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      A Study in Red, The Secret Journal of Jack the Ripper was originally published in 2008, by the recently defunct Double Dragon Publishing. I was therefore extremely grateful to Miika Hanilla at Next Chapter Publishing, the publisher of over twenty of my more recent works, who agreed to publish new, updated versions of the three book in my Ripper trilogy, A Study in Red, Legacy of the Ripper and Requiem for the Ripper in addition to my novel Pestilence. Without Miika’s help and confidence in my work, the four books would have been consigned to the annals of history and been unavailable to readers any longer.

      I must also say a big thankyou to my researcher/proof-reader, Debbie Poole who has painstakingly helped to check and update the original manuscript.

      And now, the original acknowledgements, which remain as relevant today as they were at the time of the original publication.
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      In the course of writing ‘A Study in Red’ I was amazed at how many people became involved along the way. It is with them in mind that I take this brief opportunity to say thank you, for without their help and co-operation the story would never have been completed.

      Much of the source material used as reference notes by the character of Robert in the following pages was derived from my own references to the most comprehensive website on the Jack the Ripper case I could find. I thus convey my thanks to Stephen P Ryder for his generous permission to use the www.casebook.org name in the text of the novel, and as a source of reference. Equally, thanks are due to Edward McMillan of the Police Information Centre of the now defunct Lothian and Borders Police, (Now Police Scotland), for his invaluable help in tracing the history of the historical City of Edinburgh Police force. His knowledge of the subject was invaluable in putting together an important section of the story.

      I would never have reached the final page of the book without the inestimable patience and hard work of my own team of volunteer proof readers, who took it upon themselves to read, critique, and suggest changes to word or plot where they felt it necessary. So again, a big thank you to Graeme S Houston, editor of Capture Weekly Literary Journal, and to the late Malcolm Davies and Ken Copley, both sadly no longer with us, and to Sheila Noakes, your help was invaluable. The final reader of the raw proof of the book was my dear wife Juliet who has spent many lonely hours as I sat at work on the novel, then reading and correcting my errors, and has kept me going on the many occasions when I thought I’d never complete the work.

      There have been others who have encouraged or given small ‘sound bites’ of help and advice along the way, and to all of them I also extend my gratitude. I hope the book does them all justice.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      The London of the 1880s differed greatly from the city of today. Poverty and wealth existed side by side, the defining line between the two often marked only by the turning of a corner, from the well-lit suburban streets of the middle-classes and the wealthy to the seedy, crime and rat infested slums, where poverty, homelessness, desperation and deprivation walked hand in hand with drunkenness, immorality, and crime most foul. In the teeming slums of the city by night the most commonly heard cry in the darkness was thought to be that of ‘Murder!’ So inured were the people who lived amongst such squalor and amidst the fever of criminal intimidation that it is said that, in time no-one took any notice of such cries.

      It was into this swirling maelstrom of vice and human degradation, London’s East End, that there appeared a malevolent force, a merciless killer who stalked the mean streets by night in search of his prey and gave the great metropolis that was London its first taste of that now increasingly common phenomenon, the serial killer! The streets of Whitechapel were to become the stalking ground of that mysterious and as yet still unidentified slayer known to history as ‘Jack the Ripper!’

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AN EXTRACT FROM THE JOURNAL

          

        

      

    

    
      Blood, beautiful, thick, rich, red, venous blood.

      Its’ colour fills my eyes, its’ scent assaults my nostrils,

      Its taste hangs sweetly on my lips.

      Last night once more the voices called to me,

      And I did venture forth, their bidding, their unholy quest to undertake.

      Through mean, gas lit, fog shrouded streets, I wandered in the night, selected, struck, with flashing blade,

      And oh, how the blood did run, pouring out upon the street, soaking through the cobbled cracks, spurting, like a fountain of pure red.

      Viscera leaking from ripped red gut, my clothes assumed the smell of freshly butchered meat. The squalid, dark, street shadows beckoned, and under leaning darkened eaves, like a wraith I disappeared once more into the cheerless night,

      The bloodlust of the voices again fulfilled, for a while…

      They will call again, and I once more will prowl the streets upon the night,

      The blood will flow like a river once again.

      Beware all those who would stand against the call,

      I shall not be stopped or taken, no, not I.

      Sleep fair city, while you can, while the voices within are still,

      I am resting, but my time shall come again. I shall rise in a glorious bloodfest,

      I shall taste again the fear as the blade slices sharply through yielding flesh,

      when the voices raise the clarion call, and my time shall come again.

      So I say again, good citizens, sleep, for there will be a next time…

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To my dearest nephew, Jack,

      

        

      
        This testament, the journal, and all the papers that accompany it are yours upon my death, as they became mine upon my father’s death. You Aunt Sarah and I were never fortunate enough to have children of our own, so it is with a heavy heart that I write this note to accompany these pages. Had I any alternative, I would spare you the curse of our family’s deepest secret, or perhaps I should say, secrets! Having read what you are about to read, I had neither the courage to destroy it, nor to reveal the secrets contained within these pages. I beg you, as my father begged me, to read the journal and the notes that go with it and be guided by your conscience and your intelligence in deciding what course of action to take when you have done so. Whatever you decide to do dear nephew, I beg you, do not judge those who have gone before you too harshly, for the curse of the journal you are about to read is as real as these words I now write to you.

      

        

      
        Be safe, Jack, but be warned.

      

        

      
        Your loving uncle,

      

        

      
        Robert

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ONE

          

          
            A REVELATION

          

        

      

    

    
      My great grandfather was a physician, with a penchant for psychiatry, as were my grandfather and my father and it was always a given thing that I would follow in the family tradition, as, from childhood, I wanted nothing more than to follow in my forebears footsteps, to alleviate the suffering of the afflicted, to help ease the mental pain experienced by those poor unfortunates so often castigated and so badly misunderstood by our society. My name? Well, for now let’s just call me Robert.

      My father, whom I admit to idolizing for as long as I could remember, died just over four months ago, a sad waste, his life snuffed out in the few seconds it took for a drunk driver to career across the central reservation of the dual-carriageway he was driving along, and to collide head-on with Dad’s BMW. By the time the ambulance reached the scene of the crash, it was too late, there were no survivors!

      Dad was buried in our local churchyard, beside my mother, who passed way ten years ago, and the private psychiatric practice I had shared with him for so long became my sole domain. As a mark of respect, I took the decision to leave Dad’s name on the brass plaque that adorns the pillar beside the front door. I saw no reason to remove it. A week after the funeral, I was surprised to receive a phone call from Dad’s solicitor, saying that he was in possession of a collection of papers my father had bequeathed to me. This was strange, as I thought that the will had been straight forward, everything shared equally between my brother Mark and myself. I had received Dad’s share of the practice, Mark a substantial and equivalent cash sum. As I drove to the solicitor’s office I wondered what could be of such importance that Dad had left it to me in such a mysterious fashion.

      As I drove away from the solicitor’s office, I stared at the tightly bound sheaf of papers, wrapped in brown paper, and tied up with substantial string, that now resided on the passenger seat of the car. All that David, the solicitor could tell me was that Dad had lodged the papers with him many years earlier, together with instructions that they were to be passed to me alone, one week after his funeral. He told me that Dad had placed a letter in a sealed envelope that would be on top of the package when I opened it. He knew nothing more. Knowing there was little I could do until I got home, I tried to put the package out of my mind, but my eyes kept straying towards the mysterious bundle, as if drawn inexorably by some unseen power. I was in a ferment of expectation as I drew up on the gravel drive of my neat detached suburban home, I felt as if Dad had something important to relate to me, from beyond the grave, something he obviously hadn’t been able to share with me during his lifetime.

      My wife, Sarah, was away for the week, staying with her sister Jennifer, who had given birth to a son four days after Dad’s funeral. Jennifer had been married for three years to my cousin Tom, a brilliant if somewhat erratically minded computer engineer, who she had met at a dinner party at our house. Sarah had been reluctant to leave me so soon after Dad’s passing, and the funeral, but I insisted that she go and be with Jennifer at such an important and emotional time. I’d assured her that I’d be fine, and, as I locked the car and made my way to the front door of our home, I actually felt relieved that I was alone. Somehow, I felt that the papers I now carried under my arm were reserved for my eyes only, and I was grateful to have the time to explore their contents in private. I still had the rest of the week off, having paid a locum to baby-sit the practice during my official period of mourning, so the next few days were mine to do with as I chose.

      Little did I know that, as I closed the heavy front door behind me, I was about to enter a world far removed from my cosy suburban existence, a world I had barely perceived from my history lessons at school. I was about to be shocked, all my conceptions of truth and respectability were to be rocked to the very core, though I didn’t know it yet.

      I quickly changed into casual clothes, poured myself a large scotch, and retired to my study, eager to begin my investigation into Dad’s strange bequest. After seating myself comfortably in front of my desk, I took a sip of the warming, golden liquid in my glass, then, taking a pair of scissors from the desk, I tentatively cut the string from around the bundle of papers. Sure enough, as the solicitor had indicated, there on top of a very thick loosely bound stack of papers was a sealed brown envelope, addressed to me, in the unmistakable handwriting of my father. I held it in my hand for a good minute or so, then, as I looked down and saw that my hand was trembling with anticipation, I reached out with my left hand for the solid silver paper-knife in the shape of a sword that Sarah had bought me for my last birthday. In one swift movement I slit the top of the envelope, reached inside and removed the letter within. The letter, handwritten by my father and dated almost twenty years earlier was a revelation to me, even though, as I read, I was still unaware of the true significance of the loosely bound papers that accompanied it. The letter read as follows:

      
        
        To my dearest son, Robert,

      

        

      
        As my eldest son, and also my most trusted friend, I leave to you the enclosed journal, with its accompanying notes. This journal has been passed from generation to generation of our family, always to the eldest son, and now, as I must so obviously be dead, it has passed to you.

      

        

      
        Be very careful, my son, with the knowledge that this journal contains. Within its pages you will find the solution (at least, a solution of sorts) to one of the great mysteries in the annals of British crime, but with that solution comes a dire responsibility. You may be tempted my son, to make public that which you are about to discover; you may feel that the public deserves to know the solution to the burning mystery, but, and I caution you most carefully, Robert, should you go public with the knowledge, you will risk destroying not only everything that our family has stood for through over a hundred years of medical research and progression in the field of psychiatric medicine, but you may also destroy the very credibility of our most cherished profession.

        Murder most foul Robert! It is of that most heinous crime that you will read, as I read following the death of your grandfather, and he also before me. But are there worse things than murder in this world? Do we have the right as doctors to make the judgments that the courts should rightly dole out? My son, I hope you are ready for what you are about to learn, though I doubt I was at the time I read the journal. Read it well my son, and the notes that go with it, and judge for yourself. If, as I did, you feel suitably disposed, you will do also as our family have always done, and keep the knowledge of its contents a closely guarded secret, until the time is right to pass it on to your own offspring. The knowledge is I fear the cross the family must bear, until one day, perhaps, one of us feels so ridden by conscience or some form of need for absolution, to reveal what the pages contain.

      

        

      
        Be strong my son, or, if you feel you cannot turn the first page, go no further, reseal the journal in its wrappings, and consign it to a deep vault somewhere, let it lie forever in darkness, where perhaps it rightly belongs, but, if you do read the contents, be prepared to carry the knowledge with you for ever, in your heart, in your soul, but worst of all, in your mind, a burden of guilt that can never be erased.

      

        

      
        You are my eldest son, and I have always loved you dearly. Forgive me for placing this burden upon you,

      

        

      
        Yours with love

        Dad

      

      

      As I finished reading the letter, I suddenly realized that I’d been holding my breath, such was the tension I felt inside, and I took a deep breath and then sighed. The trembling in my hands had increased, and I reached for the bottle of amber liquid at the side of the desk and poured myself another large one. Suddenly, I felt as if whatever was contained within these papers lying unopened before me was about to irrevocably change my life, not outwardly perhaps, but I knew before I even looked at the documents that whatever was contained within these pages was obviously of grave significance. If not, why had my family gone to such pains to protect the secret contained within them? I gulped the scotch down, too fast, the liquid burned my throat, and I coughed involuntarily.

