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        MINE SHAFT COLLAPSES IN SOUTH AFRICAN DIAMOND FIELD

      

      

      
        
        A recent tragedy at the Bloedberg Mine outside Kimberley revealed the limits of modern scientific approaches to diamond mining. Mineralogists have long posited that shafts could be extended into the shale layer beneath the hard pack soil surrounding the Orange River, providing access to the rich fields of diamonds formed there at the dawn of time.

      

        

      
        The management of the Bloedberg Mine was the first to put that supposition to a practical test. Despite warnings from local engineers and the resistance of Tswana miners, Mr. Jacob Randall excavated the deepest shaft ever documented—to an astonishing 620 meters below the surface of the earth. The shaft was built in record time at the extraordinary cost of one million pounds sterling. It is accessed by way of a winding gravel road through the sprawling Diablo camp, where 200 migrant workers live and toil.

      

        

      
        The new shaft, called Diablo, opened in March and was soon yielding substantial finds like a rough stone measured at 80 carats and significant veins of ore. Shifts were doubled this month after accidents depleted the workforce. “It’s hell down there,” said one worker who refused to give our correspondent his name. “You hear unnatural sounds. You see things no one should see. I ain’t going back.” These rumours reflect local unease with the history of this site, which translates to Blood Mountain in English. Fifty years ago, a small party of Voortrekkers was attacked and massacred here by British mercenaries on leave from Port Natal.

      

        

      
        This extraordinary triumph of man over nature came to a sudden end last week when the shaft collapsed with a crashing reverberation that was felt miles away. Forty workers were pinned below and several rescuers said they observed a glowing yellow stream of sulphurous vapour escaping from the deepest section of the mine, along with a howling noise. An investigation will be held in May. Lord Rutherford, owner of the mine, has removed Randall from his post and plans to oversee the investigation himself.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      “Lucy. Come. Come to me now.”

      It is her mother calling. She must obey the summons.

      Lucy does not think. Instead, she rises quickly from her bed, pushes back the curtains, and unlatches the window. Rain pelts her face, runs down her neck, and wets the bodice of her nightclothes. She feels none of it.

      Lucy closes her eyes. She knows what she must do. She will be reunited with the woman who gave birth to her. Finally. She has been waiting for this moment her entire life, to be with her mother and see herself reflected in the love of her mother’s eyes.

      Lucy throws her arms wide. She feels as if she can fly into the night. And yet, what is that sound? There’s a scurrying underneath the window. She senses something scaling the wall beneath her.

      A flash of lightning sizzles through the sky close by. Lucy opens her eyes, just as the brilliant light is fading.

      A boom of thunder like bursting cannonballs rattles the window.

      Lucy instinctively steps away.

      The scurrying gets louder. Something that has been climbing the wall enters her room. It stands before her.

      Lucy gasps. It is the figure of a man. He is tall with ice-blue eyes that bore into her soul, pinning her to the spot. His white-blond hair reminds her of an animal in a storybook—a wolf, she thinks. But it is his skin, slick with rain and deathly pale, that sends a chill traveling from the roots of her hair to the very tips of her toes.

      “Lucy, come,” he says in the same voice she’s been hearing in her dreams. Her mother’s voice, but not her mother’s figure.

      She shakes her head slightly. No. This cannot be.

      “Lucy, Lucy,” the creature says, in a singsong, mocking voice. Then he throws back his head and laughs, a sharp howling sound like the hyenas Lucy has seen at the London zoo.

      A single tear escapes Lucy’s eye. She stands firm and does not brush it away.

      “Who are you?” she asks in a shaky voice.

      “That is not the question.” His voice is deeper than she expected with a hint of an accent. “The question, dear Lucy, is who are you to become?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      Whitechapel, August 31, 12:30 a.m.

      

      In the Frying Pan pub, on the corner of Thrawl Street in London’s East End, Polly Nichols pours the last of her doss money down her throat.

      Inside the pub, it’s warm and noisy. Outside, it’s cold and dark and damp. Polly doesn’t want to go outside. She’s been sleeping rough the last few nights, and tonight she’d planned on sleeping at Wilmott’s lodging house with the other women who could earn enough for a bed. She vastly prefers the single sex lodging house to some of the others that allow men and women. And anything is better than the workhouse where she’d been confined for several months.

      Polly entered the Frying Pan with enough doss money for three nights at Wilmott’s—if she could have held on to it. But the demon drink was too much for her tonight. Her compulsion has been getting stronger and stronger. She can no longer control it. At one time, she could stop just before oblivion overtook her and reason left her entirely.

      Not tonight. She hands her last three pennies to the bartender for a large glass of gin and throws caution to the wind. She needs the release that comes with alcohol. It relaxes her limbs and frees her mind momentarily from the harsh reality of her life—begging for money, tramping on the street, or going back to the workhouse. When she drinks, the world opens up to possibility. Good luck is just around the corner.

      She’ll figure out the money and find a bed somehow. She always does.

      Polly stands up to leave and the floor lurches to the left. Then to the right. She realizes she might be sick and holds her hand to her stomach. Slowly, she regains her balance and walks out into the inky night.

      Just outside the pub, Polly presses her hand to the slick stone wall to steady herself. She’s hungry is all. She’s not had anything to eat but a bit of bread and tea yesterday morning.

