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		WELCOME TO WHITECHAPEL



	August 31

	4:00 AM

	

	Fog and darkness fought over the alleys of the London neighborhood. The air was cold and pungent.

	As the spotlight of a theater illuminates an actor in the middle of the stage, the cold white lights of the police torches pointed at the lifeless body of a woman. The spectacle brought to light was disturbing. The woman lay on the ground in a pool of blood. The throat was cut so deeply that the head remained attached to the rest of the body only through a soggy rag of skin. From the torn abdomen the intestine peeped out to the left, and its private parts had generated a second river of blood that joined with what flowed from the severed neck. A foul smell was spreading in the surrounding streets. 

	Miriam had just happened to be passing by on her way home from one of her clients. She had seen lights and like a moth she was attracted to them. When she saw that macabre spectacle she immediately shook, followed by more and more consistent ones. Regained control of her stomach, she noticed that two agents had reached her. 

	«Miss everything all right?» asked one of the agents. 

	«You must step away!» ordered the other. 

	She looked again at the slashed woman and her attention fell on her face. This one, facing east, looked at her with wide eyes and glassy. Miriam would never forget them. 

	«I know her» she said, with a thread of voice. 

	«Who? The victim?» 

	«Yes.» 

	«Wait here.» 

	One of the agents reached what was supposed to be the head of the division, while the other remained with Miriam, visibly upset. 

	«What happened?» she asked the agent who was with her.

	«Isn’t it obvious? Someone had fun tonight.»

	The highest rank among the agents reached them: he was slender and toned, with marked features, confident and decisive expression. The gasp he felt when he saw Miriam’s face was nothing like him. She, on the other hand, when she saw him, had as her first impulse to embrace him, but seeing the expression of the man, she desisted and remained motionless. 

	«Good evening! I’m Detective Basil, I’m told you know the victim.»

	«I know many people, in spite of myself!» Miriam answered, angry.

	Basil’s face showed another sign of discomfort. 

	«Gentlemen, could you leave?» Basil asked the two agents. 

	Basil and Miriam waited to be alone before speaking.

	«Only yesterday you lay in my bed and now you pretend not to know me!»

	«I am on duty, and those are my colleagues, indeed subordinates», the man nervously said.

	«And you don’t want to know that you go with those like me?» 

	«You have understood! Then you are not stupid!»

	«Go get yourself ...»

	«Enough! A woman has just been massacred.»

	Miriam bit her tongue. Basil was right.

	«It happened recently?» the woman asked, frightened.

	«The body is still warm».

	Miriam looked again at the victim lying on the ground and thought that that body, on which the flies were feasting, might have been hers.

	«They called her Polly, but I think it’s a nickname» said Miriam.

	«Do you know if she had enemies?» Basil asked.

	«I don’t know, I didn’t know her so well».

	«Did she have a family?»

	«I don’t know, probably. Everyone has a family».

	«Do you have it?» Basil asked, maliciously. Miriam looked at him, but she did not reply.

	«Excuse me, I didn’t want to be insensitive».

	«Leave it.».

	«Go home, tomorrow morning come to the police station to leave your details and your statement».

	«Is it really necessary?»

	«Yes, but don’t worry, it’s just normal procedure.»

	«All right».

	«I can have you escorted home, if you want».

	«There is no need. The lions have already eaten for this night».

	Basil watched the young girl walking away, breathing a sigh of relief. He couldn’t let his men know he had that kind of company. Miriam did not look back, she did not want to see that body so miserably violated.

	



	




	
		MIRIAM



	Along the way, Miriam had lengthened the pace. She regretted not having accepted the escort proposed by Basil. It wasn’t the first time she walked around the neighborhood at that hour, but she had never noticed how loud the night could be. Echoes, footsteps, animal noises, the wind blowing and the flashing of shutters made her accelerate her pace until she almost ran. And Tenter Street, the street in the center of Whitechapel where her apartment was located, seemed so far away.

	For someone who did that job, it was a luxury to have her own apartment. She had only managed to afford it by putting her “salary” together with that of two other women. Three of them had enough money to pay their rent. Despite being the youngest of the three roommates with her nineteen years of age, Miriam was the one who contributed the most financially. The girl, very young, counted several loyal customers, including some very rich. They could afford not only to pay her, but also to spoil her with gifts. Her most important client was the Whitechapel crime lord, Victor Lars. With him the girl had an unspoken, unwritten agreement. The man protected her from the other exploiters and introduced her to new potential clients. She allowed him everything in return.

	To give Miriam this privileged position was undoubtedly her extreme beauty. Beauty that had made her the favorite prostitute not only for the Whitechapel boss, but also many policemen, lawyers, businessmen and even for a representative at the House of Commons. Another peculiarity that distinguished her from the others was her education.

	Miriam was well-educated, which made her a good conversation partner and an excellent companion.

	Miriam’s apartment was located in one of the many buildings built in the capital over the last two decades. These were one of the direct consequences of the Second Industrial Revolution. The city needed to provide new cheap housing for factory workers. For this purpose, multi-storey buildings were built and each floor contained two to three apartments.

	The city had begun to grow vertically.

	Miriam felt safe only after closing the door to her apartment behind her. She picked up a candle from the ground and lighting it, illuminated the environment that surrounded it. The apartment was very small, it consisted of a single room where there were three beds and a table. On one side was the so called the bathroom corner. A divider concealed three night vases, two large water cisterns, a luxurious bathtub, given to her by a very satisfied lover, and a floor mirror with wooden contours. The room was well heated by a wood stove embedded in the wall. The smell of burning wood and the warmth of the environment made her body, numb from that cold night in late summer, calm. Miriam used the candle to light a gas lantern, which she placed in the bathroom area. The tanks were full of water, one of the roommates must have gone to the well that day. She filled the tub with water, with a shovel she picked up some embers from the stove and inserted it into a small crevice at the base of the sink. Waiting for the water to warm she let her clothes slip off and before diving in looked at her image reflected in the mirror. 

	She did it every night. She examined her body for signs of aging. Low-ranking people like her grew old quickly, and at the time there was no way to hide the signs of aging for long. She knew that everything he had owed to his appearance and his youth and that everything would end with the first signs of aging. She felt that she had an expiration date, and that thought distressed her every night. What would she do next? But that night she couldn’t see the reflection of herself. Instead of her green eyes full of life, she saw whitened and glassy eyes; instead of her long, coppery hair she saw hair soaked in water and blood, and her smooth, pink skin was torn and rotting.

	«Are you taking a bath?» a voice asked behind her.

	Miriam, lost in the image she saw in the mirror, gasped with pure fear. She turned and saw a shadow rise from one of the beds.

	«Fiona is it you?» asked Miriam, her voice distorted by fright.

	«Yes, it’s me. Are you all right?» replied Fiona worried.

