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Chapter 1: The shadow over London
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The fog hung thick and impenetrable over London as Inspector Harringford walked through the narrow streets of Whitechapel. The monochrome glow of the city seemed almost eerie at this early hour of the morning, shrouding the decaying buildings and making the lanterns look like ghostly apparitions. An uneasy shiver ran down his spine, while the icy air coloured his cheeks red. Despite the cold and the damp stone beneath his feet, there was no denying the vibrant life of the metropolis in this darkness - the distant roar of traffic, the muffled murmur of early commuters and the occasional cough of a street vendor advertising his wares early.

The call he had received from Scotland Yard's emergency services was a disruptive event in the otherwise so familiar hustle and bustle. He had hurried to his official car when news of a gruesome discovery near Whitechapel Road had reached him - a woman's body, mercilessly strangled and draped with a one-penny coin on her forehead.

"Harringford!" shouted Throckmorton, his good-natured colleague and assistant, who was waiting for him in one of the narrow side alleys. "We must act quickly, before the errand boys from the press storm the scene!"

Inspector Harringford nodded as he pulled his cap low over his face to protect himself from the piercing wind. "What do we know so far?"

"Not much. It's the third death in just two months - all women, all brutally murdered.  But the coin thing... That's new!" Throckmorton ran his fingers nervously through his hair and glanced hastily over his shoulder. "The first two victims didn't have a mark like that. It could be a clue. Or rather a provocation."

"Or the other two cases have nothing to do with it!"

"Also possible!"

"It's obvious."

The two detectives arrived at the scene of the crime, a small, gloomy backyard hidden behind a run-down pub. The rays of the dull morning sun climbed ill-temperedly over the horizon, struggling to penetrate the grey gloom. The smell of rotten vegetables and something reminiscent of old blood hung over the yard.

A uniformed man standing at the barrier saluted. "Inspector, Throckmorton. Here's the situation." With a wave of his hand, he pointed to the ground.

The woman was lying on an uneven cobblestone. Her eyes were wide open, as if frozen in a final, agonising surprise. There was a heavy pressure around her throat, colouring the skin blue, and it was evident that her death had carried not only a swift, brutal character, but also a strange tragedy. The one-penny coin glimmered in the first refraction of the day - a macabre relic that deepened the mystery of the victim's whereabouts all the more.

"Who is she?" Harringford asked in a hushed voice as he bent over the body and risked a detailed look, which he had dared to do so many times in his life.

"Sophie Turner. A waitress, last seen yesterday in one of the pubs. She was also working as a maid by the day," Throckmorton said in his quick, excited tone as he leafed through his notes. "But the others had similar stories. They all seemed to have something in common up to a point..."

"Women searching for life in the darkest corners of London while entangled in the shadows of crime," Harringford murmured as he studied the body's expression. "See the investigation into what happened a few weeks ago?"

"Yes, but so far no recognisable connection. The investigations were frustrated at times by the large number of witnesses - sometimes you'd think London itself had something against us..."

"We will not give up," Harringford cut through Throckmorton's chatter with vigorous emphasis. "We're at the beginning of something that goes far beyond this one act."

Toss the next coin; the game was on. More and more intricate. And London - with all its lights, shadows and secrets - was ready to reveal its cards.
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Chapter 2: Fragments of memory
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The streets of London pulsed with a hectic life as Harringford and Throckmorton plunged into the hustle and bustle of Whitechapel to find out more about the life of the murdered Sophie Turner. A worn notepad in Throckmorton's hands and the heavy line on Wintersbottom's forehead signalled the gravity of their mission. They were not only to find the murderer, but also to build up a picture of the dead woman's life in order to elicit deeper questions about the crime.

"The first port of call will be her friends and acquaintances," Harringford said as they made their way to the street of small pubs and shops. "We'll find out how she lived, or rather where she lived, that someone would commit such a despicable act against her."

They stopped at a run-down pub called 'The Tired Skipper', a shabby place with a peeling wooden sign and thick, yellowing curtains. It was probably a frequent haunt for Sophie and her friends. The pub was pervaded by the smell of beer, cigarette smoke and an indefinable sadness that clung to the walls.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
NEAL CHADWICK

Inspector
Harringford And The
Penny Murderer:
Crime Thriller






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





