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        * * *

      

      The two men emerged from the office of Chief Inspector Joshua Madden fifteen minutes later. The chief inspector had expressed surprise at learning of the potential connection between the victim of the previous night's murder and a senior member of the Metropolitan Railway's management.

      “This certainly casts a grim face on things, Inspector,” he'd said. “This definitely makes me think there's a connection between the killing and a possible threat against the railway. I appreciate you bringing me the news before going to the Bellhaven home. That shows you appreciate the gravity of the situation.”

      “Actually, sir, I came back to the station to obtain his address. All I know is that it's in the Holborn area.”

      “Hmmph,” the chief grumbled. “Yes, well, you were still correct to come back and report to me. This is a sensitive case, as I told you.”

      Norris and Hillman left the chief's office and used the police's own copy of the local electoral roll to locate the address of Mr. Laurence Bellhaven. Ten minutes later, seated in yet another cab, they were on their way once again, their destination being the Holborn home of Laurence Bellhaven.

      “Do you think he'll be at home at this time of day?” asked Norris, as the cab rattled along the now busy London streets.

      “Probably not, Dylan,” Norris replied, “but I'm sure Mrs. Bellhaven will be in the house, and the servants, too. There's bound to be someone there who can recognise the description of the dead girl. We can always catch Bellhaven himself at the company offices if we need to, after we've spoken to the family.”

      As their cab drove into the elite and salubrious area that contained the homes of many of the local members of affluent society, the streets themselves took on a cleaner, less cluttered appearance. There was far less in the way of horse dung present on the road surfaces, and the cobbles themselves were rather more even, giving their cab a smother ride than in the previous few minutes. Looking through the windows of the hansom cab, the two men could see pristinely painted lamp posts, their glasses clean and polished and what appeared to be new, or nearly new, gas mantles in each of them. Clearly, this would be a well-lit neighbourhood by night, in contrast with some of the meaner, less affluent areas of the city, Whitechapel springing clearly into the mind of Norris. The man who was currently terrorising the poor unfortunates of that particular borough would find it extremely difficult to achieve similar results here on Lewisham Place.

      Some twenty minutes after leaving the police station, the cab pulled up right outside the front steps of the Bellhaven home. Norris and Hillman stepped from the cab and looked up at the house, which rose from the ground like a pristine white testament to the wealth of its owner. The impeccably painted brickwork glinted in the morning sunshine, the brilliantly lacquered black-painted front door with its ornate brass knocker and door handle contrasting starkly with the gleaming white of the building itself. On either side of the four steps that led to the front door, two columns rose four feet upwards from the pavement, each adorned with a reposing lion, painted in shining gilt, casting a golden glow over the steps as they reflected the sun's rays. Norris knew these Georgian-styled homes. Despite being situated on the busy thoroughfare of Lewisham Place, he was well aware that to the rear it would possess a large, well tended garden, with perhaps a kitchen garden, where Bellhaven's private gardener would grow many of the fresh fruits and vegetables that doubtless formed a large part of the family's diet.

      “Nice place,” said Hillman.

      “Give me my little terrace any day,” Norris replied. “I'd hate to have to pay for all the painting and polishing that keeps this place looking the way it does.”

      “Ah, but then, if you had his wealth, you probably wouldn't miss the money he spends on keeping it like this.”

      “Very true, Dylan, very true.”

      Norris's knocking was answered in double-quick time by a smartly uniformed butler. After introducing themselves and stating the reason for their visit, the man, who gave his name as Roland Soames, showed them into the parlour. Less than a minute after they'd entered the room, they were joined by Laurence Bellhaven himself, who was clearly not, as Norris supposed, busily engaged in company business at his office. Tall, slightly overweight, though immaculately dressed as though for a board meeting, his full beard and sideburns giving him the look of the captain of an ocean-going clipper ship, Laurence Bellhaven appeared every inch the wealthy and successful business man that he indeed was.

      After introductions were exchanged, Norris wasted no time in getting down to business.

      “Good morning, sir. I had imagined that you'd be at work today.”

      “I should be, Detective Inspector, but my private secretary, who lives on the premises, failed to return to the house last night. Aside from the inconvenience to my work schedule, her disappearance has caused my wife to worry about the girl's safety, a worry I share to some extent.”

      “Have you reported her failure to return to the police, sir,” asked Hillman.

      “No, Sergeant, I have not. I believe it is not unusual for the police to ask people to wait at least twenty-four hours before assuming a person to be missing?”

      “Quite correct, sir,” said Norris. “However, we have reason to believe that your secretary may have met with a violent death some time last night, whilst travelling home on the underground railway.”

      Bellhaven appeared to pale with shock at Norris's words.

      “Death? You mean the poor girl has been…?”

      “Murdered, sir. Yes, we do. Was her name Clara Forshaw?”

      “Yes, Inspector, it was. But how…? Where…?”

      “She was killed by a single stab wound to the heart, and her body was found in a carriage at Aldgate Underground Station in the early hours of this morning.”

      “Oh God, poor girl. At the station, you say?”

      “Yes indeed, sir, though we don't know for certain if she was killed in the carriage or perhaps murdered elsewhere, with her body simply left there to be found. Tell me, was she wearing a green dress when she left home last night?”