	«Yes I am well, you just frightened me».

	Miriam put her hand on her chest and felt her heartbeat accelerate. The roommate lit the candle at the base of the bed and brought it to her face. The woman had irremediably passed her forties, but still showed a certain attractiveness with her long brown hair and bright hazel eyes.

	«Are you sure you’re okay?» asked again Fiona.

	«Yes, I’m just tired, I will take a bath and go to sleep».

	The roommate went back to bed, but Miriam called her back.

	«Could you keep me company?» the young woman asked.

	«Of course love».

	«Thanks Fio, bring that bottle of liquor that Mr White kindly gave us», said Miriam.

	As the young woman dipped into the hot water, the woman took the liquor with two glasses and sat on a small stool near the tub.

	«How did it go in the factory?» Miriam asked her friend. Fiona had left the prostitution industry to devote herself to the textile industry. She obviously kept some of the most loyal customers.

	«As always, the same boring job for so many long hours», the woman replied by offering a half-filled glass to the girl.

	«At least you stay away from the streets», Miriam said with a bitter smile.

	«Have you met some maniac?»

	«No, I haven't», replied Miriam thoughtfully.

	«Did someone else meet him?» asked Fiona.

	«I have to find a way to get off the streets» said Miriam, ignoring Fiona’s question.

	«Do you want to retire?»

	«No, or at least not yet».

	Miriam stood up showing her naked body, took a vase filled with water and poured it on her head letting the water flow over her. Fiona looked at her young, perfect curves, her tight, round butt and her toned, drop-shaped breasts.

	She remembered when she was too such a rare flower.

	«The day you retire will be a day of great sadness for the men of London,» said Fiona.

	«And of joy for the women,» said Miriam, managing a smile, for the first time since she found herself in front of that gruesome scene.

	Miriam woke up late as usual. Fiona had already left, while Robin, the second roommate, was tidying up the room.

	«Good morning! Had fun last night?» asked Robin in a judgmental tone.

	«We drank a little» replied Miriam, stretching.

	Getting out of bed, the young woman took a good half hour to wash herself thoroughly and sprinkle over her body creams that had been passed off as beauty remedies and anti-aging.

	During that tedious practice she also had to suffer the grumblings of the roommate who reproached her for wasting too much water. She heard her take a bath that night, and she couldn’t see why she had to wash herself in the morning too. After the hygiene phase, she opened the wardrobe and wore a long dress with a half thigh slit. Very naughty, and Robin noticed.

	«Already at work?» she asked worried.

	«Is something wrong?»

	«Today my son comes to visit me and I want everything to be okay. I don’t want naked men and sexual intercourse in the middle of the room», explained Robin.

	«Your son is really coming!» said Miriam happy.

	«Yes, his Grandpa brings him to lunch».

	«Magnificent! I will try to come to give him many kisses».

	«Try to come alone».

	«It’ll just be you me and the little one,» said Miriam. Miriam approached her roommate and printed a kiss on her cheek. The two were a few years apart and although Robin was a grumpy of rare quality, Miriam loved her. She was the only one inside that house trying to maintain some order.

	«Today you go to the well to fill the wash tubs!» said Robin.

	«Sorry I didn’t heard you and I’m in a hurry, you tell me when I come back», Miriam said, lying, as she left the house.

	She had a couple of important things to do that day: the first was to go to the police station. The second was to find a solution to the night sidewalk phobia that had managed to sedate the previous night only thanks to the abundant use of alcohol, but that had surfaced as soon as she had reopened her eyes.

	The narrow streets of Whitechapel had completely changed their appearance compared to the night before. The London sun illuminated every alley and gave a vague illusion of warmth to the many passers-by. Footsteps, voices, screams, creaking wheels on the streets, neighs, bellows and rags had replaced the gloomy night-time noise.

	Before going to give her testimony to the police, Miriam made a stop in the nerve centre of Whitechapel’s traffic, the old tavern called The Gaelic. The tavern had already filled up with busboys and workers on lunch break. Food and drinks of all kinds were served according to the tastes and lifestyle of the customers: there were those who already drank alcohol, who sipped coffee to wake up, who had herbal teas to relax. There were those who ate the stew and those who ordered a simple chicken broth. The girl sat at the counter and a woman went to meet her.

	«Honey, can I get you the usual?»

	«No, I’m in a bit of a hurry today, I just want to talk to Moritz».

	«I'll call him for you immediately».

	«Thank you».

	Miriam turned her back to the counter and began to study the faces of the customers. They were the usual faces of Whitechapel, between which she recognized some of her clients.

	There was Billy the tailor, sitting alone at a table with a beer in front of him. He had probably left his shop in his wife’s strong arms. The man was a client not very liked by the young woman, not so much because he was ugly as if he had sewed his own face, but because he had a fat and muscular wife who could have broken her with one hand if she had discovered them together. A table in the back of the inn was occupied by Harvey Benson and three kids. Harvey was a muscular and violent boy. His market was in the training of petty thieves. The young man had picked up a dozen children from the street, or perhaps from their loving families, and had trained them in the difficult art of theft and snatching. At the end of his training, all he had to do was wait for his children to bring him the loot at the end of the day. Miriam, while despising him deeply for his questionable work, slept with him at least once a month. She did it not only because he had the money, and that was enough, but also because he was an excellent indirect protector. Even the bravest of men trembled at a glance from him. Being seen in his company was a good deterrent for any attacker.

	At the center of the club was a noisy table where four individuals were playing poker. Miriam recognized two members of the Murphy family.

	The Murphys controlled the prostitution racket at Whitechapel, and they were the second wealthiest family in the neighborhood. With about thirty criminals at their service, very few prostitutes in the area did not have to answer to them. The funny thing was that, in exchange for 60% of their income, prostitutes received protection from those same criminals who were serving the family.

	The Murphys were devious, violent and powerful. Everyone feared them. The two sitting at the table were, to be precise, Jude Winston and John Winston, Jonny for friends. Father and son respectively. Son-in-law and grandson of Murphy.

	«You’re finally here!»

	Behind the counter appeared Moritz, the manager of the Tavern.

	«Hello, my love!» greeted Miriam cheerful.

	«Don’t call me that, there’s my daughter!» said the man, pointing at a girl sitting on a stool with her face immersed in some letterature.

	«So beautiful! How old is she?»

	«I have twenty and, Dad, it’s useless for you to hide, at home we all know you’re a pervert», the girl said without taking her eyes off the book.

	«Nice character» commented Miriam amused.

	«All her mother's».

	«Do you have any message for me?» asked Miriam, changing the subject.

	Moritz took a piece of paper out of his work apron pocket and gave it to the girl. Miriam read it carefully.

	«I don’t think I can make it with Dixon at three, when he passes tell him that I will be a bit late».

	«It’s not my job. It’s already so much that you use me to set appointments».