      At this point of course, I had no idea what the papers contained, though my father’s words had given me a sneaking suspicion that I knew where this was leading. Unable to wait any longer, I broke the tapes around the journal, and there it was, the family secret, about to be unveiled! The first sheet of paper, resting on top of the rest, was definitely old, and written in the typical copperplate handwriting of the nineteenth century. There was no date or address at the top of the paper, it seemed to be little more than a series of notes, there was no signature, nothing at all to identify the writer.

      I read as follows: How do I begin to relate all that has happened? Would anyone believe the incredible story? Is it the truth? Is he really the man? The journal could be the work of a clever man, an attempt to deceive those who read it, but no, I knew him too well, spoke with him too often. He was telling the truth! As for me, what of my part in all this? Am I guilty of complicity, or have I done the world a favour by my actions? That he will trouble the people of London no more is now certain. That he was deranged I could testify to myself, but what of proof? What of evidence? Apart from the ravings of the lunatic, all I have is the journal, and I had it too long, knew too much too soon, to bear the disgrace of admitting that I could have stopped it all if I had spoken sooner. Now I cannot speak at all for to do so would destroy me, my work, and my family. Who would understand that I held silent because I thought him mad, too mad to believe, and yet his madness was the very thing that drove him, and I should have believed? And when I did believe, what then? It was too late, I could do no more, God help me, I should have stopped him, stopped him right at the beginning when he told me, when he laughed and laughed and told me that no-one would ever catch him, why, oh why didn’t I believe him then?

      After the most hideous death of that poor girl, Mary Kelly, I had to do something, and I did, but, knowing what I know, what I knew already, I should have acted sooner. May God forgive me; I could have stopped Jack the Ripper!

      I was holding my breath again, and, as I exhaled, my eyes moved to the final note at the bottom of the page, seemingly written some time later than the rest of the notes, the writer’s hand less bold, as though he were shaking as he wrote these final words.

      Jack the Ripper is no more, he’s gone, forever, and yet, I feel I am I no better than the monster himself? I swore an oath to save life, to preserve, not to destroy, I am naught but a wretched, squalid soul, as squalid as the streets he stalked in life, and will forever, I am sure haunt in death. I bequeath this legacy to those who follow me; judge me not too harshly, for justice may be blind, and I have acted for the best as I saw it at the time. I have despoiled my oath, his blood is mine, and that of those poor unfortunates, and I must bear what I have done within my heavy conscience and my aching heart for the rest of my days!

      Jack the Ripper! I knew it, it had to be, just as surely as the page I’d just read had to have been written by my great-grandfather. I knew from our family history that my great-grandfather had spent some time as a consulting psychiatric physician at the Colney Hatch Lunatic Asylum during the 1880s, and it now seemed that he’d been privy to knowledge that the rest of the world had been seeking for over a century, or, at least, he believed himself to have been. Yet, what did he mean by the references to his complicity, what action had he taken?

      Another sip of scotch, more fire in my throat, and I was ready to take the next step. I had to see the journal; had to know what my great-grandfather knew. If he’d solved the mystery of the ripper murders, why hadn’t he revealed the truth? What could possibly have enticed him to keep silent about the most celebrated series of murders ever to strike at the heart of the great metropolis that was nineteenth century London? What part did he play in the tragedy, how could he, a respected physician and member of society have been complicit in the foul deeds perpetrated by Jack the Ripper? He was my great-grandfather after all, I refused at that point to believe that he could be in any way connected with the murders of those poor unfortunate women, and yet, in his own words, he’d stated that he could have stopped the Ripper. Again I asked myself, what could he have known, what could he have done? Looking at the loosely bound journal on the desk in front of me, I knew there was only one way I was going to find out!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            TWO

          

          
            THE JOURNAL BEGINS

          

        

      

    

    
      Foregoing the temptation to top up my by now half empty glass of whisky, (I’d decided a clear head would be imperative as I read the journal), I paused only long enough to ensure that both the front and back doors of the house were securely locked. Though not expecting any visitors this late in the afternoon, I wanted to ensure that no-one could walk in unannounced, and there was always Mrs Armitage from next door. She’d promised to ‘keep an eye’ on me for Sarah while she was away, and had developed the habit of knocking and entering before descending upon me with a plate of home-made scones or cakes or some other ‘treat’ she was sure I’d enjoy whilst on my own. Slightly overweight, a widow with more money than she could cheerfully spend, she appeared to want to alleviate her own personal boredom by ‘cheering me up’, as she put it. Not today thank you, Mrs Armitage!

      Though I was sorely tempted, I resisted the urge to take the telephone off the hook, or to switch off my mobile. Sarah might try to call me, and, if she didn’t get a reply, I was sure she’d call Mrs Armitage and send her scurrying round to check on poor lonely little me! No, leave the phones on, safer by far.

      I settled myself down once again in my chair and turned to the journal. I’ve referred to it as such because that’s the way my father, and my great-grandfather referred to it, but, in truth, it wasn’t so much a journal, as a collection of papers, punctured with a crude hole punch over a hundred years ago, and then bound together with tightly drawn tapes, or, perhaps, very stiff ribbons. After the passage of years it was hard to be sure what they were originally, and, after all, I’m a doctor, not an expert on antique book bindings.

      There was no cover as such and no identifying title or name on the first page, but there were other sheets of paper protruding at various parts of the journal, (my great-grandfather’s additional notes, I surmised, I’d read them as I got to them). “Jack the Ripper”, I thought to myself, surely there was no-one in the civilized world who hadn’t heard of the famed Whitechapel murderer, and here I was, about to be taken, perhaps too closely, into that dark world of shadows and brutality inhabited by that most infamous of serial killers, and yet, as I began to read that first, aged and wrinkled page I was convinced that my father and those before him had fallen for the literary rantings of a madman.

      The journal began:

      
        
        6th August 1888,

      

        

      
        Ate a fine dinner, red wine, (blood), the tenderest veal, rare, (more blood), and the voices hissing at me through the gas mantle, the lights flickering, screaming, and ringing in my head. Blood! Let the streets run red with the harlots blood; avenge the pitiful wrecks brought to foul disease by the tainted blood. Spill the blood, the streets are mine, the blood shall be mine, they will know me, fear me, I am justice, I am death! What foul pestilence they spread, and I shall cause to die such evil that men shall raise my name on high! I hear the voices, they sing to me, ah, such sweet melodies, and always red, they sing of red, of whores and their foul-smelling wicked entrails, that I shall put aside forever.

      

        

      
        The cheese was a little over-ripe, though the cigar my friend left on his last visit went admirably well with the after-dinner port. Very relaxed as I sat enjoying faint warmth of the evening.

      

        

      
        I hear the voices, and I must reply, but the only reply they want to hear is the sound of death, the drenching of blood on stone, yes, they need me, I am the instrument of fear, red, red blood, running like a river, I see it, I can almost taste it, I must go, the night will be upon me soon, and the cigar smoke hangs like a fog in the room. My, but the port is good, I swill it round the glass, and it is the blood, the blood that will flow as I begin my work, such fine port, such a good night for killing.

      

        

      
        ***

      

        

      
        7th August 1888

      

        

      
        ‘Twas a fine clear night for the job to be done. Had no real good tools to work with, kitchen and carving knives, very poor show. The whore was waiting, eager, needing me. So gullible as to invite me indoors, did her on the first-floor landing, started and couldn’t stop. She was so surprised, oh yes, her face, that look, pure terror as the knife slashed into her softly yielding flesh. First one straight to the heart, she staggered, fell, and we set about the work. I say we, for the voices were there with me, guiding, watching, slashing and cutting with me. Lost count of the number of times I cut the whore, she didn’t even scream, just a low gurgling as she expired in the dark. Took care to purify the whore’s breasts, her gut, her vital parts. She’ll spread no pestilence no more, the river ran red, as they promised it would. I must take care the next time; there was too much blood upon my self. Lucky man, to have thought to remove my coat before I began, had to burn a perfectly good jacket and fine trousers this morning. Though no-one saw me when I left, it was a messy job, I’ll get good tools the next time, better clothes for the job.

      

        

      
        It was a good start though, of that I’m sure, and there’ll be more, so many more!

      

      

      I had to stop and take a breath. Surely these were the ravings of a total lunatic! There was a clarity of thought evident in certain parts of the text, an almost urbane banality in the references to relaxing with a cigar, the warmth of the evening, and the casual references to getting ‘better tools next time’. Then the almost unbelievable savagery of expression in the description of the death of that poor woman. Though short, it was terrifying, chilling, the work surely of a man devoid of reason or conscience. Even though these crimes had taken place over a century ago, the first pages of the journal filled me with a fear and dread as real as if I’d been there in London in 1888.

      Though not a phrase we like to use in these enlightened times, I had to think in terms of the times in which these crimes took place, and I thought that this couldn’t be right. Jack the Ripper, from what little I knew, had been clever, a master of concealment and bravado, these words couldn’t be those of the Ripper, surely not! These were the words of a seriously disturbed individual, which, though the Ripper also had to have been similarly deranged, seemed to belong more in the realms of fantasy than reality. Could the writer have written this journal after the event, and, as many deluded souls have done through the years, imagined himself to be the notorious murderer. In other words, could this have been written by a seriously ill, delusional individual seeking to gain attention?

      My own knowledge of the Jack the Ripper murders was scant at best, so, before continuing, I fired up my computer, and accessed the internet. There, I found a welter of sites offering information and speculation on the Ripper murders, and, I quickly printed off a couple of informative pieces, in the hope that they would be able to give me some useful points of reference as I progressed through what I thought of as the madman’s journal lying on the desk before me.

      Sure enough, there it was. In the early hours of the morning of the 7th August 1888, the body of Martha Tabram had been discovered on a first-floor landing of a tenement building at 37 George Yard. In total 39 stab wounds were discovered on her body, the majority of the damage having been caused to her breasts, belly, and private parts. It seems that, as the Ripper murders progressed, the killing of Martha Tabram was discounted by some as having been committed by the same man who killed the other, later victims. If my lunatic, (as I thought of him at the moment) had indeed been Jack the Ripper, then it was plain to see that Martha Tabram had perhaps been his first, tentative venture into the world of bloody murder. At this time however, the police and the public had no inkling of the carnage that was waiting in the wings, preparing to unleash itself upon the streets of Whitechapel. Of course, in 1888 forensic science was non-existent, the use of fingerprints for identification was still many years in the future, and the police were, in the case of poor Martha Tabram, virtually clueless. At the time of her death Martha was 39 years old, the estranged wife of Henry Tabram, and had spent the last nine years living on and off with a William Turner, who last saw her alive on the 4th of August, when he gave her the sum of 1/6d (71/2p). On the night of her death various witnesses stated that she’s been seen in the company of one of more soldiers, and the original police theory was that she may have been murdered by a soldier ‘client’.

      Unfortunately, the murder of one ‘shilling whore’ raised scant headlines in the press or in the public conscience at the time. All that was soon to change!

      I decided at that point that I needed a strategy, a means of working through the journal, whilst ensuring that I maintained a grip on the realities of the case. How easy it would have been to skip straight to the end, to read my great-grandfather’s final notes, to see if the Ripper was identified, either by his own words, if true, or by great-grandfather. I’d never known him, he’d died before I was born, but I’d learned enough about him to know that he was a highly respected physician in his day, and I was sure that his conclusions would be a revelation in themselves. No, I couldn’t do it. I had to read each page in order, had to assimilate the information in chronological order in order to understand what this was all about. It wasn’t just the Ripper, no, my great-grandfather was also nursing some other secret, and, before I read what it was, I needed to understand what had happened to lead to his final solution, whatever that had been.

      I presumed that the journal would take me on a journey, a journey through the terrible events that took place back in 1888, so I decided that the best course of action would be to read the journal, referring to any notes made by my great-grandfather, and then to refer to the texts I had printed from the internet, checking the facts as I went. In fact, I took the time to find more websites, and printed out reams of information on the murders, and it was quite some time before, having collated them all into a working chronology, I settled myself once more into my chair, took another sip of whisky, and slowly reached out to take up the journal once more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            THREE

          

          
            A CRY FOR HELP?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        12th August 1888

      

        

      
        After breakfast suffered a violent headache. Came from nowhere. So sudden, it almost knocked me from my feet. Forced to lie down, remained prone for some time. It’s them, the voices, they’re shouting in my head, even when I can’t hear them, they must be! They’d been silent since I finished the whore, and yet, they’re in there all the time, sleeping. They must wake inside my head and talk, and I don’t always hear them. I don’t like the headache.