      Polly closes her eyes and leans against the cold, damp wall. She needs to rest for a bit and stop her head from spinning. She can still hear the sound of laughter from inside the pub, and for a moment, she instinctively turns back towards the warmth and light before remembering she has no money. She can’t go back inside.

      Could she return to Wilmott’s and beg for a bed from the deputy lodging-house keeper? She will. She just needs to rest first. She’s so tired she could sleep standing up. She hears a man’s snickering voice as he leaves the pub. He calls out something lewd to her. Polly must move soon if she’s not to get more verbal assaults—or worse. She reluctantly opens her heavy eyelids.

      Polly is no longer young, no longer pretty. Her long brown hair is streaked with gray, and her face shows the years she’s spent sleeping rough on the streets, punctuated by stays at the Lambeth workhouse. She may be alone at night and drunk, but she is not a woman who would trade her body for a few shillings.

      After a few minutes, Polly rights her black straw bonnet on her head as best she can. She’s quite proud of this jolly bonnet. It was given to her by her last employer, the kindly, though strict, Mrs. Cowdry. Perhaps she shouldn’t have left her position as servant, but she could no longer abide the abstinence from alcohol that her employer insisted on. Nor could she stomach the Bible reading and church services. She was as imprisoned as she ever had been in any workhouse.

      When she left the Cowdry home, Polly took goods and clothing, enough to pawn and give her lodging for a couple of weeks, but they are long gone now. Only the bonnet remains. She’ll have to sell that too to get money for a bed, though it’s unlikely she’ll be able to sell it at this late hour.

      Polly feels the cold seep into her bones from the stone wall. The thick East End fog slithers against her skin and threatens to engulf her. She pulls her brown overcoat closer around her to keep out the damp and, unsteadily, begins to walk. The steel tips of her men’s boots echo on the street as she walks in the direction of the lodging house.

      Polly is barely aware of the other rough sleepers out tonight. Her eyes glaze over at the many men and women sleeping on cold stone steps or in the recesses of doorways. She only pauses briefly when she sees a few children, shoeless, bundled together in a heap to keep warm.

      Images of her children, the five who lived, come flooding back. She can still feel the weight of her last baby in her arms, and a single tear escapes her eye. She thinks of William, the handsome man she married at eighteen. How happy they were then. It was a long time ago. Just one more time, she’d like to feel William’s strong arms around her, leading her to bed, telling her he loves her.

      But no, that could never be. William had started carrying on with their harlot neighbor. How dare he fall in love with someone younger and prettier after she bore his children? It was intolerable to be married to him and feel his lack of love for her. What woman could bear it?

      She walked out and left them—eight years ago now. Another lifetime ago. She feels a spark of anger rise in her chest at the harlot who stole her husband. What could she do? Stand by and watch herself be replaced?

      Polly shakes her head to dislodge the memories, the good and the bad. She does not want to think about the family she once had and lost. She has chosen her hard path.

      The church clock strikes one as Polly teeters towards Wilmott’s lodging house. She pauses every few feet to steady herself and gather the strength to carry on.

      Finally, she reaches Wilmott’s. But when she knocks and shouts to wake the deputy keeper, he shoos her away. No credit tonight.

      Polly Nichols is turned out. Where can she go? She follows Whitechapel Road towards the White House, the lodging house on Flower and Dean Street that allows men and women to sleep together. It is not the doss house she prefers, but at least there she can perhaps barter her bonnet for a bed and rest her bones.

      Despite the fog and chilly night air, Polly feels just as intoxicated as she was when she left the pub. She had more glasses of gin than she could count. Her limbs are as heavy as anchors.

      Polly has been on her own for many years, and endured more hardship, heartbreak, and hard work than many women in her forty-three years. She’s not easily afraid. Yet suddenly, she feels a dark sense of foreboding.

      “Polly?”

      Out of the fog, a figure appears before her. Polly steps back and almost trips. Then she connects the familiar voice with her friend, Ellen Holland.

      “Aye, Ellen. What are you about so late this night?” Polly slurs her words. She can’t make her tongue work the way she wants.

      “There was a fire on Shadwell dry dock, and I’ve been to see it. Quite the spectacle it was. Flames shooting high into the air. Ships called from all over to the harbor to help put out the fire. Where are you off to? I’m going to Wilmott’s. Will you come?”

      Polly shakes her head. “Nay. Not me. I’m going to White House now. I won’t go back to Wilmott’s.”

      Polly won’t be humiliated again a second time by being told she can’t sleep at Wilmott’s. She has her pride. It was her pride, and her bruised heart, that caused her to leave her family, after all. Polly is the one who leaves—not the one who gets told to go elsewhere.

      Ellen tries to convince her friend again to go with her, but Polly waves her off. She needs to keep walking or she will fall down from drink and exhaustion right there on the corner of Whitechapel Road and Osborn Street and never get up.

      The clock strikes half past two. After one last appeal, Ellen wishes her good night, and heads off.

      The night has gotten even darker. Polly stumbles through the thick fog, feeling her way. When she’s in her cups, she sometimes gets the Whitechapel streets confused, but she’ll find her way, eventually. She mustn’t stop. Mustn’t take a rest.