	«I have some free time at half past five, if you want I can reward you at that hour», said Miriam, licking her lips.

	The manager of the Gaelic had a gasp, then noticed that his daughter was electrocuting him with her eyes and calmed the boiling spirits.

	«I’ll tell Dixon to fend for himself», whispered Moritz.

	«No, give him something strong to drink, I will try to get there as soon as possible».

	The girl arranged the appointment list in her cleavage, then she walked towards the exit, but John Winston blocked her.

	«We have a loose bitch here!» he exclaimed.

	Miriam, ignoring him, tried to get around him, but John, acting like a feline, immobilized her and put a hand in her cleavage, forcefully clutching a breast.

	The girl squealed with pain and hit the attacker in the stomach with an elbow. The man let go, but then hit her with a violent slap. Miriam fell to the ground, overturning one of the tables and spilling the carafe of coffee on her. All those present watched the scene without doing anything. No one would turn on a member of the Murphy family, and especially no one would do it for a prostitute. Miriam, lying on the ground and wet with coffee, looked at Harvey for help, but he immediately looked away.

	«Listen, we don’t want any problems here», Moritz tried to say.

	«If you don’t want trouble, don’t meddle» John yelled.

	«John!» said one of the men at the table with him.

	Miriam’s attacker looked at him.

	«You’re trying to ruin our game, aren’t you?» the man asked.

	«What?»

	«Here we are playing a serious game and you are down by 20 pounds, I would not want you to be using that woman as a deterrent, a pretext to escape your obligations».

	«How dare you filthy pig!»

	«If it is not so, why don’t you sit down and let’s move on?»

	«I do what I want».

	The individual who had intruded got up lazily from the chair and calmly began to gather his scattered affections from the table: money, tobacco and matches.

	«I thought you were a serious person John, but apparently I was wrong,» he said as he was clearing the table.

	«What do you think you’re doing?»

	«I’m leaving, I can’t play professionally with you».

	«No Julian don’t do that. Come to the table, sit down and let’s play!» Jude Winston intervened.

	Jonny and Julian looked at each other for a few moments.

	«So Jonny! Shall we play?» asked Julian.

	«I’ll get you out of here in canvas pants», said John returning to his place.

	The last to sit was this Julian, who put the money on the table and took the cards in his hand. Miriam had watched in disbelief that exchange of jokes and as soon as the situation subsided she crawled out of the club and started running.

	When Miriam showed up at the police station, she had fully recovered from the misadventure of Gaelic. It wasn’t the first time the Murphys were giving her trouble. She told the officers that she had come to make a statement and that she was looking for Captain Basil. The officers looked at her with great sufficiency and pointed at their colleague’s office. The girl knocked on the door, but no one answered.

	«Come on in, Basil will be right over.» One of the agents told her.

	The girl came in and while she was waiting, started snooping around. On the desk there was a closed folder that the young woman opened without thinking, and maybe she shouldn’t have. Inside were the photos taken the night before of poor Polly. Looking back at those images her blood froze. In addition to the photos there was a sheet with notes written. She started reading.

	«Five teeth missing, there is a slight laceration to the tongue. There is a contusion from the lower jaw to the right side of the face. 

	This could be from a fist or a thumb of pressure. There is a circular bruise on the left side of the face due to finger pressure. On the left side of the neck, about 2.5 cm below the jaw, there is an incision about 10 cm long, beginning at the point immediately below the ear. On the same side, but two centimeters below, there is a circular incision that ends in a point located approximately 8 cm below the right jaw. This incision completely severs all tissue to the vertebrae. The cuts must have been caused by a long, moderately sharp knife blade, and used with great violence. There is no blood on the breast, body or clothing. There are no injuries in the body up to almost the lower abdomen. Six cm from the left side there is a cut that crosses it in a jagged way. The wound is very deep, and the tissues have been cut. There were many incisions through the abdomen. There are three or four other similar cuts going down, on the right side, all caused by a knife that was used violently and going down. The injuries range from left to right and are suspected to have been committed by a left-handed person. All the wounds were caused by the same instrument».

	After reading, the girl took another look at the photos. She took a hand on her cheek and felt a twinge at the cheekbone. From the pocket of her dress she pulled out a small mirror and noticed that that part of her face had taken on an olive color. She felt deeply sad. Like poor Polly, she was meat for slaughter, and nobody cared about them because they were considered sinners. Her thoughts were interrupted by the arrival of Basil.

	«I thought you weren’t coming anymore, I was expecting you early in the morning», said Basil.

	«Yes, I apologize, I had problems» she tried to justify.

	The two sat on opposite sides of the desk.

	«What did you do to your face?» the agent asked concerned.

	«Nothing, I hit the window this morning».

	«Was it the Murphys?»

	«If I say yes, will you arrest them?» asked Miriam ironically.

	«You know it’s complicated».

	«Yes. We can start with this deposition so I leave», the young woman cut him short, annoyed.

	«Why are you nervous?»

	«Because you’re wasting my time».

	«Yesterday I didn’t want to pretend not to know you, but you know that I had to».

	«Yes I know, it was my fault, I didn’t have to react badly, but I was upset».

	The officer looked at her with pity and she couldn’t stand that look.

	«Listen to me, as I told you yesterday, the woman called herself Polly, but it was not her real name, I thought about it and I think her name was Mary Ann and something» Miriam began to say.

	«Mary Ann Walker, then after marrying William Nichols became Mary Ann Nichols», Basil said, interrupting the girl.

	Miriam looked at him confused.

	«We tracked down the family,» explained Basil.

	«I understand, then you don’t need me anymore».

	«Scotland Yard no, but I do».

	Basil got up and, passing the desk that divided them, joined Miriam. The officer untied her pants, then pulled down her dress, revealing her breasts. Miriam, furious, stood up.

	«You made me come here for this!»

	«Keep your voice down!»

	«I won't lower my voice!»

	«I didn’t know that we would have found the family so soon, without them we needed you, you were the only one who knew her».

	«So you thought that since I was coming you could have a good time!»

	No, I didn’t think that, but every time I look at you I lose my head... feel it» he said, taking the girl’s hand and putting it on his private parts.

	Miriam looked him right in the eye.

	«You will pay me double for this joke», the girl said.

	«All right! but try not to leave any traces please».

	

	

	The Gaelic was not the only meeting place in Whitechapel. Much more exclusive was the opium den and casino owned by Victor Lars. Victor was the richest man in the neighborhood and probably the most dangerous.

	He was from Ireland, and he had called his business center The Sting. He had made his way to the right product to invest in, opium. With an army of Asians he had conquered Whitechapel by eliminating much of the competition with the lead of bullets and with the watermarked paper of banknotes. Victor was the true Lord of Whitechapel. The Sting was a large building that extended over three upper floors and two below ground. The entrance was spacious and luxurious, furnished in oriental style. On the ground floor customers could find a very well stocked bar, and an absolutely elite restaurant.