      

      

      The diagnosis and treatment of mental illness in the 1880s was, like the science of criminology, extremely basic compared to today’s standards. My great-grandfather would have been astounded to see the massive advances that medical science has achieved in the last hundred years. Nowadays we understand so much more, we treat with care and compassion, yet, back in the days of the Ripper saga, we built huge Gothic asylums, where we incarcerated and tortured those poor afflicted souls in the name of medicine. We were, I’m afraid, as a profession, in the stone ages.

      The few words I’d just read had convinced me that the writer was indeed a sufferer from some form of mental disease. The hearing of voices is of course the classic mark of the psychopath, or possibly the sign of some form of mania. This man however, seemed to feel that the voices were speaking to him even when he couldn’t hear them. He was indeed a sick man, but, with the limited knowledge and resources available in the nineteenth century, it was unlikely that he would ever have received effective or curative care. The comment ‘I don’t like the headache’ showed an almost childlike desire for someone to take away his pain. I could almost feel his hurt, his anguish, though I wasn’t yet convinced that these were truly the words of the man known as Jack the Ripper!

      Now, you may be wondering why I was doubting the veracity of the journal. It was obvious that, for whatever reasons, my great-grandfather, my grandfather and father all believed in the truth of the documents now in my possession, and yet, I felt that with the benefits of modern-day technology at my disposal, and with the additional knowledge that now existed relating to the ripper murders, it might be possible for me to arrive at a different conclusion to my forebears. Only by reading the journal, the notes, and comparing them with the facts I had accessed from the net could I hope to come to an objective conclusion in the matter. Psychiatry has also moved on to such an extent that I felt I may be able to perhaps throw a different light on anything my great-grandfather had surmised from the journal. I was, of course, still to discover what his part in the whole affair had been, and that gave me cause for concern. It wouldn’t be fair however, to jump the gun and rush to the end of the journal or the notes. I had to go slowly, had to take one step at a time.

      
        
        13th August 1888

      

        

      
        Couldn’t leave the house today, so much pain and confusion in my head. I have to go out sometime, there’s so much I need to do. My work must go on, but the tools, I must have the tools. Now I know the way to find safe retreat. I never realized how much blood the whore would spill upon me. There’s no way to hide the blood, and I can’t risk being taken, not when there’s so much to do! The voices told me how to hide the blood. Hide myself, and the blood will be hidden too. Be invisible. That’s the answer. THE SEWERS. Use the sewers, get a map, a plan, they run under every street, every house, and no-one shall see me, they’ll never find me, never beat me. I’m invisible, invisible and invincible.

      

        

      
        ***

      

        

      
        14th August 1888

      

        

      
        Feeling so much better, had work to do. Not the whores, they’ll have to wait, the office, boring, but necessary. Everything normal, that’s the way, let no-one suspect. My neighbour called today, brought a copy of The Star. Seems someone killed a whore called Tabram. Didn’t know whores had names, how shocking! Left work early, got all I needed on Whitechapel High Street. Surgeons’ knives, so sharp, so bright, and maps, all the maps I need to complete the task. Be careful little whores, I’m coming.

      

      

      This was truly chilling. I was beginning to believe at last that this could indeed be the journal of The Ripper. There was a manic yet highly intelligent brain behind these words, of that I was becoming sure, one minute coherent and methodical, the next, almost ludicrously psychotic in his train of thought. Was he shocked that whores had names, or that someone had killed Martha Tabram? Had he at that point detached himself from the actual act of cold-blooded murder, becoming, for a short time, just another citizen indignant at the repugnance of the wicked crime? Apart from anything else, I had to admit to myself that as a case study, this was becoming totally engrossing. I could feel the tension building with almost every word I read in this strange, crumpled journal. The very age of the paper gave it a decrepit, tomblike feel, and added to the chill that was beginning to surround me as I sat in my comfortable chair, at my familiar desk, where, suddenly, nothing felt quite the same as it did just a short time ago. I felt as if I was being slowly and inexorably dragged back in time, so tangibly that I could almost envisage the sights and sounds of Victorian London being just outside my comfortable suburban home. Does that sound ridiculous? Maybe it does, but it’s true. That’s just how it felt. The more I read, the more I was being transported to another era, I could almost taste the fear of those uncertain times in that great, yet partially squalid city, I was beginning to realise why my family had kept this secret so close. The journal, though quite indistinct in many ways, and while not providing much in the way of the minutiae of the story up to this point was still like a time machine. Once you began you couldn’t release yourself from its hold. I had to continue.

      
        
        17th August 1888

      

        

      
        Visited a few of the drinking establishments in Spitalfields and Whitechapel. Drank beer in The Britannia, the Princess Alice, and The Alma in Spelman Street. Got quite drunk. So many whores wanted me. Me! Used the drink to avoid their dirty pestilence. Played the well-heeled but drunken punter. Couldn’t do it, ha! That’s what they thought! Couldn’t do it? I’ll do them all, filthy, rotten bitches, whores; I’ll send them all to hell! TO HELL, DAMN THEIR FILTHY HIDES!

      

      

      He was getting angrier by the day, and it was clear that he was plotting, reconnoitering the area, he was putting his plan together, and would strike when he was ready. This was premeditation on a grand scale, he was getting ready to unleash the fire and brimstone of his own brand of hell upon the poor unfortunate women of that sadly deprived and neglected area of the great metropolis. What felt even worse was the fact that I felt as though I was about to be given a ringside seat at the proceedings. The words were so graphic, so real, so terrifying.

      
        
        20th August 1888

      

        

      
        They’re back, the voices, calling louder than ever. They fill my head, they want me, need me; I’m so glad they came, but they hurt me when they all scream at once. Why don’t they speak one at a time? Sometimes they’re so loud I can’t hear them properly. My, but that’s a grand piece of lamb upon my plate tonight. I knew it was good before I tasted it. Not too rare, we’re not ready to go out again, not just yet. When they say so, I’ll be ready, ready for the blood, the river, the river of red that will flow through the streets as surely as the Thames splits the city in two. The whores will pay, and pay in full, I’ll have no more of their wicked pestilence, their evil bitch heat fouling the air, filling innocent beds with their filth, I’ll have them all, whores, nothing but whores.

      

        

      
        They’re gone again, for a while at least, but I wish my head wouldn’t hurt so much. Why do they leave me like this? I don’t want my head to hurt, not like this. I wish it would stop.

      

      

      So, one minute he was the avenging angel, the next, a frightened little boy, that’s how I saw this tortured soul. I could almost imagine him lying alone in his bed at night, weeping silently into his pillow, willing the pain to leave him, and, when it didn’t, crying out aloud for help. I wondered, did this man, this murderer, Jack the Ripper, did he cry in despair for his mother?

      I turned to the texts I’d printed on the facts of the case. I wanted to check the chronology of the case. The writer of the journal hadn’t made entries for every day, as one would in a diary, and I wondered how many more pages I would have to read before reaching the entry for August 31st. I knew there’d be one that day, especially for that night. It was the night the true terror of Jack the Ripper began!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            FOUR

          

          
            TENSION

          

        

      

    

    
      My mouth was dry, very dry, and I felt the need for refreshment. Though I was sorely tempted to refill the glass on my desk, I needed to keep a clear head, and so reluctantly rose from my chair and headed for the kitchen. Coffee was the order of the day, and while waiting for the kettle to boil, I continued to scan through the loose pages of script I’d printed from the computer, trying to glean whatever I could from them before returning to the more intense work of studying the journal. I rubbed the back of my neck; it felt stiff, the tension was gripping me tightly in its grasp. Just a short time ago, I’d been a pretty ordinary fellow, mourning the loss of my poor dear Dad, (I suppose I’d been feeling a little sorry for myself), and, despite my reassurances to her, I was missing Sarah. Now, here I was, alone in the house, which suddenly seemed a much larger and lonelier place, apparently surrounded by the unknown ghosts of the past, which had reared up and taken me totally by surprise. How could my father have kept this a secret for so long?

      My grandfather had died many years ago when I was just a young boy, so that meant that Dad had kept this to himself virtually all my life. Why couldn’t he have told me? He’d never dropped the slightest hint of the journal’s existence. Whatever it had yet to reveal, it was obvious that it was of such profound importance, and at the same time, connected with some dark family involvement in the terrible events to which it related, that he’d kept his own counsel on the subject for all these years, as, quite obviously had his father before him.

      Ten minutes later, armed with a pot of steaming, freshly percolated coffee and a mug, I returned to the study. The light of the day was growing weaker, and as I settled myself back into my chair, I reached across the desk and switched on my desk lamp. The sudden illumination cast an eerie glow across the slightly faded, yellowed manuscript of the journal, and I shivered involuntarily. Was I being foolish? Was I becoming spooked by the whole thing? Somehow, I felt as if the day itself was closing in around me. I felt a sense of oppression in the air, a malevolence, as though the spirit of evil that had laid bare the words on the paper before me could somehow transcend the years, crossing the vast ocean of time to reach out and touch me, the reader, with the sheer force of it’s power. “Come on, Robert,” I spoke aloud to myself, “Don’t be so bloody stupid. Get a grip! It’s just words on paper, nothing more.”

      I took a large gulp from my coffee cup, and instantly topped it up from the cafetierre, black, no sugar, just as I like it, though Sarah could never understand how I could take it like that. That settled my nerves a little, and I turned back to the journal.

      “Hellfire!” I exclaimed, as the telephone on the desk began to ring. I admit I nearly jumped out of my chair, and for a moment could do no more than stare at the irritatingly ringing piece of plastic on my desk. The jangling tone of the ringer seemed fit to burst my eardrums; I’d never before realized how loud the damned thing was. Should I answer it? I realized that if I didn’t, whoever was calling would probably keep trying until I did pick up, and I wished I’d brought the cordless phone from the lounge into the study with me, that way I’d have been able to see who was calling via the caller id system. I’d insisted on having an old-fashioned corded phone on my desk, because I though it matched the room’s ambience better!

      

      “Hello?” I almost shouted down the line.

      “Robert, darling, what’s wrong? You sound angry.”

      It was Sarah.

      “Oh, hello darling, no, sorry, I’m not angry with you, it’s just that I’m in the middle of reading through some particularly important papers, and to be honest, I was miles away when you rang. The phone ringing just sort of took me by surprise, that’s all.”

      “Oh Robert, I’m so sorry to disturb you darling. I’ve just called to see if you’re ok, I hope you’re missing me.”

      “Of course I’m missing you, you gorgeous lady,” I replied, “How’re Jennifer and the baby, and Tom of course?”

      “Everyone’s fine Robert, Jennifer and Tom have picked a name for the baby. Do you want to try and guess?”

      “Aw come on, Sarah, my love, there must only be about ten thousand possibilities when it comes to boys names. Just tell me, there’s a darling.”

      “You’re a spoilsport Robert, you really are. Well, OK then. I must admit I was a bit surprised at their choice, but he’s their baby. They’re going to call him Jack!”

      I was stunned. I must have gone deathly quiet and didn’t reply to Sarah for a few seconds.

      “Robert, are you there darling? Did you hear what I said?”

      “Yes, of course Sarah, Sorry, I was just mulling it over in my mind, you know, how it sounds, that sort of thing. Jack Reid. Yes, sure, sounds ok to me my love. I’m glad he’s well. I’m sorry if I sound a bit distant. Don’t worry about me; I’m fine, just a bit preoccupied with these papers that’s all.”

      “Yes, I know, I’m sorry I’ve disturbed you when you’re busy. Listen, I’ll get off and give you a ring later, when you’re not so busy. Is Mrs Armitage calling to check on you from time to time?”

      “Yes darling, she is, silly old busybody.”

      “Now don’t be cruel Robert. You know she only means well.”

      “Yes, I know, bit I’m sure she thinks I’m a little boy who’s been left home alone and needs constantly looking after.”

      “Don’t worry darling, it won’t be long until I’m home. You just look after yourself. As I said, I’m sorry for disturbing your work. I’ll ring back later.”

      “Alright my love, give my love to Jennifer and Tom, and to little Jack of course.”