      “I don't know. Perhaps one of the servants or my wife saw her leave. I was at my office until after seven p.m. and she'd already gone out by the time I returned home.”

      “Perhaps my sergeant could go and speak to the servants while we talk?”

      “Yes, of course. Please, Sergeant, feel free. You'll find Soames in the Butler's Pantry, along the hall on the left as you leave the room. He'll help you find and speak to the staff.”

      “Thank you, sir,” said Hillman as he left the room.

      “Do you know where Clara went last night, Mr. Bellhaven?” asked Norris, as soon as they were alone.

      “For the last few weeks, she'd been attending a Bible study class, I believe. Clara had recently found strength in religion. She was in sore need of consolation after the death of her mother some few months ago, and the church appeared to be providing her with whatever solace she sought. I presume that was her destination last night, Inspector.”

      “I see. How long had she been your secretary, sir?”

      “My private secretary, Inspector. Clara dealt with my personal and private correspondence and also aided me in scheduling my workload, which can be quite arduous at times. She was not an ordinary secretary, concerned with taking dictation and everyday matters of trivia. In many ways she could have been more aptly described as my personal assistant. She'd been in my employ for just over two years.”

      “And to your knowledge, she had no enemies, no one who might wish her harm?”

      “Certainly not. Clara was a very proper and upright young lady, otherwise she would not have been employed in my household.”

      “Of course, sir. Were there any gentlemen friends in her life that you know of?”

      “Again, most certainly not, Inspector, for the same reasons I have already given you.”

      “She had no problems here in the house, with other members of the staff, for example, that you may have been aware of?”

      “None at all. She was, of course, not a servant as such, so she kept a distance from most of the household staff, though she would speak with them regularly and they all appeared to like her, as far as I could ascertain. You must understand that I do not take great pains to engage in long conversations with the servants, Inspector. There are limits, even in our modern, enlightened age, you know.”

      “Yes, Mr. Bellhaven, as you say,” said Norris, feeling a growing dislike for the man, who now moved from his position in front of the fireplace to take up residence in a large and comfortable armchair nearby. Norris hated those who looked down at their fellow men, simply because of the fact that some were less fortunate than others. Bellhaven slipped a little further in the inspector's estimation when he did not invite Norris to sit.

      At that moment, there came a knock on the door and Dylan Hillman walked back into the room. Bellhaven was about to say something, but Norris forestalled him.

      “Anything, Sergeant?”

      “It's her, sir, without doubt. The servants all described her perfectly and if that weren't enough, there was this.”

      Hillman passed a small photograph frame to Norris. Contained within its imitation silver filigree border was a picture of a smiling young woman, together with an older couple.

      “Her parents, sir, according to Soames. Seems her mother died recently.”

      “Yes, Mr. Bellhaven has informed me of her family tragedy. So, the identity of our victim is confirmed, Mr. Bellhaven. I must ask you if you believe this crime could have been perpetrated as part of some twisted scheme to hurt the Metropolitan Railway, by perhaps frightening people off your trains and thus hitting your profits?”

      Bellhaven appeared to pause in thought for a few seconds before answering.

      “I see where you're heading with this, Inspector, and yes, perhaps that is the intention of whoever has committed this terrible crime. Poor Clara. I grieve for her, I really do, but even you must realise that it would take far more than one isolated incident of violence on the underground railway in order for any such event to have any lasting effect on the profits or the running of the Metropolitan.”

      “That's precisely what I'm afraid of, sir,” said Norris, gravely.

      “You don't mean…?”

      “Oh yes, I do, sir. I mean that this may only be the beginning of a campaign of terror targeted against your company.”

      “But that's monstrous, Inspector! No one could be that mad, that wanton, to do such dreadful things simply to force us out of business.”

      “You've received many crank letters over the years, from those who see the railway as the devil's work, or as a destroyer of streets and houses for its new tunnels, thus making the poor even poorer and so on. This could be someone who has decided to take their angst a stage further than mere letter writing.”

      “But, even if that were true, Inspector, the killer cannot know of the government's total support for the expansion of the underground system, or the pains it has gone to in order to ensure that events such as this will receive nothing in the way of sensationalist publicity, as I must assume you know. Further killings would avail him nothing.”

      Norris had wondered if and when Bellhaven would bring up the special measures he himself had learned of only that day.

      “True, sir, but, as you say, he may not be aware of it and, as a consequence, those very measures may serve only to fuel his anger, if he feels his actions are being neither reported to the public, nor having the desired effect upon the company.”

      “You speak eloquently of the dilemma, Inspector. Either way, there is a risk of further killings, but surely, you and the good sergeant here will be doing all you can to apprehend this vile monster before he commits any further atrocities?”

      “We shall indeed, sir,” Norris replied, “but, for now, we have little to go on, and without being able to appeal for public or press support, we may well find our efforts hampered by such constraints as we must work under.”

      “Then, Inspector, I wish you well in your endeavours, and now, if there is nothing else, I must go and inform my wife of this sad news, and I do have work that must be done. Sad as I am at Clara's demise, her loss will be truly felt not only in terms of her place in this household, but in terms of the fact that my personal workload has just doubled with no one here to assist me in its execution.”