	On the first floor there were five rooms set up for gambling, with a dozen green tables, six billiards and seven roulette.

	On the second floor was Victor’s office, the rooms of his more trusted men and bodyguards, who in the environment were nicknamed "Balds", because they were all shaved on their heads.

	

	The reason for this habit was a mystery. Some thought they did it to look like their boss, others believed that it was Victor who forced them into that practice, because he was jealous of others' hair. The third floor was sealed. It was the boss’s private house. His sister and 17-year-old niece lived with him.

	The first floor below was set up as an opium den, with sofas, beds and small cracks in the walls.

	The second floor underground was the weapons depot.

	That day Miriam showed up at Sting with a specific purpose: to find shelter.

	The bouncer in front of the big door greeted her with a big smile, and let her in without any problems.

	At the bar there were only two customers, it was early, and the bartender, seeing her, throw her a kiss. Miriam, without saying anything and without asking anyone’s permission, went to the great staircase that led to the upper floors. In the middle of the ramp, he met another boy with a notebook in his hand taking notes.

	«Daniel!» Miriam greeted him, happy.

	The boy looked up from the notebook.

	«Hello beautiful! What are you doing here?»

	«I would like to talk to the old man».

	«Mr Lars is at the pool table in the first game room».

	«What do you think, is he in a good mood?»

	«As long as he leaves all the work to me I would say yes,» Daniel replied with a hint of sarcasm in his voice.

	«Come on, don’t complain, if you want we can have a drink tonight».

	«Gladly, so you can tell me who made that bruise on your face», said Daniel.

	Miriam instinctively tried to hide the hematoma with her hand and showed an unhappy smile.

	«You are still beautiful» the young man commented before continuing going down the stairs.

	Daniel and Miriam had met at Sting several years earlier. They were the same age and both had grown up in orphanages. Their surnames concealed their sad origins. Miriam had been found in front of a church, and they had given her the name Church. Daniel was born in a prison, and his last name was by far the worst, Prison. A good friendship was born between the two, and the girl had gone so far as not to make him pay for performances.

	Upon reaching the first floor, Miriam entered the first game room. There, she saw a man leaning over the third pool table. No matter how shadowed he was, he recognized the silhouette, it was Victor. The Lord of Whitechapel stood alone trying a few shots with the unmissable cigar in his mouth.

	«My love, what are you doing here alone in the dark?» he asked, approaching the man.

	Victor, with his face submerged in a cloud of smoke, looked at the girl.

	«Miriam! I wasn’t expecting you» said Victor in a husky voice.

	«If you want I can leave».

	«No, stay, I’m just trying some shots, tonight we hold a tournament of billiards and I participate too».

	«That’s why Daniel was all in a hurry. Will it be a big deal?»

	«Let’s say a lot of money will turn around. Come! You could catch some wealthy customers».

	«I come to distract your opponents», she said with a bad girl’s smile on her face.

	Approaching, Miriam found an open cigarette case on the edge of the pool table.

	«Can I? she asked indicating the object».

	«Yes, it is my sister’s. This is how she'll learn no to leave her things around».

	Miriam did not repeat it, she took a cigarette out of the cigarette case and sat on the pool table with her legs crossed. Victor approached her with a match and lit her cigarette. As he lit it, her face lit too.

	«What did you do to your face?»

	«I had a bad encounter with Jonny Murphy».

	«I’ll talk to Mort Murphy».

	«There is no need».

	«Of course it is necessary, you are under my protection, if they touch you, they touch me», Victor said.

	«Did you hear what happened to Polly last night?» asked Miriam.

	«Who is Polly?»

	«Polly is, indeed she was, a prostitute, she was killed».

	«By whom?»

	« It is yet unknown».

	«These things happen when you work at night».

	«That’s why I’m here».

	«For what?»

	«I don’t want it to happen to me».

	«It will not happen to you, the people know you, they know who you are and who you have behind».

	«Have you never thought that they could hurt me just for this reason? To hit you?»

	«I thought that they could hit my loved ones in order to hurt me, but they would not hit you. You are only my prostitute». Miriam had tried to turn the situation around to her advantage, showing herself in danger not because of her job, but because of her proximity to the boss. It was a good move, but Victor didn’t believe it.

	The girl came down from the pool table irritated.

	«So you wont protect me!»

	«I already protect you» replied Victor, not at all agitated. Miriam then walked briskly towards the exit expecting Victor to call her back, but the only noise she heard behind her was the cue given to a pool ball. The boss was back in the game.

	What a bastard! thought the girl.

	It was time to play the mercy card. Miriam turned back to Victor.

	«Yesterday I saw her. The girl started to say with a sad voice».

	«What?» he asked with little curiosity.

	«The dead girl... They cut her throat, then they made a waste of her body».

	«Really?» asked Victor, this time intrigued. It was time to hit him.

	«I don’t want to end up like her,» said the girl, before breaking out in tears.

	The girl was a born actress. She cried at her command with the same ease as she simulated orgasms.

	«Why do you do this? It’s not the first time a prostitute has been killed. You never cared about it».

	«I am afraid!»

	«It’s a dangerous job. As is mine on the other hand. We chose to take the risk».

	«You do not risk being gutted, at most a bullet in the forehead».

	«Don’t say nonsense, you don’t risk being gutted».

	«Perhaps you didn’t hear me! The poor girl had her stomach sticking out of her belly!»

	«It was a coincidence. Probably it is a maniac psychopath who will be caught at any moment».

	«What if they don’t? And if there are others? I don’t think I can go on with these thoughts anymore» insisted the girl without stop crying.

	Victor stared at her for a moment trying to figure out if the girl was lying.

	«What do you want me to do?» he asked.

	«Let me work here. I’ll take a small room and bring the customers here» proposed the girl.

	The man did not answer. He took his cigar in his mouth and took a long puff.

	«Think about it, Vic, it costs you nothing and you would gain» the girl continued suddenly stopped crying.

	«Explain to me how?»

	«I would bring many customers in here, and they are almost all big consumers of opium and alcohol».

	«I know well, most of them are already my clients, indeed, I passed them to you».

	«They are not all your clients. I also have some policemen, you could take pictures to blackmail them».

	«I already have many policemen at my service».

	«Vic I’m asking you a favor!» replied Miriam exasperated.

	«Is it a favor you ask me?»

	«Yes, I am!»

	«It didn’t seem. At first I thought it was my duty to protect you from my enemies, then I felt you were trying to do me a favor by moving your business in here. Instead what you want is a favor from me. Did I say it right?» Miriam felt stupid.

	«Yes, you say well».

	«And then ask me for this favor».

	Please, would you allow me to work inside the Sting? I don’t feel safe anymore outside».