      “Right then, I’ll say ‘bye my darling, take care, I love you.”

      “Love you too, ‘bye Sarah.”

      The room felt deathly quiet after I’d hung up the phone. Jack! What on earth had inspired Jennifer and her husband, my cousin, to decide to call their new-born boy Jack? It was almost too much of a coincidence, and why had Sarah chosen this very moment to telephone me and inform me of it? It was almost too spooky for words. I needed more coffee, it was cold, I’d have to go back to the kitchen and make some more before I carried on.

      As I made the refill, I reflected on my conversation with Sarah. I’d not been entirely truthful with my wife, though not through any intentional desire to lie to her. It was just that I didn’t think I should mention the journal to her, not at this time anyway. I didn’t even know the truth of it yet anyway, or how it would end, so I thought it best to keep the whole thing to myself for now. As for Jennifer, it might not be the best time to reveal that I was reading the purported journal of Jack the Ripper, and that my family might have been involved in the affair just when she’d just decided to call her first son Jack!

      It was almost dark outside by the time I returned to the study. The desk lamp still cast its eerie glow over the desk, but I needed more light, so switched on the wall lights. Their warm glow seemed to take some of the gloom and chill from the air, and I felt a little more relaxed as I sat down once again. My wife’s telephone call, inconvenient as it might have seemed at the time, had in fact helped to release some of the tension that had been building up inside me, and I felt lovingly grateful to her for that.

      I looked down at the journal, and the words on the paper seemed to virtually rise upwards from the page to meet my eyes as I refocused my attention on those long-ago dark days of the year 1888.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            FIVE

          

          
            COUNTDOWN TO MAYHEM

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        23rd August 1888

      

        

      
        I’ve felt quite well for the last few days. Even the voices have been silent, they’ve been resting I think, as have I. Only a couple of jobs, nothing taxing, and no-one suspects a thing. I’m ready now, I could start the job tomorrow if they call, but they’re silent. Never mind, the blades are sharp, my mind is clear, and everything’s in place ready to begin. so call me, call me, talk to me, my friends, my voices, lead me on the path of destruction, and I’ll eradicate the whores, the filth, the harlots of the filthy streets, I’ll put them all to sleep, for ever

      

        

      
        It’s so quiet tonight, tried reading for a while, but my eyes grew heavy, so tired, I need sleep, the one thing that evades me, a fair night of slumber. Why do the headaches come so hard at night? I wish the headaches would go away. Perhaps they will when I’ve done for the whores!

      

      

      He was calm now, or so I thought; calmer than in some of the previous entries in the journal. He seemed to be almost at peace with himself, as if he were adrift in the eye of a hurricane, alone and in the midst of calm, but with the threat of a violent raging storm waiting just around the corner. In light of my own experiences with certain disturbed patients over the years, I could sense that this man was a highly strung individual, almost driven to breaking point by the incessant clamour of the ‘voices’ in his head, and yet, there again, was the plea for the pain to stop, for the headaches to go away. Within the darkest recesses of his mind there remained a small, tenuous link with reality, a spark of humanity remained within him, but, as was proved by the events to follow, that spark was soon to be extinguished.

      
        
        24th August 1888

      

        

      
        Results of the inquest on Whore Tabram. As expected, ‘Murder by person or persons unknown’. A long report made by an Inspector Reid, who knows nothing at all. Ha! Stupid, bungling fools. They’ll never know, never find me, never find US! I was invisible at the back of the room, unseen and unnoticed by anyone. I’ll be even more invisible when I go back to work, to do the job. Oh, the sport that awaits, better than all the trophies in the cabinet. I’ll be top of the league, best in show, holder of the blue riband. They’ll know my work if not my name, and I’ll wash the streets clean with the blood of harlots. The darkness shall be my friend, the night my close companion, the sewers my safe refuge from prying eyes. Let them all be damned, let them weep and cry for their own bloody souls, while I cut the whores in droves.

      

      

      In referring to my printed reference notes, I found that an Inspector Reid did in fact submit a report on that very date to Scotland Yard detailing the results of the Tabram inquest, though how our man came to glean such knowledge so quickly I couldn’t fathom. Of course, until the Ripper struck again, the police had no idea who or what they were dealing with. Martha Tabram was consigned to history at this point as one of the many unsolved and unsolvable murders which were all too frequent in the great city in those murky, far away days. Things were soon to change; however, tragedy was lurking in the dark, dank, mist enshrouded streets of Whitechapel.

      

      My thoughts turned for a moment to the days on which our man had made no journal entries. What was he doing? Where was he? Was he still sufficiently sane and lucid that he was holding down a good job, or some job at least, and that no-one of his acquaintance had noticed anything unusual in his recent behaviour? Was he so in control of himself in public that he could appear totally normal in every respect? The writer of this journal was indeed a phenomenon; I suspected that he may have been so disturbed that the man who wrote the journal would have been unrecognisable, (even to himself) from the man who went about his daily business in the most normal and orderly fashion. This would explain the gaps in the journal. The writer would see no anomalies in the missing dates. Those days belonged to someone else, someone apparently sane. For him, they simply hadn’t existed! I had to admit that, as a case study, most psychiatrists would give their eye teeth for a chance to work with such a patient, to study at close quarters the gradual decline from sanity into the abyss of the psychosis that was about to envelope the tortured soul of the hapless victim. Yes, it’s true I used the word victim, for to be afflicted with such an illness, and an illness it most surely is, must be one of the most frightening and disorientating experiences for the human mind to endure. The writer of the journal, if indeed he was Jack the Ripper, was himself a severely tortured individual, as much a casualty as those poor wretched women who were to achieve lasting and tragic fame as his victims. Added to that, the diagnosis of such a psychosis would have been almost impossible in those early days of psychiatric science, and any treatment, if attempted at all, would have been arbitrarily punitive and painful: the administration of electric shocks and the use of water hoses the probable and wholly unsatisfactory methods of approach. We have to remember that there were no specific drugs available to those physicians who did their best to help the mentally ill in the nineteenth century. There were no anti-depressants, no tranquilisers, and no comforting specialist nurses trained to help the afflicted. The asylums of Victorian England were little more than places of unhappy incarceration for those interned in them, hell holes by modern standards, where the sick and infirm of mind could be locked away out of the sight and mind of the public conscience, where they could do no harm, and be ‘protected’ from self harm; in other words, detained in chains and kept confined in solitary confinement. Such was the civilised treatment of our mentally ill in the age of Victoria.

      I wasn’t prepared to criticise my great-grandfather at that point of course, he could only work within the confines of his profession at the time, and I’m sure he always thought he was doing his best for his patients, as did all doctors of the time. No-one was deliberately cruel or unfeeling. They were simply ignorant of things which we in these enlightened times are only too aware. I was relatively sure that the journal was the work of someone suffering from a form of paranoid schizophrenia, though that would have meant little to the physicians of my great-grandfather’s day. I should add that at that point of course, such a theory was based purely on what I’d read so far and could at best be seen as little more than hypothetical guesswork. I supposed it could never be more than that, as I’d obviously never have the opportunity to talk to the writer in order to arrive at an informed diagnosis.

      Schizophrenia, an awful illness, perhaps needs a little explaining at this point. At certain times in history, sufferers of this dreadful ailment were thought to be possessed by demons, and many unfortunates were locked away in terrible institutions, tormented, often exiled, reviled and at times, hunted down and killed like wild animals. Even today, despite tremendous advances in our understanding of the disease, and many effective treatments being available, the public conception of it is still clouded by fear and suspicion.

      

      The sufferer will in general appear outwardly ‘normal’ to most people he or she encounters in daily life. Should the disease take a firm hold however, the individual may begin to display unusual behaviour caused by their radically altered thought processes. They may suffer from hallucinations and become delusional. Many hear imagined voices, normally as a precursor to some form of self-harm, or in some case leading to highly intense false beliefs, (delusions). Violence is not always a by-product of schizophrenia, and, when it is evident, it is usually self-directed by the individual into attempts to end his or her own life. Only in exceptional cases, (one of which I felt I was examining in the journal), will the violence be directed outwards towards strangers or groups of individuals as in this case. In our enlightened modern society the sufferer, once diagnosed, has the options of psychotherapy, group therapy, and drug therapy at his disposal in the search for a means to control and alleviate his suffering. A combination of antipsychotic, antidepressant and anti-anxiety medications can go a long way towards relieving many of the day to day symptoms of the illness. The disorganised speech pattern displayed in the wording of the journal also provided me with a clue, this, together with the equally disorganised thought processes revealed in the writing, being a classic symptom of the disease.

      None of these medical corrective therapies were available to our Victorian counterparts however, and the chances of effective diagnosis and, more importantly, any form of controlling or curative treatment were virtually non-existent. If, indeed, the writer of the journal was a sufferer of this dread illness, then his chances of obtaining help or of even managing to control his illness were almost non-existent. The only prognosis for this poor individual, had he sought help, or, worse still been committed due to his actions, would have been dreadful incarceration and inhumane treatment in one of the aforementioned gothic asylums of the day. Understanding and compassion were not the bywords of the Victoria era when dealing with the mentally ill, but I think I’ve already made that point!

      
        
        25th August 1888

      

        

      
        Visited The Alma again tonight. Whores everywhere! What a vile house of ill-repute that is. Smelled of stale beer, cheap tobacco, and whores! Cracked music from a cracked piano. Such false jollity, and voices, voices everywhere. Singing, shouting, making merry as though there were no tomorrow, and there won’t be soon for some of them whores. No tomorrows at all. I’ll see to that! So loud in there, I could hardly hear my voices when they spoke to me. They made me retreat, it’s not time yet, not the time to start the work, but, it won’t be long, I’ve seen them, watched them, I know where they are, where to find the pestilence, where to go to rid the world of their smell, their sickness.

      

        

      
        My headache got so bad I had to leave, why won’t it go away?

      

      

      So, the next bloody rampage was getting closer, and the headache was getting worse. I found it strange that my great-grandfather hadn’t added any notes to the journal so far, the first inserted page of notes was still quite some pages further into the journal. Then I realised that, at this time, he obviously hadn’t met the writer! His own notes, when they came, would evidently appear after some form of meeting or communication between them In other words, he didn’t know the writer before the murders began or, if he did, he had no inkling of his illness, and this I couldn’t believe. My great-grandfather was a physician after all, and though not equipped with the knowledge and science of today, I’m sure he would have recognised the delusional state of the writer had he been a personal acquaintance of the man. His notes, stuffed into the later pages of the journal, were therefore of importance in respect of the aftermath of the killings, I would wait and bide my time. They were arranged in that way for a purpose, and I decided to stick with the original plan, and read every page chronologically.

      A look at the printed texts I’d obtained showed me that the writer was now only six days away from the next murder, that of Mary Ann Nichols. The last entry I’d read showed that the writer was indeed becoming angrier and angrier with each passing day, his headaches were getting no better, and the voices were speaking to him at what appeared to be ever decreasing intervals. As his anger continued to build I knew that the pain in his head and the delusions in his brain would increase exponentially until something gave way. The next few entries would be crucial in helping to determine his state of mind at the time immediately before the night of the ghastly slaughter of the poor unfortunate Mary Ann.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            SIX

          

          
            A LAST SEMBLANCE OF CALM

          

        

      

    

    
      I was growing quite stiff and weary. I’d been sitting in my office chair for so long, apart from the breaks for coffee, and become so engrossed in the journal, that I hadn’t realised that I’d been holding myself almost in a state of suspended animation. I’m sure you know what I mean, when you’re so tense and intense that every muscle in your body seems to tighten, and you seem incapable of fluid movement. I had to get up and move around for a few minutes, I needed to relax a little.

      I rose from my chair, stretching to relieve the stiffness in my neck and back, I felt so taut, every sinew ached. I realised that I was quite hungry, I hadn’t eaten for hours. Mrs Armitage would have been horrified! It was now quite dark outside, and, though the day had been quite fine and warm for the time of year, quite a strong breeze was blowing. The branches of the tree outside the study were beginning to sway in the breeze, casting the shadows of eerie fingers across the darkened glass of the window. I shivered again, stupid really, but I felt as though I wasn’t alone in the room.