      Norris knew when he was being summarily dismissed. Bellhaven had answered all the questions he was going to, at least for the time being.

      “Yes, of course, sir. Sergeant Hillman and I will be on our way. As you rightly point out, we have much to do, and I'm sure you are as anxious as we are to see Clara's killer brought to justice.”

      “Yes, Inspector, quite so. Now, if you will excuse me?”

      Bellhaven rose and strode across to a small bell-push set into the wall beside the fireplace. He pressed the white button to summon the butler, Soames, who appeared in seconds and was instructed to see the detectives out.

      Norris and Hillman both felt far more comfortable in the cleaner, fresher air of the street than they had in the almost stultified atmosphere that pervaded the home of the wealthy, but probably very boring, Laurence Bellhaven. On that point, they were both agreed. As to the next step in their investigation, however, neither man could, at that point, see where their next move lay.

      “It's as if she was killed by a wraith, Dylan. There's no footprints, very little blood, the carriage doors were closed when she was found, so whoever did it must have casually exited the carriage without fear of being discovered. Her employer saw her as a paragon of female virtue, by all accounts. She was a churchgoer, and had no known enemies, male or female, as far as Bellhaven can tell us. If it wasn't for the connection to Bellhaven and the Metropolitan Railway, I'd be tempted to see her as the random victim of a lunatic.”

      “I suppose there's a chance of that, Bert. Her connection to Bellhaven could be a horrible coincidence.”

      “Oh yes, and since when did you and I start believing in coincidences, my dear old chum? Next stop, The Spotted Hound, Dylan. We've got some serious thinking to do.”

      Dylan Hillman groaned, inwardly. When Albert Norris suggested his favourite pub in the middle of the day, Hillman knew that such thinking was about to be followed by a serious headache. If there was one thing that Norris could do with far greater aplomb than the sergeant, it was to hold his ale with little if any ill-effects. Still, orders are orders, he thought, as Norris hailed the first passing cab that came their way.

      It was only the first day and so far, the investigation was not going too well, and that, thought Hillman, was a bloody great understatement.
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      The all-pervading smell of the mortuary assaulted the nostrils of the two men as they entered the autopsy room, where Doctor Roebuck was just completing his post mortem examination on the remains of Clara Forshaw. For once, Dylan Hillman felt a sense of gratitude towards his inspector for having dragged him along to The Spotted Hound in the middle of the working day. At least the effects of the three pints of ale he'd consumed went some way towards alleviating the overwhelming queasiness that usually accompanied a visit to the autopsy room. Even so, he still felt a wave of nausea as the odors of disinfectant, blood, and human entrails rose to greet his nostrils as he and Norris entered and drew closer to the table where Roebuck stood over the body, apparently impervious to any malodours that may be present.

      Hearing their approach, the doctor looked up and hailed the two detectives.

      “Gentlemen, good afternoon. I'm just finishing up here.”

      “Hello again, Doctor Roebuck,” Norris replied. “I'm hoping you've found something that may be of help to the investigation?”

      The two men now stood close to the table, waiting for the doctor to reveal the results of his examination. Roebuck, experienced not only in his work as a police surgeon, but also in his dealings with Albert Norris, wasted no time in coming to the point.

      “Very well, Inspector, Sergeant. I'll give you the results of the post mortem examination as they stand at present, though I see little reason why anything may change in my final report. First of all, the victim…”

      “We've identified her as Clara Forshaw, Doctor, aged twenty-three,” Norris interrupted.

      “I see,” said the doctor, before continuing. “The victim, Miss Clara Forshaw, aged twenty-three years, was, until the time of her death, a healthy and well-fed young woman. Her organs show none of the signs of malnutrition or disease that one might expect to find in the poorer members of our society. Her teeth do show signs of minor decay, but that is not unusual.

      “Ascertaining the cause of death was not difficult. As I hazarded a guess on my first examination of the body, Miss Forshaw was despatched by a single stab wound to the chest, which instantly perforated her heart. Death would have been almost instantaneous. Of course, the heart ceases to pump blood as soon as it is stopped, which explains the lack of any significant amounts of blood at the scene. What there was, I also rightly assumed, was soaked up by her clothing, as you can see.”

      He pointed to the young woman's clothes, which had been removed and neatly laid out on an adjoining table. As he'd indicated, her chemise, the upper part of her dress and her shawl bore bloodstained marks, consistent with the doctor's findings.

      “Any guesses as to the type of weapon used?” asked Hillman. His nausea passed as he concentrated on the sad and pathetic naked corpse laid out before him, the chest and abdomen laid open by the surgeon's knife. Dylan Hillman never would get used to the sight of those brought to an untimely end by the use of violence. He'd become a policeman precisely because he hated violence and wanted to do something to counter the criminal element of society who all too readily resorted to such means.

      “The weapon, Sergeant Hillman, in my estimation, was a long-bladed knife, perhaps about five or six inches in length. The entry wound appears clean and there are no signs that the weapon had any serrations on its edges. It's my guess that the killer may have used a very sharp and thin kitchen knife, the type used in thousands of homes across the city, which I know doesn't help you a great deal.”