      When she gets to Buck’s Row, it’s so dark that Polly feels as if a black cloak has been placed over her eyes. She’s carried around a blackness inside of her for so long and now it’s outside of her too.

      She hears a rustling sound and peers into the darkness. A chill goes down her spine, despite the large Ulster coat she wears.

      “Who’s there?” she calls out.

      Polly feels more than sees a presence close by. Is someone following her?

      She wills herself to pick up speed, but her legs won’t obey her brain. She’s more awake now and sobering up. Her heart beats faster. The color rises to her face with the exertion. She has a sudden memory of William stroking her hair and her face, softly, gently, when he was in love with her.

      She hears a lone howl and turns around. She can’t see. She hears a rustling sound but no footsteps. Is it a man or a beast closing in on her?

      “Help me,” she tries to scream. But the words won’t reach her lips. Besides, there is no one to help. Polly is alone. Truth be told, other than a brief period in her marriage, she’s always felt alone. There’s another sharp howl. Then a flash of silver illuminates the darkness. In an instant, Polly Nichols sees no more.

      

      
        
        East London Advertiser

        Saturday, September 1, 1888

      

      

      
        
        GREAT FIRE AT THE LONDON DOCKS

      

      

      
        
        A fire broke out shortly before 9 o’clock on Thursday night in one of the huge warehouses of the London Docks. The docks were closed as usual at 4 in the afternoon, and there are then few persons except the night policemen and firemen left on the premises. At about half-past 8, a smell of fire was noticed and shortly afterwards there was an immense burst of flames from the top of one of the vast buildings right in the centre of the docks.

      

        

      
        The volume of the fire was terrific, but at 9 o’clock the authorities of the fire brigade had heard nothing of the occurrence. Shortly afterwards an alarm was given at the Whitechapel Station, and the officials of the brigade instantly ordered every steamer to proceed to the scene, and the circulation of the news amongst the other stations caused steamers to be sent on from every district in London.

      

        

      
        On arrival of the engines it was found that a fire of enormous strength was raging in the upper floors of a great building about 150 yards long and half as broad. The flames could not have broken out in a more dangerous part of the docks than the site of this fire—the South Quay Warehouses. They were crammed with colonial produce in the upper floors, and brandy and gin in the lower floors. Through the great iron-barred windows the fire could be seen raging like a furnace, and the enormous tongues of bluish and yellowish flames which constantly burst up with great roars pointed to the fact that spirits were aiding the progress of the flames.

      

        

      
        Gradually steamer after steamer was got to work, for it was seen that only a great body of water would subdue the fire.

      

        

      
        By 11 o’clock the fierceness with which the fire was burning began to be diminished, and presently the firemen were able to circulate the official “stop” message, stating that the two top floors of the provision warehouse had been nearly burned out and part of the roof destroyed. At midnight, however, the great force of firemen and extinguishing appliances were still at work.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      Mayfair, August 31, midnight

      

      Lucy Rutherford leaves her father’s house wearing only a thin white gown. It is long past the hour of the night when any virtuous woman would be out of doors at all. With silk slippers on her feet, she glides down the front marble steps of her family townhouse in Mayfair and is swallowed by the dense London fog, which wraps her in its chilly embrace.

      Lucy shudders against the night air. She is unaware of her movements. Her body is propelled by a force larger than herself. Her eyes are fixed straight ahead, yet she sees nothing.

      It’s the voice calling to her again. A sweet voice. A woman’s voice that whispers inside her head, “Come, Lucy. Come now.” She must obey.

      She was just an infant when her mother died, but Lucy knows this is her mother’s voice. All her life she’s longed to be held by the woman who gave birth to her, to have her mother stroke her hair, kiss her cheek, tell her she is loved.

      How is it possible that tonight of all nights, her mother is calling her?

      Lucy doesn’t pause at the next street corner but continues to follow the beckoning voice down far away from the safety of her father’s house. With every step she takes, the voice gets louder and more insistent.

      The moon is hidden behind thick fog tonight. No other pedestrians are out at this early hour of the morning. They are all home and snug in their beds, as Lucy should be.

      Suddenly a cry, a howling sound, cuts through the air. Lucy stops. Shivers. Someone or something is in pain.

      Lucy knows she must hurry to the voice now. Her slippers are soiled. Her gown is wet with moisture. “Wait. Wait for me. I am coming,” she whispers. There is no response.

      Onward Lucy continues her journey through the streets of Mayfair, propelled by some dark force. She is unsure of her destination. She only knows she must obey. Soon she is far from the glowing gas lamps of Mayfair and is lost in the blackness of the night.

      

      
        
        Morning Advertiser (London)

        September 1, 1888

      

      

      
        
        A horrible murder was discovered early yesterday morning in Whitechapel. Constable John Neil on his beat discovered the dead body of a woman lying in Buck’s Row. Her throat was cut from ear to ear, and she bore other wounds of a revolting description. The body has been identified as that of Mary Anne Nichols, who was formerly a domestic servant, but who has lately been living a wandering life. No arrests have been made.