      Shaking such childish thoughts from my mind I made my way to the kitchen once more. I removed a large microwave meal for two from the freezer and set the microwave to work preparing it. With the machine whirring in the background I sat at the kitchen table with a glass of water and flicked through the research documents I’d brought with me from the study. Almost everything about the Jack the Ripper murders was shrouded in mystery and a distinct lack of credible information or facts. Over the years, so many suspects had been suggested that it seemed as if almost the entire population of London could have had a case built against them if one worked hard enough at compiling a circumstantial case! There were doctors, lawyers, butchers, peers of the realm, even a member of the Royal family, yet none of them had ever been proven to have had any direct connection with the murders. Inquests on the victims had been perfunctory at best, information withheld on occasions, for no apparent good reason, and the police seemed to have approached the whole series of killings without any real sense of leadership or direction. While those ‘on the ground’, the officers most directly involved with the individual murders appeared to have done their level best, they appeared to have been hampered by the attitudes and lack of foresight displayed by their commanders. Evidence which may have been helpful was either suppressed or, in the case of a section of graffiti left on a wall supposedly in the Ripper’s hand, the senior officer in charge had actually ordered the words to be removed, so as not to offend certain sections of the community!

      I was appalled and astounded at some of the things I was reading. Despite the lack of forensic or technical assistance, it seemed that there were clues available at the time, but the police were either unable or unwilling to investigate them fully. Perhaps the low station in life of the victims played a part in this, for surely, had the victims been high born ladies of society, the public outcry and the need for justice would have galvanised the police into a flurry of activity and the case would have been investigated far more vigorously, with the killer more likely to have been apprehended.

      

      The microwave pinged; dinner was ready! As I sat at the table eating the extremely large lasagne, (made for two remember), I tried to think my way through what I’d read so far.

      My great-grandfather, a Victorian physician dealing with diseases of the mind, had obviously come into contact with the writer of the journal. The writer, obviously male, had presented himself in some way as to convince my great-grandfather that he was Jack the Ripper. Great-grandfather had felt that he could have done something to stop the murders. Did he know of the writer’s intent before, or at some time during the killing spree? He certainly believed in the man’s story, enough to take some form of as yet unknown precipitate action eventually. What that action was, was as yet unknown to me. Whatever had taken place, he had thought it important, (and scandalous) enough to pass on to his son, and those who came after him, as a macabre legacy, with a request to continue to keep the secret within the family.

      Though I knew that I could find some quick answers by turning to the back of the journal and reading my great-grandfathers final notes, I felt compelled to continue as I’d started, to take one page at a time, in the order in which they were written. It was as if the journal had a life of its own, as if it was intent on not revealing its darkest secrets until it was ready to do so.

      There I went again, being foolish, so I thought. How could a collection of papers over one hundred years old have such power? They had no hold over me whatsoever; I knew that, I was a rational man, so why didn’t I just turn to the end? I don’t know. I just knew that I had to go on with my strange quest for the truth, and I felt that the journal would lead me to the answers if I was patient and thorough. I needed to understand more, and the only way was to read each and every page, to study every word.

      My meal finished, I put my solitary plate, knife and fork in the dishwasher, with the plates and cutlery from my last four meals, tomorrow would do for the washing-up! As I wandered from the kitchen, down the hall, and back to the study, I heard the sound of the wind outside. It had gathered in strength and sound whilst I’d been eating and had become almost a gale. I was glad to be indoors. As I opened the door to the study, I could have sworn that I saw a fleeting shadow dart across the room, from left to right, disappearing behind the bookcase to my right. Once again, I chided myself for my own childish stupidity. It must have been the shadow caused by the door opening into the room, and cutting across the light, nothing more. Nevertheless, I couldn’t resist a quick peek behind the bookcase, like a nervous schoolboy, before sitting down in the chair once more. There was nothing there, of course.

      I decided one more whisky wouldn’t impair my thought processes unduly, so poured myself a small one. On returning to the journal, I saw that two days had been omitted by the writer, his next entry being three days after the previous one.

      
        
        28th August 1888

      

        

      
        Feeling fine, just waiting. Soon, the time to begin will arrive, and the world will hear my voice, see my work, and the whores will tremble. Earned some money, have to keep body and soul intact. Evening at the club. A gentleman is a gentleman after all. Shared a meal and a bottle of fine port with Cavendish. He’s a head doctor, haha!

      

      

      At last! Cavendish! My great-grandfather. So he did meet him before the murders, well, before the majority of them took place anyway. Remember that most people later dismissed Martha Tabram’s murder as not being the work of the Ripper. The journal however, places that death alongside the others, so as far as my story is concerned, Tabram was the first. He mentions the club, obviously some all-male preserve, many of which existed in those days. He must have been a member of my great-grandfathers club, or at least been a guest there, I understand that they were very snobbish, quite exclusive places, where non-members would have been decidedly unwelcome, and he must also have been a gentleman, or at least purported to be one; and there’s yet another clue. He mentions earning money, doing what? What kind of job did he do, this strange and deadly ‘gentleman’? Was he a doctor himself, or a lawyer, a solicitor perhaps? In one short paragraph, the journal had taken me so much deeper into the strange happenings of so long ago. I was beginning to feel even more drawn into the web surrounding my great-grandfather and the mysterious writer of the aged, crumpled pages of yellowed foolscap.

      The journal continued….

      
        
        He was most sympathetic when I told him about my headaches. Just the headaches of course, nothing more. He wouldn’t understand the voices, not yet. They wouldn’t speak to him anyway. He suggested a small daily dose of laudanum. Thought it might help the headaches and calm my nerves. He thinks I’ve been overworking! Poor Cavendish, poor fools, all of them, they just can’t see, they just don’t know, only the voices know, they’re with me all the time, even when they’re quiet, they’re still there, sleeping, resting. I’ve got the laudanum, from the grocers shop on the corner, enough to last a while, just in case it doesn’t work straight away. Must admit, the headaches weren’t so bad last night. Good old Cavendish. Got that one right. Still hurts a bit though, my forehead throbs. So tired tonight. No little trips to take. Sleep, sleep, sleep.

      

      

      Laudanum! My great-grandfather had suggested he take laudanum. Popular as a cure-all in Victorian times, laudanum was an opium derivative that could, and frequently did become highly addictive. It would certainly have had the effect of calming the writer down to some extent, but its hallucinogenic properties would probably have served to further inflame his delusions and perhaps to amplify the severity of the voices in his head. It seemed to me that my great-grandfather may have unwittingly helped to pour fuel onto the already smouldering fire that was about to explode into life from within the tortured mind of the writer of the journal. The journal moved on to the next day.

      
        
        29th August 1888

      

        

      
        The laudanum is working. The more I take, the better I feel. Hearing the voices much clearer now, less clutter, less babble. Headache still there, but bearable. Another visit to the taverns, the cess-pits of iniquity, foul beer in dirty tankards. Too many whores to count. I shan’t forget the whore who lay with me, and caused my suffering, the dirty, filthy, diseased bitch whore! I hope she died in agony, I haven’t seen her, she must be gone by now, but the others will do, the wretched whores, they’re all the same, foul pestilence upon the world.

      

      

      I was almost breathless with the task of reading the page before me. It was now like a roller-coaster ride. He was getting closer to the moment when his illness would push him over the edge, when the voices would give the word, and he’d lose his final tenuous hold on reality, and plunge into the pit of damnation from which he would never escape. His reference to his dalliance with a whore that led to ‘his suffering’ led me to believe without a shadow of a doubt that, this man was infected with syphilis, and that he was quite likely in the later or Tertiary stages of the disease, when the body itself can start to exhibit lesions known as gummas, which slowly eat away at the skin, bones and soft tissues. The most awful part of this phase of the disease is the progressive brain damage which takes place, once known as general paralysis of the insane. Though antibiotics and effective testing have all but eradicated the disease from the developed countries of the modern world, in my great-grandfather’s time syphilis was rampant, and our unfortunate writer would have been described by the physicians of the time as being ‘sexually deranged’. So, I now felt that the writer of the journal was infected with syphilis, suffered from paranoid schizophrenia, either as a result of his syphilis or in tandem with it, and I now knew, deep down inside that this was indeed the journal of the man known to history as Jack the Ripper!

      
        
        30th August 1888

      

        

      
        All the preparations are in place. Maps, clothes, the tools, most importantly, the tools. I’ve never felt so good, so calm, no pain, the headaches have gone, the voices singing quietly to me, soothing me, telling me where to go, what to do, to be invisible. I’ll always be invisible. The dark streets will be my home; my heart will beat in time to the rhythm of the night. It’s a warm night, so quiet outside, so calm, and I also am calm, and at rest. Yes, I must rest tonight. Tomorrow my work begins!

      

      

      I must admit to you that, on reading that entry in the journal, I could feel my heart rate increase. Although the writer may have been calm, I was anything but; I was physically and visibly shaking as I put the page down on the desk. Although I was reading about events that took place over a century before, I confess that I was afraid, afraid of what I was going to see in the following pages. Poor Martha Tabram had been a trial run. Now the conflagration of fear and death that went by the name of Jack the Ripper was about to be fully unleashed!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            SEVEN

          

          
            THE REAL WORK BEGINS

          

        

      

    

    
      In a move intended to calm my own nerves slightly, and to compose myself for what I was about to read, I gently laid the journal down on the desk, and took up the printed fact sheets I’d printed out earlier. I wanted to acquaint myself with more of the facts of the case before returning to the words of ‘The Ripper’.

      History records that on the night of the 30th August 1888, Mary Ann Nichols, (known to all as Polly), was seen walking alone in Whitechapel Road at about 11.30 p.m. At 12.30 a.m. she was witnessed leaving a public house in Brick Lane and was last seen alive by her friend and sometimes living partner Ellen Holland at 2.30 a.m. at the corner of Whitechapel Road and Osborn Street. She was drunk, and steadfastly refused to return with Holland to their shared room in Thrawl Street.

      Her lifeless body was found in Buck’s Row, a dark and lonely street known today as Durward Street, with her skirt pulled up, at about 3.40 a.m. by two passers-by, Charles Cross and Robert Paul. Three policemen were soon in attendance, and one of them, police constable Neil noted that her throat had been cut. She was pronounced dead at the scene by Doctor Rees Llewellyn, the duty police surgeon, and her body removed to the mortuary shed at the Old Montague Street Workhouse Infirmary. It was during a subsequent examination of the body in the mortuary that the horrific abdominal mutilations, soon to become the trademark of the Ripper were discovered.

      At the hastily convened inquest into her death, (that very day), it was revealed that the poor woman had suffered two cuts to the throat, so deep as to reach the vertebrae, her abdomen had been slashed, and her left side had received a gash that ran from the base of her ribs almost to her pelvis. There were numerous cuts to her right abdomen, and, horrifically, two stab wounds directly in her genitals. Though initially it was thought that she’d been killed elsewhere, and the body dumped in Buck’s Row, due to the small amount of blood found on the street, it was later deduced that her clothing had absorbed much of the blood and that Buck’s Row, was, in fact, the scene of her murder. One important attendee at the inquest was Detective Inspector Frederick Abberline, who had been brought in to co-ordinate the investigation. At this time however, the police had nothing to go on, no witnesses, no suspects, and no evidence.

      Had The Ripper ended his killing with the death of Polly Nichols it is likely that the crime would have remained unsolved and forgotten, and the killing would have been no more than a footnote in the dark criminal history of the East End of London, and the name of Jack the Ripper would have never been known to the world.

      I returned to the journal. Strangely, there was no entry for the night of the 30th August, when he so obviously must have left his home and prowled the dark streets in search of his victim. Had he been too excited to write? Had he been so preoccupied by his task that he’d forgotten the very existence of his journal? In light of my theories on the state of mind of the writer, I presumed that to be the most likely conclusion. He was so wrapped up, so totally absorbed by his cause, his ‘work’, that the journal would have been an insignificance to him, barely worth a thought, as indeed I believed to be the case. He had, however, returned to his literary account the next day, and the entry, though short, was as chilling to me as if he’d written a five-page dissertation on the killing of that poor unfortunate woman.

      

      
        
        1st September 1888

      

        

      
        Am well. Continued the work last night. After the first whore this was easy, like gutting a fish! Slash, slash, slash, so easy, so quick. The whore never saw me coming, lying drunk in the filthy doorway of the hovel. This is the real thing, now I can’t stop, for the whores are ripe for plucking, and I’ll reap a bloody harvest. Her blood was sticky warm upon my fingers, but the whore is cold, cold as the grave, good job.