	«I can rent you a room on the second floor if you want».

	«Rent me?»

	«Yes, I can’t let you stay here for free».

	«Why ?»

	«You would create a precedent on which others could rely».

	«How much would it cost me?»

	«Twenty pounds a month».

	«It’s too much!»

	«To safeguard your life seems to me an acceptable price».

	«Let’s make five pounds!»

	«Twenty».

	«Six».

	«Twenty».

	«Eight».

	«Twenty».

	«Ten and we have a deal».

	Victor approached the girl with a menacing air. Miriam did not move despite the fear. The man grabbed her hair and kissed her. Her breath of tobacco and whiskey almost stunned her.

	«Let’s see if you can earn these 10 pounds off».

	The man bent her down hard on the pool table and lifted her skirt up to her hips. He began slapping them. Miriam did not resist, but the slaps hurt her and she could not stifle the howls. To silence her, the man put a billiard ball in her mouth, number ten. Ten as the price of that humiliation. Then he bent down, bringing his face to a few centimeters from the girl’s hips. Victor, despite being over 50 years old, was still extremely fit. At the end of the long performance, the girl only managed to expel the pool ball that had been put in her mouth. She was crouched on the billiards, exhausted and in pain, while the satisfied man got himself together.

	«I’ll have someone set up your new room. You can start using it from tonight too,» said Victor. 

	The girl did not answer.

	«How you say?» he insisted.

	«Thank you» replied Miriam with a feeble voice.

	The boss of Whitechapel after cleaning himself up opened the curtains and let in the light.

	As she had predicted, Miriam returned to the Gaelic at around 3 a.m. The girl was visibly tested but could not stop. Especially now that a new expense had been added. Dixon, her first client was not there. She went to sit at a table far from the counter, and a waitress came up to her.

	«Mr Dixon didn’t come?» asked the girl.

	«I didn't saw him here» if you are hungry we have the omelette.

	«Yes, thank you».

	«Do you want to know who won?»

	«What do you mean?»

	«Before at the poker table where there was that rogue John Winston».

	«Yes, of course, I remember».

	«The elegant one who got between you and... they called him Julian it seems» 

	«Yes, Julian» repeated Miriam.

	«You can’t understand how angry the Murphys were!» said the waitress, amused.

	Miriam smiled at her, but she was not very interested in the matter. The omelet was brought to her by Moritz himself. He was not used to serving tables, if he had done it meant that he had something important to say. When he sat down at the table with her, Miriam had no doubts.

	«What happened?» asked the girl.

	«Dixon is no-show» said the man.

	«Yes I noticed, patience».

	«No one from the list will show up»

	«What?»

	«The list, do you have it?»

	Miriam looked in her cleavage, but she couldn’t find it.

	«I probably lost it during the morning. It was a hard morning» she tried to explain.

	«You have lost it here, or rather they have stolen it from you».

	«Who? How?»

	«John Winston when he put his hand... well... there». began to say the man embarrassed.

	«What did he do with my list?» asked Miriam, visibly angry.

	«Anna came by here earlier... do you know Anna?»

	«Yes, of course, go ahead!»

	«Anna told me that the Murphy family tracked down the list and sent some of their women. Anna took Dixon».

	«That bitch!» exclaimed Miriam.

	The girl got up from her chair, took the plate that had just been served to her and threw it on the floor.

	«It’s not right!» she shouted.

	«Make her be quiet!» said one of the guests.

	«Who spoke!» asked the girl with a look of defiance.

	«No one spoke» said Moritz to calm her down. Miriam was taken by the tavern manager’s arm and dragged down by force. Miriam slammed against the chair and felt a terrible pain. She managed to stifle the scream, but not the tears.

	«Go home and rest. You seem very tired».

	Next to them the waitress with whom she had spoken just before began to collect from the ground pieces of crock and omelette.

	«No stop, I’ll take care of it» said Miriam between the sobbing.

	«No problem» replied the waitress in a gentle tone».

	«Go home» insisted Moritz.

	Miriam looked sadly at the man before her. Then he looked at the waitress who had taken with one hand the shards of the plate, and with the other the pieces of omelet.

	«Can I have some of that omelette?» asked the girl.

	«I’ll get you another one».

	«No, it’s okay, I’ll eat that».

	The waitress looked at Moritz, who nodded to her to give the omelet that she had picked up. Miriam took the omelette, went out of the tavern and on her way started eating. She was hungry.

	

	She was tired and bitter. All she wanted to do was sleep, but the apartment wasn’t empty. When a six-year-old boy came in, he go and hug her. It was Eliot, Robin’s son. The mother was sitting at a table near the only window of the house together with an old man.

	«Already back?» asked Robin.

	«Today I finished earlier».

	«Good afternoon» greeted the man by getting up from his chair and bowing a bit.

	«Good afternoon» said Miriam, imitating his half bow. Robin’s mood had not improved at all since the morning. She seemed to be exhausted.

	«Everything all right?» asked Miriam.

	«Yes, don’t worry, you rather, what’s on your face?»

	«Nothing, I fell on the ground» replied Miriam, lying.

	«Miss, can you leave us alone for a few minutes?» asked the man at the table with Robin.

	«I would love to, but the house has only one room, as you can see».

	«Why don’t you take Eliot to the market, you could buy yourself something nice» Robin intervened.

	«Are you sure everything is okay?» asked Miriam again. Robin got up from the table and came to her.

	«Do me this favor» she whispered in her ear.

	The woman took Miriam’s hand, opened her palm and dropped a pound. Miriam was exhausted, but she still agreed to the roommate’s request.

	« Tiny boy, shall we go to the rides?»

	«Yes!»

	«My lord, it was a pleasure to see you again» said Miriam to the man.

	«The pleasure is mine, miss».

	«I guess so» whispered Miriam, shocked.

	The rides of that period were composed of a few dozen carriages used for different Goliardic activities: the game of fishing, throwing jars, target shooting, crush the mole. Some of them used complicated mechanical systems to move the targets. The caravans were joined by several candy and toy markets, and commercial stands showing new discoveries in entertainment such as the image animator. This last game was very much to the liking of Miriam. It consisted of putting the eyes inside a binocular attached to a box with an image inside and, turning a knob, other images with the same slightly modified design were superimposed on that picture. In this way the image came to life. Other attractions were the tunnel of horrors, the classic carousel with horses running around, and a large Ferris wheel. Eliot was over the moon. First of all he wanted to play target shooting. Despite the game being rigged, Miriam, mainly thanks to her great talent in handling the carny’s gun, managed to win for him a spinning top. 

	After that important achievement, Miriam took the child for a ride on the horse carousel, and in the meantime bought some cotton candy and went to enjoy it on a bench.

	«Fresh new customer!» said a female voice behind her. Miriam turned around and saw that it was Johanna, a work colleague of hers.