      

        

      
        The particulars of the latest dreadful murder in the East End of London will horrify the public. The outrage is almost unequalled in the annals of crime. It is fiendish in conception and revoltingly cruel in execution. Our civilisation is a wretched mockery while crimes like this are committed in our streets.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

        

      

    

    
      Mayfair, September 1

      

      “There are to be no more nocturnal wanderings,” Lord Rutherford pronounces at breakfast. “I forbid it. Lucy, you are not to leave this house.” His voice rolls down the table like thunder to where his daughter is seated.

      Lucy says nothing. Tea and toast lie untouched before her. Her father’s plate is heaped with kippers, eggs, and sausage; the morning papers, freshly ironed, are at his elbow.

      There’s no point in challenging her father when he’s in such a foul mood. And more often than not lately, his lordship is in a foul mood.

      Lucy had not planned to walk in her sleep. She’s had strange dreams for several weeks—dark, disturbing nightmares she cannot remember when she wakes. But last night was the first time she rose and actually left her bed. She has no memory of where she went. But this morning, she feels a weariness in her limbs and mind, and a new presence inside herself. As if she’s not quite herself but inhabited by someone—or something—else.

      It was only by sheer good fortune that she was brought back to her house last night unharmed and still unaware. Lucy had been found by her maid, Sally, who’d gone outside to see if she could view the fire at the docks; supposedly, it lit up the night sky. Sally was walking back to her employer’s home when she unexpectedly came upon Lucy on Mount Street.

      Shocked, Sally guided her mistress home. Lord Rutherford was not home late last night when Sally raised the other servants. His Lordship was only made aware of the commotion this morning.

      Lucy would have preferred to keep her rambling secret from her father. She herself isn’t sure what to make of it. One moment she was in bed, the next she recalls being led up the stairs back to her bedroom by Sally.

      Indeed, she feels as if the entire incident happened to someone else.

      “And you are not to read the papers nor any of those sensationalist novels you’re so fond of. Indeed, that may be the root of the problem, Lucy.” Lord Rutherford shoves the papers away, where they’re picked up by a servant. “You are too excitable. That is the long and short of it. You’re at a delicate age, and I should have insisted on a new governess when Mrs. Parker left us. I can see now that you need looking after. You need a woman’s influence. But for now, I’ll find a doctor to come and examine you. In the meantime, you are to rest and calm your nerves. I’ll have Sally see to it.”

      Lucy’s nerves are calm, but she does not resist her father. Yes, she was the one who insisted at the ripe age of eighteen that she was too old for another governess when hers found a new position closer to her ailing mother.

      Lord Rutherford is right on one account. Lucy keenly feels the lack of female companionship. She’s had a series of nannies and governesses, yet none of the maternal love she has so desperately wanted. Not one of the women her father employed has been what she would call motherly.

      It’s time for Lucy to enter into society, yet Lord Rutherford has always been too busy with politics to attend to his daughter. Now, as Home Secretary, he is busier than ever. He had talked recently of shipping her to the country, to stay with his sister. But Lady Dorothy is unmarried, unwell, and uninterested in taking on the job of introducing Lucy to society. Nor is she willing to help her niece find a suitable husband, having never been successful in that endeavor herself.

      Suddenly the pocket doors open, and Lord Rutherford’s butler enters, bringing him a note on a silver tray.

      Her father reads it, then rises from the table, pushing his plate, still half full with his breakfast, aside.

      “What is it, father?”

      “Nothing that concerns you, my dear. I have urgent business. You are to rest until I can summon the doctor.”

      Lucy has no intention of resting. Despite her late-night sleepwalking, she feels well enough. But her interest is piqued by her father’s abrupt rise from the table. She too waves away her breakfast and follows him quietly out of the large dining hall.

      Fortunately, Lord Rutherford does not turn around but walks directly towards his morning study.

      Lucy lingers in the hallway and prays that no servants spot her. She presses herself against a wall behind the central staircase. From her hiding spot, she sees two men. One is certainly a police constable because he’s in uniform–dark woolen trousers and blue-black tunic with large, shiny buttons down the front. In his hand is a police cap.

      The constable seems to sense Lucy’s presence and turns to look at her directly. Lucy blushes, both from his gaze and from the first thought that passes through her mind–that he is young and somewhat handsome. Thankfully, the constable does not give her away but turns his back, blocking the others from seeing Lucy. Is this intentional?

      Lucy recognizes the voice of the other man: Sir Charles Warren, Chief Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police. Lucy has met Sir Charles several times before; he comes frequently to the house to meet with her father. She likes the Commissioner, with his bushy flaxen mustache and kind grey eyes. He always makes polite conversation with her. Compared to Sir Charles, Lucy has been nowhere and seen nothing. And yet, every time she exchanges pleasantries with the man, he asks about what she’s reading and seems genuinely interested in her life.

      The three men enter her father’s study, and the door is shut.

      Glancing around, Lucy thankfully does not see Sally or any of the other servants. She is hoping her maid has gone up to her bedroom, thinking Lucy is there.

      Dare she proceed further? Lucy tiptoes to her father’s study and places her ear against the door. She thinks of her father’s orders at breakfast. No, she will not go quietly to her room and rest.

      The men’s voices are muffled through the thick oak door. Lucy presses closer.

      She hears the sonorous voice of Sir Charles and then another, younger voice that must belong to the police constable.

      She catches his name. Neil. She blushes again, wondering why she should care.