      

        

      
        I even walked back to look, but they’d shifted the whore. No-one saw, I was invisible. Solved the blood problem. The apron will wash, and the sewers keep me safe. Door to door, hahaha.

      

      

      So, here it was, probably for the first time. A confession (of sorts), to the murders of both Martha Tabram and Polly Nichols, by one individual. If this journal was indeed the real thing, (and this was becoming more self-evident to me with each page I read), then all the past conjecture as to whether Martha Tabram was a victim of The Ripper was ended, (for me at least).

      Poor Polly Nichols! Left to bleed into the street in the depths of night, probably without even knowing what was happening to her. That, I supposed, was a blessing of sorts. She hadn’t been dragged screaming to her horrific death. If the writer was to be believed, he’d come across his victim lying virtually helpless in a doorway, probably too stupefied through drink to realize that her throat was being cut, until it was too late. Though the subsequent mutilations were horrific in their extent and ferocity, they were at least inflicted post-mortem, she wouldn’t have felt the blade slicing into her flesh, cutting her open, despoiling and defiling her most intimate, private parts. The depths of the cuts to the woman’s throat would have ensured that she’d died almost instantly. I sat and shivered again, and, even though the act had occurred so long ago, I said a silent prayer for the soul of Mary Ann (Polly) Nichols.

      That he could be so sparse in his words on the killing, and so matter of fact about the acts of depravity he’d committed was frightening, and I shuddered inwardly as the wind again howled at the window, and I felt the strange feeling once again, the feeling of being not alone, though I knew I was. I was getting jumpy, and little wonder.

      
        
        2nd September 1888

      

        

      
        The voices called to me today. They’re celebrating, elated, telling me to rest now. The work won’t go away, but it will wait, until the time comes again when I shall rise in answer to the call. The headache came again, far worse, but the laudanum helped.

      

        

      
        ***

      

        

      
        3rd September 1888

      

        

      
        Saw ‘T’ today. Also Cavendish paid a courtesy call. I listened but spoke little. Thanked him for previous advice. He asked how I was. Fine I replied. Fine. Fine. Fine. He was on his way to the asylum, so many unhappy souls in there, would that they could enjoy the sunshine, the freedom to walk, to talk, to be human again. I know such is not their destiny, my own self would treat them if I could, help them find the release they need. But I cannot, I must bide within my own confines, and take solace in the work, I’ll wait for the voices, let them rest, they too are tired, soon enough I’ll feel the blood of the whores on my skin again, I’ll watch the next wretched strumpet bleed as I slice her good and well. Won’t be long my lovely, won’t be long, I promise.

      

      

      There was my great-grandfather once again and mention of someone referred to only as ‘T’. Why didn’t the writer name him, as he had my ancestor? Would naming him have given too much away, made it too easy for the writer to be identified if his journal had fallen into the wrong hands? It was obvious to me that my great-grandfather had no inkling of the writer’s connection to the murders at that time, or I was sure he’d have added something to his notes. There was nothing, and yes, the man ‘T’, if it was a man, must have been too close to home for the writer to identify. There was also the vague reference to his wanting to do something to help cure the inmates of the asylum. Was that just the rambling of an insane mind, or did this man, as many have suspected of the Ripper, have some medical connections? Could he indeed have been a doctor himself? That would certainly explain his presence at the same club as great-grandfather. Were they professional colleagues I wondered, or just passing acquaintances? I knew that I could probably solve the mystery instantly by turning a few pages, looking at the final entries, perhaps seeing a name in my ancestors’ hand, but, no, I couldn’t. I felt compelled to see this through to the end, to read each and every page as it opened before me, to follow the trail of the journal to whatever conclusion it arrived at. Only by fully understanding what had happened in those far-off days would I discover my family’s own dark secret, and perhaps, at the same time, discover the identity of Jack the Ripper.

      
        
        4th September 1888

      

        

      
        I must go away for a couple of days. The whores can wait, but I’ll be back, by all that’s true, I’ll return in time to cut the next one hard.

      

      

      So, he was going away. To work? To visit a friend, or family perhaps? I referred to my research papers, looking for any reference to any of the many suspects having been absent from London between the 4th September and the date of the next murder, which would take place on the 8th. There was little information, the only information relating to any of the alleged suspects referred to Prince Albert Victor, Duke of Clarence and Avondale, the grandson of Queen Victoria. The prince was recorded as having been staying with Viscount Downe at Danby Lodge in Yorkshire fro the 29th August to the 7th September, and thence at the Cavalry Barracks at York until the 10th. Unless he could have been in two places at once, that let the prince off the hook as far as I was concerned. I felt that to be a preposterous theory at any rate, though perhaps others may have acted on his behalf? I felt it more likely that the writer was fulfilling some pre-arranged appointment, perhaps, as I’d already thought, to visit a relative, or, if he was a medical man himself, to attend to some pressing out of town business, perhaps he was himself treating patients at a hospital, or God forbid the thought, at an asylum!

      Try as I might, I couldn’t shake the thought that I was being inextricably drawn into a web so vast, so deep, that I might never be the same again. Would the knowledge I was about to learn over the next few hours leave me unscathed, or was I cursed to carry some vile and bitter secret with me to the grave? Was that what my poor father had done, and his father before him? The yellowed, crinkled, aged paper in my hand seemed almost warm to the touch, as if the warmth of the blood of that poor hapless victim of the Ripper was seeping through the very pages of the journal, reaching across the vastness of time to touch me here in the warm safe confines of my study. Something about the writing on the page made it assume an almost three-dimensional appearance in my mind, the page was moving upwards in my hand as I looked ever closer at the words, searching for some hidden clue, some sign of whatever it was that was causing me to suffer such an illogical reaction to the old, worn manuscript. I saw nothing unusual, nothing at all, and yet, there was something about the journal, something dark and malevolent, though I’d no idea what it was. Was it him? Was it The Ripper, his words themselves were chilling enough, but could it be that something of the evil lurked within the fabric of the parchment, could he have somehow burned his own brand of evil into the pages? Rubbish! How foolish I felt for even thinking such a thought. Even so, I hurriedly placed the journal down on the desk, ashamed of my own irrational fear and stupidity. It was just a collection of old papers after all, wasn’t it?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            EIGHT

          

          
            A QUIET EVENING

          

        

      

    

    
      The icy chill of the journal’s words had taken a grip on my thoughts and emotions. I had fully expected the Ripper (if this was indeed the Ripper), to describe his work in far more graphic detail than he had done. It seemed as if the actual act of killing Polly Nichols, the barbarity of his vicious assault on her lifeless body, had been no more than an adjunct to his day, a casual act, committed with no more emotion than he would have displayed if he’d been swatting a fly, or eating a meal. The ‘sticky warm blood’ upon his fingers, ‘was nothing more than a passing remark, a short statement of fact. He wasn’t in any way repelled by the act of murder, as most murderers are after they realize the magnitude of what they’ve done. This man was incapable of remorse, more than that, he enjoyed the acts he was perpetrating, and dismissed them as nothing more than an everyday occurrence. I confess that at that point in time, I was actually afraid, though of what I couldn’t be sure. I wasn’t one normally prone to irrational or illogical fears, but something about this journal, this night, was deeply unnerving to my soul. For reasons I can’t explain, (it was after all just an old journal), I felt as though I were staring into the jaws of Hell itself, with only a small portion of that terrible destination having been revealed to me. Knowing that there was yet more to come, descriptions of even more horrific events, that the bloodletting was only just beginning, sent paroxysms of shivers down my spine. Despite the intoxicating, addictive pull of the journal, I had to tear myself from it, I needed to rest, to gain a few minutes of respite from the horrific Victorian melodrama being played out in words before me. It took courage, I know you won’t understand that, but it’s true, and I summoned that courage to place the pages of the journal on the desk, rise from my chair, and walk out of the study, into the kitchen, where I made yet more coffee, and then sank into Sarah’s fireside chair with my head in my hands. Without my realising it, the coffee grew cold, my eyes grew heavy, and in minutes I fell into a fitful, shallow sleep.

      I dreamed, an awful dream, of blood, and bright, silver blades, cutting and slashing at my flesh. The blood was everywhere, flowing from my arms, my legs, and when I looked down, a gaping wound in my abdomen was opened from side to side across my body, my entrails were hanging out, and the kitchen floor was stained red with the river of blood that stemmed from my wounds. I tried to scream, I couldn’t, and I saw the shadow of the man as he raised his blade once more, ready to strike the final blow, to end my torment, and then……

      I woke, trembling, sweating, the kitchen was quiet, the floor was clean, dry, not a drop of blood in sight. Almost unconsciously I felt my body, checking for wounds, there were none of course, and I cursed my own stupidity, my weakness in being deceived by a dream. I was definitely becoming spooked. That much was certain. I tried to clear my head, to think rationally. After all, I was, by profession a logical and rational man. I spent my working life attempting to help the sufferers of mental illnesses of all genres and depths, even the rare case of some poor individual exhibiting symptoms similar to those of the writer of the journal. Why I should now be so affected by the revelations contained in this nineteenth century text was beyond me.

      

      I concluded that tiredness must be a major contributory factor to my current malaise. I’d not had much rest since Dad’s death, and, today in particular had been a tense and fraught affair, beginning with the visit to the solicitors office, followed by my almost obsessive fascination with the journal. Allied to that were the disturbing words it contained, and the veiled threat of some long-hidden family involvement in one of the great crime mysteries in history. I’d fallen asleep in a chair, after all, something I’d never normally do, and of course, I’d drunk a few small whiskies along the way.

      I decided to put the journal away for the night, to get some sleep, and begin again in the morning, when I’d be refreshed, have a clear head, and yet, I knew I couldn’t. I just couldn’t do that! I needed to know more, and the thirst for that knowledge just couldn’t wait until the morning in order to be quenched.

      Feeling as though I was being driven by some unseen force, a power that wouldn’t let me go, I rose from the comfort of the fireside chair, and let myself be drawn once again into the study, drawn deeper, ever deeper, into the dark and blood-stained world of Jack the Ripper!

      As I settled myself down once more in my chair, I decided to forego reading any more of the journal for the time being. I wanted more factual information, more background to the case. I accessed the internet once more and found and printed another collection of facts on the case. Although the case is over a hundred years old, there exists a vast network of websites devoted to the crimes of The Ripper, and there is no shortage of information to be gleaned if one wants it. I say I was searching for facts, though of course many of the so-called facts attached to the Ripper murders were themselves open to conjecture. It seemed to me as I read much of the information before me that what had been accepted by the police and public as the truth one day, had, on many occasions been condemned to the realms of fantasy the next! Wading through the mixture of truth, half-truth, and downright falsehood was like trying to wade through a sea of mud whilst hampered by wearing a full deep-sea diver’s suit.

      I’d never realized that there were so many suspects, or at least alleged suspects, many of whom hadn’t even been considered at the time of the murders. It seemed that, even today, new names were being added to the list with unerring regularity. Rather than the case drawing nearer to a conclusion as time went on, it appeared to me that a solution grew less likely with every passing day. There had been murders before, and there continued to be murders after the five canonical murders attributed to The Ripper. Martha Tabram of course, had not been one of these, though the journal now placed her firmly within the list of Ripper killings. I’d read the alleged Ripper’s account of Tabram’s murder, followed by his short chilling description of the death of Polly Nichols. Still to come, if the journal listed them all, were the murders of Annie Chapman, Elizabeth Stride, Catherine Eddowes, and Mary Jane Kelly, her murder taking place on the 9th November. Further murders over the next three months were at one time or another attributed to The Ripper but were soon discounted as being the work of others. It has even been suggested that one or more of the above victims may not have been actual Ripper victims, but I hadn’t the time to try to follow up on that hypothesis. If the journal ran true to form, any questions about the number of his victims would be resolved by reading its pages, by following the words of the writer, (The Ripper?), to its conclusion.

      I looked again at the list of alleged suspects. From what little knowledge I’d gleaned so far, even I found some of them to be too fanciful for words. I’d already discounted the Prince of the Realm from my thoughts and looked at those I thought to be the main suspects at the time of the murders.