      “It was too much to expect you to be able to tell us exactly what the weapon was, Doctor,” Norris interjected. “Please go on.”

      “Yes, well, as I was about to say, there was one single stab wound, which penetrated the chest cavity and went directly into the heart. The poor girl would hardly have known what was happening. There were no signs or evidence of sexual assault, as I'm sure you would have asked me in a moment or two. She certainly wouldn't have suffered a great deal, if that's any consolation to her family…”

      “I doubt her father will take much consolation from anything we tell him. His wife, Clara's mother, died only a short time ago,” said Norris.

      “He doesn't know yet?”

      “We've only just found out who she is, Doctor. I wanted to speak to you before tackling that particularly unpleasant task.”

      “Mmm, yes, of course, Inspector. Anyway, you might not want to tell him the other thing I found, that might, on the other hand, be of great interest to you and the sergeant, in terms of your investigation.”

      “Go on,” said Norris, intrigued at the physician's statement.

      “Take a look at this, gentlemen.”

      Roebuck led the two detectives across the room to another, smaller table, where a metal dish stood, its contents obscured by a thin muslin cloth. As he removed the cloth, Norris's eyes bulged in surprise. Hillman's previous nausea returned and he was forced to place a hand over his mouth to prevent an involuntary urge to vomit.

      Lying in the dish, in a small pool of blood, was a forlorn-looking, five to six inch long foetus.

      “She was pregnant!” Norris exclaimed.

      “Bloody hell,” added Hillman.

      “From the size of the foetus, I'd say somewhere in the region of three months,” the doctor informed them.

      “This puts a whole new complexion on the case, wouldn't you say, Dylan?” said Norris, turning to his sergeant, who could hardly take his eyes off the miniature human being, now as deceased as its mother, lying pathetically in that lonely-looking, cold, impersonal mortuary dish.

      “Oy, did you hear me?” Norris nudged him.

      “What? Eh? Oh yes, sorry, Bert. Yes, I heard you. I think it definitely puts a new slant on things.”

      “I thought you'd find it interesting,” said Roebuck.

      “It certainly is, Doctor,” Norris replied.

      “She wasn't married,” Hillman added, “so it's possible this wasn't some random killing after all, or one aimed at the railway in particular.”

      “My thoughts, exactly, Sergeant,” said Norris. “We need to find the girl's lover, whoever he was. If he was a married man, or one who was in no position to support her and a child, we could be looking at the real motive for the girl's murder.”

      Doctor Roebuck stood back as he listened to the two men, and the excitement that had crept into their voices.

      “Anything else I can do for you, gentlemen?”

      “I don't think so, Doctor Roebuck, unless you can give me the name of the man who made her pregnant.” Norris smiled, for the first time that day. The doctor had at least given them something that could provide an alternative motive for murder, a line of inquiry that didn't necessarily add up to a crime directed primarily against the underground railway.

      “What now, Inspector?” asked Roebuck, seeing the look on Norris's face that spoke of a determination to get things moving, and fast.

      “First, the sergeant and I have to pay a call on the girl's father. He deserves to know what's happened before we go any further.”

      “And then, sir?” asked Hillman, almost anticipating what his inspector was about to say.

      “Then, Dylan, old chum, we go back to Lewisham Place. I think it's time we had a rather more detailed chat with each and very member of the Bellhaven household. Someone, one of the staff perhaps, has to know something. The girl was three months pregnant, for God's sake, and I want to know who was responsible, and fast!”
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      Locating the home of Clara Forshaw's father hadn't proved a difficult task. The Bellhaven's butler, Roland Soames, had previously informed Dylan Hillman that the man ran his own small bookstore, situated in the middle of a small parade of shops in a side street somewhere off Clerkenwell High Street.

      Arriving on the high street, the detectives took less than five minutes to locate the store, easily identified by the sign that read M. Forshaw, Rare and Antiquarian Books. The two men knew the type of premises well. The store would be rented, and the family, such as it was now reduced to, would live in accommodations immediately above the business. Not quite the affluent façade or trappings of the home of Laurence Bellhaven, but, Norris concluded, as he opened the door, setting a bell ringing to announce their arrival, one that suggested an honest and hardworking aspect with regard to its proprietor.

      Norris's first impressions on entering the store were the smells of polished wood, emanating from the bookshelves and shop counter, and the unmistakable odour of the leather bindings of the many books that lined the shelves. There was also a faint, musty scent of dust, which Norris assumed would be coming from some of the older, less saleable books on the shelves that spread over all four walls of this literary emporium.

      Within seconds of the over-door bell announcing their arrival, an interior door at the rear of the shop swung open and the proprietor stepped forward to greet them. The man was aged around fifty to fifty-five, his head bald in the centre, but with wispy white tufts of hair clinging almost precariously to the sides. He was clean-shaven and gave off an air of studious professionalism as he approached Norris and Hillman. Despite the apparent cheeriness of his greeting, Norris could see, in the man's eyes, a great sadness within, and now, here he was, about to add to the burden of the man's grief so soon after the loss of his wife.