	«It’s Robin’s son» explained Miriam, showing a gentle smile to the new arrival.

	«How is Robin?»

	«Not well, I think the parents of the child’s father want to cut her out of the life of the child».

	«Poor woman».

	Johanna sat down beside her. The two were perhaps the most beautiful in Whitechapel, and therefore more rivals than friends. Blonde and blue-eyed, Johanna had pronounced and provocative curves. Her beauty was vulgar, based on the prosperity of her body. Miriam’s beauty was elegant. The first was a river in full water that lined the banks, the other was a stream of water. On the other hand both their faces were sweet and expressive, more suitable for courting ladies than prostitutes. Life with them had been generous only in appearance.

	«Unfortunately, these things happen when someone like us gets pregnant with a rich man» commented Johanna.

	«I know».

	«It could have been worse».

	«For example?»

	«Do you know Margot?»

	«Only by name».

	«She got pregnant by a politician, I think one of the Tory party».

	«Really? It’s hard to catch those!» commented Miriam.

	«No you are wrong, only that you find them in certain places».

	«Oh yes! Where?»

	«You must find out for yourself, my darling». Miriam gnashed her teeth while pretending to smile.

	«Anyway, I was saying that after getting her pregnant, he disapproved of the son, and now the woman is forced to have him alone. Also the birth has made her much fatter and obviously less appetizing for customers. At the moment she is not doing well».

	«Robin didn’t get too fat, and I don’t think she did it on purpose to become pregnant».

	«Is the man rich?»

	«He is a lawyer».

	«Is he a rich lawyer?»

	«Let’s say that he is not poor».

	«Then he did it on purpose».

	Johanna took off her shoes and began to massage her feet.

	«Excuse me, I’ve been walking all day».

	«Say no more, me too!»

	«Today I thought you had no work,» said Johanna, puzzled.

	«Why do you say that?»

	«I heard about the little trick that the Murphys have done to you».

	«Did you happen to be with one of my clients?» asked Miriam in anger.

	«Darling, I don’t choose who I’m with. I was ordered to do so». Miriam got up, annoyed.

	«Eliot! Let’s go! It’s late!»

	«Another round!» replied Eliot from the carousel.

	«Relax Miriam, you didn’t lose those customers. When they come back they will call their favorite again».

	«I’m calm, only that I need to rest at least an hour, tonight I work at Sting».

	Johanna’s face for a moment betrayed her, showing a small sign of envy.

	«Will you be on the street instead?» asked Miriam maliciously.

	«Perhaps».

	«Did you hear about what happened to Polly?»

	«Yes, a real tragedy».

	«Be careful, I recommend you» said Miriam satisfied.

	

	…

	

	The facade of the Sting was lit by day by large torches of fire embedded in the ground. Miriam’s name was on the guest list and she had no problem getting in. The lobby was crowded. Behind the bar there were four bartenders at work, among them Miriam recognized Moritz, hired for the occasion. The bald people scattered in the various rooms were about twenty. It didn’t take her long to realize that she wasn’t the only prostitute present. Victor had rented eight to the Murphys. She was not pleased, but let it go. Daniel came to her and hastily invited her to follow him. They went up to the second floor and walked down the main corridor, stopping at a small door. Daniel opened it and let the girl in first. The room was small and modest with a locker, a bedside table and a double bed. The walls and sheets were brick-colored, the pillows were pink and heart-shaped.

	«It’s cheesy, don’t you think?» said Daniel, looking at the room.

	Miriam opened the wardrobe and found several burlesque costumes hanging inside. She laughed.

	«We thought of everything» said Daniel smiling.

	«It’s perfect!»

	The bathroom you will use is that of the staff and it is along the corridor outside.

	It is spacious and has running water.

	«Running water!» exclaimed Miriam, very excited.

	«Yes, that’s right».

	«We could play a few games with the water» said Miriam maliciously.

	The boy looked at her and for a moment had the impulse to jump on her, he bit his lips, squinted his eyes and let go to the hot spirits. He approached the wardrobe and pulled out one of the costumes that were hanging there.

	«Today you must wear this as the others».

	The uniform that every prostitute had to wear for that evening was made of a very tight and low-cut green corset, a black mesh miniskirt, Black stiletto heels and a green hat with a small transparent black net that would fall on the girls' faces.

	«Green like the pool table?» asked the girl looking at the costume.

	«Green as money» replied Daniel. Miriam smiled.

	«Do you have anything else for me?» asked the girl.

	«What you need is inside the bedside table at the bed».

	Daniel moved to the door, then turned and threw the room key at her. The girl grabbed it.

	«Welcome to the Sting».

	Left alone the girl went to the bedside table, opened it and inside found a bottle of Rum and a parchment. She took the scroll, opened it and read the long list of guests, flanked by work, marital status and propensity rate for paid sex. Four names had a small asterisk on the left. Below was explained the meaning of the asterisks.

	Recommended by the handyman.

	The girl threw herself on the bed and excited began to wave her legs in the air as a sign of rejoicing:

	«I love you Daniel!» she shouted happily. She got up, took the bottle of rum, opened it and took a long sip.

	

	…

	

	She left the room half an hour later dressed exactly as the owner of the hut wanted, with one addition: at the height of her left knee she had tied a red ribbon, whose only purpose was to distinguish herself from the others. Little tricks of the trade. In that half hour she had studied the names on the list well and had underlined three of them: Natan Mayor Rutless (banker), George Hardy (judge) and Julian McCarthy. They were her prey. The first two had been recommended by Daniel, the third one she had chosen him because it intrigued her. She wanted to know if it was the same Julian who had seen that morning playing cards with the Murphys. The billiard tournament was about to begin. Miriam went down the stairs and returned to the lobby. She felt many eyes upon her. She liked it. She went to the bar and Moritz came to meet her.

	«You are here too?» asked Miriam.

	«He pays me well for a night’s work».

	«Have you met someone?»

	«Yes, many».

	«Could you point me to Mr Rutless or Mr Hardy?»

	«Mr Rutless is the one right there in front of you talking to Mr Lars, I haven’t seen Hardy yet» said the man.

	«Pour me two cups of champagne please» asked the girl gently.

	Waiting to be served, she took a more general look at the guests present. On her left she recognized Nicole, Victor’s niece. A girl with a thin body, short black hair like a male and an expression of a little plague. She wore a very elegant long dress, like a real lady, which did not suit her very well. Young Lars was talking to a group of women all very made up. She seemed bored. When she saw Miriam, she went to meet her.

	«Beautiful dress» said Miriam, welcoming her.

	«A little uncomfortable. Yours is not bad too» replied Nicole amused.

	«It is a high-fashion tailored» said Miriam smiling.

	«Do you already have a companion?» asked Nicole.

	«No, not yet».

	«Did you target someone?»

	«Would you have a mirror?»