      There was ‘Leather Apron’ a name attributed to the Ripper before his later appendage, thought by many at the time to be a Polish cobbler by the name of John Pizer. A resident of Mulberry Street, Pizer, like some of the other suspects was Jewish, (strange how many times the Jews have been the scapegoats for heinous crimes). Pizer was cleared of involvement by the police.

      Another Pole, also Jewish, this time a hairdresser also fell under suspicion. Aaron Kosminski was to be revealed in later papers as having come under suspicion at the time, and he was at one time incarcerated in the Colney Hatch Asylum, where my great-grandfather attended patients from time to time. (A connection?).

      The boyfriend and at one time live-in lover of Mary Jane Kelly was Joseph Barnett. Barnett was interviewed at length by the police, and later released. It is thought that Barnett may have committed the murders as a means of trying to get Mary Kelly to give up the world of prostitution, hoping the murders would scare her off the streets. When this failed, he killed her in a most brutal and sustained attack, only to retire from his murderous deeds thereafter. I admitted to myself that he would be a reasonable possibility.

      Michael Ostrog, a man of many aliases, and of uncertain nationality, possibly Russian, maybe Polish, and surprise, surprise, described as Jewish, had a long criminal record by the time of the murders, and a history of mental illness. Said by police at the time to be ‘a dangerous man’, he was one of the three chief suspects of Sir Melville Macnaghten, Assistant Chief Constable, Scotland Yard, from 1889-1890, later becoming Chief Constable.

      Together with Ostrog and Kosminski, Macnaghten’s third chief suspect appeared to be a respectable, but slightly unstable barrister by the name of Montague John Druitt. A first-class sportsman and one-time schoolmaster at Mr Valentine’s school, Blackheath, Druitt appeared to have been regularly though not lucratively employed as a barrister while having at some time taken to teaching either to supplement his meagre legal earnings, or for some other, unknown reason. That side of his life seems shrouded in mystery, as is much to do with all of those suspected of being the notorious killer.

      There were others, many others, too many to warrant including them here. That is not after all the purpose of my words. I thought as I read and re-read those notes that perhaps in a few hours I would have the answer that had eluded the police of Victorian London, and all the scholars and historians since who had tried to put a name to The Ripper. I still believed that it was a simple as that. Turn to the back page, and it’ll be there, I told myself. See for yourself, if not in his own hand, then surely great-grandfather would reveal the truth, if he really knew him, and if the journal were genuine. I didn’t do it of course, I couldn’t, I’ve already explained that haven’t I? Whatever was waiting for me at the end of my strange journey into the past that was being generated by the journal would have to wait until I’d read every word along the way, felt the pain of the victims as the writer described his horrendous and heinous descent into what I now saw as inevitable madness, finally to discover, I hoped, the fate of Jack the Ripper.

      It was now pitch dark outside, and the wind had become a howling gale, so much stronger than before. The dark shadow fingers of the tree continued to dance their twisted ballet across the window panes, and occasionally one would brush against the glass, sounding as though someone were gently rapping on the window, pleading to be allowed in, to escape the wind, the dark, the raging storm that was gathering by the minute.

      Knowing that I couldn’t put it off any longer, I reached out once more to take up the journal, and, making a great effort to steady my hands, and my nerves, I turned the last page I’d read, and watched the words of the next page float up to meet my eyes, as I left behind the raging storm outside the window, and found myself once more caught up in a storm of a very different kind!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            NINE

          

          
            METAMORPHOSIS?

          

        

      

    

    
      My first reaction on turning to the next page of the journal was one of shock. It took less than a second for me to realize that the handwriting had changed. Whereas the previous pages had been written in a firm hand, almost displaying the rage in the words with the obvious pressure applied to the nib of the pen, and the expansive strokes displayed in certain letters, now suddenly, the writing appeared smaller, upright, and very ordered in its application to the page. Was this a different hand at work? I looked closely at the page and attempted a comparison with the one I’d recently finished reading.

      Close examination revealed that many of the letters, although smaller and seemingly more ordered in construction, displayed the same characteristics. The construction of the letter ‘f’ for example, and also the flourish applied to the ‘y’ were quite distinct in their commonality. There were other matches present, all of which confirmed to me that the writer of the two pages was one and the same individual. Of course, it would take a handwriting expert to confirm such a conclusion, but I had no doubts at all.

      What had changed? Why had the Ripper’s (I know; alleged Ripper’s), handwriting suddenly undergone this strange metamorphosis? I guessed I might discover the answer to my question in the words I was about to read.

      
        
        5th September 1888

      

        

      
        The silence of the world sits heavy upon my weary shoulders. It’s so quiet in here, so very quiet. I’m not sure where I am any more, or indeed who I am. This place is dark and cold, life is bright and warm, but I am not. The loneliness that steals me from the comfort of the day lies as a pall upon my heart. I am entombed in sadness. There’s hopelessness in every breath I take, I want to be alive, I hate this place, I need to breathe fresh air, to taste just once the breath of goodness. These things are not me!

      

      

      He was different, that was certain, at least for now. The rage displayed in every previous page was absent from this melancholy extract. These were the words of an unhappy, extremely depressed individual, who appeared to fear loneliness above all else. He saw himself as cut off from the world, as though living in it, but not really being a part of it. At the time of writing these words, I doubt he even knew or realized what he’d done in the last few weeks. There was a lucid calm, though his thoughts were still distorted by anxieties and repression. In addition to those other psychoses I suspected he suffered from; this individual could have also been afflicted by what today would be referred to as a multiple personality disorder. The change in handwriting, the alteration to his sentence construction, and the sudden switch from rage to depression could have been symptomatic of this, though I couldn’t be sure of course.

      Why had no-one noticed this man’s problems, I wondered? Surely, he must have had some day to day contact with friends, family or colleagues. From what I’d read so far, he was a deeply disturbed individual who must have had some difficulty in masking all of his symptoms from those around him. Why had no-one suspected his dark secret, or had someone tried and failed to get help for this man, maybe attempted to obtain treatment for him? Perhaps though, if one analysed his words a little further, he was indeed a lonely man and therefore in all probability a loner, living, working, and killing alone. I’d read that there’d been theories about the murders being some sort of conspiracy, that were two or more killers involved, but, if the journal were the real thing, then there had been just one man, but that one man may have had many different faces. As of now, I’d just met number two!

      I paused to make a referral to my printed fact sheets. I’d heard in the past, and it was now confirmed for me, that throughout the course of the Ripper investigations a number of letters had been sent to the police and other agencies concerned with the case purporting to be from The Ripper. Many, if not all of these had at some time been dismissed as hoaxes, in no small part due to the differences in handwriting between them. It had been concluded that no one man could have been responsible for so many varying styles of handwriting, and that therefore they couldn’t all be the work of the murderer. Could it have been, I wondered, that one or more of those letters could have been from the killer, written whilst in the form of one of a number of distinctly different personalities? As I hadn’t even got to the point in the case where the first of those letters had appeared, I decided to reserve judgment for the time being.

      
        
        6th September 1888

      

        

      
        Where is peace? It eludes me so. Death would be such a release from this torment of perpetual agony. I have such a headache, throbbing in my skull. There’s laudanum in the house. Took some. Better, much better. Saw no-one today, watched the world passing through the window, pretty girl selling flowers on the corner, clean girl, young, innocent as the blooms in her basket. Coaches and carts and barrows and life. All life, but not for me. A cacophony in my head, a kaleidoscope in my mind, why so tired, why? I turned my head from the bitter glass and poured the laudanum into my throat.

      

      

      So the laudanum was taking hold of him! I couldn’t know how much he’d taken since his first purchase of the drug, but it was clear to me that he’d been far exceeding the safe dose of the stuff. It was clouding his thoughts, numbing his senses, and, though undoubtedly helping to alleviate the pain of his headaches, it was also helping to fuel his depression and his sense of isolation by its mind altering and hallucinogenic effects. I couldn’t help but note his reference to the ‘clean and innocent’ flower seller in the street. What a complete contrast to his previous references towards the other women in his life, ‘the whores’. This was a minor eye-opener to me; here was the man who may have been one of the most notorious killers in the history of British crime revealing not a wicked bloodlust, but a desire for peace, almost inviting death. This wasn’t the picture of Jack the Ripper as envisaged by history, or by the so-called informed public, or the venerated historians who had given so many varied opinions on the murders over the years.

      How soon could one become addicted to laudanum? I wasn’t sure. As a drug it had barely been used for years, but I was well aware that the more one took in a short time, the faster would be the addictive process, and I’d no doubt in my mind that he had become addicted. It must also be borne in mind that at the time of the Ripper murders, there was no National Health Service in the UK, no Community Psychiatric Programme as exists today. Many people in Victorian London would have lived their entire lives without having access to qualified medical care, such as it was at the time. People moved around from address to address with far greater frequency than would be expected today. I had found the answer to one of my questions. If the writer had so chosen, he could indeed have lived his life in splendid isolation, with little or no contact with his fellow citizens. If he worked alone, or with little regular contact with colleagues and family, it would have been quite possible for his symptoms to remain unnoticed by those around him, particularly if he was able, (as I expected he could), to display a veneer of respectability and normality during his working days. The man would have developed the ability to become a consummate actor when faced with everyday life, displaying a public face far removed from the persona that took over when darkness fell, and when his ‘voices’ would awaken in his mind, leading him down the blood-soaked paths of murder and mutilation.

      Then again, another question surfaced in my mind. It could still be that the writer of the journal was an impostor, a poor disturbed soul anxious to achieve some sort of infamy and notoriety by constructing an elaborate and convincing account of events that had already occurred. It still remained within the bounds of possibility that the journal was written after the fact, but then, I realized that my great-grandfather still had a part to play in this story, that I would read his own version of events in good time, when I reached the end of the journey into the mind of the tormented soul which was being poured out in graphic detail in the words before my eyes. I felt that the answers, however painful, would be forthcoming if I remained patient, and saw the journal through to its conclusion. Perhaps at some point a clue would be exhibited which would place the journal firmly into the realm of actuality, the writer would reveal some information, no matter how small, which would prove his involvement both before, during, and after the fact. There’d been so many hoaxes in the past.

      I turned to the next page, and the rage was back! The handwriting was once more that of the original character in this terrifying melodrama. I was once again pitched into the darkest side of the character of the man I was beginning to believe truly was Jack the Ripper, though not quite the Ripper of legend. This was a human, seriously flawed, perhaps, but still a human character, filled with angst and anger, riddled with uncontrollable psychoses, and seriously in need of the help which he so obviously would never receive in the world in which he lived. There was another significant difference. Whereas the previous pages had been written in what must have been a fairly standard black ink, the page before me was written in red, the colour of the blood which so clouded his life and his thinking!

      
        
        7th September 1888

      

        

      
        They think they’re safe, they all think they’re safe, but oh no, I’ll show them. They laugh and posture in their effete and lurid decadence. Yes, they’re decadent; decadent and immoral, damned whores! They offer their putrid selves for a shilling a time, bending over and lifting their skirts in dark alleys, pigs in a trough. They spread themselves and their diseases for the price of a doss for the night, filthy, rancid, damnable whores! The chancre of the streets, a festering sore, the defilement of all things woman. The voices are calling, louder and louder, they’re with me every minute, and we know what we must do. They make my head hurt, but the laudanum is my friend, and takes the pain away. Need more, shall have more, must hone my blades, sharpen my thoughts, let the voices speak clearly, together we’ll make them listen, all of them. Blood, blood, and more blood, only blood will rid the streets of the pestilence.

      

      

      
        
        
        I’ll slash you and rip you,

        and you’ll die where you lie.

        I’ve sharpened my blades,

        so you’ll die ‘fore you cry.

      

      

      

      
        
        Look out little whores, I know where you are, and I’m coming, oh yes, I’m coming.

      

      

      This entry, dated the 7th September was particularly chilling, no less for the use of the perverse and terrifying little verse. It was like a clarion call, a battle cry, announcing, to himself and his journal at least, that the Ripper was about to stalk the streets once again.