      “Good morning, gentlemen. How can I help you today?” he asked of his visitors.

      The next ten minutes proved to be traumatic for the detectives and even more so for the recipient of their terrible news.

      “You must be mistaken, Inspector. My daughter is so young. She cannot be dead!” Merton Forshaw protested, as denial at first refused to give way to reality.

      “I'm sorry, sir, her identity has been confirmed. The dead woman is Clara, your daughter.”

      “Oh, God, please help me!” the man suddenly sobbed, holding his head in his hands as he did so. “I lost her mother but a short time ago. She was so beautiful, as was Clara, who took after her in so many ways.”

      “I'm so sorry, Mr. Forshaw, I really am, but I need to ask you something rather delicate. It is very important.”

      “Delicate? Delicate, you say? My daughter is dead, you tell me, Inspector, and you speak of delicate? There can be nothing delicate about what has transpired, and whatever you need to ask of me in order that you may find the beast that has brought this evil deed upon her, and this grief to me, you must ask.”

      Norris felt great respect for the man who stood quietly sobbing in front of him. In the midst of his personal trauma, Merton Forshaw had an inner strength that Norris mentally applauded. This man, he knew, would do anything to help the police find the killer of his daughter. Sentimentality would be pushed to one side until he had done what he could to help the inspector in his investigation.

      Sadly, that determination showed signs of rocking when Norris mentioned Clara's pregnancy. Even Forshaw's stoic determination to assist the police visibly wilted a little, as his face registered the shock and shame that such an event normally provoked in polite Victorian society. He soon regained a modicum of composure, however, and was unable to offer any help on the subject. His daughter, to the best of his knowledge, had no close gentleman friends and the fact of such a pregnancy was more than a surprise to him. Clara, he assured them, had always been a `good girl' and he knew her recent affiliation with the church and religion would have certainly given her cause for guilt at such an eventuality, assuming, as he put it, that his unworldly offspring was even aware of her `condition', as he delicately put it.

      By the end of the interview, it was clear to Norris that, despite his desire to be of assistance, there wasn't much Merton Forshaw could tell them that might be of help. Clara would regularly visit him on Sunday afternoons, her day off, having spent the mornings at church. They would take a walk together, usually in the nearby park, where Clara loved to watch the ducks and swans that resided on a small island in the middle of the ornamental lake. She would always take her leave of her father a little after six p.m., after which she would return to her room at the Bellhaven home, where she would prepare herself for the coming working week.

      According to Forshaw, his daughter had little or no time for men friends, as her days and evenings were spoken for almost exclusively with work, church, or reading. Like her father, she had a passion for books and would happily spend hours reading in the privacy of her room, to the exclusion of even the company of the other members of the household. Norris's final words to Forshaw were instructions on how to go about the business of obtaining his daughter's body from the mortuary in order to arrange for a Christian burial. The finality of those almost clinical instructions were enough to leave Forshaw, head bowed, and shoulders hunched, in a posture of abject despair.

      Leaving the sad and heartbroken man alone with his thoughts and his collection of musty, dust-gathering books, the two men once more stepped into the outside world, where the warmth of the sun contrasted with the rather grim and dingy interior of Forshaw's book store. As they stood on the pavement, surrounded by the hubbub of the gathering crowds that made up the typical high street scene on any given day of the week, Dylan Hillman made an observation that Norris had rather hoped he'd pick up on, much as he had.

      “You know, Bert. What he couldn't tell us about Clara almost gave us as much information as if he'd given us chapter and verse of her daily movements.”

      “Go on, Dylan.”

      “Well, if Clara was such a good girl, and her time was spent working, praying, or reading, it kind of leads us away from the thought of her having a lover somewhere outside of work, don't you think?”

      “I was hoping you'd deduce that, too, old chum. That's where my thoughts were led, as well. If she had no time for a liaison outside of work and church, then the father of her child has to be located in either of those two locations. Agreed?”

      “Can't be any other explanation as far as I can see,” Hillman concurred.

      “You know, Dylan, I have to say that it's looking more and more as if this isn't a crime against the Metropolitan Railway, and could be something of a far more personal nature.”

      “Doesn't help the dead girl much though, does it?”

      “True, sergeant, very true.”

      “So, where next, then? Church or the Bellhaven residence?”

      “On the basis that the vicar of St.Giles's should be above reproach…”

      “Ha!” Hillman interjected.

      “Oh, shut up, Dylan. As I was saying, unless one of the congregation is our man, I think we stand a better chance `closer to home', if you know what I mean. I think we should begin at the Bellhaven home and talk in-depth to every male servant in that household.”

      “And Laurence Bellhaven?”

      “Oh yes, we'll have words with the great man himself, never fear, old chum.”

      “We're not going to have time to do both today, Bert. Time's marching along, you know.”

      “Don't worry, Dylan. We'll do the Bellhaven house today, and the Reverend Bowker can wait until tomorrow. After all, it's as he said, isn't it? God's house is always open. I doubt he'll be too far away when we want to speak to him.”

      “Do you mean God, or the vicar,” asked Hillman facetiously.