	«Yes, of course».

	Nicole went through the bag and gave her a small round mirror. Miriam looked at herself and noticed with satisfaction that the bruise had been well hidden by the makeup.

	«Here is the champagne» said Moritz, handing the girl two full cups.

	«Thank you dear».

	«Is one for me?» asked Nicole.

	«Maybe another time».

	Miriam was about to leave, then stopped and turned towards the young woman.

	«Don’t have too much fun».

	«I will do my best» Nicole replied, laughing.

	Miriam unhurriedly went to the banker. Victor saw her approaching and turned the man towards the girl.

	«May I introduce you to the real star of this place?» said Victor to the man.

	The girl with a cunning smile gave the two cups of champagne to the two men who had welcomed her.

	«I would be very happy,» said Mr Rutless.

	«The lord is...?»

	«Natan Mayor Rutless, your fame has preceded you» said Miriam, interrupting Victor.

	«Who is this beautiful creature?»

	«My name is Miriam Church, but you can call me Miriam».

	«It is a pleasure to meet you, Miriam» exclaimed Rutless, kissing the girl’s hand.

	«Do you play too, Mr Rutless?» asked Miriam.

	«Yes».

	«And he will be a tough opponent to beat» said Victor.

	«I am sure».

	«Don’t exagerate, Mr Lars» the banker spoke a little embarrassed.

	Miriam lifted her knee and, touching the inside of her thigh, slowly pulled off her red strap.

	«Here, it’s a good luck charm» said the girl, tying the strap on the man’s wrist.

	«I could never deprive you of your good luck».

	«You’ll give it back to me after the game, and maybe we can have a drink together».

	«Gladly», said the man, accepting Miriam’s "gift". The girl then turned and moved her hips away. She had him.

	Soon they all moved upstairs, where the tournament would take place. There were three rooms prepared for the event. Each room contained two pool tables well separated from each other, so as not to create obstacles during the game. Miriam during the tournament kept to herself, the pool was boring. 

	She sat down at the bar counter set up in the first room, the same room where Mr Rutless played, and began to sip a glass of champagne waiting for that misery to end. The situation improved when, in the middle of the game, a man joined her and leaned towards the bar.

	«What brands of whisky do you have?» asked the man.

	«We have the Jameson» replied the bartender.

	«Don’t you have the Macallan?»

	«No, sir».

	«I will continue with the bubbles then» said the man pointing to the empty glass of champagne he had in his hand.

	Miriam turned to look at him. He was about thirty years old, with light brown hair, straight and long up to the neck. He wore them backwards, like a true gentleman. He recognized him immediately: it was Julian.

	«Not bad the Jameson!» the girl stepped in.

	«Yes, for an inexperienced palate no doubt» replied the man distractedly.

	The two looked at each other for a moment, then he turned away to take the drink served by the bartender.

	«Don’t you recognize me?» she asked, astonished.

	«Should I?»

	«We met today».

	«Really?»

	«Yes, you were playing poker and I was being bullied by someone who played with you».

	«Was that you?»

	«It was me».

	«He did not hurt you so much, except the bruise».

	«You see it?» asked Miriam, frightened.

	«Only by careful eye».

	«Fine palate, careful eye... do you have other qualities?»

	The boy looked up as if he was thinking about it.

	«Modesty, I believe» he said smiling.

	The young woman laughed. It was not a fake laugh, she was really amused. Julian, on the other hand, took a small sip of the champagne just served without turning away his eyes from the girl.

	«Are you a prostitute?»

	«Yes» answered Miriam, slightly annoyed.

	«How much you cost?»

	«I don’t know, it depends on what you want to do».

	«There are few things that can be done with a prostitute».

	«You’re wrong» she whispered in his ear. Julian laughed amused.

	«What's your name?»

	«Miriam».

	«I am Julian».

	«Nice to meet you, Julian». The two shook hands.

	«Mr McCarthy, it’s your turn!» shouted a voice from the pool table number two.

	«Are you playing too?» asked the girl.

	«Yes, I’m going to beat the poor Mr Hardy».

	Miriam looked at the table in curiosity and noticed that she had chosen the right man between them. Mr Rutless was aesthetically better looking than Hardy.

	«Good luck» said Miriam to Mr McCarthy.

	«I don’t need it».

	But he was better than both. Thought the girl.

	The tournament lasted for several hours and Miriam, bored, returned to the ground floor where she found Daniel sitting at a table sipping a glass of whiskey alone. She was glad to see him.

	«Is it time for our drink?» asked Miriam.

	«Sit down, my lady». Miriam sat down beside him.

	«Moritz, bring vodka with water for our Miriam!» ordered Daniel.

	«Is this a Maccallan?» asked Miriam.

	«What?»

	«The whisky you are drinking».

	«I have no idea».

	«Do you know a certain Julian McCarthy?»

	«Very little».

	«Who is he?»

	«He is a professional gambler and bettor, he has recently moved to London. As far as I know, Harvey Benson knows him well».

	The girl curled her nose. It seemed strange to her that a person like Mr McCarthy knew someone like Mr Benson.

	«Do you like him?»

	«He is handsome».

	«I am too» said Daniel, laughing.

	«You are the most handsome of them all» replied the girl.

	Miriam was not joking. She liked the young man. Daniel was a tall boy, with ash-colored hair and always ruffled. He was thin and slender, but the best part were his eyes, the color of ice. The only problem with the boy was that, like Miriam, he had no money.

	«Have you not caught anyone tonight?»

	«Yes, but this tournament is lasting a lifetime».

	«I know, pool is annoying».

	«Agreed» said Nicole, showing up behind them.

	«Why are you still awake?» asked Daniel the girl.

	«Don’t treat me like a child» said Nicole as she sat at the table with them.

	«I could never, you are now a lady».

	«I begin to notice different wrinkles around the eyes».

	«Not to mention the first white hair» continued Daniel.

	«Will you please stop?» protested Nicole.

	«In a little while Victor will start looking for a husband» said Miriam.

	«I don’t think so, he’s jealous of me».

	On the table fell a red ribbon. Miriam looked up and there was the rich banker. Daniel immediately rose from his chair in a sign of respect.

	«Mr Rutless» said Daniel, giving a small kick to the chair where Nicole was sitting.

	The little girl, puffing, also rose from her chair.

	«Mr Rutless, how did the game go?» asked Nicole.

	«Not well, that McCarthy has beaten me».

	«Oh, my good luck charm did not bring you luck!» said Miriam.

	«I guess not».

	«Maybe it will bring you luck tonight» continued Miriam.

	«Maybe.»

	«Would you like a drink? In a secluded place maybe?»

	«Where?»

	«I know a place» said Miriam, unable to hide a mischievous smirk.

	The girl took the old man by the hand and dragged him upstairs where a long and expensive night of lust was waiting for him.