      Lucy can only make out certain words. Butchery. Knife. Killer. The police constable is talking, describing something. Lucy wishes she could hear him clearly, but she cannot.

      It’s frustrating to be always on the outside looking in. She’s had this feeling her entire life—that she’s being kept at a distance from the world, almost as if she’s so fragile she would break otherwise and must be kept locked away under glass.

      Her father has only tried to protect her, she knows, but from what? Life itself? Lucy understands that it must have been terribly hard for her father to lose his wife days after Lucy was born. And that Lord Rutherford fears that he’ll lose her too somehow.

      “Nonsense,” she wants to tell him.

      Lucy is so wrapped up in her own thoughts she doesn’t realize at first that the voices have stopped. The next thing she knows, the door swings open with Lucy on the other side of it. She flattens herself against the wall and holds her breath, as if that would make her invisible.

      It does not—the police constable spots her. Thankfully, he closes the study door so the others do not see her in the hallway.

      He’s older than Lucy first thought, and not as handsome as Sir Charles, if she is to compare. The constable has a mustache too, not nearly as bushy. His hairline is receding in a V-shape, but his eyes are a warm brown and filled with amusement as he beholds Lucy.

      “Miss Rutherford, I presume?” His voice sounds Irish, lilting.

      Lucy flushes. He is standing close to her.

      “Constable Neil at your service,” he says, bowing slightly. “Your eavesdropping is safe with me.”

      With that, he tips his police cap at her and takes his leave.

      Lucy stares after the constable, momentarily at a loss for words. The man isn’t handsome, she tells herself. Not really. Her face feels warm. She must get to her room before her father or Sir Charles emerges and catches her standing there.

      Upstairs, she restlessly paces around her room, chafing at her father’s pronouncement that she’s too excitable and nervous. Hah! She’s nothing but bored here, entombed in this large townhouse with only the servants for company. No wonder she is struck mute by the sight of a strange man in her house.

      Lucy circles the room again, picking up the final volume of the triple decker she’d borrowed from Mudie’s Library. She is tired of Mrs. Oliphant. Mr. Gissing might be more like it, but her father would certainly disapprove of novels called The Odd Women or The Nether World.

      As she tosses the book aside, her mind settles on something her father said at breakfast. She whirls around and presses the button installed over her dressing table. Lord Rutherford has a passion for new inventions, and enough money to indulge that passion, so he recently installed electricity in his home. Now Lucy can summon a maid with a simple touch. She waits impatiently, crisscrossing the thick Oriental carpets layered on the floor.

      “Sally, my father will have finished with the morning papers by now,” she says when the maid appears. “Please bring them all to me.” Lucy puts some extra imperiousness into her voice, in case the maid refuses.

      Lucy is deliberately defying her father. But there must be something particularly interesting in the morning editions if her father has forbidden her to read them.

      What’s more, there is something afoot. Not one but two policemen, if you count the Chief Commissioner, have come to speak to the Home Secretary this morning. What could this be about?

      Lucy has always had a taste for knowledge, the kind of knowledge her father specializes in. From his hushed private club to the teeming streets at the heart of the City, there’s an entire world out there that Lucy longs to know about.

      The sense that important events are unfolding elsewhere, in rooms she has never entered and to people she has never met, has grown stronger as she has come of age.

      When Sally reappears with a stack of neatly folded newspapers, looking nervous, Lucy thanks her and pounces on them. Here is the real world, delivered to her door!

      She spins back to her bed and spreads the pages across the coverlet. The Times of London, The Pall Mall Gazette, The Daily News, and The Morning Advertiser. With a sigh of satisfaction, she settles back against the pillows for an edifying day. Lucy’s stomach rumbles. She’s hungry but wants to be left alone. She’ll send for a lunch tray later.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Four


          

        

      

    

    
      Kensington, September 1

      

      “Madam?” The soft voice comes from behind her, but Maude Hepworth does not look up. Her hand continues moving smoothly across the page, the pen scratching slightly. The grandfather clock tick-ticking in the corner is the only other sound in the room.

      “Your tea.”

      Maude hears the rustle of a cambric skirt and petticoat as feet approach across the carpeted floor. Her writing desk faces the bay windows, which in turn face the back garden of their narrow townhouse on Charles Court. The room isn’t large, and the dark paneled walls make it seem even smaller, claustrophobic even.

      Two heavy armchairs frame the fireplace, one pushed slightly off center from when Edward stood up for his smoke. The mantel holds her collection of crystal paperweights. Casement bookshelves on the south wall house books all the way to the ceiling. Reading is Maude’s favorite—perhaps only—pastime. The bay window, with the delicate writing desk she chose herself, faces north. Even scrubbed clean every week, the glass allows only the weakest light through to illuminate her correspondence.

      The maid sets down a tray on the desk beside her hand.

      “Thank you, Emily.” Maude continues writing, the words flowing from her pen without any effort.

      “Madam.” The voice is even softer now, if possible. Emily clears her throat.

      Maude looks up. The maid is standing with her hands behind her back, shifting from foot to foot. Her eyes stay on the ground. “I…” She turns around to leave. “Never mind, ma’am.”

      “Whatever is it, Emily? Sit right here and compose yourself.” Maude points to an upholstered stool.