      “Well, both, I suppose, Dylan,” Norris replied. “I'll take all the help I can get on this case, and if the Almighty cares to lend a helping hand, then who am I to turn him down? Anyway, that's for tomorrow. Let's make tracks and get to the Bellhaven house. I'd like to get this done with and actually get home to my wife sometime before dark tonight, if that's at all possible. It's been a bloody long day so far.”

      “You can say that again,” the sergeant replied. “Hey, look, here comes a cab. Shall I hail it?”

      “You need to ask?”

      In seconds, the detectives found themselves seated in the rear of yet another hansom cab as it carried them back towards the Bellhaven residence. Norris allowed himself to hope that they just might be on the verge of finding something concrete in their search for Clara Forshaw's murderer. At the same time as that inkling of optimism crept into his mind, he cautioned himself, mentally, against jumping to conclusions. After all, hadn't he got things badly wrong once before in his career? And hadn't that mistake wrought tragic consequences?

      Norris tried to shake off thoughts of the past as the cab rattled along, but even so, his mind was in a kind of fug as they drew up outside the pristine, white-walled home of Laurence Bellhaven for the second time that day.
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      “Preposterous! I refuse to believe such slanderous lies!” Laurence Bellhaven thundered, at the news of his deceased personal secretary's pregnancy.

      Once again, they stood in Bellhaven's parlour, having been ushered in by Soames, the butler, who quickly left the detectives alone with his employer.

      “I assure you, there is no mistake, Mr. Bellhaven. The sergeant and I have seen the evidence for ourselves.”

      “But, Clara was a good girl, Inspector. How could such a thing have happened?”

      “She won't have been the first young woman who fell for a few smooth words, or who was influenced by an older, perhaps married man into believing he was in love with her. Maybe she thought he'd leave his wife for her, he refused to do so, and he killed her when she threatened to reveal their affair to his wife.”

      “Or maybe she just fell for the wrong man, someone her own age, who got her pregnant and then refused to take responsibility for her and the child,” added Hillman.

      “Yes, but either way, what has this to do with me, Inspector?”

      “Quite simply, sir, we need to speak to all the men she came into contact with on a regular basis, and that includes your staff. How many males do you have in your employ?”

      “Apart from Soames, there are only two. Nicholson is my valet, and we have a gardener, Abraham Peacock. He only works here three days each week. He has another position as gardener with one of my close neighbours, Mr. Travis Wilde.”

      “How old are the two men, and are they married?”

      “Nicholson is twenty-four or five, I believe, and betrothed to be married to a girl in service at the Wilde house, as it happens. Peacock is at least a hundred years old. I jest, of course, but he is a venerable old soldier who served his country for many years and now lives a quiet life tending the gardens he loves so dearly. He certainly can't be your man, inspector.”

      “Even so, I need to speak to each of them. And Soames, your butler.”

      “Ah yes, Soames, of course. He is married to my cook. They have both been in my employ for over ten years, and both are excellent at their jobs. Mrs. Soames is a simply wonderful cook. My wife would not be without her, running the kitchen and producing such wonderful meals for us every day of the week.”

      Norris cast a glance at Hillman, who caught the meaning of his look right away.

      “Are Mr. and Mrs. Soames happily married, Mr. Bellhaven?” Hillman asked.

      “What? Well, how should I know? I suppose they are. They've been together a long time, as far as I'm aware, Sergeant.”

      “That's no guarantee of fidelity in my experience,” said Norris, darkly.

      “That's a ridiculous suggestion,” Bellhaven went on. “Soames would never do such a thing, I'm sure of it. Adultery is not something I could ever see him being capable of.”

      “Even so, we must speak with him and the others, as soon as possible, Mr. Bellhaven.”

      Laurence Bellhaven at last acquiesced to Norris's request and quickly summoned Soames, giving him instructions to make both Nicholson and Peacock available immediately to the detectives. “And you can use the kitchen for the interviews. Please, keep it brief, Inspector. I'm sure Mrs. Soames will want to begin preparations for dinner very soon.”
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      “Well, that wasn't very productive, was it, old chum?” said Norris, as the last of the male Bellhaven servants, Peacock, the gardener, left the kitchen, leaving the two detectives seated at the large kitchen table. They'd learned very little that would be of help from the interviews with the three men.

      “I'd have to agree with that, Bert,” Hillman replied. “Bellhaven was right about old Peacock, for sure. I doubt the old boy has had a sexual thought in his head for years. He's too devoted to his dahlias, foxgloves and the cabbages in the kitchen garden to even have time to think about young women less than half his age.”

      “And Soames?” asked Norris, inviting his sergeant's opinion once more.

      “Ah, yes, Roland the butler. Well, I have to say that of all three, he's the one who showed the most emotion with regard to the girl's death. Though I have to say, I think that had more to do with him looking at her in a fatherly light, rather than a lustful one.”

      “I agree with you, Dylan. He appears to oversee the whole household in just such a fatherly fashion, quite rare in a butler nowadays, I think. I've a feeling our Mr. Soames may harbour the odd socialist tendency in that quick and obviously intelligent brain of his. He certainly seems keen on improving the lot of his fellow workers, and genuinely seems concerned for their welfare. Unless I'm mistaken, I'd also say he's very much in love with his wife. His eyes sort of shone each time he mentioned Mrs. Soames.”