	

	…

	Mr. Rutless was the last to leave the Sting, he had lost the tournament, but he really enjoyed himself that night. He went out the front door and down the wide staircase that connected the street to the exclusive venue.

	He took a few steps and entering the first corner a silhouette appeared before him. He didn't had time to be scared that he found himself on the ground, stunned by a blow received in full forehead. He tried to lift himself up, but a second violent blow knocked him out. The assailant, picking his pockets, pulled out fifty pounds. The sound of footsteps made him shudder. He turned and a blinding light lit up his face. It was Harvey Benson.

	«Who the hell are you?» asked Harvey, disoriented.

	«Who do you think » answered the man with the torch in his hand.

	«Daniel?» hypothesized Harvey.

	«Bravo! Congratulations for the sagacity».

	«Damn it, you scared me».

	«How much did he had?» asked Daniel.

	«Fifty pounds».

	«Only?»

	«The rest of the money must have been lost at the tournament».

	«Yes, and Miriam must have really ripped him off».

	«Here are your twenty pounds» said Harvey, giving the partner his share of the money.

	Daniel took out a bottle of cheap gin and started watering the poor victim. Then he took a long sip.

	«I waited all night for thirty paltry pounds.

	«Next time will be better» said Daniel, passing the bottle of gin to Harvey.

	After having a sip of it, he also put the bottle in the hands of poor Rutless.

	«Who won?» asked Harvey.

	«Julian McCarthy, we could have robbed him, if it had not been your friend».

	«That man is a hen with golden eggs, today I saw him at the Gaelic opera. It’s better to hold on tight.

	«How did you meet him?»

	«I met him in Africa. We did some business together».

	«Have you been to Africa?»

	«Yes».

	«To do what?»

	«Diamonds».

	«Have you found many?»

	«What do you think?» Harvey said in a bitter way.

	The last two of Whitechapel’s inhabitants returned home, leaving poor Mr. Rutless unconscious on the sidewalk. The day was over.



	




	THE GOOSE THAT LAYS GOLDEN EGGS

	September 8

	

	The street lights had been turned off, and the sun still needs a few more hours before showing its first rays. Only a window on Hanbury Street, lit by a gas lantern, could withstand the darkness that had engulfed the neighborhood. The only eye still open in Whitechapel. The eye belonged to a small apartment in which six men around a table, wrapped in a thick cloud of smoke, were playing poker. Among them were Julian McCarthy and Harvey Benson. The two, through a shameless body language, had managed to communicate, for the duration of the game, the value of the cards they had in hand and the moves they would make. The trick was working. The “chickens” they were plucking were Jack Bidden, a professional smuggler, Donald Tuk, a successful pharmacist and Kurt Murphy, son of Chief Murphy. The presence of the latter had put Harvey in a state of agitation, almost wanting to give up, but Julian did not want to know: a Murphy for him meant so much money to withdraw. As time went on, the situation became more tense. Harvey smoked his cigar morbidly. Kurt was getting more and more nervous about the game. Julian, on the other hand, showed no signs of tension, sipped his whiskey and in the dead time talked with the dealer, Mr Rachtman.

	«What’s on your nose?» asked Kurt Murphy after seeing Harvey scratch it for the seventh time.

	«What?» asked Harvey agitated.

	«Your nose, you scratch it all the time».

	«I didn’t notice».

	«It’s your turn to aim» said Julian, turning to Kurt. Kurt looked at Julian, then again at Harvey.

	«Is something wrong?» asked Julian.

	«You two, I don’t like you at all».

	«You’re not my type either» replied Julian.

	«Your pulling my leg!» said Kurt, rose up on his feet and pointed his gun at the young cheat.

	«No, I don’t understand your problem», said Julian, keeping his cool.

	«Why don’t you relax?» said Jack Bidden.

	«For a smuggler you’re really stupid, Jack. These two are giving each other signals» countered Kurt.

	«That’s a serious accusation. What proof do you have?» asked Julian.

	«All night long you win hands».

	«I am very good».

	«And he always scratches his nose».

	«What do you think, Jack, it sounds like convincing evidence?» asked Julian.

	«Not much» replied Jack, after thinking about it.

	«See, however if you want we can put one side of the other and you can stand in front of us to observe well, so we won't give signals even if we wanted».

	Kurt didn’t answer.

	«What do you think, guys, is this a good proposal?»

	«Yes, it’s fine for me,» said Jack.

	«For me too» said the pharmacist, frightened by the situation.

	«Is it okay with you too, Harvey?» asked Julian.

	«No problem».

	«So how is gone be?» then asked Julian.

	Kurt lowered his gun and agreed. The two partners could no longer look at each other, but being closer they could touch each other, and win.

	…

	

	The sky had become clearer, and some red shades announced the imminent return of the sun. The air was humid and cold penetrated the bones. When the six men went out, they were attracted by the sound coming from the inner courtyard and followed it with curiosity. The cloister of the building was unusually crowded, and even more unusual was the presence of Scotland Yard. At the sight of the police, Bidden and Harvey stopped in awe. Donald, Kurt and Julian went on until an officer blocked their way.

	«You cannot go further».

	The three leaned over the man, and a few meters further they saw clearly the body of a woman lying on the ground with her throat slashed and her head almost completely cut off from her torso. Around her the blood was spreading on the ground. Donald saw his colleague, Dr. Gladstein, among the policemen and he reached out to be seen.

	«Donald! What are you doing here?» asked Gladstein.

	«I have entertained myself with friends in an apartment nearby».

	«What happened to that woman?» asked Julian the doctor.

	«Something terrible, they opened her belly and removed some organs, also made a tear of her reproductive system» explained the doctor, visibly proved by what he had seen.

	«It’s disgusting» commented Donald.

	«Who is the victim?» asked Julian again.

	«I believe she is one of the unfortunate women of Whitechapel».

	«Unfortunate women?» repeated Julian, confused.

	«A prostitute» explained Donald.

	Julian and Donald looked at Kurt. The man had been left out, and he seemed to have recognized the victim. She was his “employee”: Annie Chapman.

	…

	

	It took longer than the others, for Julian to get home. His apartment was located on the banks of the River Thames, outside Whitechapel, not too far from Tower Bridge. Unlike its owner, the apartment was in complete disorder. Half-full trunks were arranged in scattered order. The man had not had time to make them, or perhaps he had no desire.

	He probably saw that arrangement as temporary. Once inside, he locked the door, took off his jacket and put it back in the closet. He sat at the foot of his bed and pulled up his trouser leg, pulling a gun out of his boot. His little life insurance. He took out a silver pocket watch from his pocket and put it on the bedside table by the bed. It was the most expensive thing he had, and he cared about it very much. After taking off his shirt and pants he lay down, and with the look of Kurt Murphy in mind in front of his second whore cut to pieces, he fell asleep.
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