      “It’s me…my sister. She’s a thorn in my side, but she’s family. More like a mum to me than our own mum. She sang me to sleep when I was still in swaddling clothes. And she needs a place, ma’am.” She bites her lip. “I was wondering if maybe you and the doctor need someone for heavy work, like. A charwoman or laundress? She’s strong, ma’am.” Finally, Emily looks up and there is a tortured sort of plea in her expression.

      “I see.” Maude puts down her pen and considers her maid. She too looks sturdy. It occurs to Maude that she doesn’t really know this person who lives in her home. “And her character? What of that? Can you vouch for her?”

      Emily’s shoulders sag and her spine seems to curve in on itself. “Annie means well,” she admits at last.

      “I’m afraid good intentions do not make a good servant, Emily. She must work hard and be reliable, as you are. You know how stringent the doctor’s requirements are.”

      Their eyes meet for a moment and Emily rises from her stool.

      “Yes, ma’am. I do know.” She retreats back across the carpet and closes the door behind her silently.

      Maude sighs as she looks at the closed door. It’s a pity, but it wouldn’t do. She picks up the pen again.

      Condolences for your loss… Michaelmas in Devon… Wrap a flannel cloth around your neck to prevent dry coughs. Cook will send her recipe for a warm tonic… Maude turns the page over and continues, then turns it again to finish across, signing her name with an illegible scrawl. There. One down. She folds the pages carefully into the engraved envelope. Dr. Edward Hepworth. Royal Academy of Medical Sciences. 16 Charles Court. Kensington 12. She pulls the next letter from her portable secretary and grimaces, since no one is looking. Only five more to return today. Between her own family across the home counties and her husband’s relations and acquaintances in Edinburgh, sometimes there are as many as sixteen letters to write before the noon post.

      Maude lets herself pause to look out the window for just a moment. A cloud passes, and the small tended yard behind the house is briefly illuminated by a diffuse golden light. The flower beds need weeding. She will speak to Owens before Edward notices. The flagstones are well swept, she notes with relief.

      Maude feels a frisson of alarm as she thinks of her husband—and she glances around the room to check for any other abnormalities. Abnormalities is a word she learned from Edward.
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        * * *

      

      Lucy cannot banish the image from her mind of that poor woman found dead in Whitechapel. Alone in her bedroom, she read several reports in the daily papers describing how Mrs. Nichols’s throat was cut from ear to ear.

      The unfortunate woman was still warm when Constable Neil came upon her body in the early hours of the morning—the same time that Lucy herself had been wandering in her sleep. The reporter had also alluded to other “shocking wounds” upon Mrs. Nichols’s person. Is that why the police constable and commissioner came to see her father?

      And what could those wounds be? A chill runs down Lucy’s spine. To think that the person who had found poor Mrs. Nichols was here in her house. If she could, she would ask the constable: Who could commit such a heinous crime against another person, and a woman at that?

      Lucy was miles away from Whitechapel when the murder took place, but what if something like that had happened to her while she was sleepwalking? She shudders at the thought.

      In devouring the news, Lucy also learned about a fire at the docks the same night that poor woman was murdered. Were the two related somehow? Lucy didn’t see how they could be.

      Lucy hoped no one was hurt in the fire. What if she had walked as far as the docks in her sleep? Would she have woken up? Or could she herself have been engulfed in the enormous flames?

      Perhaps her father is right. Lucy needs to be cured of whatever caused her to leave her bedroom and wander into the night. And yet, though she knows nothing of the circumstances of Mrs. Nichols’s life, Lucy feels an unexpected kinship with the woman who was out in the early hours of the morning walking alone, just as she was.

      Lucy sits on her bed and closes her eyes. She’s suddenly overcome with weariness in body and mind. With her eyes closed, she feels something dark looming just out of her vision. What is it?

      “Don’t be a silly goose,” she tells herself. Is she really as impressionable as her father thinks all women are? Has her reading about the murder imprinted itself on her character and unhealthily excited her imagination? Her father would say yes.

      Lucy lies down. Her eyelids are suddenly heavy weights. She wills herself to open her eyes but cannot. The effort is too great. Her limbs sink like anchors into the bed.

      She doesn’t want to fall asleep. It is too early for bed, and yet a bone-deep lethargy has taken hold of her. Maybe the effects from last night’s walk?

      Lucy should summon Sally but cannot rouse herself. Darkness covers her mind like a thick, heavy cloak.
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        * * *

      

      Lucy wakes with a start. It’s ice cold in her room. Has a window been left open? She glances at the fireplace and sees the fire has gone out. How long has she been asleep? Where is Sally?

      Lucy looks down to find she is wearing a nightdress, but does not recall changing into one. Her long red hair has been released from her chignon and hangs down her back. Had Sally helped her out of her gown and changed her whilst she slept? Had she combed out her hair? Sally must have. How could Lucy have been so deeply asleep as to be unaware of her maid’s actions?

      Though the weariness has not entirely left her body, Lucy’s mind is now alert. Where is the cold draft coming from? It’s as if an icy wind is sweeping through the room.

      Lucy shivers as she gets out of bed. Even with a thick rug, the floor is frigid on her bare feet. Soft white light seeps in through an opening between her thick, velvet curtains. Is it dawn or dusk?