      “I suppose he could have had a short dalliance with the girl, if she got very close to him and mistook his fatherly supervision for something more?”

      “I don't think so, Dylan. Upright and honest as the day as long, I'd say.”

      “And you don't think young Basil Nicholson could be our man either, sir?”

      “Oh, come on, Dylan. That young fellow might be engaged to a young lady along the street, but have you ever seen such a blatantly effeminate example of manhood in your life? That betrothal is purely for cosmetic purposes if you ask me, a cover to disguise his true sexual predilections, though I doubt the young lady in question has even thought of it that way. I don't think it will be too long before our boys will be finding young Basil in the arms of some other young fellow in a house of ill repute and he'll end up behind bars for his inclinations, you mark my words.”

      “So, what's next?”

      “Now we go back and talk to Bellhaven again, and his wife.”

      Laurence Bellhaven had left the house, bound for the company offices, by the time the two detectives left the kitchen. The ever-efficient Soames did, however, arrange for them to speak to Mrs. Bellhaven, who, he informed them, would see them in her private sitting room, which stood just along the hall from the parlour where Bellhaven had received them.

      As the detectives entered the room, Florence Bellhaven rose from the soft, chintz-covered armchair in which she'd been sitting. Norris estimated that the woman was at least ten years younger than her husband, perhaps more, but, even so, she had a gaunt and haggard look about her. Norris hoped it was a reaction to the death of Clara Forshaw that had rendered her in such a condition. He'd hate to believe that Mrs. Bellhaven was such an unhappy soul that her current demeanour was a permanent state. The woman, in truth, looked positively wretched! She was dressed in black, as befitted a state of mourning, and her blonde hair was tied in a rather severe bun, reminiscent of Her Majesty Queen Victoria herself. Her blue eyes appeared dull, almost lifeless, as though the very life, her vitality, had been drained away by either the current, or some other, personal tragedy.

      “I'm so sorry, Inspector. I should have spoken to you earlier but I'm afraid I quite fainted away on hearing the terrible news about poor Clara.”

      “That's quite understandable, Mrs. Bellhaven. This is Sergeant Hillman, by the way.”

      “Good morning, Sergeant. Welcome to my home.”

      “Thank you, Ma'am,” said Hillman.

      Norris took up the conversation once again.

      “Mrs. Bellhaven, may I ask if you were particularly close to Miss Forshaw?”

      “Not close as such, Inspector. She was my husband's personal secretary, after all, and it wouldn't do to become over-friendly with an employee, as I'm sure you understand.”

      “But, you were on good terms with her?”

      “Oh, yes. Clara was a very upright and respectable young lady. On occasions, if she wasn't too busy with work on my husband's behalf, I would invite her to take tea with me, and we would discuss matters of the day, books and, lately, religion, to which she was particularly committed.”

      “So I understand. But did your conversations ever stray to the subject of men, particularly men friends that Clara may have had?”

      “Oh no, Inspector! That would not have been proper conversation for two respectable ladies.”

      “And would it be a surprise to you to learn that Clara was three months pregnant at the time of her murder?”

      At that, Florence Bellhaven looked as though she were about to faint again. Her legs appeared to lose their strength and the woman sagged back towards the armchair she'd so recently risen from. Dylan Hillman moved quickly to her side and politely took the woman's elbow in his hand, solicitously guiding her to the chair, where she sat and began to sob quietly into a white linen handkerchief she'd pulled from the sleeve of her dress.

      “I'm sorry if that came as a shock to you. I thought your husband just might have mentioned it before leaving the house.”

      “My husband tells me very little, Inspector,” Florence confessed and, in those few words, Albert Norris read much about the life of the woman who sat in front of him. Florence Bellhaven might live in a large house, with all the trappings of wealth and status around her, but he recognised a lonely and perhaps neglected wife when he saw one.

      He imagined Florence and Clara, mistress and secretary, enjoying almost clandestine conversations and social intercourse while Bellhaven himself was absent from the house, enjoying whatever manly pleasures he chose to indulge in. Now, he believed he understood the reasons for her wretched and doleful appearance. Laurence Bellhaven had lost his personal secretary, but Florence, whether she cared to confess it or not, had in all probability lost perhaps the only friend she was likely to be able to make within the household. A personal secretary was, after all, not one of the household servants and therefore sat a rung or two above the likes of Soames and young Nicholson.

      “I see, Mrs. Bellhaven,” Norris replied. “If there's nothing more you can tell us which might throw some light on this tragedy, then I think we'll leave you now.”

      “Thank you, Inspector. You're most considerate, but there is one question I'd like to ask you, if I may?”

      “Of course.”

      “Do you think that poor Clara may have fallen foul of that vile monster who is stalking the streets of Whitechapel?”

      “I don't think that's a possibility at all,” he replied. “There is nothing to suggest such a connection. The methods of the two killers are too different for us to even consider a link between Clara's murder and that of the unfortunates murdered so horribly in Whitechapel.”