      A glance at my reference notes confirmed the fact that on the night of the 7th/8th September 1888, the Ripper struck again. I couldn’t escape the feeling that I was actually there, I was so wrapped up in the words of the journal. I was aware of the strangest feeling, as though I myself was being touched by the terror that stalked the streets of Whitechapel. I wished I could cry out, warn someone, put a stop to all this, but of course, such thoughts were stupid and illogical, I was removed from the scene by an insurmountable chasm, over a century of time, and yet, I could almost taste the chill of that night, feel the dampness of the early morning dew forming on the cobbles of Hanbury Street. As I placed the pages of the journal down on the desk in front of me, I shook with an involuntary shiver, for I knew, with the grim and unchangeable certainty of history, that time was rapidly running out for Annie Chapman!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            TEN

          

          
            LEATHER APRON

          

        

      

    

    
      The evil that was Jack the Ripper brought fresh terror to the streets of London with the murder of Annie Chapman, the brutality and savagery of her murder far exceeding that which had gone before. Her body was discovered by an elderly man, John Davis, shortly before 6 a.m. on the 8th of September in the backyard of number 29 Hanbury Street. Her dress had been pulled up over her knees, and her intestines were clearly visible, draped across her left shoulder. He summoned James Green and James Kent, two acquaintances from nearby, and sent them for the police.

      The police surgeon, Dr. George Bagster Phillips, arrived at 6.30 a.m. and on inspection he found evidence of the most serious mutilations so far in the series of killings which were now beginning to appear as the work of one crazed individual.

      Chapman’s throat had been cut, again the wound so deep as to almost sever the head from the body, the abdomen had been sliced cleanly open, and, most horrifically, certain internal organs normally present within the abdomen were missing. The killer had removed them and taken them with him! Her face was swollen and her tongue slightly protruding. Could the killer have suffocated her prior to inflicting the fatal wound to the poor victim’s neck?

      A witness had placed Chapman at the entrance to 29 Hanbury Street at approximately 5.30 a.m. If she was to be believed, it meant that the Ripper had met, murdered and butchered Annie Chapman in less than thirty minutes, indicating either an attack of great frenzy, or an act of consummate skill. Close to the standpipe which served the backyard of the building, the police discovered their first clue in the case, a neatly folded, but waterlogged leather apron. At last, they had something to go on! No-one had seen the killer; he’d disappeared like a wraith into the night.

      Those were the bare facts of the case as far as I could ascertain from my printed notes. Would the journal confirm any of the facts? There was only one way to find out. I turned to the next page.

      
        
        8th September 1888

      

        

      
        Another whore in Hell. Blood’s still under my nails. Wash, wash, wash, it’ll clean away soon. Vile, filthy, whore blood! My, but she bled a lot, fat, dumpy little whore. This one tried to scream, not a sleepy whore like last one. Had to silence the bitch first, took her breath away, haha. She sliced up well, bit too much fat though, or her head would have come right off.

        Now that would have been a sight! Oh yes, the blood would have really run then. Took some of the bitch’s entrails and fed them to the street dogs near home, a feast, haha. Left something behind, the apron, not to worry, plenty more, and they’ll never know it’s mine, it’s new though, such a shame, a waste, but had to go, there were people nearby, just made the sewer, my invisible shield. Didn’t realize the blood would stick to the leather like that. They can scour the streets for ever more, they’ll never find me, never take me. Wish I hadn’t had to go without it, they cost good money. Good money better than whores. Won’t be long until the next one, the voices are pleased, they want more. More headaches, more laudanum.

      

      

      So, he was celebrating the death of another poor woman while at the same time bemoaning the loss of an apron that had cost him ‘good money’. The callous reference to ‘good money better than whores’ reduced poor Annie Chapman’s life to less than the value of a cheap leather apron. As to the apron itself, this was the beginning of the police and public’s fixation with ‘Leather Apron’, the name now given by the popular press and the people at large to the killer. The name Jack the Ripper wouldn’t be given to the murderer until some weeks from now. How sad that the police of the day had no forensic scientists available to them The apron, left behind in Hanbury Street would surely have yielded fingerprints, DNA evidence, and perhaps more clues to enable an identification to be made, if not immediately, then at some point in the future. The lack of scientific technology at the time of the ripper murders was in itself one of the killer’s greatest assets. As for the journal, well, I felt as I read the entry that the writer was becoming more and more disassociated with reality. He saw the act of killing as little more than a ritual required by his ‘voices’ in order to satisfy their need for blood. He was enjoying the ‘slicing’ and took some amusement from the fact that the poor woman’s head was almost severed from her body by his blade. True to his plans, he’d used the sewers as his escape route, taking some of the victim’s internal organs with him, before feeding them to the ravenous dogs that roamed the streets of London by night. What an awful and terrible confession! It seemed so logical to me that he’d used those dank underground passageways to evade the police, and any potential witnesses; I couldn’t think why the police themselves hadn’t immediately thought of the sewers as the killer’s possible escape route.

      There was the reference to his headaches again as well. Then even more laudanum. He was without a doubt hooked on the drug. It would probably have helped to anaesthetise him even further against the horrors of the deeds he was perpetrating.

      I placed the journal on the desk once more and rose from my chair. I was getting stiff again and needed to stretch and relax my limbs. For the first time in what seemed an age, I looked at the clock. It was only eight o’clock. It certainly felt much later. It was pitch black outside the window, the wind had managed to blow itself up into a wicked storm, and rain had begun to lash the panes. If ever a night was fit for the revelations of one of the most evil killers ever to evade British justice, I felt that this was it. The moon had been obliterated by cloud, and there was little or no natural light visible through the window. I felt cut off from reality, from the world of ‘normal’ society, much as the writer of the journal must have felt during that awful, terrifying autumn so long ago. I was on my own, with no-one to talk to, just my own thoughts and fears for company. To tell the truth, reading the journal was having a profound effect upon me, far greater than I would ever have thought possible. I’d never been a fanciful person, not given to thoughts of the supernatural, and certainly not easily spooked by things I didn’t understand, but I was more than a little unsettled as I paced around my study, trying to increase the circulation in my stiff and aching joints. Every sound in the room, from the ticking of the clock to the rain against the window panes was being amplified inside my head, the tension of the written words, and the loneliness of my situation only serving to add to the overall feeling of detachment I was beginning to feel. There was a similarity in our situations that wouldn’t easily leave me, which I simply couldn’t dismiss.

      How many nights, I wondered, had he sat in his room alone, as I was at that moment, surrounded by the sounds of the night, with just his twisted thoughts for company? He may have welcomed the voices in his head, they were his solace, his companions, and he felt less alone when they were there with him. Thank God, I had Sarah, our parting was only temporary, I had never been alone in my life, and I dreaded to think of how lonely a life could be if one were so isolated from society, from friends and family, that one could possibly begin to retreat into a fantasy world, where imagined voices in the head could take on the reality of an individual’s only confidantes, a person’s only ‘friends’. As an only child may invent an ‘imaginary friend’ in order to alleviate loneliness and isolation, so the writer of the journal, though certainly not inventing the voices, had come to see them as real entities, as his closest and most trusted allies in a world which certainly could not at the time, and probably never would understand his mental torment in the future.

      He’d stated towards the end of this latest entry that it wouldn’t be long until he struck again. A glance at my notes told me that it would in fact be a day over three weeks before the next Ripper murder, so assuming him to be telling the truth as he saw it at the time, that he was about to strike again, and quickly, something must have happened to delay his next foray into the dark streets of Whitechapel. Only the journal could tell me, and yet, I was becoming so tired, my eyes were heavy. There were too many pages in the journal still to go. I’d never stay awake long enough to absorb them all, not accurately. I needed sleep, perhaps after a few hours in bed, I’d be able to start refreshed, be less affected by the things I was reading, and approach the horrors of the Ripper murders with more logic and detachment than I was feeling at the moment.

      I promised myself that I’d read just one more page, just one, then I’d retire to the bedroom and grab a few hours of much-needed sleep. As I turned the page and looked at the date, I noticed he’d missed a day.

      
        
        10th September 1888

      

        

      
        Almost slept the clock round. Been working much too hard. My, but the streets are alive with people. Walked amongst the throng in Whitechapel, poor lame fools. They think they can catch ‘Leather Apron’ just by walking the streets and shouting for justice! Never mind, haha, I cried for justice too. Berated some poor fool constable for not catching the awful fiend, “Why officer, can you not catch this evil malodorous person in our midst? Have you police no clue?”

      

        

      
        “Move along sir, move along, now. You just let us do our work, and you see to your own, we’ll catch the killer, never you fear.”

      

        

      
        I could have laughed aloud, there in his face. But he has told me to go on with my work, so I’ll never fear as he says, and I’ll get about my work, for it’s crying out to be done. So many whores, so much pestilence upon the streets. I wonder what they’re thinking now, trembling in their dirty shoes, waiting for the knife, waiting for me, waiting, waiting. Next time, I’ll not just let the whore blood flow, I’ll taste it’s warmth upon my lips, just a taste, a morsel no more, I promise I shall.

      

      

      The bare effrontery of the man! To walk amidst the crowds of concerned citizens, joining in with their calls for justice and police action, he was as brazen as they come. Not only that, but I could just imagine the poor constable being harried by this man, seeking some way to move him on whilst trying to do his job without upsetting an ‘anxious and worried citizen’. The fact that the writer had gone so far as to quote the short conversation with the hapless constable showed his complete disdain for the officer of the law, his total contempt for the forces of law and order, and his absolute belief that he was untouchable by them. He so obviously felt himself immune from capture. I suspected that he would even have believed absolutely that the officer’s words to ‘get about his work’ had given him free licence to carry on his killing spree with official sanction from the officer himself, if not indeed from the whole police force of London. He had obtained the approval he sought.

      I was concerned most of all by his threat to taste the blood of his next victim. Shades of Count Dracula, I thought at the time. Though I was sure he wouldn’t go as far as to drink the blood, I felt that he was beginning to personalize the murders a little more by this threatened action. Once the blood of his victim came into contact with his mouth, once he felt and tasted the warmth of his victim, he would feel in total possession of the body, she would be his to do with as he liked, and, as history has revealed to us, the worst was yet to come.

      Finally, I was now sure of one thing. The writer of the journal was an intelligent man, well-schooled, as his words, phrases, and use of the English language were demonstrating to me. Assuming that he was indeed The Ripper, in my mind I was able to dismiss as suspects the Polish Jew Kosminsky, the boot maker Pizer, and the Pole Severin Klosowski, another suspect I had read of but not previously mentioned. To my mind, the words of the journal were those of an educated man writing in his own language, as he displayed so much familiarity with the phraseology of his English. A foreigner, no matter how well educated would surely not have played so adeptly with his sentence construction as the writer of this incredible journal. No, this was a home-grown killer, of that I was now sure.

      That was it, it was now almost ten thirty, I didn’t know quite where the time had gone. I’d been so engrossed, so carried along by this strange and macabre day that time had almost lost it’s meaning for me. As I placed the journal on the desk, relieved to be taking my leave of the dark and murderous world of Jack the Ripper for a few hours at least, I remembered that I’d unplugged the phones a little earlier. Sarah may have been ringing, trying to call me back as she’d promised. I plugged them back in, checked for messages, and there she was, just a quick “Hi darling, presume you’re busy, I’ll call tomorrow, goodnight I love you,” before I climbed the stairs, quickly undressed and found my way under the warmth of the duvet, and quickly fell into a deep, though disturbed and dream laden sleep, haunted by dreams of the dark, blood-soaked world of terror that was the realm of The Ripper.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ELEVEN

          

          
            FROM HELL?

          

        

      

    

    
      Throughout my life, I’ve always been fascinated by the human brain, by its sheer capacity for achievement. Though relatively small in stature it is without doubt one of the wonders of creation. Like a great computer, the brain has many functions. It generates the subconscious signals required by the body to maintain temperature, breathing and blood flow, it tells us when we’re hungry or thirsty, thus acting as a fuel reserve indicator. It has the in-built facility to absorb and store myriad items of information, cataloguing them in order of priority, some being required as instant recall items, others to be stored away for future use, somewhere within its vast and largely unknown memory banks. It never sleeps, never rests, a constant stream of data impulses being produced to maintain and regulate the life of its host, the human body. The brain is a vast storehouse of information, ready to be accessed as and when we require it, and, housed somewhere deep within that storehouse is the complex and almost unfathomable entity we call the mind.
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