      Lucy walks towards the window, then pauses, suddenly afraid, and steps back.

      What is there to fear? Her heart beats faster, though she doesn’t know why.

      She shakes her head to dispel her foolishness. Perhaps she’s had another nightmare that she can’t remember.

      Yet how strange she feels. How very unlike herself. Maybe her father is right. She needs to see a doctor.

      Lucy pushes the heavy fabric of the curtain aside. The window has indeed been left open. There’s light in the sky coming from a fat, full moon and from the amber  glow of the gas streetlight below. From nearby, a dog howls, a mournful sound. Lucy shudders.

      She raises her arm to pull the window shut, but suddenly stops. Something compels her to lean further and look out of the window.

      Lucy hears a soft voice, almost a whisper, calling to her.

      Come, Lucy, the voice says. Lucy looks down into the garden. There is no one there. Is she imagining things? Is she still dreaming?

      The voice whispers on the breeze. It’s a woman’s voice, soft and soothing. Her mother. She is calling to Lucy again. And Lucy must heed the summons.

      The windowsill is not high, and Lucy can easily hoist herself to sit on it. She swings first one, then the other leg to dangle outside the window. She does not look down. If she did, she would see nothing but cold, hard stone below.

      Lucy has no fear for her safety. She has one overarching desire—to be reunited with the mother she’s longed for all her life.

      Come, Lucy, dear. Come to me.

      Lucy’s heart beats faster. Her breathing is shallow. A dog howls, louder this time, but Lucy is not afraid.

      Her body and mind have been taken over. Lucy spreads one arm wide to envelop the night air. She can almost feel her mother’s loving arms in the breeze that ruffles her hair and nightgown. She will go to her and fly into the night.

      Just then, scudding clouds cross in front of the moon, extinguishing the moonlight. Lucy pauses for a moment. Her arm drops to her side. Her mind begins to clear. Where is she? What is she doing?

      Then the moon emerges from the clouds, and the voice calls softly again. The clarity she had for a moment, like the clouds, vanishes.

      Lucy loosens one of her hands from its grip on the windowsill and teeters on the edge. She is ready.

      Suddenly, there’s a commotion behind her and a scream.

      “Miss Lucy! What are you doing, my lady?” Someone rushes behind her.

      Lucy hesitates for only a second. She releases her hand to jump.

      But it is too late. Strong arms wrap around her waist from behind and pull her back from the ledge.

      “No. Let me go!” But the urge to follow the voice into the night is leaving her even as she protests. Sally is stronger than Lucy and carries her mistress away from the window and back to her bed.

      After she deposits Lucy, the maid rushes to the window, slams it shut, and fastens the latch securely. Sally pulls the curtains across, covering the moon from view.

      Lucy collapses. She is shaking. What was she about to do? Was she really going to jump from the window?

      “I’ll get a doctor. You’re quite pale, my lady.”

      “No!” Lucy insists. “No. No doctor. And do not tell Lord Rutherford about this. Please. I beg you.”

      A look of fear crosses Sally’s face. Lucy grabs her maid’s hand, pressing it firmly. “This is to remain between the two of us.” Lucy wants to explain to Sally, to offer some reassurance to her maid, some excuse. But what can she say?

      Reluctantly, Sally nods slightly.

      “Thank you, Sally. I need only to rest now.”

      “I shall stay with you” Sally pulls the bed covers over Lucy.

      What is happening to her? First she wanders outside at night, and now she has a waking dream—for that’s what it must have been—about her mother calling to her. Lucy cannot explain it. And she is too exhausted to think much more. She will follow her father’s advice and meet with a doctor.

      Sally makes up a bed on the rug at Lucy’s feet. Lucy is relieved that her maid offered to stay with her. It is not something she would have asked. As soon as she closes her eyes, Lucy falls into a deep slumber.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Five


          

        

      

    

    
      Shoreditch, September 2

      

      John Neil wakes with a start, bolting upright in his narrow bed. His chest heaves for air. Air, air. He searches the darkened room wildly. Is this his room? His home? The vision is so real—the crumpled body, the mangled flesh.

      He presses a hand over his eyes and feels the clammy damp of his skin. He closes his eyes and reopens them slowly.

      By reflex, his brain kicks in, checking for evidence and verifying impressions. Yes, he is home, in his own bed. There is his pitcher and basin, his shaving brush, razor, and strop, just as he left them on the side table. There is his own comfortable armchair, worn to the shape of his backside. There is the familiar, faint scratching in the wall. A mouse. No surprise there.

      Wheels lumber by on the street below, audible through the half-open window. A wagon, likely laden with produce and heading to Covent Garden in the quiet pre-dawn hours.

      The dream. No, not a dream. A memory of the night before. Finding the body. That was real. Gruesome even for him, going on thirteen years on the force now. He’d seen things. But this—the lads hadn’t said a word when he walked in yesterday. No slaps on the back, no elbows. He must have looked clouded over because Anderson had given him tonight off, gruffly, shaking his head. That never happened before neither.

      He slumps back against his pillow, heart still hammering, and makes himself wake up. He shakes off the thin sheet covering his bare chest. He sleeps hot and thrashes about. Always has.

      Something is bothering him… He makes himself remember. He told it all already.