      Florence Bellhaven quickly thanked Norris for his consideration and apologised for being of little help, at which point he and Hillman took their leave of the woman, leaving her to her thoughts in her own private sitting room, where Norris though she might also be constructing her own private hell.

      “There's something I don't like about that house, Dylan,” he said to Hillman, as their cab rattled its way back to New Street. “There's an air of repression about the place.”

      “I felt that, too, but isn't that the way with lot of these upper crust nobs? All propriety and stiff upper lip and no bloody feelings, no emotions?”

      “You're probably right, Dylan, old chum. Trouble is, no matter what we might think about the Bellhaven household, we've learned very little today that's helpful in trying to track down Clara's killer.”

      “Yes, and what about old man Bellhaven just sauntering off to the office like that, as if we weren't even there?”

      “The great man probably thought he'd said all he had to say to the likes of us, and had better things to do in keeping the bloody underground railway running. Never mind about the death of one young woman. God forbid that it should interfere with the Metropolitan Railway, Sergeant, yes indeed, God forbid.”

      “So, what do we do now?”

      “Now, we return to the station, report to Madden, and then, Dylan, I'm going home to my wife. She'll be wondering where I am, after me disappearing this morning at the crack of dawn. I'll be lucky if the dog remembers who I am. I suggest you go home, too, and get some rest. Maybe tomorrow we'll get a break, when we visit the good reverend at St. Giles's.”

      On returning to New Street Police Station, Norris was saved from making his report to his superior officer by the fact that Chief Inspector Madden had been called to Scotland Yard an hour earlier, and wasn't expected back at New Street until the following day. Norris assumed the chief inspector's summons had something to do with the Forshaw case, but, in the absence of any message being left for him by Madden, he instructed Hillman to go home. Norris himself left the station a short time after his sergeant and trudged wearily home, where he was welcomed by an over-exuberant Billy the terrier, who certainly hadn't forgotten his master, and a worried-looking wife. Betty Norris knew her husband well enough to be certain that he wouldn't have spent so long at work unless he was involved in something big. Well aware of Chief Inspector Madden's instructions that morning, Norris could only tell Betty that he was investigating a murder, and that for reasons of internal security, he was forbidden from discussing any matters relating to the case with anyone, friend or family.

      “Well, that's a fine kettle of fish, I don't think,” said Betty, after trying every method she knew to force her husband into revealing details of the case he was working on. “I'm your wife, Albert Norris, and if you can't trust me, then who can you trust?”

      “Sorry, Betty. Like I said, I have my orders.”

      “Hmmph,” said Betty. “I'll bet you've been drafted in to that damned Whitechapel Murderer case.”

      Before he could answer, she added, “It's alright, you don't have to say yes or no. I know when I'm beat. Did you see the evening paper before you came home, by the way?”

      “No, why?” asked Norris, relieved that Betty hadn't given him too hard a time.

      Betty passed the evening edition of The Star to her husband.

      “More about the Whitechapel murders, is it?” asked Norris.

      “Oh no, the front page is full of that story, of course, but look here.”

      Betty pointed to a short article on page five, having already opened the paper at the relevant place. Norris read: The body of an unidentified woman in her early twenties was discovered today by staff at the underground railway station at Aldgate. It is thought that the woman may have suffered a heart attack shortly before the last train of the night pulled in to the station. Every effort is being made by the police to identify the woman so that her next of kin can be informed of her untimely death.

      So, he thought, that's all they think Clara Forshaw's death worthy of. A few lines that don't even go so far as to ask the usual; anyone with any information should contact the police.

      He looked up at Betty.

      “What about it, Betty? There's not much of any interest in this, is there?”

      “Oh, it's just that when I first saw it, I thought maybe it had something to do with why you were called from your bed so early this morning. Aldgate is on your manor, isn't it, Bert?”

      Norris knew then that Betty had worked it out. She wasn't stupid. They'd been married long enough for her to be able to read him like a book, and she was also very aware of police procedures and the way things worked at New Street.

      “I won't tell if you don't,” she winked at him. “Just tell me, and I'll shut up. Are you working on this case, Bert?”

      He nodded silently, thinking that if he didn't actually say anything, Madden could never accuse him of talking out of turn.

      “And there's more to it than the article says, isn't there? Those few lines are a load of rubbish. Anyone with half a brain and knowledge of how things work in the police force could work that out, Bert.”

      “Yes, Betty, and that's all I'm allowed to say, okay?”

      “Okay, Bert. As long as you know you can talk to me if you need to. I can understand some cases are a bit sensitive and this must be very sensitive indeed if Madden's forbidden you to speak to your own wife about it.”

      “Betty!” he implored.

      “I promise. I'll not say another word,” she replied. “Now, how does meat and potatoes with some nice fresh carrots sound for your tea?”

      The rest of the evening passed quietly in the Norris household. Betty was as good as her word, and never mentioned another word about the case. Norris went to bed a little after eleven and he and Betty snuggled together in a loving embrace that helped wipe the trials and tribulations of the day from Norris's mind. Tomorrow, he thought, we may just make some progress. Before he could think anything else, sleep claimed him and he was soon snoring gently beside Betty, with Billy the dog snoring far louder, but in tune with his master, on his blanket at the bottom of the stairs.
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