      Walking that beat, same as ever, coming upon a shape on the ground. Then the shape was a body, a woman, dead.

      He shudders again and tells himself to buck up. It’s a job, this is. And a good one, especially for an Irishman in London, isn’t it? Decent pay, and steady, with a chance to jaw with folks as you made the rounds. Stop for a smoke or get stood for a pint, some nights. With no missus at home, he’d take all the companionship he could get, apart from the other peelers. He closes his eyes and puts himself back there, under the black night, standing on the worn cobblestones, pointing his bull’s-eye at the pile of lifeless limbs. No one should suffer like that. No one should maul another human being like that, like an animal. It was unnatural, for certain.

      He surveyed the scene with his mind’s eye. Too clean, that’s what it was. No blood on her clothes. No bloody footprints on the paving stones. For all her injuries, there was not near enough blood.

      

      
        
        Daily News (London)

        September 2, 1888

      

      

      
        
        BRUTAL MURDER IN WHITECHAPEL

      

      

      
        
        A murder of the most brutal kind was committed in the neighbourhood of Whitechapel in the early hours of yesterday morning, but by whom and with what motive is at present a complete mystery.

      

        

      
        Viewing the spot where the body was found, however, it seems difficult to believe that the woman received her death wounds there. The body must have been nearly drained of blood, but that found in Buck’s Row was small indeed.

      

      

      

      Mayfair September 2

      

      “What do you make of this?” Lord Rutherford slaps the Daily News down on his broad mahogany desk and then pushes it towards Sir Charles Warren.

      The Commissioner glances down at the headlines but does not pick up the large black and white broadsheet. He’s seen it already, as well as half a dozen other newspapers.

      “It is an unspeakable tragedy.” His voice is grim. “And we will find this monster.”

      “Yes.” Rutherford twists the whiskers of his bushy mustache and glares at him. “I’m talking about the lack of blood in particular. Do you think it has anything to do with our mutual enemy?”

      Warren hesitates. It had crossed his mind, but he chose the more logical explanation: one or more merciless men preying on helpless women.

      “We suspect Mrs. Nichols might have been killed elsewhere and the body moved to Buck’s Row. That would account for the lack of blood at the scene⁠—”

      “But not for the lack of blood on the clothing.”

      “There are other explanations, my lord.”

      “I thought we had taken care of this monstrosity with the fire.”

      “We can’t be sure. As you may remember, while I said that fire was one way of eradicating the…” Warren hesitates, searching for a term he has not used in conversation, “the ungodly cargo. I suggested but did not condone the setting of a fire, especially so close to a warehouse full of spirits.”

      “Is that a criticism, sir? We did not know at the time about the spirits. And I trusted your advice. With your vast knowledge of archeology and ancient secrets, as well as your years in Bechuanaland, I would have thought you could have resolved this matter by now.”

      Warren ignores the insulting tone. Lord Rutherford appointed him Police Commissioner, and he serves at the Home Secretary’s pleasure. But he does not believe the Whitechapel murder to be the work of the demon Rutherford fears. Humans are also capable of unspeakable evil.

      “We will do everything to find the murderer and bring him to justice,” Warren assures Lord Rutherford.

      “You will have all the men and resources you need. Robert Anderson has been appointed commissioner of criminal investigations to help. But your primary job, need I remind you, is first and foremost to destroy that demon who was transported on my ship. I expect that next time we meet you will have happier news to share on that front—as well as the Whitechapel murderer.”

      Lord Rutherford looks distinctly uncomfortable.

      “One other matter. It concerns my daughter.” There is a long pause before the Home Secretary continues. “She has been having nocturnal wanderings.”

      Warren raises an eyebrow. He’s always been fond of Lucy, thinking her a bright young woman, and, truth be told, feels a bit sorry she has to live with a bear of a father.

      “Walking in her sleep. It is most unusual. And I’m sure a knowledgeable doctor can get to the bottom of this, but I want one of your men to keep an eye on her.”

      “Excuse me, Your Lordship?”

      “Keep an eye out. Stand guard at night—not all the time, mind you—but I would rest easier knowing you have someone watching outside.” Lord Rutherford gestures toward the windows. “To make sure that Lucy does not leave and wander out of the house again. That is all.”

      With a curt nod, Warren departs. He deeply regrets ever getting entangled in Lord Rutherford’s “matter,” as he calls it. Now he must devote one of his men to watch Rutherford’s daughter.

      He has enough on his hands with the murder and being tasked with finding this creature, this undead thing that his Lordship’s greed had disturbed. Rutherford wouldn’t tell him what had happened in Kimberley, but it must have scared the man. He returned to London rattled, and his Lordship didn’t rattle easily.

      Warren didn’t want to know any more about the lord’s dealings in diamonds, or his investments in certain clubs in the East End, for that matter. All he knew was that the demon had followed Rutherford here in one of the lord’s own ships and they devised a scheme to destroy it. He’d heard tales of such creatures in his worldly travels, but never expected that this knowledge, such as it were, would be put to any kind of practical use.

      Now he has been tasked with finding the unfindable and destroying him. It. Warren doesn’t know what to call the demon. He knows of other names. Obayifo. Vrykolakas. Bloedsuier. Vampire.
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